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PREFACE.

Tue following pag-s Tave been prepared in intervals
snatched from@the grasp of an engrossing proféssion.
They contain the records of a brief and brilliant episode
in my life, which filled my memary with images alike
beautiful and enduring. They are printed in the beiief,
or at least the hope, that those §ho have visited the
- same scenes will not re('g}ret to have their impressions
renewed, and that those who are looking forward to
Italy, as to a land. of promise, will find here some hints
and suggestions w:hich may aid them in their pre-
paration.

G. S H.
Boston, August, 1853,






CONTENTS OF VOL. ‘L

THE ROMAN NUMERALS ON THE LEPT REFER TO B CHAPTRRS.

Page

I. First Sightof Ttaly . . . . 1
The Simplon = . . . . . 1
Domod' Ossola . . . . . ©2
Borromean Islands @ 8
Lake of Como . . . .. 7
Mruan. The Cathccb.ﬂ 10
Ambrosian Library . 13

Leonardo da Vinei’s Last Suppcr 14

Brera Gallery . . . . 14
Theatre of the thtoccuxi . 15
The Stelvio . . . 17
II. Cave of Adelsberg . . . . 22
TRIRSTE . . .. 24
Costnmes at Tncsto ... 28
Trieste to Venico . . . .27
Vexice. First Impressions . 28
St. Mark’s Place . . . . 81
St. Mark’s Chureh . . . . <2
Ducal Palace . . . . 84
8t. Mark’s Place by mght . 36
Pigeons of St. Mark’s Place . 88
Venctian Art . . . . 38
Churches in Venice . . . . 42
Armenjan Copyent . . . . 46
The Lide . . . . . o 48

11I. Arsenal at Venice. . . ., 49
Gondolas . . . 55
Origin and History of Vemce 58
Science and Literature in Venice 60
The Archduchess Maria Louisa 65

1V. Departure from Venice—Rail.

way over the Lagoon., . . @7
VvrroxA. The Amphitheatre . 68
Veils. . - . . . . B89
Romtto andJ uliet D )
Austrjon Bords . . . . . 71

_wvmenw‘m;xtua e e . n
ThePo . . . 72

Panya. Plc;pres of Corregio 78
The Archduchess Maria Louisa 75

L.oGNA. Picture Gallery . 75
Fountain and Leaning Towers 77

¢ .
The Univerdity
OPalaces .

Snow Storm on the Apcnnmes .

V. FLORENCE .

Florentine Architcctuxc

The«Cascine

Piazza del Gran® Ducn

The Twbune

Statues in the ’I‘nbuna

de’ Medici .

Pictures in the ’I‘nbune

Raphael

Titian’s Venuses .

Autograph Portreits of I‘amterq

\‘cnus

Busts of the Roman Emperors

Group 3f Niobe

Churches in Florence
Cathedral, Campanile,

Baptistery

and

Works of chhnel Angelo in

San Lorenzo
Medicean Chapel .
Santa Croce .

Santa Maria ‘{ovello.

Annunziata .

V1. Giotto’s Portrait of Dante
Raphael’s Fresco of the Last

Supror,

&
Casa Buonarotti .

Pictt Palace .

Raphael’s Pictures

Titian . .

Q@ Canova's Venus

Boboli Gardens *

.

Museum of Natural Inatory

Laurentian Library .

.

Accaderia delle Belle Artj.
Environs of Florence
Church and Convent of Snn

Miniato . .
Galileo . . .
Pogglo Imperinle
Jello Sguardo .

.

.

.

.

~

.

96
98
99
100

100

108
107
108
110
111

118

114
115
116
117
120
121
123
125
127
128
129

129
130
131
132



viii CONTENTS OF VOL. L

Pnge Poge
La Petroja and Castello . . 138 Parnoisus . . f. . . 210
Fiesole . . v . . . . . 1383 Miracle of Bolscnu 13 ]
! . Victory of Constantine . . . 212
Vil. La Ccrtos.. . . 1385 The Tapestries . . . . . 212
Brethren of the stcricordin . 187 The Logge . . ..o 13
Society in Plorence “ 138 Tibrary of the Vuncan .. 215
Robert and Elizabeth Brownsng 139
Powers and Greenough . « . 140. | X. The Capitol . . . .o.o18
Departure from Florcn-.e .. 148 Statue of Marcus Aurellus .. 219
Pisa . . . \ Coe e e 144 Palace of the Senator . . . 219
Leaning Tower .Y. . . . 145 Palace of the Conservatori. . 220
Cathedral . . . . . . . 146 Gallery of Pictures . . . . 221
Campo Santo . . . . ... .47 Muscum of the Capitot . . ., 222
Baptistery ' . . .c . . . 148 Dying Gladiator . , . . . 224
Beggars . . . . . . . 140 Antinous . . . . . . . 227
Leorory . . 151 Ruing in Rome . . . . . 328
Steamer to civim Vccclnu .. 154 Foruwr . . ... 280
Civita Veechia ., . . . . 155 Patace of the' Cmsm's Lo.o. 285
Arrival at Rome . . . . . 156 Colossewm /. . . . . . . 236
_ Baths of Caracalla . . . . 243
VIII. Roxe. First Impressions 158 |  Peatheon . . . . . . .. 247
.« 8t. Peter's . . . 161 Arches . ... . . . . . 249
Piazza, Obelisk, and Fountmns 163 Cloaca Maxima . . 251
Fagade and Vestibule . . . 167 Mamertine Prison and 'l‘nrpemn
Interior . . . . . 168 Roek . . . . . . . 258
Monuments . . . . . . 178 Temple of Vesta' . . . . . 254
Ascent to the Dome . . 176
General Chnmckrofthcnuilding 178 { XI. Basilicas and Churches . . 255
Sunday Evening Vespers . . 179 8t. John Lateran. . . . . 261
Christmas in St. Peter's . . 180 Sta. Marin Maggiore . . . 262
Sta. Maria degli Angeli. . . 262
IX. The Vatienn . . . . . 184 San Pictro in Vineoli . . . 204
Cortile of the Bclvcdere . . 185 Michael Angelo’s Moses . . 265
Apollo Belvedere . . . . . 188 Ara Ceeli . . . . 2067
Laocoon . . . . . . 188 Account of Pietro dclln Valle . 267
Belvedere Antmous . . . . 188 San Clemente . . . . 268
Museo Chigramonti . . . . 189 San Pietro in Montorio ... 209
Bustof Augustus . . . . 189 Trinitd de’ Monti . . . . 271
Nuovo Braceio . . . . . 190 San Onofrio . . .. 278
" Statue of Demosthenes . . . 190 Sta. Maria della Pacc. Rg-
GroupoftheNile . . ., . 190 phael’s Sibyls . . . 274
Musco Pio-Clementino . . . 191 San Agostino. Raphael’s Immh 275
Torso of Herew)~~ .- ° | 191 San Grogorio.  Frescoes of
Tomb of the Seipios . . . ., 192 Domenichino and Guido. . 275
Ariadne. . . .l1es Sta. Maria sopra Minerva . . 276
Hil of the Greek Cross . . 194 Sta. Maria del Popoli. Ra-
Hall of the Biga . . . 195 Y phel’s Statue of Jonah . . 277
Character of the Soulpturo .19l Sta. Agnese . ., 217
Gallery of Pietures . . . . 197 Sta. Cecilin, Mnderno’s Stntue
Transfiguration . . . . 197 of the Saint. . . . . ,. 278
Communion of St. Jcromc . 199 ¢
Frescoes of the Sistine Chapel . 201 XII. Palaces and Villak . . . 279
Michnel Angelo’s Las¢ Judgment 202 Style of Architecturr S gt
Fregeoes of the Ceiling . . . 205 Palazzo Borghese . . . . 284
Michael Angelo . . . . . 208 o/  Domenichino’s Chas~ of Diana 285
Stanze of Raphael . . . . 209 Raphael’s Entombment of Christ 285
School of Athens. Scourging Palazzo Barberini . . . . 287
of Heliedorus . . . . . 210 Porfrait of Beatrice Cenci . ., 287



Conova’s Statue of Fauline

Bprghcsc

CONTENTS OF VOL. 1.

Protesignt Burymg-ground
. . 308 Valley of Egeria .

. X Pago
Raphiecl’s Fo&mrhm . .9. 289 Villa Albani .
Palazzo Colonna . . . 289 English and Italian ,(Ft\rdens .
Amateur Concert . 289 Villa Pamphili-Dori .
“Prlazzo Pamphili-Doria 200 sy Madama . i)
Claude Lorraine . . .0°. , 200 »-  Melini
Palozzo Farnese . .. s Maglione ..
Prescoes of the Caracel . . . 391 , Torlonin. . . . ¢
Pglazzo Fornesina . . 204
. Raphael’s Cupid and Psyche . 295 | XIII Obelisks . . . . . .
. Raphael’s Triumph of Galatea 297 Fountains . .§. . .
Palazzo Spada . . 299 Foatana Paoli .
Statue of Pompey .. 299 5 de Trevi .
Palazzo Rospigliosi . .. . 800 $astlo of St. Angelo . .
Guido’s Aurorn . . 800 Benvenuto @ellini ..
Palazzo Sciarra © . 301 OStatue of the Archangel
Raphael’s Suonatore . ES)) Historieal Houses in Rome
Villa Ludovisi . . 802 House of the Zuecari .
Colossal Head of Juno . 802 Raphael’s Houscs
Guercino’s Aurora & . 803 Campana’s Muscum .
Villa Borghese . . 304 College of the Propngnndu
Bernini's Apollo and anhne . 808 Annua! Performances






SIX MONTHS IN FTALY.

CHAPTER 1.
(4

First Sight of Italy — The Sinfplon — Domo d’Ossola— The Borromean
Islands — The Lake of Camo — Milan — The Cathedral — The Ambrosian-

Library — The ¢ Lzst Supper’ of Leonardo da Vinci — The Brera Gallery
— Theatre of the Fantoccini —The Stelvio.

My first sight of Italy was on the sec8nd day of September,
1847. The night, or rather a segment of it, for our
journey began at three in the morning, had been passed at
Brieg, a post-town on the Simplon; and the morning light
played upon the sublime scenery, whih will be so readily
recalled by those who have .passed over that remarkable
road. The Bernese Alps Were girdled with clouds, but their
snowy heads reposed in serene sunshine. The air was full
of the exulting sound of mountain streams, the only voice
that broke the silence of these majestic solitudes. In the
highest portion of the ascent, the desolate grandeur of the
scend falls upon the mind with a feeling akin to terror, and
the milder aspect of the region which the descent reveals is
welcomed like light after darkness, _ o o

Few scenes in Europe are more impressive than the
gorge of Gondo. The dizfy plunge of the snow-white
torrent, the steep dark rocks of slate crested with trees, and
the thread-like stream winding away far below over its pebbly
bed, deg:e new beauty and significance from the work of
humadn’ skill Which enables the traveller to observe them so
safely and £0 completely. The emotions awakened by such
elevating scenes are not disturbed by the portion of admira-

tion claimed by the genius and th2 enterprise of man. God’s
VoL L. B



2 TilE SIMPLOY. Chap. I,

noblest work is the humap mipd, ané never do ve feel this
more forcil"y than when we see its useful and magnificent
efforts brought into comparison and cox}tx:ast with the gran-
deur of nature.

At Isella, on the Sardinian frontier, the traveller's trunks
are examined, one of those trifling vexations which are liere
more sensibly fclt, because they bring down the thoughts so
rudely from the serene hgights jnto which they have been
recently lifted. e who has seen the hands of a custom:
house officer disemboxvelling les trunk can hardly help
praying for another Theseus to rid tl 2 earth of this brood
of monsters, the rank growth of modern c!vilization. How-
ever, the discipline is not without a seasoning of the ludicrous,
if a sense of security permits one to enjoy it. Juvenal’s line

¢ Cantabit vacuus coram latrone viator ”

is applicable to these chartered robbers, who hold com-
missions to fleece the wayfaring man. The traveller, whose
trunk is innocent of tobacco and Geneva trinkets may smile
at the embarrassments of his néighbour with the tranquil
fecling of the philosopher in Lucretius, who contemplates
from the firm land the vessel tossing on the angry wave.

As the day declined, the character of *he scenery under-
went a gradual change. The chestnut and fig began to
appear. The ‘many-twinkling maize rustled in the bréeze.
The vine flung its arms: along the trellis, and hung its
purple clusters in tne cool green shadows beneath. Little
villages, with square bell-towers, dotted the distant heights.
‘White flat-roofed houses gleamed through their sheltering
walls of foliage. A softer air blew against the face, and the
eye reposed on gentler outlines. All those were tokens that
we were approaching Italy.

Just before sunset, the diligence reached Dumo d’Ossola,
and we remained there nearly an hour ; our condu:tor having
thus early caught the infection of needless delay which is
so prevalent an infirmity in Italv. Here everything.is Italian



Clap. 1. THE BORROMEAN ISLANDS. 3

in its aep@ct. The Kouses aré built with co]omndes, and'the
shops are sheltered }uth 'mmnns The inn s constructed
round a court-yard into Which the rooms open.” The people
are lounging, dirty and %picturesque, with ®rown clyeks and
flashing eyes. I bought some grapes and figs of an ok
woman in the market-place. Anywhere else, I shonld have
pronounced them very bad, but here they tasted of Italy and
not of themselves.

For some hours our journes was continued after night-
fall, and I experienced® one of the small trials of the
traveller in seeing @he shadows of evening steal over that
living page of the landscape,~of which the eye was re-
luctant to lose a single line. Nor was the moon, when she
rose, a compensating presence, for hét light, so magical when
thrown over fainiliqr scenes, becomes a bewildering and
tantalizing element in connection with strange objects, since
it suggests more than it reveals and tempts he eye to efforts
which end always in disappointmei}. It was a pleasant
assurance conveyed by a broad sheet of silver, on the left,
stretching away to the tiorizon, that we had approached the
shoreg of the Lago Maggiore. e reached Baveno at a late
hour, and it was not until after midnight that the various
excitemenfs of o long and crowded day were forgotten in
repose.

THE BORROMEAN ISLANDS.

The next morning rose in unclou(fed beauL), and the early
sun threw upon the smooth lake the dark shadows, of the
enclosing mountains. Afte} breakfast, we took a boat and
were rowed over to the Borromean xslands We formed quite
a polyglot party. There were, besides myself, two Russians,
noble-lf‘Ohlng young men, full of the air of commgnd, whose
qmct “and distinguished bearing everywhere exacted an un-
forced drference; a German student and a French savant,
doubtless learned and accomplished persons, but who might
have been much improved by £ judicious application of cold

B 2



4 THE BORROMEAN ISLANDS. Chap. I,

water and clean linen; and two Englishiaen, membirs of the
legal professi’n, intelligent, well-bred, and well-informed,
but with less ’susceptibility than even the generality of their
countrymen to the influences of fine - reather, fine scenery, and
interesting localities. Our boat was of large size, manned by
several men, most of 'whom rowed standing, with their backs
to the prow. In-about half an hour we reached the little
landing-place at Isola Bella, and were immediately conducted
over the palace by a Servant who met us on the piazza. .
1t is not necessary to speak with any minuteness of a palace
so generally visited by travellers and sc often described in
print. To me it was mainly interesting asibeing the first
-house I had ever seen which was southern in its character -
. and meant to guard against heat and not cold. The spacious
rooms, the lofty ceilings, the uncarpeted floors covered with a
composition like stone, and the small amount of furniture, all
were suggestive of a climate in which the sun was avoided as
an enemy, not wooed ay a friend. Space and shade are the
luxuries of warm latitudes. There are several pictures of no
great merit, none of which were so™interesting to me as two
fine drawings by the present Countess Borromeo, which were
framed and hung in one of the rooms. Below ground is a
suite of singular apartments of rough stone. or rubble work,
with cases containing imitations of fruit and mushrooms in
wax. The large building in the centre, connecting the two
wings, is unfinished, not being even covered with a roof.

The well-known gardéns attached to this palace have been
the subject of conflicting opinions. I cannot but think that
this must be owing partly to the varying moods of health and
feeling in which travellers have'seen them, and partly to the
accidents of weather. A rainy day, an ill-digested breakfast,
a sleepless night, a disagreeable companion, turn eie-ything
to gloom, and make the senses themselves unfuithful Wit
nesses. Bathed, as I saw them, in brilliant sunshine and
covered by the brightest and bluest of skies, one must have
L]een very unreasonable not to have found something to ad-
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mire. Tfue, the art#ficial is everywhere prominent, and.we
need not the guide-book to tell us that the kare xock, had
been, with infinite pains and expense, cut, %erraced, and
smoothed, and thus changed into elaboratesbloom ang beauty.
But give nature a place to stand upon, and she cannot Lie
entirely subdued by art. An orange-tree in a box is still
tree, and even a yew cut into the shape of St. George and the
dragon is more of a growth than a manufacture. Thus, in
these gardens, while we were énstantly reminded of man’s
intrusive hand by vases;ebalustrades, and statues, yet long
verdurous walls of dlemon-trees starred with pearly blossoms,
rich thickets ofgleander crowned with spikes of pink waving
in the breeze like flames of fire, clumps of laurel, cypress, and
myrtle, and a wilderness of ¢ plebeiam underwood,” nameless
to my uninstructed eye, suggested the creative energies of
nature, mysterious alike in the mountain cliff and in the
flower that grows in its shadow. 'The rarest and finest
forms of vegetable life have been drawn fr8m their distant
and scattered homes and brought fdgether in this harmo-
nizing spot, a graceful a.ad appropriat¢ homage to the peace
and beauty that seem to make an atmosphere over the island.
The tea-plant, the camphor-tree, luxuriant hydrangeas,
caper-vines, aloes and cactuses, pines from China and Japan,
and the fﬂagnoiia from our own country, grow fearlessly in-
- the open air, like children of the soil. In one place, over the
entrance to a sort of natural cave, there hung a long green
pendulum, formed of the intertwisted leaves and fibres of the
ivy, symmetrical in shape'and a¢ large round as a delicate
waist, presenting, both in ite colour and waving moveinent, a
most agreeable contrast to the grey wall of rock against
which it was suspended. Over the whole scene a certain
indescrjpnble air of tropical languor and luxuriance was
thiowi, The spirit of Ttaly seemed condensed intd a power-
ful essenge and poured round the spot. The intense odour
of the orange and lemon blossoms, which everywhere pierced
to the brain, recalled the passionate poetry of Romeo and
L
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Juliet, and the hues and forms of the flpwers and sarubs tne
many-coloured pages of Ariosto. When, from the highest
point, all this:fairy world of bloom and verdure was taken in,
-and when, on raising the eye, the fine forms of the mountains
which enclose the lake were seen, the distant snowy peaks of
the Alps, adding an .alien but not inharmonious element of
_sternness and sublimity to the softness of the foreground, one
must have been very msens1b1e or very fastidious not to have
dropped the defences of criti¢ism, and yielded himself without
reserve to the genius of the place. .

The Isola Madre also belongs to the Borromeo family.
Here is a garden, in some respects finer than t}at on the Isola
Bella, because more natural. Oranges and lemons grow with
the greatest profusion and luxuriance. The walnut, the bay,
and the pine form those shady caverns of foliage so grateful
in the summer heat of a warm climate, and a tanrrled under-
growth of shrubbery imitates the intricacy of one of our own
virgin woods. Pheasants and other birds of gay plumage
are kept in spacious apartments, walled and roofed with wire.

From Lago Maggiore to Cadenabl:a,on the Lake of Como,
my progress left little to record. I remember with pleasure
the decent inn at Luino, with its pretty garden in the rear
overshadowed with patriarchal limes, and in front, on the
edge of the lake, a row of venerable aspens, whost leaves in
a day of breathless calm sugg gested the breeze which they afd.
not feel. The situation of Lugano, on the borders of the lake
of the same namg, whose waters bathe the feet of steep moun-
tains covered with vines, villas, and forest-trees, Jeaves a pic-
ture upon the memory not earlly effaced. The contrast
between the dirty and comfort™:ss inn at which I passed the
night and a very handsome town-hall recently erected, and
quite encrusted with Latin Inscriptions, showed that.tne town
was Ttalian in character, though belonging to Switzilad:
It would be difficult in New England to find so handsome a
"public building or so uninviting an inn. Such are the incon-
sistencies of Italian civilizatiog.



Chap. L. (.7 )

11E LAKE OF COMO.

The excellent inn at Cadenabbia is a good rédting-place for
one who wishes to observg at some leisure {which I cou]d not
do) the beauties of the Lake of Como, a region so 1dvely that
it seems the realization of a poet’s dream. To the sinuous
form of the lake it may be objected that it is oo much like
a river and too little like a lake. But no river winds along
such banks as these. Steep a}d precipitous in form, richly
cultivated, glittering withe white villas, garlanded with vines,
and crow ne(l with ﬁarest-tre%, they fill the mind with images
alike of beauty and grandeur. At every moment of the
steamer’s progress, magic combinations of scenery were re-
vealed which seemed like the delusiops of the stage. It all
appeared to be made of something finer than common earth.
The crew of the little steamer, with their smart caps, nice
blue shirts, striped trowsers, and rich red sashes, prolonged
the illusion, and looked as if they wgre going upon the stage
to sing a chorus in Masaniello. Unde? such dreamy mﬂuenceb
it was easy to people the wooded banks with satyrs and bus-
kined wood-nymphs, and to listen for the sound of visionary
horns. )

Cadenabbia is a mere handful of houses, so close upon the
waters of*the fake that their soothing ripple is the musical _
dccompaniment to 41l sounds and thoughts. At a short dis-
tance from the imm is the villa Somariva. A pretty fountain
plays before the principal entrance. In the hall is the cele-
brated fyieze by Thorwaldsen, representing the triumphs of
Alexander, a work worthy of the best days of Grecfn art;
also a Palamedcs and a Cupig and Psyche by Canova, which
do not bear the comparison provoked by their proximity.
The tépdency to the meretriciods observable in the latter
‘giowp’is rebuked by the simple and majestic geifius of the
great Scandinavian. There are many pictures also in the
villa, but none of conspicuous merit; some very indifferent
specimens being judiciously placed in what in a common, house
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would be called the garret. One of ,the bedroons had a
pretty fresco on the ceiling of Narcissus viewing his face in
the fountain, & pleasant object to open one’s eyes upon in the
morning,

,In the afternoon, when fast approaching a state of unconscious-
ness, my attention was roused by a storm of what seemed to me
angry voices. On looking out of the window, I saw a group
of men, in the half-slovenly, ha]f-plcturesque costume which
everybody who has scena pictyrial annual recognises as Italian,
eagerly engaged in the classical game of mora. This game
is played by two persons who place themselves opposite to
each other, and each, at the same moment,,throws out his
right hand with a certain number of fingers extended, and a
certain number closed¢or shut upen the palm; and each
player, as the hand descends, shrieks out the number made by
adding his antagonist’s open fingers to his own. Each one, of
course, knows how many fingers he extends himself, but those
of hi§ adversary must b2 caught during the lightning descent
of his hand. He who names the right number makes a point
in the game. When both are right-or both wrong, it is a tie
and no point is made. The fingers of the left hand, which is
held back, serve to mark the points. This is a popular game
all over Italy, suiting, as it does, the indolent habits and pas-
sionate temperament of the pe0p13 Simple as it seems, it
requires great quickness of eye to play it well, and there
are degrees of excellence among players, as in whist or
cricket. The speaking gestures, animated movements, and
flashing eyes of the players made the group an exgjting pic-
ture. The life of the Italians is a prolonged childhood, and
they put into their amusements all the heartiness and vivacity
of children. This is rather a dangerous game, as the rapid
movements of the hands lead to differences of opinigii, which
easily kingle the combustible temperament of the, people intd

“1a blaze of strife. Among the fervid and passionatg Romans,
the knife is often used for the decision of such disputes.+
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Chap. I. THE LAKE OF COMO. 9

* Threecdays upon ithe Italian lakes, a period far too:short,
were enough however to stamp impressions upon the memory,
which can never be effaged. Florence and Réme exert their
powerful attraction ovey the traveller, ag, soon as he puts his
foot upon the soil of Italy;.but let him resist Their spell
awhile and linger around thesé magicoshores. Ile will find
nothing more beautiful till he comes to Naples. Indeed,
these lakes bear the same relation to the rest of Italy that
Ttaly itself does t& the rest ?f Euroge. All that is most
characteristic of the scegery of the country is here found in
the highest perfegtion. Mountains precipitous in form and
grand in outlige, the foreground smoothed and softened by the
richest cultivation, white villas peeping through the twinkling
foliage of the vine, the maize, the oliye, and the chestnut, make
such combinations as the artist loves, while in the terraced gar

dens, the hedges of myrtle and the walls of orange and lemon
plead, and not in vain, in behalf of the formal and artificial hor-
ticulture which they embellish. The, peoplecthat dwell around
these lakes seem of soft and pliant nduld, finding their life in
agreeable sensations rather than resolute effort; roused from
their repose by the flash of passion rather than the spur of
enterprise. All these impressions are the more vivid from
their contrast with those gleaned in Switzerland, whose snowy
mountairs towér in the diktant background. There Nature is
seen in its stern, sablime, and appalling aspects. The travel-
ler’s satisfactions are associated with toil and endurance. He
must earn all that he gets. e must pant up the sides of the
mountain till his knees knock tegether and his head swims
with fatigue; he must cross the slippery glacier,che must
brave the cold of icy sumgits and sleep in lonely chalets.
But a day’s journey throws him at once upon the lap of the
warm *south, ®hen he becomes a mere passive récipient of
sgmﬁfblehsensations. There is nothing to struggle for, and
no price to be paid for the best part of what he receives.
Reclinir?g in a boat, sitting in the balcony of his inn, stretched
listlessly upon the grass undeg a spreading chestnut, an en-

B 3



10 MILAN, Chap L.

chanting picture is ever before him. Smch scenesgysuch in-
fluences are not nurses of the manly virtues. Neither sturdy
enterprise nor heroic valour has takep root among these vines
and myrtles. They find a more congenial soil among Alpine
pines and in the sands of Holland. The annals of the Italian
lakes show no names like those of Tell and Fiirst, and the
moral charm which exalts’ and dignifies the sublime shores of
the Lake of Lucerne sheds no ideal gleam around the fairy
waves of Como. Y )

MILAN.

Four days in a city so large and so full of interest as Milan
leave little to record and not much to remember. The atten-
tion is distracted and themind overborne by the multitude of
impressions which are crowded into so brief a space, and the
memory in looking back is like a painter’s palette, a mass of
colours without form or outline.

The stranger ia Milan naturally hurries to the celebrated
cathedral, a structure thé merits and demerits of which require,
an architectural eye to comprehend .and interpret. I can
only say that its exterior was somewhat disappointing. When
we hear of a building of white marble, we expect something
more overpowering and dazzling than any reality can be.
Built as the cathedral has been a®wide intervals of time,
its surface presents different shades of colwur, which disturb
the simplicity and uniformity which so large a mass requires.
From the nature of & material so tempting to the chisel there
results a crowd of detail; which in like manner impairs the
general 4mpression. It seems likg a piece of jewellers’ wqrk
magnified a million of times. Stone, which does not attract
attention to its colour and surface, seems best adapted to
carry out the idea of Gothic architecture. Vie?ving the’ Milan
cathedral from a distance, it struck me as wanting height iz
proportion to its breadth.

The interior, always excepting the disingenuous trick of the
painted ceiling, called forth only unqualified admiration. The
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Spirit of criticism ofalls prostrate and powerless before the
visible sublime, embodied in such massive pillars, in a roof so
airy and majestic, all shrouded in that dim religlous light which
hallows every object gpon which it falls. Surely, if we,
could bring home but one thing.from Europe, that one thing
should be a cathedral. Tt is not mrerely size and height,
or elaborate details, or shrines blazing with gold and silver, or
windows that arrest and fix all the changing hues of sunset,
that give to these structures ftheir posver and significance.
The impression which ghey make cannot be communicated
by description orgtransferred to a picture. A spirit hangs
over them whjch illumines what is dark, and raises and sup-
ports what is low. Their shadows are healing to the soul as
that of St. Peter was to the body. &n their majestic presence
the natural language of the. heart becomes thanksgiving and
aspiration.

Happy are they whose faith needs no such appliances ; who
feel the overshadowing presence ofs God dlike in solitude or
society, upon the mountain-top, inThe market-place, in the
tasteless parish churchgand around the domestic hearth. But
with most of us the world is too much present. Its cares
engross, its pleasures intoxicate, its sorrows and disappoint-
ments oppress us. Few are the moments in which our spirits
lie exposed to the high®t of influences, neither darkened by
despair, nor gidd§ through self-confidence, nor inflamed by
earth-born passions. ~ For natures conscious of inward struggle,
of wings that are often clogged and sometimes paralyzed,
these glorious structures were reared! Their walls and spaces
seem yet instinct with the,love and faith that laid the stones
and carved the saints; and gransient and soon effaced as the
_impressions which they leave may be, they are yet aids and
allies which he. who is most conscious of his weakness will be
* the 1n0st grateful for. ~

Perhaps the most striking part of the Milan cathedral is
the outside of the roof. The great extent of the, building is
more justly estimated than frqmn any part of the interior, and
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the eye and mind are overpowered by the multitude bf archi-
tectural details, the rich ornaments, the delicately carved
flying buttresses, the wilderness of pinnacles. It is easy to
understand why such buildings never are and never can be
co’mpleted: The niches and spires of the exterior are already
occupied by about tliree thousand statues in marble, which
form one of the most noticeable features of the cathedral-
From below, especially at any considerable distance, they look
dwarfish and huddled, but wfen we are in the midst of this
stately, silent assemblage, carved in <l the attitudes of devo-
tion, the effect is most striking, even as 7 saw them, by the
gairish light of noonday. What must it be by the spiritual-
izing rays of the moon? Ilow easy to imagine them a band
of white-robed angels, mew lighted from their heavenward
flight to dedicate this majestic temple with strains of celestial
music !

But the traveller must mount higher than the roof. He
must climb to the' octagon gallery in the tower, where he will
see around and below hih a wide and fine prospect; the fertiles
plain of Lombardy, glittering with towns and villages, closed
in on the north and west by the eternal snows of the Alps.

Below the pavement of the cathedral is kept and shown the
body of St. Charles Borromeo, a saint whom the most bigoted
Protestant must neéds reverence, for his life was mide up of
the noblest Christian virtues: benevolence, humility, self-
sacrifice, courage, and disinterestedness, A priest goes before
with reverent steps, holding in his hand a lighted candle.
Door after door is unlocked and various passages are traversed.
At last Sve reach a small dark reom, in the midst of which
stands a large case or sarcopbagus, covered with a cloth.
The attention of the visitor is first drawn to the bas-reliefs on.
the wall, eight in number, of silver gilt, and reprcsnntmg
with much %pirit some of the mos: memorable eveusts in thd
life of the saint. The priest then removes the cloth from the
sarcophagus, and, on turning a windlass, the front of the
wooden covering slides down,and you see through plates of
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rock crysfal (it may e glass), set in frames of gold and giided
silver, the body of the saint, hardly more than a skeleton, A
small crown of gold, saidto have been wrought by Benvenuto
Cellini, hangs over the ltad; a cross of diimonds sparkles on
the breast, and a precious crozier lies at his side. It isa
perversion of the feeling of reverence, %o justly due to that
admirable man, thus to exact it for the mouldering shell from
which the spirit has fled ; but as the dust of Hannibal could
not be common dust, so the bo'es of thls sainted prelate do
not awaken unqualified disgust. To no one, judging from
his life, would sucksan exhibition be more distasteful than to
St. Charles Bgrromeo himself, could he reappear on earth.
As unostentatious as he was benevolent, he would order his
bones to be buried, and his jewels to%e sold and given to the
poor.

THE AMBROSIAN LIBRARY.

Here is a world of interesting mattfr, which would require
and reward a week’s examination, not to say a life of study.
One has only time to glance at some of the most prominent
objects ; such as a manuscript of Virgil with annotations in
the neat handwriting of Petrarch ; an early manuscript of
Dante in ﬁue (oreservation ; a manuscript upon papyrus;
several curious palimpsests; a letter written by Lucretia
Borgm, and a book of drawings by Leonardo da Vinci, shyw-
ing not only great powers of hand but unmeasured patience
and faithful study. In the upper part of tde building are
some tolerable pictures, Raphael’S Cartoon for the fresco of
the School of Athens, in theVatican; precious drawings by
Michael Angelo and Leonard®da Vinci ; and, protected by a
glass cage from tgo curious hands, a single hair, of pale yellow,
not very §ne or beautiful, which you are told once_belonged
to"Lucretia~ Borgia. The burden of proof is, of course, on
him that takes the negative. If it were hers, hers was not
the beauty that * draws us with a single hair.” Through all
these things you are hurried, in @ most unsatisfactory manner,
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by an impatient conductor, who is thinking of dinmng while
you are thinking of admiring.

LEONARDO DA VINCI'S ¢ LAST SUPPER.

Next to the Cathedral, this is the most interesting object in
Milan. It is probably the most celebrated picture in the
world ; that is, the most talked of and written about. No
one can approach suc¢h a worl&in an impartial frame of mind.
We are in a flutter of expectatics, prepared alike to see
what is not visible and to admire what is r ot admirable. The
picture was not painted in fresco, but in oils vnon a dry wall.
This was the chief cause of its decay; to which, however,
‘the elements, the monks (who cut a door through it), and,
worst of all, the restorers, have contributed. It occupies one
end of a large, disfurnished, barn-like room ; and before it
is a scaffold, raised it is to be presumed for the benefit of the
copyist and enﬂ'raver certainly not for that of the spectator.
A person who had never seen Morghen’s engraving, or heard
of the picture (if such a person cat‘i be supposed to exist),
would be slow to recognise the greatness of the work; and
on the other hand, one familiar with the engraving, especially
an artist, would find in the picture something which he had
not seen in the emgraving. Both are necessary’to a full
comprehension of the artist’s power. In these fading frag-
ments of colour, the trained eye of the artist can still dis-
cover Leonardc’s minute beauty of finish, but I must take
their judgment on trust. It is a work full of melancholy in-
terest—a picture in ruins—and ¢he imagination peoples the
denuded walls with forms not ixferior to those which time has
effaced.

THE BRERA GALLERY.
Of a multitude of pictures here, few make much impres-

sion. Those which are good must be picked out from a
monotonous waste of mediocrity. Lord Byron praises the
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Abrahamtand Hagapby Guercino, but it seems to me wanting
both in power and refinement. Raphael’s ¢ Spozalizio’ leaves
no recollections byt those of wmmingled pleasure. It is well
known by engravings; and, as its promineat merits gre in the
drawing and expression, it loses little in this interpretatiog.
It was an old friend in a richer and more becoming costume.
(irace, sweetness, and delicacy triumph over defects of colour-
ing and that hardness of outline from which the artist did not
entirely escape till a later perid. The architecture, dress,
and countenances, are all thoroughly Italian. There is nothing
that carries the spegtator to Judea.

This was th(z first picture of Raphael I had ever seen, and
such an occurrence is a red-letter day in the calendar of life.
It is like the first sight of Niagara—of the dome of St. Peter’s
—of the summit of Mont Blane. It makes us, for a time,
impatient of all inferior sensations. Perhaps it was this
which made me so insensible to the merits of the great bulk
of the collection. Of a multitude of icture I saw very few
that awakened pleasure in the seeing, or regret in the leaving.
Here, and in other. parts: of Milan, are works, both in fresco
and in oil, by Luiui, an artist of feminine and delicate genius,
who rarely fails to please.

A portion of the gallery was occupied by an exhibition of
paintings by living artists. Most of them were very bad, ex-
travagant in conceplion, feebly drawn, and glaring in colour.
The sculpture was rather better, but more in the spirit of
Bernini than of Thorwaldsen; and mediocrit:s in sculpture is
even more common than in painting.

THEATRE OF THE FANTOCCINIL

Tlns 15 a small theatre, in which the performances are by
puppeta about three feet high; the voices being supphed by
persons behind the scenes. It was very cleverly managed,
and nothing could be more amusing. The plot was very
tragical, darkened with love, ealousy, assassination, and
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suicide. There was a sentimental youngdady in a pink gown,
who seemed in such distress that it was really quite cruel to
laugh at her ; two or three young gentlemen romantic and in
love ; an old gentltman very respecteble and a little peremp-
tory, as old gentlemen on the stage always are; and the gra-
cioso or buffoon, a countryman with a red face and redder
waistcoat, who was always greeted with shouts of laughter,
especially from the children who formed a considerable part
of the audience, and whose rict ous delight was one of the plea-
santest incidents of the performance.

The afterpiece was a very pretty ballet. the scene of which
was laid in our own forests, with our native Indians for per-
formers; such Indians as are painted by Chateaubriand in his
¢ Atala,” but such as the West never nursed in all her bound-
less prairies. The curtain rises, and a little lake, not bigger
than a pocket-handkerchief, is seen gleaming in the morning
sun, A fairy canoe shoots from a cove and glides over its
surface, and a maiden .steps upon the bank and lies down to
sleep. A little wmg'ed creature, a mere butterfly in human
shape, flutters around her and wakes her with a touch of his
arrow. And then the lover steals in, and then succeeds a
series of dances, admirably managed and full of graceful
movement, and all this upon a mere apron of a stanfe, and by
a troupe of players which could be wheeled home“in a wheel-
barrow.

I have nothing to record of the Church of St.. Ambrose,
that venerable -onument of the middle ages; nor of the soli-
tary column weary with age which stands near it; nor of the
sixteen Corinthian eolumns nearsthe Church of San Lorenzo,
as little in unison with anythigg around, them as a troop of
Roman soldiers would be in Washington-street; nor of the
Arch of Peace surmounted by four figures of Fame, one at
each corner, showing as great a penury of invention as the
work of the artist who painted the five Miss Flamboroughs,
each with an orange in her hand ; nor of the fine amphitheatre
in which the spectator will :always be sure of good air, at
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1éast ; for they are &4ll so well described in Murray’s Hand-
book that no one of the “coming men” need attempt to do it
over again. Norgan I paint the gay and smiling aspect in
which Milan and its efivirons presented®themselves to my
sight, and still dwell in my memory. I saw its showy archi-
tecture and animated streets under a light blue sky, and gilded
by the most becoming sunshine; while the beautiful plain in
which it is set was glowing with the exuberant life of gently
declining summer. The pictul: I brodight away is as full
of light as ‘'one of Claude’s sparkling sunrises. The rapid
traveller cannot be¢oo grateful for such happy accidents.

THE STELVIO.‘

From Milan I turned my face to the north, and in a few
hours was once more gliding along the magic shores of Como,
which were even more beautiful than when I had seen them
before. Then I was discovering, but fow I could give myself
up to admiration and delight. My first resting-place was
Varenha, a-small village opposite Cadenabbia. The inn at
this place is one of the most agreeable in Italy. The situa-
tion is fine; and its pretty garden, terraced to the water’s
edge, crowded with orange and lemon trees and solemnized
with here”and there a monkish-looking cypress, might have
sat for a picture in a landscape annual. But who could have
painted the sunset I saw from it, the burnished gold of the
lake, the purple mountains, which slowly faded away into the
gray of evening? I watched these changing colours and the
glorious scenery over which*hey passed, as one looks upon a
friendly face which he expectsito see no more on earth.

The Jext morning my course was along the shore of the
lake, o‘\;e" the great road which is carried over the Stelvio,
and through the wonderful gallenes which are cut through
the solid, rock for a mile in extent. At Colico, a wretched
place, looking like the ancestral abode of fever and ague, the
road leaves the lake and turns 2o the right, passing through
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the marshy lowlands of the Adda, over which it 1s carried
for a considerable distance upon a raised terrace. The lower
end of the valley of the Adda is 2 dreary Jnorass, and the
sickly appearance of the few inhabitants proclaims the poi-
sonous influences exhaled from the rank and decaying vegeta-
tion. The parallel ranges of mountain on either hand, how-
ever, delight the traveller with their majestic forms, and, as
the valley narrows and the road ascends, the aspect of the
nearer scenery impréves, and: the vine, the chestnut, and the
mulberry greet the eye. DBut the Adda is evidently what .
western boatman would call a ¢ wicked” river; given to
sudden and angry inundations, and always of most uncertain
temper. In many places the ravages of former floods were
plainly visible. At Soadrio the junction of the Mallero, a
feverish and fretful mountain stream, with the Adda, produces
some striking points of scenery. Between Sondrio and Bor-
mio is a region full of picturesque beauty and thickly peopled,
in spite of malaria and* the lawless river, whose overflowings
leave a harvest of disease and death behind them.

At Bormio the ascent of the miountain begins. ¥t was
rather a singular circumstance that, upon this great high-
way between Italy and Germany, the party of seven persons
+which left the inn at Bormio in the gray morning light of
September 13, 1847, comprised neither an Itdlian nor a
German ; and more singular still, five out of the seven were
Americans. The other two were a French gentléman and
his wife, amiatle and intelligent persons. The road is ad-
mirably constructed, and winds in such numerous and skil-
fully managed turns, that the pull against the carriage is
steady and uniform. But it iz such a dead weight upon the
horses that a brisk pedestrian soon gets far ahead of them,
and no man of average muscles and in good weather will
condescend to be drawn up so glorious an astent, or be
content with such glimpses of the indescribable scenery as he
can steal through the windows of a carriage. The day was
one of rare and cloudless brauty; and even at the highest
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pdint, which is thred thousand feet higher than the sumndt of
Mount Washington, the air was that of one of our own mild
days in March, and the snow was melting and running off in
a thousand voiceful stredins. At a short®distance from the
top is a custom-house where passports are examined, and an
inn where a very satisfactory dinner may be obtained, if the
revolutions of Europe have not displaced the smiling and
good-natured German woman, who, at that time, presided
over the kitchen department. ’

We reached the highestepoint of the pass about two n’clock.
The descent upon éhe Tyrolese side of the road is steeper
than the Italiag, but it is so skilfully engineered, with such
numerous zigzags and turns, that the horses trot down, with
one of the wheels locked, as securely®s upon the level roads
of Lombardy. As you stand upon the sumumit and look
down the steep mountain-side along which the descent winds
and turns, the road itself is so dwarfed by the ‘colossal scale
of the objects around it, that it seenis no more than a scarf
thrown upon the ground. So sharp are the turns, that in
many places it Is quite “easy—to borrow a siying of Brown,
the landscape gardener—to put one foot upon zig and the
other upon zag.

This astomshmg road—one of the greatest triumphs of
modern elf‘rmeerm"—-was built at an expense of a millien
and a half of dollars, and all the resources of skill and
science were resorted to in aid of its construction. The
names of Donegani, the engineer of the Stewio route, and
of Ceard, by whom the Simplon Was planned and executed,
should be, recorded and preserved for the gratitude of man-
kind, yet, of the thousands who avail themselves of their
admirable labours, how .few remember them or mingle a
sense of grateful feeling with the stirring emotions awakened
by thoge soenes of grandeur and sublimity, which, but for
them, wogld have been a sealed book to the mass of the tra-
velling world. Sometimes the road over the Stelvio is led
through tunnels cut in the rock,sometimes galleries of solid
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masonry are built over it, with- sloping ‘roofs to accommodate
the downward plunge of the avalanche, and strong palisades
protect it on the side next to the precipices. But in spite of
all that can be acdomplished by the joint efforts of capital and
ekill, every winter proves, by the amount of injury which is
done, how powerless“are the best resources of man against
the destructive energies of nature. The conductor, a vigorous
and athletic German, whose beard had been shaken with
many a tempest, déscribed Lome of the storms he had en-
countered, and his narratives had ‘all the interest and excite-
ment of shipwreck and perils by sea. v

The impressive character of the scenery which in the
course of a short day the traveller passes through, defies alike
the powers of painting and description. The pen and the
pencil may attempt, and not unsuccessfully, to reproduce the
soft gradations of the beautiful or the abrupt contrasts of the
picturesque, but they are alike powerless and paralyzed be-
fore the awful grandeur of Alpine heights, where there is
neither life nor motion, where a stern, unsmiling sublimity
has moulded every form and stamped upon the scene the
frown of a perpetual winter. There is nothing in the or-
dinary aspect of Nature that prepares us for what we see
when we have entered the region of perpetual snow. Here is
no hum of insects, no rustle of foliage, no pulse of vitality.
There is no provision for animal life in the pitiless granite,
ice, and snow that make up the landscape. The solitary
eagle, whose slow-circling form is painted on the dark sky
above, seems but a momentary presence, like ourselves, and
not a part of the scene. Nature is no longer a bounteous
and beneficent mother, but aistern and awful power before
which we bow and tremble; and the earth ceases to be man’s
farm and garden, and becomes only a part of -the solar
system. . -

In the passage of the Stelvio, all that is most striking and
characteristic in the scenery of Switzerland may be seen—
deep ravines, that look as if #he rocks on either hand had been
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c(;nvplsivé\ly torn apart, sheer precipices, huge crags worf by
storms and splintered by lightning, glaciers and mountains
capped with eterral snow. Of the points visited by the
ordinary traveller, I knéw of but one—th& Jardin on Mont
Blanc—which equals the sublimity of the highest portion of
the Stelvio. The presiding genius of the scene is the giant
form of the Orteler Spitz, some fifteen thousand feet high,
and so placed, that nearly its whole height, from the summit
to the base, may be embraced ada single’glance. Raised far
above a crowd of subordfate peaks, buttressed by enormous
glaciers, crowned with a dazzling diadem of eternal snow, he
towers aloft, thg emperor of the monarch mountains around
him. All this may be seen and enjoyed, without fatigue and
without danger, in a comfortable carrifige and upon an excel-
lent road. We hear much of the good old times; surely
there is some reason to be thankful that we live in the good
new times. o

The imposing and characteristic §genery of the Stelvio
ceases at Prad, which we reached between four and five. The
drive from Prad to Mals, in the deepening twilight, under
the lengthening shadows of the mountains and through a
lovely pastoral region, glittering with streams and fresh
meadows, fell most soothingly upon the spirit after the strong
excitements of the day.

The next two months were given to a rapid tour through
the Tyrol and Germany.
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CHAPTER II

The Cave of Adelsberg — Trieste — Costumes at Trieste — Tricste to Venice
— First Impressions of Venice — St. Mark’s Place— The Church of St.
Mark’s — The Ducal Palace — St, Mark’s Place by Night — Pigeons of St.
Mark’s Place — Venetian Art e Churches in Venice — Tlu. Armenian
Convent — The Lido.

THE CAVE OF ADELSBERG.

DMy next sight of Italy was on the third day of November.
The previous night had been passed at Adelsberg, and the
morning had been afrreeably ocenpied in exploring the wonders
of its celebrated cavern. The entrance is through an opening
in the side of a hill. In a few moments, after walking down
a gentle descent, a sound of flowing water is heard, and the
light of the torches bc-ne by the guides gleams faintly upon
a river which runs through these sunless chasms, and revisits
the glimpses of day at Planina, some ten miles distant. The .
visitor now finds himself in a vast hall, walled and roofed by
impenetrable darkness. Rude steps in the rock lead down to
the level of the stream, which is crossed by # wooden bridge,
and the ascent on the other side is madg by a similar flight of
steps. The bridge and the steps are marked by a double
row of lights, which, with their long line of tremulous, lustre,
present a most” striking appearance as they struggle through
the night that broods over them. Such a scene recalls Milton’s
sublime pictures of Pandemonitim, and shows directly to the
eye what effects a great imaginative painter may produce
with no other colours than light and darkness, Here are the
“ stately height,” the “ ample spaces,” the arched reof,” the
rows of “ starry lamps and blazing cressets” of Satan’s hall of
council, and by the excited fancy the dim distanc~ is easily
peopled with gigantic forms and filled with the * rushing of

congregated wings.”
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* After ;his, one is led through a variety of chambers} dif-
fering in size and form, but essentially similar in character,
and his attention # invittd to the innumerable multitude of
striking and fantastic objects which have Been formed, in the
lapse of ages, by the mere droppmo- of water. Pendants
hang from the roof, stalagmites grow from the floor like
petnﬁed stumps, and pillars and buttresses are disposed as
oddly as in the architecture of a dream. Here you are told
to admire a bell and there a thibne, heré a pulpit and there a
butcher’s shop, here ¥ thé® two hearts” and there a fountain
frozen into alabaster, and in every case you assent to the re-
semblance in {1 unquestioning mood of Polonius. One of
the chambers or halls is used every year as a ball-room, for
which purpose it has every requisite,”except an elastic floor,
even to a natural dais for the orchestra. Iere, with the sort
of pride with which a book collector shows a Dlazarin Bible
or a folio Shakespeare, the guides point out a_beautiful piece
of limestone which hangs from the rogf in folds as delicate as
a Cashmere shawl, to which the resemblance is made more
exact by a well-defined quder of deeper colour than the web.
Through this translucent curtain the light shines as through a
picture in porcelain, and one must be very unimpressible not
to bestow the tribute of admiration which is claimed. These
are the trivial details which may be remembered and described,
but the general effect produced by the darkness, the silence,
the vast spaces, the innumerable forms, the vaulted roofs, the
pillars and galleries melting away in the glooi? like the long-
drawn aisles of a cathedral, may be recalled but not eqnmuni-
cated. ° )

To see all these marvels requires much time, and I remained
under ggound long enough to have a new sense of the blessing
of light, “The ﬁrst glimpse of retuining day seen through the
distant entr&nce brought with it an exhilarating sense of re-
Jease, and, the blue sky and cheerful sunshine were welcomed
like the faces of long absent friends.

A cave like that of Adelshergi*—for all limestone caves are
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doubiless essentially similar in character,—ought by all means
to be seen, if it comes in one’s yay, because it leaves impres-
sions upon the mind unlike fhose derived from any other
object. Nature stamps upon most oi her operations a certain
ckaracter of gravity and majesty. Order and symmetry attend
upon her steps, and unity in variety is the law by which her
movements are guided. But, beneath the surface of the.
earth, she seems a frolicsome child, or a sportive Undine, who

' wreathes the unmanageable stvne into weird and quaint forms;
seemingly from no other motive thazx pure delight in the exer-
cise of overflowing power. Everything i playfu] airy, and
fantastic ; there is no spirit of soberness; no reference to any
ulterior end ; nothing from which food, fuel, or raiment can
be extracted. These cliasms have been scooped out, and these
pillars have been reared, in the spirit in which the bird sings,
or the kitten plays with the falling leaves. From such scenes
we may safely infer that the plan of the Creator comprehends
something more than, material utility, that beauty is its own
vindicator and interpreter, that saw-mills were not the ulti-
mate cause of mountain streams, nor wine-bottles of cork-
trees.

TRIESTE,

The region between Adelsherg and Trieste is one of forlorn
desolation ; a level and monotonous waste, with neither bloom
nor verdure to gladden the eye. There is no evidence of
sudden change by the violent agency of fire or flood, but nature
seems - t9 have slowly wasted away and died of old age and
natural decay. That ¢ merchant-marring ” wind, the Bo‘ra 80
well known to every shipmastwr that has dropped anchor in
the harbour of Trieste, has-apparently blown away the soil
and laid bare the rocky skeleton of the world. Bat Jet not
the traveller’s heart fail ;him as he drives over ihis glgomy
desert, for a compensatlon is in store for him. About five
miles from Trieste, that is by the road, but nearer as the bird
flies, the elevated plateau Gver which he has been passing
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suddenly ends and- falls off" abruptly to the sea, and he finds
himself, without a moment s warning, on the brow of a head-
land, with one of the lovehe&t prospects on earth before him,
all the more delightful from its contrast to the dreary mono-
tony he has just passed through. Close at hand, seemingly at
his feet, lies Trieste with its mole, harbour, and shipping; a
shining fringe to the green lap of a scuthern hill-side which is
covered with vines, fig-trees, chestnuts, angd olives ; beyond
is the blue Adriatic stretching away to the islands of Venice,
whlle .on the west and north-east, the prospect is closed in by
’ the mountain chains of Istria and the Rhetian Alps. I can
wish all succeediiffy travellers no better fortune than to see
this enchanting panorama, as I saw it, gilded by the yellow
light of a slow descending sun, the waveless Adriatic as
smooth as a plane of lapis lazuli, and the ships at the mole
sleeping on their shadows, motionless as painted ships upon a
paintdd ocean.* The road winds along the side of the moun-
tain in gradual sweeps and turns, presentiag at every moment
most pleasing glimpses of the gardens and villas of the mer-
chants of Trieste, by whose wealth and enterprise this moun-
tain-side, once a rocky waste, has been converted into a smiling
paradise of beauty and fertility.

- ‘Trieste is byt sin hours from Adelsberg, and yet in that
time I had slid from the beard of winter to the lap of summer.
I bad left behind me the cold of one of our own November
mornings, and I found open windows, a soft vernal air, and
flowers in the market-place offered fo sale by woien without
“caps or bonnets, Such is the Sunoy greeting which Xtaly
g1ves to the traveller who approaches it from the nortln
The long-lingering summer and génial winter of that favoured
region enter largely into the agreeable impressions which it
leaves upen the mind. Let no one who is sensitive tq cold
be found north of the Alps after October. Indeed, in the

* As idle as a painted ship
Upon a painted ocern.
COLERIDGE’S Ancient Mariner.,
VOL, 1. ~ (o]
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fatter part of September the Alpine winds which sweep over
the table-land of Bavaria will pierce him to the bone, and ehill
the heart of his enterprise. DMan instinctively flees from
winter. From his own experience, the traveller can under-
stand why the course of emigration and conquest has ever
been from the north to the south. In the contest between the
north wind and the sun, the latter always has prevailed and
always will prevail, so long as man is the wnpire.

COSTUMES AT TRIESTE.

There is nothing in Trieste to detain the traveller long.
It is prosperous, bustling, and uninteresting, with clean
streets, and people that really have something to do; a bit of
New England fallen upon the shores of Illyria. It has no
past, but only a future, which is a better tense for the inha-
bitants than for 4 casual visitor. The pleasantest thing to be
seen there is the vaciety of costume; for Trieste is now what
Venice once was, the great medium of communication between
the East and West, and the ¢ philosophy of clothes” may
be here studied through a wide range of text-books. There
are really now but two nations or races, the Franks and the
Orientals ; for civilization and intercourre have effaced all
inferior distinctions; and in the matter of dress, the latter
certainly have the advantage of us. Their picturesque tur-
bans, the rich contrasts of colour in which they indulge, and
their full and flowing mbes, are in a much higher style of art
thair the dress of Europe, which offends the eye by its angles,
s supernumerary buttons and button-holes, its curtness and
stiffness. The costume of Europe never suggests the idea of -
leisure or repose. It seems contrived on purpors to allow
persons who are in a hurry to bustle about in a'cxowd with-
out inconvenience. A party of bearded and thrbaned Turks
smoking in a coffee-house, in perfect silence, is & sight which
impresses an European with an uneasy sense of inferiority.
In battles, says an old proverh, the eye is first overcome. So
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it is in all things. We are ever the dupes of sight. Such
majestic persons, it seems tg us, if they would condescend to
speak at all, must utter sayings as wise ang as rich as the
proverbs of Solomon, though in point of fact there is probably
more brain under the straw hat of a Yankee pedler than under ™
three average turbgns. '

TRIESTE TO WENICE.

Before daylight, on the fifth day of November, I left Trieste
in a steamer. How freshly does the beauty of that morning
dwell in my menfbry! The thin sickle of the waning moon
and a single star by her side shed thejr influences over the
scene long after the day had dawned. The mountains that
skirted the horizon came slowly out of the dark and put on
their robes of purple and gold before our eyes. The sea was
of glassy smoothness ; everywhere dimpling’ into smiles, and
never for a moment showing its terrors’or its frowns. We
have reason to be grateful-for the necessity which sometimes
compels us to * prevent the day ” and witness the birth of the
morning light, especially if it can be seen in connection with
a wide horizon of land and sea, and without the exhaustion of
a sleepless nizht. ® Sunsets in themselves are generally supe-
rior to sunrises, but with the sunset we associate images
drawn from departed power and faded splendour. But the
morning is the infancy of the day, and is full of the beauty of
hope and promise. The evening twilight is soft and melan-
choly, but the early twilight is pure and spiritual. We never
feel the full force of the epithet * holy ” which Milton applies
to light, till we see it struggling’ and shooting up the dark
castern horizon, and renewing to a-thoughtful mind the miracle
of creation. . ,

The voyagza to Venice lasted about eight hours. I am not
ashamed tc® confess the impatience with which I watched the
slowly falling sands of time in these hours of our progress.
Y enice, rich with the beauty o a thousand dreams, was before

D c 2
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me, and wings themselves would hardly have been swift
enough. About noon, a faint speck—the apparition of a
distant city——hegan to be visible, a mere stain upon the
western horizon. Gradually it took the shape of spires and
domes, wlnch seen-through the heated and rarefied air, seemed
to quiver and pulsate with life. The vision rose slowly out
of the sea and grew more distinct and individual as we ap-
proached. The whole broke into parts, and the restless and
impatient gaze was at length able to select and dwell upon the
domes of St. Mark’s. We began to round the points of low-
lying islands and to thread the mazes of the lagoons, and at
about two o’clock in the afternoon the Grand Canal opened
its glittering arms ta receive us, and the wonders of Venice
broke upon us so suddenly that it was not easy to separate
the pictures in the memory from those which were before
the eyes.
* FIRST, IMPRESSIONS OF VENICE.

No city exerts so strong a spe'l. over the imagination as
Venice. The book of Rome has many more pages, but no one
chapter like that of Venice. The history of Venice is full of
dramatic interest, and poets.of all nations have found it a
fruitful storehouse of plot, incident, and chzracter, Without
doubt, it had its fair proportion of prosuic tranquillity and its
monotonous tracts of uneventful happiness, but these are un-
heeded in the splendour of its picturesque and salient points;
its conquests, its revolutions; its conspiracies, and its judicial
murdérs, Shakespeare makes us familiar with its name, at
an age when names are but sounds and the forms with which
he has peopled it are the first ever to greet the mind’s eye
when we approach it. Shylock still darkens the Liialto with
his frown ; the lordly form of Othello yet sta]ks a-ross the
piazza of St..Mark’s, and every veil that flutters in the breeze
shrouds the roguish black eyes of Jessica. Pictw.es and en-
gravings introduce us to its peculiar architecture, and we corue
into its presence with an image in our thoughts, and are not
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unp;epared for what we see. Venice never takes us by sur-
prise. We are always forewarned and forearmed, and thus
its unique character never lms a fair chanee with us.

The whole scene, under” the brilliant light of a noon-day
sun, is full of movement and colour. As soon.as the steamer .
has dropped anchor at the entrance of tie Grand "Canal, a
little fleet of gondolas crowds round her, and you are
charmed to find them looking exactly as you expected. As
they receive the passengers, they dart off in the most easy
and graceful manner possible, their steel prows flashing in the
sun, and their keelsetracing a line of pearl upon the bright,
green water. In time your own turn comes, and as you are
borne along the Grand Canal, the attention is every moment
attracted by the splendid show on eithersside. The long wave
which the prow turns over is dashed against a wall of *marble-
fronted palaces, the names of which, carelessly mentioned by
the gondolier, awaken trails of golden memories in the mind.
The breadth of the silent highway ” allows the sun to lie in.
broad, rich masses upon this imposing gallery of architectural
pictures, and -to produce®those happy accidents of light and
shade which the artist loves, High in the air arise the domes
and spires of the numerous churches with which wealth and
devotion, have crowded the islands of Venice, the bells of
which are ever ﬁling the air with their streams of undulating
music. Everything is dreamlike and unsubstantial ; a fairy
pageant floating upon the waters, a city of cloudlang rather
than of the earth. The gondola itself, in which the traveller
reclines, contributes to weave the si)ell‘in which his thoughts
and senses are involved. eNo form of locomotion ever
gratified so well the two warring tendencies of the human
soul, thg love of movement and the love of repose. There is
no noif‘e, a0 fatigue, no danger, no dust. It is managed with
such skill and so little apparent effort, that it really>seems to
glide and turn by its own will.

, So far, the picture is all in light. But it is not without its
shadows. A nearer view of the pnlaces which seem so beautiful
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in the distance, reveals the decaying fortunes of their possessors.
An indescribable, but unmistakable air of careless neglect
and unresisted dilapidation is evet;ywhere too plainly visible.
Indeed, many Of these stately structures are occupied as
hotels and- lodging-houses ; their spacious apartments cut up
by shabby wooden’ partitions, and pervaded by an aspect of
tawdry finery and mouldering splendour. Qn diverging from
the Grand Canal, to the right or left, a change comes over
the spirit of the scene. Indiead of a broad highway of liquid
chrysophrase, you find yourself upon a narrow and muddy
ditch. The sun is excluded by the height and proximity of
the houses, and, for the same reason, there,are no points of
view for anything to be seen to advantage. All that meets
the eye speaks of discomfort, dampness, and poverty. Slime,
sea-weeJ,P and mould cling to the walls. Water in small
quantities is nothing if it be not pure. A’ fountain in a
garden is beautiful, but the same quantity of water lying
stagnant in one’s cellar is an eye-sore. The wave that dashes
against a ship is glorious, but when it ‘creeps into the hold
through a defective seam, itis a noisome intruder. Venice
wants the gilding presence of sunshine. In a long rain it
must be the most dispiriting of places. So when you leave
the sun you part with your best friend. The ‘black, cold
shadow, under which the gondola creeps, falls also upon the
spirit. The ideal Venice—the superb bridegroom of the sea,
clasped &by the jewelled arms of his enamoured bride—dis-
appears, and -you have only a warmer Amsterdam. The
reflection, too, forces jtself’ upon you that Venice at all times
was a city for the few and not for the many. Its nobles were
lodged more royally than kings, but the common people must
always have been thrust into holes close in summer; cold in
winter, and damp at all times.

In external Venice there are but three things to be seen j
the sea, the sky, and architecture, There are no gaydens, no
wide spa'ces over which the eye may range; no landscapes
properly so called. There fire no slopes, no gradations, no
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blenzling of curved lines. What is not horizontal is perpen-
dicular. VWhere the plane of the sea ends the plumb-line of
the fagade begins. +It is enly by climbing some tower or
spire, and looking down, tluit you can see things massed and
grouped together. The streets are such passages as would
naturally be found in a city where there were no vehicles,and -
where every footgpf earth is precious. They are like lateral
shafts cut through a quarry of stone. As you walk through
them you can touch the houses on 2ither hand. The mode of
life on the first floor is eassily visible, and many agreeable
domestic pictures mag be observed by a not too fastidious eye.
These streets, intersected by the smaller canals, are joined
together by bridges of stone, and frequently expand into
small courts, in the middle of which is gznerally found a well,
with a parapet or covering of stone, often curiously® carved.
Here, at certain seasons of the day, the people of the neighbour-
hood collect together to draw water, gossip, and make love, and
here the manners and life which are pecuhar"to Venice may
be studied tp advantage. Goethe complams of the dirt which
he found in the streets. ®> Time and the Austrians have re-
medied that defect, and they are now quite clean. But no
where else have I heard the human voice so loud. Whether
this arises ﬁom the absence of all other sounds, or whether
these high “ahd T narrow streets multiply and reverberate every
tone, I cannot say, but everybody seems to be putting forth
the utmost capacity of his lungs. I recall a sturdy seller of
vegetables in Shylock’s Rialto, which is not.the bridge so
called, but a square near it, whose toice was like the voice of
three, and who seemed to take as much pleasure in his explo-
sive cries, as a boy in beating his first drum.

ST. MARK’S PLACE,

St. Mark’s Place’is the heart of Venice. The life which
has fled from the extremities still beats strongly her& Apart
from all associations, it is onetof the most imposing archi-
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tectural objects in Europe. It is a noble parallelogram of
nearly six hundred feet in length, and more than two_ hundred
in breadth. Three of the sides are oczupied by ranges of
lofty buildings, similar buj not idéatical in design, the fagades
of which, though open to criticism, disarm it by their light-
ness, proportion, aad airy grace. These are connected to-
gether by a succession of covered walks or arcades, The
Church of St. Mark’s closes up the square on the east.

\.
THE CHURCH OF ST. MARK’S.
¢y

This singular edifice can neither be described nor forgotten.
It is a strange jumble of architectural styles; partly Christian
and partly Saracenic._~in form a Greek cross, crowned with
the domes and minarets of a mosque. The fagade is rich in
mosaics and crowded with works of sculpture and elaborately
carved pillars, which have no relation to each other and no
particular adajtation to the places which they occupy. Over
the central portal stand the celebrated bronze horses, of which
so much is conjectured, and so little is known. TFew horses
have travelled further, for they have gone from Rome, té Con-
stantinople, from Constantinople to Venice, from Venice tq
Paris, and now back again to Venice. They are said not to
be in the highest style of art, a point not readiiy settled in
their present position, for there is no easily accessible place
from which they can be seen to advantage. They seemed to
me to be full of life and power.

The interior of St. Mark's has two obvious defects. It is’
too crowded and too dark. The.attention is distracted by the
vast mass and crowd of gilding, mosaics, and columns, of
which last there are more than five hundred—all of marble
and some very rare and costly, but huddled toge*her with
tasteless nrofusion, and many of them, architecturally spé'aking,
with nothing to do. There is no unity, no simplicitF, and no
grandeurs The general effect is poor, in spite of the wealth
of materials. The first impression, which is so important in
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arc\nitl*qturo, is bewildering and not imposing.. Everything
needs interpretation and explanation. The separate parts must
be put tnwethel‘ ang a new whole formed.

'And yet, in spite of architectural defects,sthe church is one
of the most interesting buildings in the world. It is a vast
museumn, filled with curious objects, coltected with religious
zeal and preserveg with religious care. It is the open lap of
Venice, into which the spoils of the East have been poured.
Here the progress of art may bestudied in a long succession
of mosaics, from the stiff>and staring scarecrows of early
Byzantine art to tke figure of St. Mark over the entrance,
which was executed from the designs of Titian. Of all the
numberless detalls that crowd upon“he attention, the statues,
columns, bas-reliefs, the rare marbles which line the walls or
cover the pavement, there is not one that has not its ¥alue and
significance, either in itself or in its past history. Such a
church cannot be conquered without time. It must be visited
again and again,eand slowly and patlently stadied. To de-
spatch such an edxﬁce in an hour or two, is like trying to read
through Gibbon at a sitfing. Long before the task is com-
pleted), the eye refuses to look, and the wearied brain to receive
impressions, and you find that in attempting to grasp every-
t‘hmg you retain nothing,

Butin a Dulmmo of such unique character and interest as
the Church of St. Mark’s, it is as impossible to divorce the
pictures of the eye from the associations of the mind, as it would
be to look down the pass of Thermopylee and think only of
“the landscape. It links the east fo the west, as well as the
past to the present, It is at ence a mosque and a temple, and
stands as a type of Christianity, as shaped and coloured by the
oriental mind. It has little in common with our bustling,
Wwestern cavﬂlzatlon, but belongs rather to the distant and the
past. “Tts solitudes are populous, and its silence is vocal. Tt
is the syr;nbol of the Venice of which we read, and not that
which we see. The shadows of time which brood o¥er it, are
deeper than those which shroud’its dim vaults and secluded

c3
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aisles. The faces and costumes of the persons we meet there
seem incongruous elements, like actors playing at night in the
dresses they wore at rehearsal. The aspéct of the place de-
mands the flowing robes and bearded majesty of Faliero and
JPandolo. To a Venetian of reflection and sensibility—if
there be any such left—this church must be what their temple
would have been to the Jews, if they could have carried it
into the land of their captivity—a source of exultation and of
sorrow-—the proudest of tvophies, and yet the saddest of
memorials.

0
THE DUCAL PALACE.

The Ducal Palace is®so extensive a structure that the
Church of St. Mark’s' seems nothing more than a chapel ap-
purtenant to it. Its vast and desolate apartments, through
which the visitor is carried, serve as a standard by which the
ancient greatness of Venice itself may be measured. Men,
who could build on so gigantic a scale, ¢®uld have had no
thought of decaying fortune or declining power. Itis crowded
with pictures, some of which have suffered from time and neg-
lect, while many are so hung as to be examined with difffculty.
They are all instinet with power and truth. They are mostly
descriptive of striking scenes in the history of Venice, and,
unlike most pictures in Italy, owe their birth to the inspiration
of patriotism, and not of religion, But, like®the religious
pictures of Italy, they prove that high excellence in art cannot
be attained without deep'and self-absorbing feeling. An age
without faith and love will produce no great painters. With'
the Venetians, patriotism was a devotion. It glows and burns
all along these speaking walls, Their artists painted as if the
glory of their country hung upon their pencils, gnd they re-
corded victories in the same spirit in which they wera won.

In thése rooms, admiration is especially clainsed for the
colossal genius of Tintoretto, who grapples with whole acres
of canvas. What lavish and exuberant energies were put into
the brain and arm of this exitaordinary man! If the amount
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of what a man does, no less than its quality, is to be taken into
account in forming an estimate of him, as surely should be
done, he must stand very high upon the list of artists. I
imagine him to have been one of those merrin whom activity
and endurance were so blended, as to produce a combination
which appears hardly less than supernatiiral to those who are
doomed to struggle against frequent invasions of weariness
and exhaustion. I suppose him to have been content, like
Napoleon and Humboldt, with foir hours’ sleep in the twenty-
four. From the crown of'-his head to the sole of his foot, he
seems to have beem filled, pressed down, and running over
with condensed, and concentrated power. The canvas which
weighed so long and so heavily upon the sensitive and delicate
genius of Allston, would have been But a plaything in the
Titanic grasp of Tintoretto.

In traversing these immense halls, the traveller from Eng-
land or America feels the spiritual presence of a great writer,
who was foreign#to the soil and the language df Venice. The
name of Chaucer is not more identified with the Tabard Inn
at Southwark, nor Scott? with the Trosachs and Loch Katrine,
nor Rousseau’s with Clarens and the rocks of Meillerie, than
is that of Byron with the ducal palace. He is to us the pre-
siding gemus of the place. We hurry by Titian and Paul
Veronese, with half a glance, in our impatience to gaze upon
the black panel which denotes the place which should have
been occupied by the portrait of DMarino Faliero. Poets are
benefactors of the race, and we owe thent gratitude as well as
admiration. Poetry gives to histéry a charm like that which
sunlight bestows upon nature, animating the dead facts of the
chronicler with the vital wa.rmth of human passions and human
affectigns. 'Were Venice an independent state, it should set
up statues of Shakespeare and Byron, and busts of Otway,
Schiller, Cooper, and that mysterious epicene, Gecrge Sand,
for they,deserve such honours at her hands. '
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ST. MARK’S PLACE ‘BY NIGHT.

Venice, like all beauties that have passeG their prime, shows
best by candlelight. The day reveals too plainly what the
defacing fingers of Time have been doing during the last
two or three centuries. It was my custom to go down to St.
Mark’s Place in the evening in a gondola, and afterwards to
walk home through the silent and solitary streets. It was,not
my good fortune to have the. companionship of the moon in
these nocturnal wanderings, but the stars were bright jn the
heavens above, and, till blotted out by *he gondola’s keel,
nearly as bright in the reflected heavens below. From the
windows of the palaces, lines of yellow and tremulous hght
fell upon the dark waiers of the Grand Canal, and the lan-
terns of the gondoliers shot across each other like fire-flies on
a summer’s night. St. Mark’s Place, brilliantly lighted with
gas, and filled with groups of well-dressed persons, walking,
chatting, eating-ices, sipping coffee; or listening to music, was
like a ball-room in the open air. A few moments were enough
to show that it was occupied by a good-natured and gregarious
people, easily pleased, and with whom time was of very little
value. I fear that a society for the diffusion of useful know-
ledge would have found few supporters, and that a lecturer
upon the application of science to the arts of lifewould have
gathered a thin audience around him. Chemistry enough to
make a cup of coffee or freeze an ice suffices these grown-up
children. T alyays'found there one of those musical and
itinerant families so common in Europe; the father playing
the v10hn, the mother the harp, axd the daughter accompany-
ing a guitar with the voice; their countenances all wearing
that anxious and doubtful expression so saddening from its
contrast with their airy strains, and the exhilaratiag effect
they prbduce on others. The mechanical and melancholy
smile of the young maiden still lingers in my memory. Ina
run of ill luck, how they must hate the sound of their instru-
ments, and with what sad asseeiations of sErugg]e and disap-
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pointment their gayest airs must be darkencd! Feif persons
are more to be pitied than those who are doomed to earn their
bread by the exercise of ¢his beautiful art, and yet never to
attain to excellence in it. °

One of the numerous coffee-houses of St. Mark’s is resorted,
to by Greeks. I never failed to look in’ upon them, Their
regular features, smooth brows, and large liquid eyes, vindi-
cated their claim to be the countrymen of Pericles.

All this is but little in the teiling. Bright lights, an ice,
and indifferent music, seem-hardly worth going.to Venice for.
What a waste of tiRe | says the moralist. What an unprofit-
able evening! says the schoolmaster. Certainly, not pro-
fitable, taking life through, but a week of such evenings leaves
very pleasant recollections behind. -Ttwas agreeable to one
coming from our restless country to breathe for a while the
soothing atmosphere of repose—to see men sitting quietly in
their chairs, and evidently not struggling against an impulse
to whittle at the arms by way of safety.yalve To their nervous
unrest, And then, too, it was a refreshment to see so many
happy faces. Content, when it is the result of discipline and
struggle, is a great virtue ; when it is the natural birth of a
tranquil mind and a healthy body, it is a great blessing; in
any event, the picture it paints upon. the countenance is
a.lways exhllaratmg‘ and St. Mark’s Place, on a fine even-
ing, is a gallery of such pictures. The Italians want many
things, especially political freedom, and the manly energy to
vindicate and sustain it; but they have a delicious climate
and a pleasurable organization, and from such life gs is be-
stowed upon them they extra¢t many satisfactions. That un-
conscious enjoyment of the mers sense of existence, which, as
strongly, marked in the young of all the animated creation,
was to tie benevolent mind of Paley the most convmcmg
- proof “of the goodness of God, is stamped in expressive and
unmistakable lines upon the general Ttalian face.*
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PIGEOXNS OF ST. MARK'S PLACE.

Before taking Jeave of St. Mark’s Plaée, let me not forget
one of its pleasant appendages, the flocks of pigeons that haunt
t, wheeling about in graceful and lazy flights, or’ sunning
themselves in long architectural rows, with an air of being
perfectly at home, and entirely secure of their position. And
so indeed they are. They are cherished with a sort of super-
stitious fondness by the Venetians._ Their origin goes back so
far into the dim, middle ages, as to be quite out of sight. It
is well for a people when any circumstance guides into the
channels of tenderness and humanity that veaeration for the
past, which is so often blind and mistaken in its worship. We
respect that “ backward-looking ” sentiment which shelters the
stork in Holland and the rook in England. Every boy in
Holland and in England is the better for the lesson of forbear-
ance and compassion thus taught him. On Sundays, at noon,
the pigeons of St. Mwk’s are fed; and let not the traveller
who has a taste for innocent pleasures fail to be present. As
the hour approaches, flock after flock of hungry .expectants
comes wheeling in, and the air is filled with the rustling of
innumerable wings, from which the sunshine is flung in-daz-
zling gleams. And then ensue such quick ginging of eager
bills, such mellow cooings of satisfaction, such expressive
throbbings of mottled throats, such tokens of pleasure in being
alive and in each other’s company, that one is tempted to
record on the spot a life-lang vow against pigeon-pies. All
good papas make it a point to carry their little boys and girls
to see the siglit, and, with their happy faces and animated
gestures, they adorn the show which they enjoy.

VENETIAN ART.

The cynical Forsyth remarks of the Venetian school of
painting, that, “with all its colouring and fidelity to nature,
it seems deplorably vacant of irterest, drama, mind, and his-
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torical truth.” A stranger judgment in art was never spoken.
No “mind,” no “interest” in Titian; no ¢ drama,” that is,
“ dramatic power,”” in Pabl Veronese; no “ historical truth”
in Tintoretto and Bellini! In Venice, especially, Titian is
in his glory, revelling in his amber and crimson splendours,
and filling his canvas with light and power. In technical
merit, in the excellences which are peculiar to painting, and
not shared with it in common with the other fine arts, this
great painter seems to me to havé no superior, hardly a rival.
From the evidence furnished by his pictures, we ‘may safely
infer that he was a"man of a gay and joyous temperament,
free from any thing morbid or ascetic; enjoying the world,
but not subdued by it; enamoured of his profession, and
with the manners and sentiments of a“gentleman. The dig-
nity of his men, and the imperial splendour of his women, are
full of the air of high breeding, of a courtesy at once lofty
and gentle. We may be assured that no man who ever sat
to Titian, however high his rank, ventured to take a liberty
with him, He is usually esteemed the first of portrait
painters, and if I do not confirm the judgment, it is because
as between him and Vandyke I am not competent to hold the
scales. It is true, that he who values art solely as the ex-
pression of spmtual sentiment, will turn away with cold-
ness from the’ splendid canvas of Titian. He was evidently
well content with the earth on which he lived, and with the
forms and faces he found there. His men are not rapt
enthusiasts, pining for ideal worlds, but beings full of phy-
sical and iptellectual life, whose passionate and eyuberant
energies accident might diréet into the channels of glory or
of crime. His old men are ful' of the dignity of success, and
his young men shine in the light of hope and of courage.
The beauty of his women is of the earth, but compounded of
the finest elements that earth can furnish, and flowing from
that warm life which waves in the golden locks, beams in the
impassioned glances, glows through the sunny cheek, and
floats around the luxurious forh., His paintings never give
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the impression of effort, but refresh the eye and the spirit
with a sense of repose. They bear the inevitable stamp of
easy and unconscious power. It<was ds natural, as little
difficult for him“to paint, as for a beautiful person to look
beautiful. Every book upon art praises the colouring of
Titian, but they who have never seen his pictures are hardly
aware of the extent to which the colouring of Titian comes
from and speaks to the mind. Between him and Rubens, in
this respect, the difference is like that between autumn and
spring. The pictures of Rubens reraind one of a flower-garden,
glittering with dew, in a June morning ;»those of Titian are
like one of our own golden sunsets in autumn, seen through
a thick screen of scarlet maples. In Rubens, colouring is
more of an external ‘Charm ; in Titian, more of an essential
quality. )

It is a compliment to a picture to say of it that it pro-
duces the impression of the actual scene. In Venice, the
paintings of Titian and of the Venetian artists generally,
exact from the traveller a yet higher tribute, for the hues and
forms around him constantly remind him of their works. It
is curious and instructive to trace the natural relation of
cause and effect between the atmosphere and scenery of
Venice, and the peculiar characteristics of the Venetian
school. Under the circumstances in which Wé usually see
the landscape, the earth absorbs a considerable portion of the
light which falls from the heavens, but in Venice everything
multiplies and increases it. The sea is a wide and glittering
mirror, and every ripple “and wave, and oar-blade, like the
facets of a gem, breaks and scutters the incident ray. The
rich marble fronts of the palaces lend themselves to the same
results. Thus the air in Venice seems saturated with sun-
beams, and the shadows themselves are only veiled and
softened 'lights. Such an atmosphere seems to demand a
corresponding style of dress, decoration, and architecture.
Gilding and polished marble, which, under the gray sky and
in the watery light of England, would seem tawdry,.are here
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necessary embellishments. “The ri¢hest and brightest colours,
red, yellow, and purple, content the eye from their being so
in unison with the’ daulnrr and luminous medium through
which everything is seen. The Venetian painters were evi-
dently diligent students of the nature that was around them.
They have transferred to their canvas all the magic effects
produced by the combination of air, light, and water. There
are pictures by Titian so steeped in golden splendours that
they look as if they would hght up a dark room like a solar
lamp.

The pictures whish are to be seen in the Academy are a
tempting theme, but I will not descant upon them. It is
very easy to transcnbe the emotions which paintings awaken,
but it is no easy matter to say why a-piSture is so painted, as
that it must awaken certain emotions. DIany persons feel
art ; some understand it ; but few both feel and understand
it. But there is an element of compensation in all things.
The want of a nicely eritical skill in art §is not on all
accounts to be regretted. When I stood before Titian’s
¢ Assumption of the Virgin,’ and felt as if lifted off my feet
by the power and beauty of that incomparable picture, I
could not lament that I did not see the slight imperfections in
drawing and design which more trained and more fastidious
eyes detect'in it . .

The works of Paul Veronese are not of the highest merit
by any means, but they are valuable as illustrations of
Venetian life and manners. There is a large ricture of his,
occupying one end of a room in the academy, the ¢ Sypper at
the house of Levi,” which is a-fair specimen of his excellences
and defects. It wants imagination, depth of feeling, and

qspiritualbbeauty, and there is a touch of the upholsterer in its
conceptionw and treatment. It is, moreover, historically un-
true, with no Jewish or Oriental features in it, but is'really a
splendid entertzinment in Venice, with Venetian noblemen
and women for guests. But though other pictures are more
admirable, few are more fascinating than this. Its power
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- over the spectator is quite magnetic. ‘There s such brilliant
colouring, such admirable perspective, such depth ahd trans-
parency of atmosphere, such life§ and fnovement, that the
longer you look upon it, the more it seems like a real scene.
You begin to wonder that the servants linger so long upon
the stairs, and that the impatient master, who seems to be
quickening their steps, does not rejoin his guests. Even its
anachronisms have now a value of their own, since the time
of the event and the time of the picture are equally to us in
the remote past. It is true that’it is not Judea, but it is a
most hvmg Venice. These were the mdn, the politic sages,
the acebmplished noblemen, the gallant soldlers, that upheld
so long the state of Venice, and bore her winged lion over
so many lands and séas.” These were the superb and impas-
sioned women, to whom their vows were breathed; and at
whose feet their laurels were laid. Such pictures are his-
torical in more senses than one. They have an authentic
‘value as records aud sre silent contemporary witnesses to the
splendour and glory of Venice.

CHURCHES IN VENICE.

The churches in Venice are numerous and, full of interest,
but, in a short stay,*only a few could be visited, and they
imperfectly seen. The Church of San Giovanni and Paolo,
besides the magnificent monument of the Doge Andrea
Vendramin, aud a fine window of painted glass, possesses one
of the mwost celebrated pictures in Europe—* The Martyrdom:
of St. Peter,” by Titian, genetally deemed to combine the
highest excellences, both of history and landscape. In the
open space in front of the church is a bronze equestrirn statue
of Colleoni, designed and modelled by Andrea Verrochio,
and after his death cast by Alessandro Leopardo.

Bartolomeo Colleoni, to whom this statue is erected, lived
in the fifteenth century, and 1s called one of the founders of
the modern art of war. He'is said to have been the first to
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use cannonsin ‘the ﬁ(.l;'i, they having beforetﬂhls tine -been
employed exclusively in batteries. He was oné’ 'F the most
famous of those hireling sogdiers with whom medizval Italy
was $o cursed, selling their swords to the highest bidder, en-
gaging in war without any of those motw& or sentiments
which can soften or ennoble its atrocities, and whose constant
object it was to keep that unhappy country in a state of strife,
without which their ruffian trade could not have been exer-
cised. Tt is a comfort to find the name of such a man slipped
out of the records of history,’and only preserved from entire
oblivion by the laboui of an humble artist.

The Church of},the Jesuits, built a little more than a hun-
dred years ago, which is but yesterday in Venice, glitters
with theatrical and meretricious elegahce The columns are
of white marble, so inlaid with verd antique as to represent a
climbing vine, an intrusion of painting into the region of
architecture, in very questionable taste, to say the least. The
altar rests on twisted columns, of verd ‘mthue, a material,
the rarity and costliness of which must always be proclaimed,
in order to win the admiration which it seems to challenge.
The pulpit is of verd antique and Carrara marble, so wrought
as to produce the effect of drapery hanging in folds, a trick
which we should pardon more readily anywhere else than in
a church.

The Church of Santa Maria dei Frari is hallowed by the
dust of Titian. Ilis grave could only be seen through the
chinks of a deal partition, as they were erecting . monument
to his honour. In the body of the church is the morument
of the unfortunate Doge Foscari, to whom the genius of
Byron has erected so much more.enduring a memorial. Op-
posite, is the monument of 2 more fortunate magistrate, the
Doge Njcold Tron, a magnificent work of art, adorned with
bas-rehefs and colossal statues. But sorrow and suffemlg
have their gights, as well as wealth and success. Nicolo Tron
was a princely merchant, and had gained an immense fortune
by commerce, and, during his reign, Venice acquired the island
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of Cyprus. He might have been present, with a countenance of
pity, when Foscari, with feeble and tottering steps, descended
the Giant’s staircase, and fainted at the sound of the bell which
announced the election of a successor. But the whirligig of
time has brought in his revenges. The name of Nicolo 1ron
has passed away as effectually as that of the gondolier who wore
his livery and badge, while love and grief have made that of
Foscari immortal. The monument to Foscari was erected by
his grandson, a son of the unhappy Giacomo, and is a work of
great simplicity and expression: Within a hollowed niche;
lies a recumbent figure, with clasped-and upraised handg,
stretched upon a sarcophagus, and two armed soldiers sit at
the head and feet, as if watching the old man’s sleep. No
inappropriate ornameénts offend the taste; no crowd of details
distracts the attention ; no cold allegory jars upon the mind,

In this church is a most extraordinary combination of ex-
pensiveness and bad taste: the monument to the Doge Gio-
vanni Pesaro. It ig an immense structure, some eighty feet
high, like the fagade of a palace. The most prominent objects
are four enormous negroes or Boors, of black marble, but
dressed in jackets and trowsers of white marble,” and, oddest
of all, the artist has represented them with their knees and
elbows protruding through rents in their garments. Never
was there a greater perversion of art, or a”gtiéater waste of
good material. Nor is this all. There are two bronze skele-
tons supporting sepulchral scrolls and a sarcophagus resting
upon dragors. And in the centre, not-at all frightened by
the mgnsters around him, sits the doge himself. In gro-
tesyueness and bad taste this'monument has no rival in all
Europe, to my recollection. ,It is so extraordinary a spectacle,
that, as you stand before it, you shut your eyes and open
them again, to satisfy yourself that it is not an optical delu-
sion, ‘It is like the monstrous architecture of a feverish
dream, and there is matter enough in it for a whqle stud of
pightmares.

Next to this caricature ift marble is a monument to Canova.



Chap. 1. CHURGHES IN YENICE, 45
Tt is.his owh design, originally intended for Titian, and sub-
sequently applied to fhe Archduchess Christign at Vienna, of
which this js mostly a repeb?tnon It is a pyramid of marble,
with an epeniiig in the centre, into which various allegorical
niourners are seen walking in funeral prccession. The uni-
forin practice of many ages has sanctioned the use of allegory
in marble, but, in spité of precedent, it may well be asked if
bh’gre is not 4n msuperable objection to its essential character. .
Is'not allegory a purely mental netion? Can thele be sich a
thiiig as an allegory Jo the e)'e’ Does a young' female be-
d)me Charity because she supports tlie feeble steps of an old
tiah, and anothe? Virtue because she looks upwards?  The
design itself, allegery apart, is very goody

In one of the chapels of this church is an admirable picture
by Titian, and scattered through it ave statues, pictures, bas-
_reliefs, and inlaid wood work, in the greatest profygsion and of
l‘)igh merit. The traveller in Italy is constaptly forced te

*.dompare the amazing fertility in art of a“former age with the
barrenness of our own times. How does this happen? Is
the progress of seciety, which is so fayourable to the useful
arts, -necessamly unfaveurable to 'those which are addressed
to the sense of beauty alone? Are gas-lamps, cheap calicoes,
and vailways iroonsistent with Titians and Sansevinos ?

The cenventual buildings attached to this church have been
¢onverted into a depesitory for the archives of the Venetian’
state, These are among the most curious t]ungs to be seen in
Venice. Nothing gives a stronger jmptession of the _power
\vlnch Venice once enjoyed, and of the length of tifiie she -
%ntmued to enjoy it, than the amazing bulk of these archives.
They are contained in two hinidred and ninety-five rooms.
Besldes ‘The state documents, the collection includes manu-
Sevipts - fom the archives of nearly two thousand families,
conveits, and monasteries, making up’ the number (it is said)
of teft mildon fasciculi of documents. Of course, when you
onee get into the millions, all nwmbers are conjectural, But
ﬁ'om what the visitor sees thede is nothing imprebable in this
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estimate. It is a vast and enormous lgbyrinth of books in
which it would be quite easy to lose onc’s self. You are led
through 2 succepsion of halls anu passages, all closely piled
and packed with books, with only space enough left to pass
through from one to the other. And this extent is not to be
wondered at. Here are the records of many centuries of the
-most watchful, observant, and suspicious government that ever
existed ; in which every thing was written down and nothing
spoken out. What a world of curious and interesting matter
there must be hidden within these mysterious leaves; what
tragedies must be there recorded ; what passages of crime and
suffering set down! As I walked through tuese interminable
walls of books, I cozld not help thinking of the long proces-
sion of Waverley novels which a man of Scott’s romantic genius’
and historical insight might extract from them. The attend-
ant showedene the letter from the Venetian ambassador, which
announced th> assassination of Henry IV., written in a deli-
cate Ttalian hand, the ink and paper alike untouched by time.
One of the oldest volumes in the ccllection is a manuseript of
the ninth century, containing, among other things, descrip-
tions by metes and bounds of some of the then recently ac-
quired possessions of the republic. .

Paul Veronese is buried in the Church<. Ct. Sebastian,
and from his tomb the visitor can turn and look at some of
the best of his productions, with new wonder and delight at
their glowing and exuberant life. How appropriate and be-
coming it is thus to make the works of an artist his monument,
and to lift up the thought frorp the dust, and the funeral urn,
to the undying mind, yet speaking to us through the canvas
or the marble !

THE ARMENIAN CONVENT.

One of the things to be seen in Venice is the Armenian
Convent, which is upon an island of its own, a she.t distance
from the city. Here Lord. Byron was in the habit of coming
te diversify his degrading life in Venice by the study of the
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Armenian language, In going to the convent, the mad-
house mentioned in 8 helley s ¢ Julian and Maddalo’ is passed.
We were received by one- "of the monks, a handsome man,
dressed in a becoming robe of black, with a fine flowing
beard, and of very pleasing manners and speech. The
library is a modest collection of books contained in two good-
sized rooms. The garden attached to the convent commands
a heautiful view of Venice and the sea, and is tastefully laid
out and neatly kept. The most intclerant enemy of monastic
institutions must feel his rigour relent in the presencé of these
excellent Armenian monks whose lives are most industrious
and most useful. » They are instructors of youth, and printers
of books in the Armenian’ language, and their convent is both
a school and a printing-office. They ‘Were striking off, at the
time of my visit, an edition of the Penny Magazine. It was
curious to see the familiar plates of that work in company
with so unfamiliar a text. I believe this is the only Arme-
nian press now at work in the world, dnd its publications
circulate all over the East, I could not look without venera-
tion upon the spot to which all the people of one language
turn for intellectual light; nor without respect upon the self-
.sacrificing men who, without hope of fame or wealth, are
toiling patientlyw-for the diffusion of knowledge among their
scattered brethren. IVowhere have I ever seen the monastic
life so respectable or so attractive, There must be some chord
in the heart of man that responds to such a life, otherwise we
should not see monks and friars swasming as they do in the
streets of all Catholic cities. Every one has momeénts of
weariness or disgust, in which he longs for profound retire-
ment and entire repose ; and then: there glides before his eyes
a vision of a monastery, with books’ to read, a garden to till,
- grand, prospect to look at, and a few congenial friends to
talk with. All these the good monks at San Lazaro enjoy,
and it is to)pe hoped that they do not despise what they have,
or sigh for what they have not.
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THE LIDO.

From the Armenian Convent we were rowed to the Lido,
the shore of a long, low island, lying south-east of Venice.
Here the shade of Byron attended us, for he was accustomed
to come fiere and ride upon the beach, keeping his horses in a
stable put up for the purpose. A portion of the island was,
and perhaps still is, used as a burial-place for the Jews, and
the old tombs, grass-grown and carved with mouldering in-
seriptions in Hebrew, gave a mournful aspect to a scene which
had few cheerful features at best. There was certainly nothing
remarkable in what we saw; a long monetonous beach—a
mere sclyage to a flot, uninterestingisland—not unlike Nan-
tasket Beach at Cohasset, except that it was not so long or so
curved. But there is more in such a spot than meets the eye.
The bright blue sea which broke in lazy waves upon the
shore was the Adriatic, and memories and traditions mingled
with its swell, and ‘1ent their voices to the dash of its waters.
The sky and the sun of Italy werc above us, and the breeze
blew from the land of the past. Every shell, every stone,
every bit of sea-weed had an historical significance, and a
visionary gleam played along the shore, brighter than the
sparkling foam of its sea.

Let the visitor to the Lido so arrange his hours as to return
to Venice at sunset, and may it be his good fortune to see its
domes and spires bathed in such hues of * vaporous amethyst”
as I saw them, and thc same golden light upon its waters.
He will not fail to wish that he had the power to hold fast
the “ fleet angel” of the moment, that he might stamp more
deeply upon his memory tue hues and forms of a picture of
such rare and unearthly beauty, looking as if the gates of
heaven had been unbarred, and the visign of some celestial city
for a moment vouchsafed to mortal eyes.
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CHAPTER III.

The Arsenal at Venice — Gondolas and Gondoliers — Origin and History of
Venice — Science and Literature in Venice — The Archduchess Maria
Louisa.

THE ARSENAL AT VENICE.

No reader of Dante,will fail to pay a visit to the Arsenal,
from which, in order to illustrate the terrors of his ¢ Inferno,’
the great poet atew one of these striking and picturesque
images, characteristic alike of the boldnéds and the power of
his genius, which never hesitated to look for its materials
among the homely details and familiar incidents of life. In
his hands, the boiling of pitch and the caulking of seams
ascend to the dignity of poetry. Besides, it is *the most im-
pressive and characteristic spot in Venice. The Ducal Palace
and the Church of St. Mark’s are symbols of pride and power,
but the strength of Venice resided here. Her whole history,
for six hundred years, was here epitomized, and as she rose
and sunk, the hum of labour here swelled and subsided. Here
was the index-hdlid which marked the culmination and decline
of her greatness. Built upon several small islands, which are
united by a wall of two miles in circuit, its extent and com-
pleteness, decayed as it is, show what the naval power of
Venice once was, as the disused armour of a giant enables us
to measure his stature and strength. Near the entrance are
four marble lions, brought by Morosini from the Peloponnesus
in 1685, two of which are striking works of art. Of these
two, one is by far the oldest thing in Venice, being not much
Younge? than the batsle of Marathon; and thus, from the
height of twenty-three centuries, entitled to look down upon
St. Mark’s"as the growth of yesterday. The other two are
hondeseript animals, of the class commonly called heraldic,
and can be styled lions only by courtesy. 1In the armoury are
] VOi:. I D
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some very interesting objects, and none riore so than the great
standard of the Turkish admiral, made «f crimson silk, taken
at the battle of Lepanto, and Which Cervantes may have
grasped with his unwounded hand. A few fragments of some
of the very galleys that were enﬂaged in that memorable fight
are also preserved here.

Of weapons and armour there is an extensive and curious
collection ; helmets, shields, and cuirasses, rough with elabo-
rate workmanship ; leathern quivers full of arrows, such as
were used before the fifteenth century,; the cross-bows of a
later period, something between a long bow and a musket;
many of the swords sent by the popes to Yhe newly-elected
doges ; and, most fateresting of all, the full suit of armour
presented to the republic by Henry IV. of France, when he
desired to be enrolled among the patricians of Venice. The
sword, which formed part of the original gift, and was worn
by the monarch at the battle of Ivry, has disappeared.*

In the model-room, an apartment of large size, are minia-

* Henry IV., in his early struggles to mointain his throne, while yet a Pro-
testant, and languishing under the excommunication of the pope, had been
recognized by the Venetians, never bigoted Catholics. Many citizens of the
republic entered into his service and fought in his ranks, and it aided him with
considerable Joans of money, the evidences of which their ambassador at Paris
was afterward ordered to burn in the kings presence. 1t was in gratitude
for these services that Henry IV. ,upon his marriage with Mary de’ Medici,
sent the suit of armour to Venice, and desired his pame to be entered upon the
Golden Book, in which the names of their nobles were enrolled, The republic
gratefully ackiiowledged the honour, and the King of France and his descend-
ants were received among the patricians of Venice,

In 1795, Louis XVIII. was living at Verona, then forming a part of the
territory of Venice. The Directory of France required the Senate to expel
him from their state, and they had the weakness to consent. The king told
them that he should depart, but desired that they would allow him to erase
with his own hand the names of his ancestors from their Gulden Book, and
that théy would restore to him the sword of Heary IV. The Senate replied
that they would erase the names themselves, and would return the sword when
the debts contracted by Henry 1V, had been discharged. With this inter-
change of compliments the matter ended, and the king took his departure, He
did not often show 80 much spirit as ou this oceasion, The sword, if he had
gotten it, would have done him no good, and nobody else any harm. o
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ture representations of all forms of navigable craft, from
ancient galleys down to medern frigates. There is also a
model of the Bucentaur,* made from drawings and recollec-
tions after the original had been destroyed. This must have
been a gorgeous toy, but very unseaworthy. A bit of the
mast of the original structure is still preserved.

Here is also an early and beautiful work of Canova’s, a
monument to the Admiral Angelo Emo. Itis a rostral co-
lumn surmounted by a bust. . Emo was the last of the great
men of Venice, and .worthy of her best days. He behaved
with equal courage and naval skill in the wars carried on by
the republic agai.ist the Barbary powers, which were the last
gleams of energy shown by the dying utate. In the civil
functions which he discharged, he manifested distinguished
ability, and the virtue (less common at Venice) of humanity.
A member of thé terrible Council of Ten, he was, perhaps,
the first who lifted up a voice in favour of condemned crimi-
nals, pleading for mitigation of punishment, and that their
destitute families should be aided ‘from the public treasury.
4As superintendent of the Arsenal, he infused new life into its
administration, and caused the most approved models of naval
architecture to be procured from England. He devised a
scheme for imp.oving the harbour, and suggested a plan by
,Which the levying of taxes might be simplified, and their
amount increased. In spite of his great services, the Senate .
’had the meanness and ingratitude to assess upon hjs own pro-
Perty the cost of two frigates which had been lost by.ship-
Wreck while under his orders. He died in 1792. Had he
lived, the cowardly and disgraceful scenes of 1797 might not

* The Butentaur was the state galley, in which the doge went out every
Year to espouse the Adrintic. The name is supposed to be a corruption of
ucentoruny, a ship of two hondred oars. There have nover been but three
Ucentaurs. The first, built in 1520, lasted till 1600, The second, more mag-
u‘ﬁcen(:, continred till 1725, when the third was constructed, which was
tﬁstroyed in 1797, Of this last, the gilding alone cost more than forty
housand dollars. ~ The ceremony of the espousal of the Adriatic goes back
a muchu carlier period than the date of the first Bucentaur,

. D 2
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have taken place. Canova refused any ‘,remuneration for this
monument, but the Senate msx.sted upoti his receiving a pen-
sion for life of -a hundred ducats'a year; and they also testi-
fied their sense of his services and his disinterestedness by
having a medal stiuck, of which an impression in gold was
sent to him. This pension was assumed by Bonaparte, and
subsequently by Austria, so that the amiable artist enjoyed it
to the last.

The French dealt with the Arsenal and its treasures in a
wanton spirit of destruction, which seemps inconceivable when
we consider the eas¢ with which they got possession of the
place. They destroyed the Bucentaur, afld also a curious,’
model of a Romai? qrinquereme, of beautiful workmanship,
made by Victor Fausto in 1529.. An interesting and unique
collection of cannons, from the earliest fashion of this weapon,
some wrought into strange forms, and others ornamented with
elaborate wotk, wag dispersed and melted by their worse than
Vandal hands.

The Arsenal dates from the beginning of the twelfth cen-
tury, and within a hundred years from its foundation it had
attained its present dimensions. For+a long period it was the
most perfect and extensive establishment of the kind in the
world. The ropewalk, built in the early pz of the last cen-
tury, is still the largest in Europe, with the exception of that
in Toulon. There are eight wet docks, and about a hundred
dry docks or slips, where vessels were repaired or built under
cover, an improvement first introduced here, and now adopted -
by all maritime countries.

In the height of the power and prosperity of Venice, the
number of labourers employed in the arsenal is said to have
been no less' than sixteen thousand. The male populatlon
beinfs hardly sufficient for all the exigencies of the ‘state, the
sails were cut and sewed by women. On one occasion, the-
republic received with gratitude the singular presént of a large
number of galley-slaves arom the Emperor of Germany, Be-
fore the discovery of the passage round the Cape of Good
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Hope, the naval force of Venice amounted to three hundred
and thirty large vegyels, manned by forty thousand sailors.
This was in-addition to an ¥mmense commercial marine. For
along period the whole carrying trade of Europe, and be-
tween Europe and the East, was in their hands; and even in
the thirteenth century there were more thian three thousand
vessels, of all sizes, sailing under their flag.

The Venetians, at an early period, constructed vessels of a
great size, which, besides their complement of rowers and
sailors, carried two hundred soldiers. Their transport galleys
were upwards of tw® hundred feet in length, and the largest
would accommodate a thousand men. By a treaty with St.
Louis of France, preparatory to his African expedition, the
republic engaged to furnish him with the feans of transporting
four thousand horsemen and ten thousand foot soldiers, and
this was accomplished with fifteen of these transport galleys.
These had but two sails, and were thainly propelled by oars.
The war galleys were of smaller size agd lighter build, but
these had only three sails. The soldiers who were on board
these galleys were armed with helmet, cuirass and buckler,
sword and lance. Naval engagements in those days differed
much less from land battles than they do now. There was no
manceuvring, and no distant cannonading, but each galley laid
itself by the side of gn enemy, and the men fought hand to
hand as on shore.”

The commercial supremacy of Venice made the navy the
favourite service of the republic, as it now is.in England.

The policy of the state entrusted the command of their armies
L]

* Jtis only within a comparatively recent period that a naval education
has been thought a condition precedent tothe command of a naval expedition,
Don Johnaof Austria, the admiral of the Christian fleet which fought at
Lepanto, was 0ljosen to that post on account of the military reputation he had
acquired in his campaigns ngainst the Moors, in the mountains of &ranada.
Even so Iate as the time of the English Commonwealth, the great naval hero,
Blake, wag grained in the army, and did not enter the naval service till he was
fifty years old, What would be the scorn and wrath of the sailors of an
English squadron, at this day, if a soldier were set over them ?
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to foreigners, but their ships were always officered by natives.
In time of peacé, a fleet of national veisels was employed in
commerce, but not on account of ghe state. They were char-
tered by individuals or companies, and, by special privilege,
some of the most important and lucrative branches of traffic
were exclusively in their hands. In the best days of the re-
public. there were twenty or thirty national vessels of the
largest size engaged in commerce, the cargo of each of which
was valued at upwards of three hundred thousand dollars.

Among the labourers of theeArsenal was a select body of
about three thousand men called Arsemalotti, who were re-
garded with peculiar favour by the state, and formed a sort of
guild or corporation. Their sons had the .privilege of suc-
ceeding to the plades of their fathers. They attended the
doge on all public occasions, and when a new magistrate was
chosen, he was borne by them in triumph in a chair around
the Place of St. Mark’s.* They guarded the bank, the trea-
sury of St. Mark, gnd the mint. They also formed the fire
department of Venice. They rowed the Bucentaur on the
day of the espousal of the Adriatic, and afterwards dined
together at the public charge, when each one received a pre-
sent from the doge, and they enjoyed the singular privilege of -
carrying off everything on the table, including linen, plates,
and drinking vessels, a right which myst have abridged the
length and disturbed the harmony of their repast, Their
patriotism was of that rampant kind now exhibited by the
shilling gallery of a theatre in an English naval station, and
in emengencies the state relied upon them as an arm of offence
or defence, often tried and never found wanting.

The Arsenal is still kept,up by the Austrians, but the few
labourers they employ are like the snail in the lobstgr’s shell,

L
* The doge, while undergoing this ceremony, was in the. habit ®f distri-
buting money among the crowd from a vase by his side. All that remained in
the vase, on arriving at the ducal palace, was the perquisite of the bearers,
and the consequence was, that thg newly chosen ruler was hurried through
{he course in an undignified and even dpngerous manner.
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and force a comparison of the past with the present upon the
mind, even more vividly than absolute solitude would do.*

GONDOLAS,

Gondolas are as inseparable from our idea of Venice as
flowers %are from that of a garden. They are the most
gliding, delicdte, and feminine of all the forms of transport
that ever floated upon the waves. A clever French writert
compares a gondola to a palm-leaf dropped upon the water,
for it rests upon the water #hd not in it. Their draught is
80 light that they sedin able to go—as a western captain said
of his steamer—yherever there is a‘heavy dew. A row-boat
walks through the water like a man of business tramping
through the mud, but a gondola trips over it like 2 maiden
over a ball-room floor.

They are from twenty-five to thirty feet long, and sharply
curved at the stern apd prow. The centre, which rests upon
the water, is occupied by a sort of smald cabif or tent, able
to accommodate from two to four persons, covered by an
awning which may be entirely removed, or so arranged by
blinds and curtains as wholly to conceal the persons within,
Every thing—the gondola, the awning, the morocco cushions
of the cabin—is of solemn black; the result of a’sumptuary
law of the republlc passed to restrain the emulou® extrava-
gance of the nobles. Only the foreign ambassadors were
allowed to flaunt in gay colours, a distinction which made
them more easily watched by the jeglous eyes cf the state.
This funeral livery, in combination with the noiseless and
gliding movement, and in contfast with the gay hues around,
adds to the effect produced upon $he imagination. The gon-
dola seers to have assumed that sable shroud in order to
escape the glances of a suspicious and prying police, as the
cutfle-fish darkens the water to baffle its pursuer. It isa

* My authorities for most of the above statements respecting the Arsenal,

are Daru, Histoire de Venise; and Venise, nar Jules Lecomte,
4+ MM, Jules Lecomte. N
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figure in a mask and black doming, which quickens the
curiosity and stirs the fancy. It is moving, probably, on the
most common-place of errands-~-taking ‘a traveller to his
banker, or a lady to make a morning call—and yet it seems
to be stealing towards some mysterious end, prompted by
love, treason, or revenge. The prow is fitted with ¢ piece of
glittering steel, which flashes in the sun like a diamond re-
lieved upon black velvet.

The smaller gondulas have one rower, and the larger two.
From the narrowness and intricaoy of the canals, their many
sudden turns, and the number of go#dolas that navigate
them, the rower must keep a sharp look-out in the direction
in which his craft is moving. He thus stands up in rowing,
and propels the goridola by pushing the oar from him instead
of drawing it towards him. Where there is but one rower,
his position is near the stern, and so elevated that he can
look over the top of the awning. The upright stem against
which the oar plays, has two or three row-locks, one
above another, to accommodate the varying stature of
different gondoliers, and to meet the necessity of using a
longer or shorter lever, which so winding and changing a
navigation demands, To ship the oar from one to another of
these, while in rapid movement, requites a quick eyeand a
quick hagd. Where there are two rowers, the stfdnger arm
takes the stern oar. In the living days of the republic, the
rivalry of the patricians, limited to uniformity in the style
and decorations of the gondola, displayed itself in the stature
and beauty of the gondoliers. One was chosen for strength
and vigour, and i the other, who stood gaily dressed upon”
the prow, youth and grace were’ the chief requisites. The
rowing of a gondola brings every muscle into play,.and is
highly favourable to physical development; and among the
gonddliers, figures are frequently to be met with, which pre-
sent the finest combination of strength and grace. 'Their
forms, rapidly darting along, and relieved against the sky,
often reminded me of a stalue of Mercury waked to life.
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The gondoliers are, or were, divided into two parties or
factions, the Castellani'and the Nicolotti; the former wearing
red bonnets, and the latterpblack. It was a division founded
upon locality, the Castellani occupying thes eastern part of
the city, including St. Mark’s, and the Nicolotti the western ;
the Grand Canal being the separating lihe. The Castellani
formed the aristocratic faction, and the Nicolotti the demo-
cratic. The doge, from his residence in St. Mark’s Place,
was held to belong to the Castellani, and the Nicolotti, by
way of equivalent, always elected with great solemnity a mock
doge of their own,ewho was called Gastaldo dei Nicolotti.
Ile was usually an old and "experienced gondolier, and on all
state ceremonies®appeared in gala costume, and had a con-
spicuous place assigned to him ; but en dtdinary occasions he
plied his calling among his subjects. These divisions never led
to anything more serious than a constant interchange of
rough wit, and, occasionally, a general fight with fists.
Venice, singular in so many other poings, is®also singular
in never having been scourged by a civil war. The govern-
ment, confident of its own®immense power, and always indul-
gent to the lower orders, encouraged this spirit of rivalry
among the gondoliers, in order that, by the emulation it
awakened, the moral- and physical energy of both parties
might be kept tip. °

The gondoliers d6 not now sing the stanzas of Tasso,
though the echoing canals of Venice seem made for vocal
music.* That it was ever anything like a general habit may
be well doubted. There has been, probably, a good Jeal of
exaggeration on this point byspoets and‘poetical travellers.
The constant shouting of the gondoliers is sure to destroy the
musicaj powers of the voice. *

a
* Berrardo Tasso, the father of Torquato, was a Venetian subjectphaving
been born at Bergamo. Torquato, though born at Sorento, came to Venice
when ten yeags old, and was educated there and at Padua, then a Venetian
city. The Venetians thus claimed the illustrious poet as in some measure a
countryman.

D 3
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ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF VENICE.

The existence of Venice is a curious chapter in the general
history of the relation of man to the globe. Between the
Piave and the Adige, a succession of rapid mountain streams,
flowing -from the spurs of the Alps, have for innumerable
ages been bringing down to the sea the tribute of the land.
Each grain of earth that was taken -up was whirled along,
till the force of the stream was spent, and then silently de-
posited ; and thus has been gradually formed that natural
breakwater of islands, of which the Lido s the chief, by which
a portion of the Adriatic, a side-closet, as it has been-happily
termed, has been shut off.* But the samé agencies which
created the breakwater were modified by it after it had come
into existence. The resistance or backwater force was in-
creased. The onward impulse of the streams was sooner
checked, and their earthy particles earlier deposited. The
whole space silut off, began to shoal, and a number of spongy
islands gradually to lift their heads above the surrounding
waters. A few fugitives, fleeing 'in the fifth century from
the terrible presence of Attila, settled like a flock of sea-
birds, scared by the sportsman’s gun, upon these islets, and
being left to themselves began to increase and flourish. Such
was the beginning of Venice. The desolating ravages of a
conqueror gave a population to a spot, which a long struggle
between the land and the sea had made habitable for man. ]t
was fitting that a state that began with Attila should close
with Bonaparte, Between these two destroyers are thirteen
hundred years of growth, maturity, and decline; a good old
age for a nation to reach. .

* The long narrow form of this outwork of islands is owing % their posi-
tion at the point of meeting of two opposing forces, The stream of the rapid
rivers i§ encountered not only by sea currents, but by the south wiud, which
constantly blows up the trough of the Adriatic, shut in by mountain ranges
on either hand. When the sand and mud, brought down by a river, meets no
resisting force or current, the devosits assume a rounded form, as at Grado,
near Trieste. )
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The history of Venice, and especially of its commerce, to
which it owed everything, is a striking exemplification of the
triumph of energy and influstry over difficulties, or rather of
the manner in which energy and industry are created by
difficulties. It equally illustrates the great moral truth, that
Providence is often most generous whei it denies, and most
bountiful when it withholds. .The early Venetians drew
their Roman strength and vigour from the wolf’s milk of
poverty and struggle. Huddled together on a cluster of
islands, the necessity of obtaining all the articles of consump-
tion from the mainland made them sailors and boatmen. It
has been said with more point than truth, that the only
natural product® of Massachusetts are granite and ice; but it
is strictly true of Venice, that the sonly exchangeable com-
modities which they had to start with were fish and salt.
On this slender capital they began business. From this
minute seed there grew a tree of commerce, whose branches
overshadowed the earth. )

The struggle with difficulties, which began in their cradle,
was never intermitted. *At all times they were obliged to
maintain a vigorous contest against the hostile energies of
nature. The advantages which they derived from their geogra-
phical position were counteracted, or at least impaired, by the
imperfection of their harbour. Its excellence, and indeed its
very existence, depended upon the channels, which were the
deep cuts formed by the streams which flowed into the
lagoons, and scoured a passage by the rapidity of their course.
The tendency in these was constantly to shoal by the accu-
mulation of deposit, and ine the prosperous days of the
republic they were kept at their primitive depth with much
labour and expense. From an early period, the peculiarities
of their hatbour awakened the attention of the government,
and there exist many reports and essays upon the subject,
both in print and in manuscript. Different views have pre-
vailed at Uifferent times, as to the most judicious course to be
pursued. As early as the ﬁi;teeﬁth century, the channels of
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the Brenta and other streams were diverted, so as to discharge
their waters into the open sea outside of the ldgoons, but sub-
sequently this expedient was aband“ned. 'The Austrians have
neither. the resotrces nor the motive to keep the harbour of
Venice unimpaired, for the rival port of Trieste is their
favourite. The most stupid and unintellectual government in
Europe sees with unconcern the decline of Venice, and is as
insensible to the magic associations which belong to its name,
as were the keepers of the baths in Alexandrla, after its cap-
ture by Omar, to the eloquence; pyetry, and science cortained
in the manuscripts with which they heate® their furnaces.

It seems as if Venice must, at some remoté period, yield to
that process of encroachment of the land upon the sea, which
has so changed the géography of the whole northern part of
the Adriatic. The town of Adria, which gave its name to
the gulf, and was a seaport in the time of Augustus, is now
about twenty Italian miles inward. Ravenna, once a seaport,
is now about four miles from the sea. The lagoons are slowly
but surely filling up. In the contest between the land and
the sea, the former power must uliimately prevail, and the
Palmyra of the ocean, as Venice has happily been called, must
lose everything, in losing its canals and its gondolas.*

SCIENCE AND LITERATURE I} VENICE.

"The history of Venice has been rather a favourite study of
late years, and the merits and defects of its administration are
generally understood. Montesquieu has stated, that virtue is
the principle of a democracy, and honour of a monarchy.
Of the Venetian aristocracy, fear was the principle which,
wielded and guided ably ana unscrupulously, maintained for

* This view is not inconsistent with the well-known fact, that the level of
the sea rises at Venice at the rate of about three inches in a century. This
phenomenon would seem to be dependent upon a gradual subsidence of the
crust of the earth. See Cuvier, ¢ Recherches sur les Fossiles,’ quc‘ed in Daru,
¢ Histoire de Venise,” chap. i., § 2: D’Archiac, ¢ Histoire des Progrés de la
Geologie,” vol. i., p. 659.

4



Chap. HI.  YCIENCE AND LITERATURE IN VENICE. 61
L]

centuries a system &ssential]y‘ false and bad, and which did not
goest on either of the natural supports of political power,
property, or numbers. - Haflam,* in a few admirable para-
graphs, has exposed the character of a govkrament which,
even more than that of Sparta, sacrificed the individual to the
state, and his wise and generous Judcrment will command the
‘assent of evety candid mmd The influence of the constitu-
tion of Venice upon the intellectual develapmeént of its people,
presents some interesting points of inquiry. To state this
influence broadly and unqualifiedly,- the government encou-
raged all forms of Sntellectual activity which aided in the
growth of Venice, increased its wealth, and extended its
power, as well as those arts which decomted and embellished
the capital ; but discouraged all inquities “which might create
a freedom of opinion dangerous to the security of their insti-
tutions. Science, especially in its application to the arts of
life, was pursued zealously and successfully under the foster-
ing smiles of the state. Their early developed commercial
enterprise enabled ghem to make important contributions to
geographical knowledge, and the travels of Marco Polo, and
the map of Fra Mauro, are honourable monuments of what
was accomplished by them in this direction. John Cabot, the '
father of Sebastian, was a native of Venice, as was Ramusio,
whose learned and labqrious collection of voyages is so honour-
able to his zeal and industry. In civil and military engineer-
ing, in astronomy, in mechanics, in natural history, botany,
and chemistry, and in medicine, they ghow many espectable,
but no very eminent names. In mathematics, Tartaglia
enjoyed an European reputatidn, and many other persons
obtained an honourable, though lgss extended, distinction, in
the same, department. Fracastorius, better known as the
author of perhaps the finest Latin poem that has been written
since the language ceased to be a vernacular tongue, was also
distinguished as a physician and an astronomer. Classical

.
« Middle Ages,’\vol. L, p. 323
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literature and philology were also studied with zeal and success
in Venice at the time of the revival of learning. In thes
departments there is no more hopourable name than that OP?
Aldus Manutius, a printer, but also an admirable scholar,
who pursued his art as a liberal profession,and not a lucrative
trade; and by his correct, beautiful, and convenient editions
of the Greek and Latin classies, diffused the fame of his press
at Venice all over Europe. His son and grandson followed
in his steps, and continued their labours in the same spirit,*

But, on the other band, the«annals of Venice show no
eminent name in theology, jurisprudence; or mental philoso-
phy. All original speculation was frowned upon by a govern-
ment, whose first care was to secure its own continuance, and
to allow no existing institution to bé called in question. They
had learned professors in the canon and civil law, but these
sciences were pursued rather in a polemic than an inquiring
or creative spirit, and mainly to furnish arguments and autho-
rities in the iong and successful contest which the republic
waged against the aggressions of the poge. In these direc-
tions, the movements of the human mind at Venice were like
the flight of a bird tied by a string to the earth. Sooner or
later the limit of the tether was reached, and the check felt.
Of eloquence, whether of the pulpit, the bar, or the popular
assembly, there is absolutely none to show in the whole career
of Venice; ‘and this was but the natural result of that univer-
sal pressure, exerted by so powerful and suspicious a govern-
ment, prevetiting all expansion or expression of popular feeling.
In history, they can point to Father Paul Sarpi and Cardinal
Bembo, the former an eminent, and the latter a distinguished
name; besides a succession of annalists whose merits have
hardly travelled beyond the lagoons. Tiraboschi was also a
native of the Venetian territory, though most of his life was
passed out of it,

* Printing has always been, and still is, carried on to a consjglerable extent

in Venice; and, in its reduced condition, the trade in books is an important
part of its manufacturing industry.
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But in creative or imaginative literature, the poverty of
Q’ enice is most conspicuous, especially when contrasted with
ier eminence in painting artd architecture. Bernardo Tasso,
born at Bergamo, and Trissino, at Vicenza) were Venetians
only in the accident of their birth; and they are but lesser
lights in the glittering constellation of Itafian genius. In the
fourteen hundred years of the life of Venice, we find no great
original writer whose mind, trained by the influences around
it, reproduces the spirit of its age and country. ,The pa-
triotism of Venice expended itself in action, and not in
thinking or writing. ® There is no state whose annals are more
rich in materials for poetry and romance, and no history more
animating or inspiring to genius. Her long and brilliant wars
against the Turks especially, were caleuldted to bring the two
powerful impulses of religion and patriotism to bear upon .
literature; but poetry neither celebrates her victories nor
mourns her defeats. The Spanish Herrera sung of the battle
of Lepanto in strains which rang all over Eutope, like the
sound’ of a trumpeyg but' not a voice of triuph was heard
from Venice, which had contributed so much to the glory of
that day. Writers from every other country—Shakespeare,
Otway, Byron, Schiller, Casimir Delavigne, George Sand,
Cooper—have found in her annals the themes and inspiration
which her sons have missed. The mystery and terror of the
government, the plots, assassinations, and judicial murders
which darken her history, the spies and informers, the lidless
eyes of a secret police, the blows from a bodiles hand, the
universal atmosphere of suspicion and distrust—all that made
and still makes Venice so fruitful in subjects for poetry and
romance to strangers—must have  had a repressing and para-
lyzing effect upon native writers themselves. Who would
venture to write a domestic novel, or a national tragedy, when
the incidents and machinery must be sought in regions giarded
by the flaming sword of despotism and jealousy, and the
danger incfirred would be in exact _proportion to the merit of
the result? A Venetian would no more have dared to publish
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such a play as ¢ Marino Faliero,” than to pull the doge b3'r the

beard. .

" We may form a strong sense of the paralyzing influence o,
the institutions ®of Venice upon the minds of her people, by
reflecting upon the impossibility of such an intellectual phe-
nomenon as Dante having been reared there. His mind was
formed and braced by the mountain air of freedom and
struggle, and every line of his great poem breathes the spirit
of a man accustomed to examine, to dissent, to assail, to
praise, and to denounce. In therexhausted receiver of Venice
a gerfius like his would have perished of-inanition. Florence
and Venice, indeed, present striking illustrations of the re-
spective influences exerted by liberty and despotism upon in-
tellectual development.» The histoty of Florence is disorderly
and tumultuous, and sounding with the clash of civil warfare.
Her citizens fought in the streets; revolution succeeded revo-
lution ; and constitutions were changed more rapidly than the
fashions of girments. But everywhere and at all times there
was rich, crowdled, and animated life. Thege was free thought,
free action, and -free speech; and the human mind, uuder the
powerful excitements by which it was acted upon, left no path
untried and no triumphs ‘ungathered. In Venice, there was
long and unbroken calm—no convulsion—no civil strife—no
whirl of revolution. But it was the repose of death, and the
mind of man slept from age to age, like & mummy in its sar-
cophagus. It .is far better to suffer from the occasional ex-
cesses of freedom, than to have every energy sealed by the
arctic frost of despotism.

It is a curious fact, that th¢ two most original names in the
literature of Venice, Goldoni and Gozzi, arose after the
eleventh hour of hér day had struck, and her once-dreaded
oligarchy had become as little formidable as a painted
dragon. .

Father Paul Sarpi, who has been already mentioned among
the historians of Venice, was perhaps the greatest of all her
writers and men of letters. His capacity was universal, and

4
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his activity boundless. Ie was trained to theology and phi-
glosophy, but he also made extensive researches into mathe-
matics, astronomy, and anafomy. He was the champion of
Venice in her long stryggle with the see of Rome, and had an
appointment—a sort of theological attopney-generalship—
with a liberal salary attached to it; and in that capacity wrote
book after book against the pretensions of the pope. His ser-
vices were so highly valued, that when he had been attacked
and severely wounded by assassins, the Senate immediately
adjourned on hearing the ndivs, and went, as one man, to in-
quire into his condition. ‘The most eminent surgeon in'Italy
was summoned to his aid from Padua, the expenses of his
illness were borne by the state, and on hig recovery his salary
was doubled. Upon his death many years later, the republic
directed its ambassadors to communicate officially the fact to
all the crowned heads in Europe, as a public calamity.

A highly honourable name in the literature, of Venice is
that of the Abbé Morelli, a man of great leammg and im-
mense industry, forémany years librarian of St. Mark’s, and
the writer and editor of books enough to forin of themselves
a moderate library.

There is still a considerable amount of intellectual activity
at Venice. Adrien Balbi, the great geographer, who died in
1848, was a native of Venice. Madame Albrizzi, well known
by a sketch of the works of Canova, though a native of Corfu,
passed the greater part of her life at Venice, and was a
Venetian in everything but birth. M. Lecomt?, in his in-
teresting work on Venice, from which I have already more
than once quoted, records a list*of the living men of science
and .Jetters in Venice, with a brigf account of their labours,
which giyes honourable proof of scientific and literary in-
dustry,ﬁunder circumstances little calculated to encourage it.

THE ARCHDUCHESS MARIA LOUISA.

My last day in Venice was magked by the arrival of the
- Archduchess Maria Louisa, of .Parma, at the hotel where I
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lodged.* She came in the steamer from Trieste, which, in
honour of her, instead of stopping at the entrance of the Grand,
Canal, proceeded a considerable distance along it, and landed
her distinguishéd passenger from a pgint opposite the hotel.
The dignitaries of Venice, civil and military, were assembled
there to receive her; among them an old officer, very short
and very fat, dressed in a rich scarlet hussar uniform, which
was very ill suited to his style of beauty, and made him look
like an Easter egg dyed red. The suite of the Archduchess
consisted of twenty-eight persofis and five dogs. She closed
the procession, leaning on the arm of ohe of her attendants.
Her figure and countenance were commonplace and unexpres-
sive. The most curious part of the whole thing was to see
the steamer so far up tne Grand Canal. Tn comparison with
the gondolas that skimmed around it, it looked like an elephant
in a menagerie. It gave one the impression of a giddy young
steamer that had strayed away on a frolic and lost its,way—
an impression confirmed by the clumsy way in which it was
managed, and the great length of time i# took to get her out
again. There was much food for reflection in the mere fact
of a steamer’s puffing and hissing in the shadow of the
Foscari Palace, and no barren theme for a poet to meditate
upon. .

* My lodgings were in the Palazzo Grassi, degraded into a hotel called
the Emperor of Austria, It is on the Grand Canal near the first turn, It is
an imposing building, with a front of rustic, Doric, and Corinthian architec-
ture. The colirt or vestibule was of noble proportions, stpported by granite
pillars, camong which were three or four large vrange-trees in tubs, making a
fine picture as one entered. The spacious rooms were cut up by shabby par-
titions in a way to make the bones ‘of the founder stir in his grave. M.
Lecomte says, that this palace wa~ sold a few ‘years since for a hundred thou-
sand francs, and that it must have cost six times that sum. °
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*CHAPTER IV,

Departure from Venice — Railway over the Lagoon 2 Verona— The Amphi-
theatre — Veils — Romeo and Juliet — Austrian Bands — Verona to
Mantua — The Po — Parma — Pictures of Correggio — The Archduchess
Maria Louisa - Bologna — Picture Gallery — Fountain and Leaning
Towers - The University — Palaces-— Snow-Storm on the Apennines,

DEPARTURE FROM VENICE—RAILWAY OVER THE LAGOON.

On the morning,of November the 13th I left Venice for
Verona, crossing the lagoon, and proceeding as far as Vicenza,
by the railway. This railway is usually regarded as a most
incongruous element in the scenery and associations of Venice,
and much sentimental regret is expressed at the necessity of
entering or leaving it in this way. But I cannof join in such
lamentations. They seem to me to flow &om an essentially
superficial theory as to thg source of that class of emotions,
which a place like Venice gives birth to. Setting aside the
merely practical element—the fact that, by multiplying the
means of communication, the benefits and the pleasures of
travel are extended to a continually increasing class—have
not the great results and achievements of modern civilization
a certain feeling of their own, all the more impressive when
brought into comparison with what is purely sentimental,
‘romantie, and imaginative? I confess that as T saw this
noble railway spanning the lagoon with its two hundred and
twenty-two arches, it seemed to'me all the grander from its
very incongruity. It was an artery by which the living blood
of to-dayeis poured into ‘the exhausted frame of Venice.
Venice js the beautiful legacy of a past age; an age of pic-
tures, palaces, and cathedrals, when life, like a flower-garden,
ran more to ornament than to use, and was more made up of
exhilarating‘" sensations than of homely duties. The railroad
is one of the symbols of a new, civilization, in which wealth
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and genius are spent in lightening the burdens of common
life ; the growth of an age of schools, hospitals, and alms-
houses, in which the privileges 4f the few are giving ground
before the righfs of the many. IHere these two forms of civi-
lization meet and blend like the light of daylight, and of even-
ing, in the western sky. Old memories are twined with fresh
and budding hopes. The railway not only connects Venice
with the mainland, but the past and the future. It is an
ennobling thought that the spirit of man is ever young, and
that if it has ceased to speak id cathedrals and campaniles, it
is yet vocal in railways, tubular bridges, and magnetic tele-
graphs. The productive power of nature, as it is differenced
by space, shows itself in pine-trees or in palins ; and from the
teeming” brain of manthere springs in one age a gondola, in
another a steamer; at one period a Cologne cathedral, at an-
other a Menai bridge. Let us be thankful that we, who are
now alive, have both the “ old fields” and the “new corn.”

VERONA—THE AMIHITHEATRE.

’

In Verona there are two things to be seen; one by the eye
and one by the mind; the former is the amphitheatre, and
the latter Romeo and Juliet. The amphitheatre is interest-
ing from the excellent preservation ir which the interior still
continues, thanks to the assiduous care with which it has
been watched and repaired. There is nething in such a
structure io gratify the sense of the beautiful, but it satisfies
the perception of fitness most completely. We see here that
root of utility, out of which the flower, architecture, springs.
The idea of an amphitheatre is simply that of a building, in
which he who is the most distanf, in a horizontal line, shall
have the highest place. This is the way in wlich a crowd,
on any occasion of interest, dispose themselves. Those who
are nearest sit or lie down; those who are less near, stand;
and those who are most distant climb upon trees or fences.
Such an arrangement is favourable to the ear as well as to the
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eye. A speaker should never be above his audience. The
best nodel for a building to_speak in, is that furnished by a
cup or bowl, in which the sBeaker shall stand in the bottom,
and the hearers be disposed- around the sides and the rim.
A New England church, with the pulpié at one end, and
stuck half way up the wall, is the worst of all arrangements
for the voice. The amphitheatre is still used for public ex-
hibitions. I hope no lover of the past will be shocked when
I confess that I could not help thinking what a capital place
it would be for a polifical caucus, or a mass meeting. Tt will
hold twenty-two thousand spectators.

Verona is full ¢f curious and interesting objects, but in a
half day, which was all I had to give to is, little can be con-
scientiously seen. A hurried visit to the Church of San Zeno
left no impressions worthy of being recorded. The Tombs of
the Scaligers are elaborate structures, but they did not seem
to me to be of a high style in art, and they are bgdly placed in
a narrow court, where they can be see? to mo advantage.
The best rose in the chaplet of that family is the generous
protection which Cangrande afforded to Dante, and which he

" has more than repaid by his well-known lines in the seven-
teenth canto of the Paradiso.

VEILS.

I was in Verona on Sunday. The weather was fine, and
the sireets were filled with well-dressell persons of both sexes.
Of the women, the majority wore veils, but a portion, ap-
parently the higher classes, were in bonnets. In the com-
parison, the former had greatly tlfe advantage. A veil seems
the natural govering of the female head, because in its flow
and folds it resembles the waving and floating of the haiy, and
it crowns and shades the face in the same manner. Its lines
blend witlwthe rest of the dress gracefully, and without abrupt
trausitions ; and it can be so dispoSed as to suit every style of
face ‘and head. We are accustomed to bonnets, and do not
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recognise their essential ugliness, Just as men, a hundred years

ago, found beauty and becommo-n(ss in the powder, pomatum,

wire, and crape with which the hair was tortured and de-

formed ; but ng one, whose eye has rested for any.time upon

the beautiful head-dresses so common in Italy, will ever be

reconciled to the bold staring front and incongruous ornaments

of a bonnet. A veil is not only a beautiful piece of dress,

but it is the most expressive and symbolical of all forms of
costume. It is the representative of purity, gentleness, and

modesty. It is hallowed by a thousand ,associations and tra-

ditions, and graced by a thousand poetical fancies. Its folds

come floating to us from the distant. East, gnd the dim past.-
Art, in all its forrs, welcomes and adopts it; but before a°
bonnet the poet drops his pen, the sculptor his chisel, and the

painter his brush,

ROMEO AND JULIET.

Verona is beautifully situated, with 4 boldly diversified
surface, divided into two parts by the Adige, which is here a
swift and turbid stream, full of an untamed mountain youth, and
sometimes doing much mischief in its boyish frolics. Over
the whole town, the spirit of Shakespeare broods. He is its
spiritual lord. His immortal lovers have touched its towers
with light, and mingled the breath of passion with its breezes.
I believe there are no authentic memorials left on which the
most credulous fancy can repose. The moon still shines as
when Romeo talked wita Juliet in her father’s garden, but the
walls which the lover ¢ o ’er-perched,” and the ¢ fruit-tree tops,
have long since disappeared. That which is shown as Juliet’s
tomb, has about as much claim to the honour as the barber’s
basin in Don Quixote had to be Mambrino’s helmet. But as
a man thinks, so it is. A porcelain nest-egg is to the eye as
good as any other, and au old wash-trough serves well enough
to call forth that unimaginative enthusiasm, whizh is only
aroused by some object acdressed to the senses. The tomb,
which Shakespeare -has built, will outlast the amphitheatre,

")
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and endure as long as love and grief twine the rose and the
cypress in the garland of life.

AUSTRIAN BANDS.

As I drove out of Verona, the band of the “Austrian
garrison was playing in the public square. 1t was difficult to
believe that such delicious strains could proceed from figures
50 coarse and countenances sp stolid. In Lockhart’s novel of
¢ Valerius,’ there isenn old Roman soldier who had been at
the siege of Jerusalem, and, in recalling its incidents, he says
that when the @ews came out to battle, their trumpets
sounded so gloriously that he wondered fow they ever could
be driven back. Under the influence of music we are all
deluded in the same way. We imagine that the performers
must dwell in the regions to which they lift their hearers.
We are reluctant to admit that a anan pay bow the most
soul-animating sounds from his trumpet, and yet be a coward ;
or melt an audience to t@ars with his violin, and yet be a
heartless profligate. A blind man would have said of these
Austrian bands, that -none but heroes and patriots could
breathe such strains. Perhaps, however, these poor fellows
were possible heroes and patriots. If lower than their music,
they were higher thah their faces. A German without a
heart is not often to be found. The feeling which these
coarse men put into their playing, was the voice .of the soul
striving to break out of its rude prison. It was Ariel
singing from the knotted pine. » They were ¢hinking of the
homes from which they had been torn; and the voices of
their children mingled with the®pathetic tones they drew
from their® instruments.

VERONA TO MANTUA.

The country between Verona and Mantua is flat and un-
interesting. I reached the latter' place at about six, crossing
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the “ smooth sliding Mincius crowned with vocal reeds.” It
was entering the place in good company to have such shadows
as Virgil and Milton at one’s side.

As I reached Mantua at six in the evening, and left it at sxx
the next morning for Parma, my Journal so far as that city is
concerned, is a blank. The diligence was in form a lumbering
omnibus, so rickety and infirm with age that it might have
passed for the father of all omnibuses. It was drawn by three
wretched horses, who were changed but once in the day. The
distance was but forty miles, but it occupsed nearly ten hours..
The weather was hot, the carriage uncomfortable, the road
dusty, and the country uninteresting ; but .nore exhausting
than all was the s¥ent and suppressed rage in which I was
kept by the brutal cruelty with which the driver beat his
poor horses. MMy Italian was far too limited for me to re-
monstrate with any effect, for nothing is more ludicrous and
ineffectual than the anger of a man who cannot make the
object of his wrath understand him. I contented myself with
wishing that his punishment in purgatory might be, to be
driven in a carriage by one of his horses on the box. This
ill treatmerit of the horses made the more impression upon
me, because it is by no means common in Italy.

THE PO.

The Po was crossed in the course of the day in a most
clumsy ferry-boat —a tedious operation, and not without
danger. This &ay’s experience was a curious exemplification
of the truth of the remark, that extremes are ever meeting.
The infancy and the second childhood of a country have their
points of resemblance as in man. Here, in this time-honoured
and uistorical land, there was the same low ebb of material
civilization—the same necessity for “roughing it,” so faf as
the vehicle, the horses, the inns, and the ferry were concerned
~—that there is in one of our remote Western States. The
, Po here is a broad stream, with flat banks, and, as the water
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was low, with many gravelly islgnds in its bed. I (ﬁd not
like its looks at all. Indeed a river of a more forblddmg
countenance I have never seen. It had a dark and sullen
aspect, as if it enjoyed the mischief which it is so constantly
doing. The latter part of the journey was much enlivened
by the conversation of an amiable and intelligent young
Italian, a composer of music, who told many amusing stories
of Rossini, whose riotous and reckless humour is as marked as
his musical genius,

PARMA—-PIC’I‘URES OF CORREGGIO.

To Parma I devoted a day. The chie§, and indeed only,
attraction of this city is in the works of Correggio. Tt is only
here and at Dresden that the peculiar merits of this fas-
cinating painter can be appreciated. His frescoes in the
cathedral, from their great height, and the state pf decay into
which they have fallen, must be taken on ftust, at least by an
untrained eye. In the ¢ Gamera di Cvorreggio,” a small room
once belonging to a convent of Benedictine nuns, his airy and
graceful genius disports itself in a charming series of com-
positions, in which the smiling faces of children are happily
blended with flowers and foliage; and over a projecting
chimney is a fine figure. of Diana, mounting a car drawn by
stags. The colours are much faded, but the admirable de-
sign is distinctly visible. In its fresh prime, these frescoes
must have filled the room with the light and bloom of spring.
No painter has caught the frohcsome grace of childhood
more completely than Correggxo. His children are not
cherubs that have lost their way,dn whose looks we trace a
softened r®membrance of their celestial home, but they are the
most engarri?wg creatures that ever romped upon a nursery
floor—with dimpled cheeks and rogunsh eyes that seem
equally lovjng and mischievous.

In the gallery are some of Correggio’s finest emel pictures.
Of these, the most celebrated is a Holy Family, commonly

VOL. 1. . E
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calleq the St. Jerome, as the figure of this saint is a con-
spicuous object. This picture is  open to the criticism that its
highest excellence is not found in its central and prominent
parts. The Virgin is lovely, but not divine, and there is a
want of simplicitv and repose in the Child. But the Mag-
dalen, who bends forward in an attitude full of tenderness and
devotion, is one of the highest triumphs of art.

It is curious that almost nothing is known with certainty of
the life and fortunes of Correggio After all the researches
of modern zeal andcuriosity, it seems Yet an unsettled point
whether he was rich or poor; sprung from an honourable or
an obscure family. He is a mannerist in his style, and per-
haps it is well for his fame that he has not left a greater
number of works. The charm of his pictures, like the flavour
of certain tropical fruits, might be impaired by frequency and
repetition. No artist was' ever born with a more exquisite
organization. or a spirit more sensitive to the touch of beauty,
but he wants dignity of sentiment and severity of taste. The
same tendency to voluptuous excess, which marks the poetry
of Moore, is perceptible in his finest works. He rarely fallsinto
affectation, but he sometimes hovers very near the verge of it.
His pictures charm and fascinate, but they do not lift us above
the earth. He reproduces the light of female loveliness, thes
graceful movements of childhood, anc the dewy freshness of
foliage and flowers; but that mysterious depth of expression
which plays round, the brow, and looks through the eyes of
Raphael’s’ cherubs, dic not wait upon his pencil.

One of the most interesting places in Parma is the studio
of the Cavaliere Toschi, one of the first engravers of the
age. He has long been engaged in the important enterprise
of engraving the frescoes of Correggio, on a larg~ scale and
in the highest style of art. This work, when ctmpleted, will
make the merits of this great painter known as-they never
have before been known, and will mitigate the regret which
one feels in seeing how fast the originals are disap'pea.ring.



Chap, IV. ( 7 )

THE ARCHDUCHESS MARIA LOUISA.

At Parma, I crossed a se(.:ond time the path of the Arch-
duchess Maria Louisa, for on the day that I was there she
made her entrance, and was received by her subjects. The
military were all paraded, and the weather was most pro-
pitious, but tlere was a sad lack of interest and enthusiasm.,
A colder reception could not be. It was like a theatrical
pageant, in which the actors gerformed what was set down for
them, and nothing mgre. No man cried “ God save her,” and
even the children seemed to put on a perverse and most un-
natural staidness JYler own bearing and expression were
equally cold and indifferent. The Archduchess has since
died. A life like hers, unless it were elevated by a sense of
duty, or sweetened by the gratitude and affection of her people,
could have had but few satisfactions. A petty sovereignty like
that of Parma or Lucca, without any substantlal. power, must
be the most stupid of burdens. To manceuvre a little plaything
of an army, to regulate the duties upon a cask of wine or a
cart-load of cheeses, to eat a solemn dinner in a large room,
and to see always the same vapid faces, make up a dreary life,
which the selectman of a New England village has no occa~

sion to envy.
L]

BOLOGNA—PICTURE GALLERY.

In Bologna alone, so far as my observation goes, can the
genius of Guido be appreciated. That a man whq could
paint as he did, should have ppinted as he did, can only be
explained from his dissipated habits, and the needy condition
in which they kept him. Enterirg the gallery with the ex-
_pectation %of meetmg again the languid voluptuousness into
which ke so *often declines, I was amazed at the power,and
grandeur whigh are here stamped upon his canvas.

The Vigtory of Samson is a noble work. Thesolitary figure
in the foreground, it is true, is notrso much a strong man as
a seraph, There are no powerful muscles in the frame, and

E 2,
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no evidence of exhaustion in the attitude. He has slain his
foes by an effort of the will, and not by strength of arm.
But the lightness, grace, and expression of the form, and the
character of the distant landscape, touched with the rays of
early morning, are most admirable.

The Crucifixion is a work of solemn and pathetic beauty.
.A dark landscape, a few figures struggling with love, adora-
tion, and despair, are all the elements which art can use in
dealing with such a subject, and Guido has here managed
them with great power and great judgmeat. Of the number-
less pictures of the Crucifixion, I should put this at the head,
so far as my memory serves me, for dignity, j athos, and truth,
No other artist gives to the scene such intense and overpower-
ing reality.

The Massacre of the Innocents did not seem to me to
quite deserve its great reputation. The kneeling mother in
front is a beautiful and expressive figure, but the grasping
of the hair by another is too violent an action, and the posi-
tion of the lips—the mouth being opened for a shrick—is
revolting. The whole composition seems somewhat huddled and
busy ; but the subject is so painful, that it is not easy to judge
of the picture dispassionately.

The Madonna della Piet is a noble picture, of some twenty-
five or thirty feet high, nearly filling the end of the hall. It
is in two parts. Below are the patron saints of Bologna, and
the city in the background; above, the Saviour is lying on a
bier, p?mally draped, the Madonna standing on the .farther
side, facing the spectator ; her face raised to heaven, and filled
with the deepest grief and the most trusting resignation.

In this gallery are also’ three pictures by Domenichino,
the Martyrdom of St. Agnes, the Madonna del Rosario, and |
the Martyrdom of St. Peter the Dominican—all adirirable ;
full of power and dignity; characterized by, elevation of
sentiment and purity of feeling, and flowing apparently from
a serious, earnest, and s.iritual nature. I was also much
struck with a Deposition by Tiarini, an artist of whom I had
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never heard before. There is also a beautiful work here by
Perugino, the Dadonna in (Glory, witli figures in the fore-
ground ; a little stiff in the attitudes and hard in the outlines,
but full of sweetness, purity, and gentleness, with a wonderful
light in the background. In the same pure and spiritual style
are some very pleasing works by Francia and Innocenzio da
Imola. The $t. Cecilia of Raphael, the great treasure of the
gallery, did not seem to me to deserve the extravagant praises
that have been bestowed uppn it. Nor did I find in the
works of the Caraccy which are numerous here, anything to
tempt me away from those I have already named. From
such examinatio® as I gave them, they appeared to want
vitality, to be faithfully and conscientjousfy done, but rather
manufactures than creations.

But the collection as # whole is one of the finest in Italy,
or anywhere else. There are not only a great many good
works, but, what is quite as important, therg are #ery few that
are not good. They are also in excellent condition, and have
suffered little from the harfl of time or of the restorer.

FOUNTAIN AND LEANING TOWERS,

The streets of Bologna are remarkable for their covered
porticoes or arcades, & convenient shelter against an Italian
sun. The fountain in the public square, of which the figures
are by John of Bologna, did not satisfy the expectatjons raised
by the praises of the seldom-praising Fotsyth. The chief figure
—a Neptune—appeared to me tq want dignity and expression,
and the whole work to be deficient in simplicity. The leaning
towers of brick, one of which firnished to Dante a most
picturesque and characteristic illustration, impressed me the
more, as I had never happened to hear of them, and they guite
startled me as+I came upon them unawares. We read so much
of the learing tower of Pisa, that we feel something like a
sense of injury at finding it does flot incline more. These
towers in Bologna are very ugly, and one half suspects them
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to have bent over on purpose to attract that attention which,
in their normal state, they could pot command.

There are many interesting things at Bologna, but to see
them would have required more days than I had hours at
command. One of the first lessons of a traveller is renuncia-
tion—the stern resolve not to attempt to seize more than can
be grasped. The mind, like a trunk, can hold only a certain
quantity ; and as an overcrowded trunk cannot be shut, so an

+overerowded mind falls short of its natural capacity of reten-
tion. The things seen should be propoationed to-the time at

.command. Choose what seems most interesting, and ‘let the
rest go. Hurry as you will, you cannot make one hour do the
work of two. *

THE UNIVERS]TY.

No man, with any respect for learning and learned men,
will leave Bélogng without paying his respects to the shadows
of departed greatness, which ‘still linger round the halls of her
XDniversity, which once numbered ten thousand students, and
diffused the ‘light of cultivation all over Europe. Here the
first dead body was dissected, and here the science of galvanism
was discovered. This University has.also had a peculiar
honour in the number of its female professors. Here Novella
d’Andrea, another Portia, lectured on the canon law, with a
curtain before her face, lest the benefit of her teachings should
be impaired by the mtrusmn of that “doctrine,” whxch as we
read in Shakespeare, is s derived from “ women’s eyes.” Here,
at various times, Greek, mathematics, and, strangest of all,
anatomy, have been taught by female professors. The Uni-
versity of Bologna, though much declined, is still honourably
maintained ; and thé names of Tommassini and Mezzofanti are
procfs that medicine and philology have not been .1ieglected
in our times.

This University, as is the case with similar institutions
generally in Italy, is nobly lodged, and enjoys the luxuries of
ample spaces and * magnifivent distances.” Long galleries,
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stately halls, immense staircases, and lofty ceilings, are proofs
of how much more an archltect can accomplish who is not
compelled, first of all, to guard against the cold. The neces-
sity of furnishing aruﬁclal heat during two-thirds of the year
lays a heavy restraint upon our Palladios and Sansovinos. I
had only time to walk through a number of rooms, including
a fioble library, an anatomical museum, and a chapel. The
walls of the court are covered with monuments and armorial

- bearings of the dlstmgmshéd men who have been professors.
This seems a judiciqus and pralseworthy plan, The energies.
of thé living professors would naturally be quickened by the
hope.-of earninggthis posthumous honour. They could hardly
see these memorials without the thought, e

“ Forsan et nostrum nomen miscebitur istis,”

The great difficulty would be to make the selection, and draw
the line of exclusion. It would be necessary, as the Romish
Church does in canonizing its saints, to wait not less than fifty
years after death before the claims were passed upon.

PALACES.

In the Palazzo ﬁacciochi, the only palace I visited, there
is one room full of irfterest and impressive teaching. Itis a
silent congregation of the Bonaparte family. There are full-
length statues of Napoleon and his mother, busts of the
father, of his two wives, his s1sters and their husdands The
bust of Pauline, by Canova, is an exquisite work of art.
Several portraits, of no great merlt hang on the walls. From
the evidence before us, the mosk bigoted legitimist must have
confesséll that the Bonapartes were born to an inheritance of’
regd,beauzy

The Palace of Rossini is one of the most consplcuous
buildings, in Bologna. It is thickly covered with Latin in-
scriptions, in large gilt letters, pot always in the best taste.
They are said to have been put,on by the architect in Rossini’s
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absence, and that he has allowed them to remain, either from
indolence or from the satisfaction which the absurdity of the
thing gives him.

SNOW-STORM ON THE APENNINES.

From Bologna to Florence I had the sharpest taste of
winter that I have ever known, an experience for which we
are hardly prepared in Italy. The distance is only about
seventy miles, and yet I was three nightgupon the road, de-
tained by a snow-storm on the Apennines. From Pmnoro,
where T passed the second night, to Pietra, Mala, the snow
was jn many places Sve feet deep upon a level. The carriage,
drawn by four supplementary oxen, reeled and plunged like a
ship upon a stormy sea. The country people were at work
in opening the road and clearing away the snow, but they
made a great deal of noise, and accomplished very little. It
was in striking contrast with the silent energy of our people.
The inns along the road were drear; and uncomfortable, and
in former times had a very bad reputation. One of them was
the scene of a frightful series of robberies and murders, of
which Forsyth gives a detailed account, quite as fearful in its
simple statement of facts, as the highly-wrought horrors of
the celebrated adventure in a forest, in Smollet’s novel of
Count Fathom. But the traveller will now meet nothing
more formidable than damp sheets and indigestible suppers.
There is as little danger upon this road as between Boston
and New Bedford. The people are pbor, but probably as
honest as most men, and they certainly have sense enough to
know that in the long run, honesty is the best policy, and
that, thronged as Italy now is with travellers, it is safer to
fleece them all moderately in a lawful way, than to eut the
throat of now and then a solitary victim, and thus kill the
goose that lays the golden eggs. N

The scenery of the Apenaines is not very striking. There
is none of the grandeur and sublimity of Swiss mountains.
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The outlines are not bold *and marked, but drawn in gentle

and unexpressive undulations. But in fine weather the valleys
and deep gorges thickly covered with trees, among which the
oak predominates, must present many pleasing scenes. AsI
saw them, they wore a different exprgssion—of wild and
gloomy desolation—with snow, and brown, leafless woods,
enclosed by dark-browed hills; above, a sullen canopy of
leaden clouds, while near the horizon were strong gleams of
brassy light, falling in vivid masses upon the glens, and kindling
the distant summity, The Tandscape was stern and wild; and
the region seemed to be the appropriate nurse of those manly
qualities of strgngth, endurance, and fortitude, of which Italy
has so much need.

.
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CHAPTER V.

Florence — Florentine Architecture— The Cascine — Piazza del Gran’ Duca
—The Tribune — Statues in the Tribune — Pictures in the Tribune —
Autograph Portraits of Painters — Busts of the Roman Emperors — Group
of Niobe — Churches in Florence — The Cathedral, Campanile, and Bap-
tistery — Works of Michael Angelo in San Lorenzo — The Medicean Chapel
— Santa Croce — Santa Maria Novella— The Appunziata,

FLORENCE.

TaE beadty for which Florence is so celebrated is more in its
situation and its environs than in itself. It occupies the cen-
tral point of that longitudinal basin of the Arno which ex-
tends from Arezzo to Pisa. This valley of the Arno, which
is only about one-sixth of the whole extent of Tuscany, is a
middle region between the mountains and the extensive plain
of the Maremma, which slopes in a south-westerly direction
down to the sea; and it partakes of the character of both.
Thus, Florence lies in the centre of an elevated plain or
gently depressed valley, but the surface in the immediate
neighbourhood rises and swells in the most picturesque man-
ner, and the Apennines upon the morth and west interpose
their brown and wooded crests. From any of the heights
around, and especially from the hill of Fiesolé, the view is
enchanting> The eye -encounters no unsightly blots in the
landscape, nor is it wearied by any dreary monotony of forms,
The earth .itself here seems to be éndhed with something of
the soft flexibility of water, so infinitely diversified are the
outlines,,and such various characters of grandeur, picturesque-
ness, and beauty are assumed by the mountain peaks, the
gently rounded hills, the long ridges of verdure, and the
sloping plains. Florence itself is but the central point of
interest in this delightful ppnorama. The whole region smiles
and glitters with villages and country-houses, which crown



Chap. V. FLORENTINE ARCHITECTURE. 83
[ J
the summits and nestle in the valleys, marking all the promi-

nent features of the landscape with lines and points of light,
and breathing into its inafiimate forms the charm of a living
expression. Through this smiling region the Arno steals to
the sea, a slender, thread-like stream, ;vhlc11 has but little
influence upon the landscape.

FLORENTINE ARCHITECTURE.

The streets of Florence®are generally narrow, the fronts
of the churches in many cases unfinished, and the prevalent
architecture gloomy, massive, and frowning. The palacm
carry back the mind to a period when, a man’s@house was
necessarily his castle, and was furnfshed with the means of
resisting a sudden assault or a siege. The fronts of many of
these edifices, however, are imposing from their simplicity,
grandeur, and strength, A plain wall of dark stone, with
hardly any embellishments or decorations, sirmounted by a
heavy but appropriate | cornice, seems little calculated to
awaken any suggestions or associations other than those of
shelter or defence; but yet, when under the shadow of these
sombre structures, all the effect of the best architecture is pro-
duced upon the mind. We see that a certain form of beauty,
even, is the result of, careful adaptation of means to ends, and
that as much of ornament has been bestowed as was con-
sistent with the primary and essential idea of security., There
are no graceful porticoes, no projecting oriels, ne  coignes of
vantage,” no colonnades, nothing to interrupt the lights and
distribute the shadows ; but, dn the other hand, there are no
incongruous decorations. The_fagade is not broken by ca-
pricious or irregular inequalities. It is severely simple, but
not mondtonous; and a deep cornice, the size of which is
always proportioned to the height of the building, gived to the
whole front an expressive meaning, similar to that which a
commanding brow imparts to the,human face.
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THE CASCINE.

In Florence beauty is always at hand, and within eall.
Fiesolé is within an hour’s walk, and the nearer heights of
Bello Sguardo and San Miniato, which are indeed just out-
side of the walls, command fine views; as do the elevated
portions of the Boboli Gardens, which are attached to the
Pitti Palace. Towards the west, along the banks of the
Arno, at a distance convenient to very stout gentlemen or
very fine ladies, lie the Cascine, an extensive tract of land
belonging to the Grand Duke, and open to the public, who
have the good taste to profit largely by their privileges. Two
carriage-r&lds, a mile and a half long, run parallel to each
other, one near the Arno, and the other at a considerable dis-
tance from it. These are bordered with hedges of laurel,
myrtle, and laurustinus; and between them are plantations of
wood, pastures for cattle, and game-preserves, in which troops
of quick-eyed pheasahts are seen darting about with the secu-
rity of barn-door fowls. A tract of level ground, extending
along a stream which has no claim to be called beautiful,
affords no great opportunity to the genius of landscape gar-
dening, but it is laid out with good taste, and a person dis-
posed to be pleased will find much td gratify that amiable
trait, which is the best of travelling companions. If his taste
be for woodland solitude, he can bury himself in the shalow
of forest-trees, which, though planted by the hand of man,
breathe the spitit of nature as fully as the oaks and chestnuts
of the Apennines. He will hear no sound of human life, and
only from the smooth velvet turf and the many winding walks,
which glide and turn and tempt the willing feet to explore
recesses yet untrodden and penetrate to browner shadss, will
he know that the hand of man has contrived this pure pleasure
for him ; and he will be grateful for the provident kindness
which has thus brought the voices of the forest to refresh the
ear and the spirit that are wearied with the din of humanity.

If, on the other hand, his tastes are for companionship and
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society, he will find the Cascine, during a portion of the day,
a most agreeable place of resort. ,Here, in the afternoon,
assemble all the gay world of Florence, native and foreign,
some in carriages, some on horseback, and some, on foot. Here
may be seen the equipages and the manmers of all Europe.
An Italian prince drives four showy horses, for his own
amusement and their exercise, in a sort of drag, looking like
an omnibus with the body taken off. Russia and France are
also represented ; but, as is the case all over the Continent,
the largest portion gomes from England, that ecountry which
is loved by its people with such pugnacious patriotism, while
they are always gunning: away from its taxes, its dull climate,
its sea-coal fires, and the grim exclusivemess of it society.
Perhaps three-quarters of the carriages are unmistgkeably
English. They are known to be such by their air of finish
and good taste, the excellent condition and sleek coats of the
horses, the completeness of the harness and appgintments, the
modest reserve of the colours, the well-f8d respectability-of
the coachmen, and the ¢ver-dressed women and haughty
countenances inside, A wide circular space near the Arno
is dedicated to the purposes of a sort of social exchange.
Here the carriages draw up, and the inmates descend or chat
with their friends throuth the window. The flirtations of the
previous evening are resumed, or new ones are begun. Smiles
and greetings are interchanged, and even the solitary stranger
cannot fail to catch something of that genial sunshine which
is diffused over a company of well-dressed and weli-mannered
persons, speeding the lingering hours by hearing and saying
pleasant things. This is the great resort of the flower-girls
for whom Florence is 50 well known ; few of whom, how ever
commendtheir delicate wares by youth, good looks, or modest
manners. Most of them are forward and intrusive, Jvith
features from which all expression, save that of hard impor-
tunity, has, been rubbed out by the grinding pressure of po-
verty. Woman is herself a®flower, to whose bloom and
sweetness the sheltered air of pegce and security is essential.

~
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A losing struggle with life crushes the g'entle and hardens
the rebellious.

Among the crowd of heavy and substantial equipages which
plodded along the Cascine while I was in Florence, was to be
seen an airy fabric, whose slendef body and gigantic wheels,
giving it the likeness of an immense tarantula, proclaimed at
once its transatlantic, or rather, cisatlantic origin. It was one
of those New York waggons, if that be the respectful name,
built mostly ef hickory, which are as slight, wiry, and- elastic
as if made of steel rods—the skeleton of a carriage disem-
bodied of flesh and bleod, looking as if it miglit be folded up
after use and put into a great-coat pocket.. The horses at-
tached to it were ir. proportion. Instead of the heavy, burgo:
master look, and up-and-down tramp of theif substantial
English cousins, their limbs were delicate, their heads and
feet small, and their movements graceful. There was that
about them which suggested at once the fire of youth and the
wild freedom of the prairie.. They darted to and fro among
the other equipages as a swallow .might frolic among a re-
spectable flock of wild geese. The whele thing seemed em-
blematic of th country from which it had come ; its flexibility,
its youthful and unworn energies, and its goe-ahead pro-
pensities. . v

The Casciné aré themselves an unbraken plain, but on all
sides the landscape is. shut in by hills. .The sunsets a seen
here to peculiar advantage on that account. Towards the
east towers & jange of the lower spurs of the Apennines
which, at the time of my visit, were often cevered with snew.
Upon these there lingered, long after the sun had set, those
hues of purple and violet—a delicate veil of changing colour
—which, though not peculiar to Italy, are more often found
there than in any country which' travellers are in the habit
of visiting. The sunsets of Italy are not, on the whole,
finer than those of our own land; but everywhere west of the
Apennines there are eithen rasfes of hills, or a solitary peak
on the eastern horizon, on which ¢ parting day lingers and
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plays’ in evanescent hues, upon which the artist gazes with
admiration and despair.

PIAZZA DEL GRAN’ DUCA.
L ]

One of the first places which a traveller visits in Florence
is the Piazza del Gran’ Duca, a place not imposing from its
size, but interesting from its historical associations and the
works of art which are here assembled. The prominent and
central object is the Palazzo Yecchio, a massive and imposing
structure, with enormous projecting battlements and a lofty
bell-tower stucl gpon the walls in defiance of proportion, and
partly overhanging them, and disturbjng dhe passers-by with
a constant sense of insecurity.

After the attention has been withdrawn from this dizzy
fabric, and the eye returns to the earth, it rests upon a variety
of works of art, and finds no mean museum in the open air.
The most prominent is the equestrian statle of Cosmo I. by
John of Bologna, and oge of his finest works. Near the
Palazzo is the imposing Fountain of Neptune by Ammanato,
representing a colossal figure in a car drawn ' horses, while
nymphs, satyrs, and tritons sport around the margin of the
basin, pleading by the grace and spirit of their movements,
and not in vain, in bekalf of the cold pedantry of the design.
On either side of the doorway of the Palazzo is a work, which
holds a distinct place in the history of art. One is a group,
Hercules slaying Cacus, by Bandinellip in which connisseurs
profess to see some signs of the ferocity and haughtiness
which characterized that artist, whose uncomfortable temper
seems to have been at least equal tg his genius. The other is
a colossab figure of David, by MMichael Angelo, which, un-
fortunately, I could not set, as for some reason or other it
was shut up under a covering of wood, during the whole of my

*visit. °

On the right hand, facing the Palazzo Vecchio, are three

‘areades or porticoes, entered by five or six broad steps, noble
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in size, harmonious in proportion, and tasteful in decoration.
They were erected by Orgagna, in 1375, for the transaction of
public business, and served at once as a town-hall and an
exchange. Here *the magistrates were inducted into office,
and here the democracy of Florence were harangued by their
orators. Under the Dlédici, this spacious loggia was degraded
into a lounging-place for the troop of mercenary Swiss and
Germans, who were raised by Cosmo I. to give splendour to
his state and security to his power. These arcades now shelter
a silent company of statues, Conspicuous among them is the
Perseus of the fiery-hearted Cellini, not more known from
its own merits than from the graphic accovnt of its casting,
which the artist gives in those memoirs of his, which are
written with as much fire and fervour as if he had dipped his
pen in the melted bronze. The figure is erect, holding aloft
the head of Medusa, and trampling on the misshapen monster
at his feet. Some critics object to the form as too robust, and
to the attitude as' wanting in simplicity, but no one ever
denied its breathing life. Correspcuding to this is a group in
marble, by John of Bologna, a young man holding a maiden
in his arms, with an old man at his feet, which, for want of a
better name, is called the Rape of the Sabines. It is a daring
and successful effort, to put such a conception into marble,
and shows at once ‘the artist’s powers,-and his confidence in
them ; but there is something strained, violent, and unnatural
in the‘whole composition, and the eye grows weary in gazing
at such overtasked muscles. Judith slaying Holofernes, a
group in bronze:by Donatello, suffers by its proximity. It is
of the natural size, while its neighbours are colossal, and it
has more the air of an actress playing the part of Judith than
of Judith herself.

Attractive, however, as this squa.re is, few persons linger long
in it, during the first days of their residence in Florence, for
through it they pass to reach the celebrated gallery of pictures’
and statuary, occupying the upper story of a building called
the Uffizii, Here, for the first time, the traveller from the
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North is made to feel the fuli power of art, for though Paris,
Dresden, Munich, Vienna, ¥ enice, and Bologna are rich in
pictures, yet in sculpture there is very little till you come to
Florence. In the galleries and corridors of the Uffizii we
comprehend for the first time what is mefnt by the antique,
and see the Greek and Roman mind as it expressed itself in
bronze and marble.

THE TRIBUhE.

At first, every oné‘ hurries to the Tribune, and probably no
one ever opened the door of that world-renowned apartment,
for the first timepwithout a quickened movement of the heart.
The room is in shape an octagon, about fwenty-five feet in
diameter. The floor is paved with rich marbles, now covered
with a carpet, and the vaulted ceiling is inlaid with mother-
of-pearl. It is lighted from above. Here are assembled some
of the most remarkable works of art in the yvorlé. There are
four statues, the Venus de’ Medici, the Knife-Grinder, the
Dancing Faun, the Apollit, and a group, the Wrestlers. On
the walls are hung five pictures by Raphael, three by Titian,
one by Michael Angelo, four by Correggio, and several others
by artists of inferior name.

When the emotions of surprise, delight, and astonishment
which seize upon the mind on first entering this room, and
take captive the judging and reflecting faculties, have some-
what passed away, and reason resumes the throne from which
she had been for a moment dlsplaced we are forced to
admit that objects too numerous sand incongruous are forced
upon the attention at once. First of all, it is not well
to have the eyes, and the mind, wdoed at the same time by
statues anfl pictures of theyhighest merit. The passionless
and lunar beauty of sculpture has something that is common
with, but more that is alien from, the sunny glow of painting.
In the natural day, moonlight and noonday are separated by
a considerable ‘interval of time, afid by soft gradations of
changing light. Could we pass &om one to the other in a
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moment, the shock would be nearly as great as is felt on
stepping from air into water. And in the second place, the
pictures themselves are not congruous; at least, Titian’s
Venuses have no business to be in the same small room with
Raphael’s Madonnhs. If we must have such works, let them
not breathe the air of celestial purity which plays round those
drooping brows and those serene lips.

STATUES IN THE TRIBUNE.

The Venus de’ Medici is the presiding genius of the place.
She faces the door, and from her central «position, and the
general inclinatiod’ of her figure, seems. extending a gracious
welcome to all who enter. I hardly dare to set down the
impressions which this celebrated statue made upon me. The
courage with which Cobbett sssails the supremacy of Shake-
speare i8 a gualitv of doubtful value, and not to admire the
Venus de’ Medici seems a solecism in taste nearly as singular.
Perhaps my expectations were raited too high for any form
hewn from marble to reach; at any rate, with a feeling like
that of a single dissenting juryman in an exciting case, I
confess to a disappointment at first, which, though lessened
" by subsequent visits, never entirely disappeared.- The statue
is but four feet eleven inches in height, which gives a sort of
doll-like character to the whole figure. The hands—a mo-
dern restoration—are unnecessarily bad ; the head is small in
proportion to the body; and there is a sort of vacant simper
upon the face. There is certainly wonderful beauty in the
undulating outline of the whole form. The lines flow into
each other as softly and dclicately as if the winds of summer
had moulded the frame. But thigseems hardly enough to call
for*h the raptures into which so many intellectual rmen have
fallen over her. Admirable as was the workmanship, the
expression had in it more of earth than of heaven. It was
not a goddess, unconsciotis alike of her beauty and her naked-
ness—into whose bosom n- ray of human passion or human
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weakness had ever darted—but a lovely woman, who knew
her power and enjoyed herdriumphs.

If I was disappointed -in the Venus de’ Medici, I found in
the figure of the Knife-Grinder quite a new revelation of the
power of art. As is well known, this statue is an enigma,
to which no satisfactory solution has ever been offered.
Indeed, whether he is whetting his knife seems somewhat
doubtful. But as to its power there can be no doubt. The
figure is unideal, and the face and head coarse, but every
line glows with the?fire of truth. It is a striking proof that
a great artist may imitate commonplace nature without falling
into vulgarity.® The attitude is full of ease, and the face
looks up with so penetrating a gleam ofexpression that no-
thing can come between it and speech. This is, perhaps, not
high art, but it is the living truth, and is well worth a wider-
ness of unexpressive wood nymphs and round-cheeked
Bacchuses. No artist could bave achjeved such a work
without long habits of observation, the most patient attention
to details, and the great@st skill with the chisel. It seemed
to me that a single look at this figure had given me a new
insight into Roman life and manners ; as if one of Terence’s
characters had been turned into marble for my benefit. The
‘Wrestlers is a group of the same class, and of kindred
excellence.

After the vivid truth and- speaking nature of these two
remarkable works, we are hardly prepared to do full justice
to the soft, ideal beauty of the Apollino. It is like taking
up the Phidre of Racine, afters laying down the first part of
King Henry IV. The Dancing Faun, a work full of spirit,
and admirably restored by Michd4®l Angelo, is a sort of con-
necting fink between the tyo."

n .

PICTURES IN THE TRIBUNE.

The pictures by Raphael, on thé walls of the Tribune, are
not ranked in the very first class of his works. Three of
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them’ are portraits; one is of an unknown Florentine lady,
evidently an early work, not painted Wwith a very confident
touch, but full of delicacy and sweetness. Another is the
head of Pope Julius TI., that warlike and vigorous old man,
whose active brain and fiery temper, untouched by the snows
of seventy winters, are so familiar to those who are acquainted
with the history of art during his time. Tt is an admirable
picture, evidently painted with a pencil which took pleasure
in its work, rich and deep-toned, in colour, and with so much
expression and character, that we feel a perfect assurance of
its being a faithful likeness. There is also a female portrait
which bears the name of La Fornarina, but’ is supposed by
Passavant to be tfiat of Beatrice Pio, an improvisatrice of
that period. It is not an ideal head, but one of rich, glowing,
and .luxuriant beauty, suggesting perfect health, an impas-
sioned temperament, and a pleasurable organization—a face
not made for solitude and contemplation, but for feasts,
courts, and spectacles. The tone in colouring is Venetian,
and had X been asked to guess the painter’s name, I should
have said Giorgione.

Of ideal pictures there are two,—a Holy Family, called
the Madonna of the Goldfinch, from a bird held in the hand
of the infant Saviour, a picture of great sweetness, purity,
and elevation ; and a Saint John preaching in the Desert.

These two pictures are' not penetrated with that maturity
and vigour which Raphael’'s genius subsequently attained,
but they are full of those winning and engaging qualities
which belonged to it in every stage of its development.
Raphael is perhaps overpraised by those admirers of art who
are-not artists, and who judge of paintings not by their tech-
nical merits, but by the effect“which they producg;"in other
words, subjectively and not objectively. All the fim2 arts,
poetry, painting, sculpture, and music, have something in
common ; something which all persons of sensikility feel,
though such airy resemblances are not very patient of the
chains of language. In the.expression of this common ele-
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ment, Raphael has no rival. « Maternal love, purity of feel-
ing, sweetness, refinement, gnd a certain soft ideal happiness,
breathe from his canvas like odour from a flower. No
painter addresses so wide a circle of sympathies as he. No
one speaks a language so intelligible to the common appre-
hension, There is something in his pictures at Florence
which recalls the early poetry of Milton. Like that, they
flow from a mind into which none but forms bf ideal beauty
had ever intruded ; like that, they are full of morning fresh-
ness, of the sense of unworn energies, of the most exquisite
sensibility, and, like that, they glow with a light as pure as
that which spaskled in the eyes of Beatrice in Paradise.
Towards the painter, the dark cloud which overshadowed
the closing hours of the poet was never turned. IHis life was
a summer’s day cut off before the noon. He is the Achilles
of art, and his image is fixed in our minds as that of a youth
of immortal energies, ever aspiring, ever struggling, and ever
conguering.  Beautiful as are the works-of Raphael, none
surpass the perfect picture of his life. All contemporary
testimony dwells with enthusiasm upon the gentle grace of °
his manners, the sweetness of his temper, his freedom from
envy, and the readiness with which he communicated his
knowledge to others. He breathed the atmosphere of love
and admiration. In his behalf the common laws of man’s
imperfect moral nature were reversed. Before his tran-
scendent genius, and the meekness’with which is honours
were borne, malice was silent and envy’ disarmed. )

In Raphael’s hands art perfoxms its highest, and indeed its
only legitimate function, because it helps to make us better
men. There are many pictures»extant—some by eminent:
artists, to” th’eir disgrace be it spoken—which degrade and
sensualice the mind, filling it with impure suggestions,sand
giving strength to down-dragging impulses, already too strong
in most natures. There are others that are, morally speaking,
neither good nor bad, that please fct the time, and then leave
‘us as they found us. These entestain us like a brilliant spec-
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tacle or clever pantomime, but. they do not haunt the mind
with images of remembered bequty. They do not float
before us in our twilight walks, or paint themselves upon the
wall, in visionary colours before our eyes, as we look up from
our work. ~ But the pictures of Raphael, and of every artist
who combines genius with purity of feeling, are positively
elevating and purifying influences. Nor is it necessary for
the securing of these influences that the artist should have
a distinet moral purpose in view ; or should appeal directly
to the sentiment of religion, as the early.Italian painters do
so exclusively. It is enough that the tone of his mind should
be pure and elevated. Take, for instance,,the Beatrice of
Allston—that admirable artist in whose soul the highest graces
of painting, so long wandering and homeless, found a con-
genial abode. Here is merely the head of a beautiful young
woman, but how full it is of the most persuasive moral power!
The purity cf soul expressed in those gently drooping lids
and softly closed lips, derives fresh attractions from so perfect
a representation of its moulding influence upon the clay in
which it is enshrined. The mere sight of such a faceis an
argument -in favour of a spotless life. Such influences are
indeed momentary, but of good influences how few there are
that are not momentary, or at least evanescent! Temptation
comes upon us suddenly and powerfully, like a tempest, but
the virtue which resists it successfully has been slowly built
up from a thousand, nameless elements. Nothing is so small
as to bc despised ; notling so trivial as to be rejected. The
influence of works of this class is like the influence of nature.
There is no necessary and inevitable relation between the
beautiful scenes of the visible world, and moral well-being or
well-doing, but it is certainly true that just so far as a man
tultivates a taste for nature, he cultivates a susceptihility to
moral impressions. A lover of nature is not likely to be a
bad man, because such a love preoccupies the mind so as to
arm it against evil approaches. A vacant mind invites
dangerous inmates, as a degerted mansion tempts wandering
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outcasts to enter and take up their abode in its desolate apart-
ments, o

There are pictures in the Tribune which illustrate by con-
trast what I have just said of Raphael. One is a Holy
Family, by Michael Angelo: a work obvieusly of remarkable
power, and which an artist would examine with attention and
improvement, but quite wanting in those graces which make
the works of Raphael so attractive to those who are not artists.
It is hard, cold, and rigid, and probably few persons ever look
at it a second time. q If we do more than justice to Raphael,
we do less than justice to this picture of Michael Angelo.

The two pictuges by Titian, of which I have before spoken,
illustrate my remarks uppn the value deservéllly attached to the
works of Raphael, on account of their purity of sentiment. The
great merit of these two paintings as works of art, and especially
the magic of their colouring, no one can deny. The carnation
hues of youth and beauty, and the soft undulatipg outlines of
the female form, are painted as none but Fitian could paint
them, and the effect is so dazzling and striking, that we can
hardly persuade ourselves that it has not been produced by
some process now lost to the pencil, or by the use of colours
that modern chemistry cannot replace. But, as we look at
them, we cannot help asking ourselves whether it would not
have been better, on the whole, that they had never been
painted. Is their excellence so transcendent as to absorb the
dangerous element involved in their subject? Is the unob-
jectionable range of art so limited, that) in order to sequre all
its legitimate triumphs, it must wander into such slippery
regions? These are questions which every one must decide
as be feels.* They belong less to the reason than to the
primitive dntuition. It is imposgible to argue upon them, as
they myst bé settled by the instinctive sense of fitness and
propriety., It is not enough to say, that to the “pure all
things are_pure.” The rule itself has its limitations, and,
unhappily, all men are not pure ; ard for this, bad books and
bad pictures are much to blame. An artist should never light
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his torch at the fires of sense. No subject should ever be
painted which a man would hesitate to look at in the presence
of his children, or of the woman that he loves,—and who will
say this of a naked Vienus?

Between these two pictures of Titian there hangs, in by no
means a becoming proximity, a Holy Family, by Andrea del
Sarto, a painter not of the very first. class, but of great merit,
and who would have been a better painter, had he been a
better man, and not had a bad wife. The chief defects
of his paintings arise from a want of elevnted devotional feel-
ing. The picture which hangs in the Tribune is esteemed
the best of his oil paintings, and is full of sweetness, grace,
and tenderness—in shqrt, of all the,purely human qualities
which belong to the subject.

I have no intention of writing a catalogue, and therefore
pass over a number of pictures both in the Tribune, and the
neighbouring rooms, which are worthy of careful study, either
from their own merits or their relation to the history of art.
The Medusa’s Head, by Leonardo.da Vinci, is a very curious
work —elaborately painted, as all his pictures were, and
attracting the gaze by a strange species of fascination. The
hair is changed into serpents, and the contrast between the
pale beauty of the lifeless countenance; and the hissing and un-
dulating activity of the reptiles, renders it one of the most
extraordinary piciures ever painted. What could have in-
duced a man of such various and wonderful powers, with an
organization so sensitive to beauty and all pleasurable sensa-
tions, to give so much time to a picture which we are afraid
to look at steadily, lest it should start into life in our next
troubled dream "

hd AUTOGRAPH PORTRAITS OF PAINTERS., *

One of the most interesting parts of this collection is to be
found in the rooms devoted to the portraits of painters exe-
cuted by their own hands, :Here is that well-known portrait
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of Raphael, which has been so often copied and engraved, that
in the minds of most persons the idea of Raphael always em-
bodies itself in that form. There is an expression of melan-
choly in the countenance, which is mogg in unison with his
early death than with the splendid successoof his career. It
is a face of feminine beauty, showing great delicacy of orga-
nization and refinement of feeling ; but not, it seems to me,
doing justice to the power, energy, and endurance, which in
this great artist were so remarkably combined with the finest
attributes of geniuss Dying’ before he had completed his
thirty-seventh year, he is said to have left behind him two
hundred and eighty-seven pictures, and five hundred and
seventy-six drawings and studies. To hate done all this
must have required not only unflagging industry, but a tem-
perament of great activity and uncommon patience of labour,
qualities which do not shine through this sentimental and
dreamy countenance. Not less interesting is tQe noble head
and face of Leonardo da Vinci, calm and Serene, showing a
tranquil consciousness of syperior power, and looking like a
man who could do great things without an effort. Nor will
the English or American visitor pass by, without an honouring
pauwse of contemplation, the scholarly and gentlemanly coun-
tenance of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who has the good fortune to
be remembered alike by his pencil and his pen, and whose
Discourses still remain the most sensible and judicious work
on the principles of painting in our language. The head of
Vandyke, which looks at the visitor oVer the shoulder, has
that air of refinement which we should naturally expect in one
who was eminently the painter of high life, These, and a
few others, will attract and reward attention, but the great
mass of the collection is composed of names of very little note
—the ilJustridus obscure, who have died and made no sign;
and if the beholder be of a moralizing mood, he will think of
the vanity of human wishes and the uncertainty of human
hopes. Of the many who start in #he race, how few reach
the goal! On what a broad table-land of mediocrity do
VOL. 4. F
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Raphael and Correggio stand! Nature is prodigal of her
germs, so that the life of every species may be prolonged, in
spite of all sorts of exterminating influences : and, in the same
spirit, she creates a gwarm of inferior artists, so that wé may
pick out of the ccowd, here and there, one whose works are
worthy to live,

BUSTS OF THE ROMAN EMPERORS,

"The long corridors of the Uffizii are wceupied with a great
variety of works of art. Multitudes of paintings cover the
walls, most of them of little intrinsic. value,though of interest
to any one who would study the progress of painting. There
is an immense collection of portraits, rarely looked at except
by some one in search of a particular countenance, and nume-
rous works in sculpture. Of these last, the most interesting
is a series ¢f busts of the Rpoman emperors. Most of them
are curiously illustrative of the character of the originals, as
higtory has transmitted them to us; and furnish strong argu-
ments in favour of the general truths of phrenology. In
many of them we mark the square head, the short massive
neck, the low narrow forehead, and the flat crown, which® are
the types of the animal nature—the signs of gluttony, lust,
intemperance, and cruelty. Such heads and faces throw light
upon the pages of Suetonius. We observe also a progressive
decline jn the art of sculpture as the series goes on, the later
buststbeing of inferior workmanship to the earlier. Mingled
with these are many heads of the wives and daughters of the
emperors, remarkable for the hideousness of their head-dresses.
The taste which could heve tolerated such deformities was so
bad, that it could not have existed without the support of bad
morals. A virtuous people would never have endnred such
disfigurements. Upon no part of the human frame has fashion
laid such ruthless hands as the head, and we oannot be too
thankful that we live 1h an age in which the hair is not de-
filed by powder and pometum, nor built up into those turreted
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and battlemented structures which provoked the wrath of ’ -
Juvenal and the delicate satire of Addison. PR
CE N
e x:’\ “l.r\"

THE GROUP OF NIOBE. 24

YAt

The group of Niobe has, very properly, a room to itsélf;t?_’_
for a work of such great excellence and such depth of feeling
should be left to address the heart, unmixed with inferior or
even different matter. Much, has been written about this
group, and much leafning and ingenuity have been expended
1n.;comectures upon its original disposition,* but all this
curious research ‘e not necessary to a conzprehensxon of its
essential excellence. The statues are of various merit, and

. perhaps by different hands, but they are of a kindred style in

art, and are conceived in the same spirit. They make at first
glance a strong impression of truth, earnestness, and sincerity.
I should say that the man or men who wrought ¢hese statues
really believed in the legend commemorated. In drapery,
attitude, and form, several of the figures are open to criticism,
and have been admirably criticised by Mr. Bell; but I was
well content not to observe these defects of detail. I seemed
to be in the presence of a touching domestic tragedy, told in
marble. The artist appeared to be swallowed up in his work.
Nothing was done for mere display, or for the purpose of
showing the skill of a practised hand. The majesty of the
subject seemed to brood over the chisel, and guide its edge.
Judging ignorantly, and by the natural light alone, I ¢hould
say that they'were the work of a period in which art was
culminating, but had not reached its highest point of excel-
lence, T hg grief of Niobe is feminine ; deep, overwhelming,

# Mr, Cockerelly an English architect, published, in 1816, an Essay, accom-
panied witl?a drawing, in which he maintained that the statues must have
originally been placed in the tympanum of a temple. His arguments are in-
genious and plagsxb]e, and his conclusions are geuerally adopted in England.
M. Fulchiron, an intelligent and accomplished Iiyench traveller, however, dis-

sents from this view, and reasons with much force in favour of the conjecture
that they were arranged against a wall, at ti® height of the eye,

F 2
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and hopeless, but not fierce or struggling. The dying youth
is one of the most admirable figares in the world, full of ex-
pression, without distortion or extravagance ; a serene image of
death, at once mournful and soothing. This exquisite group
is not very happlly placed. The figures are arranged in the
form of an oval, the Niobe making the central point of in-
terest, a disposition which seems formal and unnatural; be-
sides that it forces the attention upon the separate figures, and
breaks up the unity of the wholé€, which was directly contrary
to the artist’s design.

. CHURCHES IN FLORENCE

I was some\yhat surprised to find so many of the churches
of Florence unfinished. In nearly all, the fagade is wanting ;
and, instead of a rich crust of marble wrought into graceful
outline and dappled with light and shade, the eye is dis-
heartened by a dgad wall of brick or stucco, without form or
colour. Too much has been attempted, and the zeal of the
builders has cooled, or their resources have fallen short, before
the vision of beauty or grandeur has been completed. This
disproportion between the aspiration and the performance may
be a republican defect. To bring a vast design to its ripe
completion requires perhaps the steady uniformity of mo-
narchical institutions, and a political atmosphere undisturbed
by the warring breath of popular faction.

THE CATHEDRAL, CAMPANILE, AND BAPTISTERY.

The Cathedral, a work which occupied a hundred and sixty
years in building, owed 1ts origin to the devotional spirit of
the people of Florence, while their liberties were yet in their
own keeping. The decree of the Council, comm’tting the
enterprise to the charge of Arnolpho di Lapo, is framed in a
strain of noble simplicity, worthy of the best da}'s of Rome.*

* The following is the decree, as quoted by Valery :—
‘¢ Atteso che la sommb prudenza di un popolo grande, sia di procedere negli
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Its crowning glory is the 'dome, the bold conception of
Brunelleschi, the whole merit of which none but an architect
can appreciate, though none but a common apprehension is
needed to feel its overpowering effect. Rising from the
smaller cupolas which cluster round its base, it appears to the
eye the “bright consummate flower” of architecture, encir-
cled by its unexpanded buds. As some great men are properly
judged only at a distance from their own times, so this dome
is most imposing when seen from some one of the many
heights in the neighlwurhood of Florence. There the gran-
deur of its bulk and the symmetry of its proportion disengage
themselves from ghe objects around, and are felt in their full
force. It seems a presiding presence, ovei® the whole city,
and all inferior edifices pay homage to it, and, recognise its
higher claims.

The interior of the cathedral, imposing from its dim light
and great extent, is full of that interest, sg common to
churches in Italy, derived from its being® a mausoleum of

affari suoi di modo che dalle opera®ioni esteriori si riconosca non meno il savio,
che magnanimo suo operare ; si ordina ad Arnolpho capo maestro nel nostro
commune, che faccia il modello o disegno della rinnovazione di Santa
Reparata, con quella pih alta e sontuosa magnificenza, che inventar non
si possa, nd maggiore, nd pin bella dall’ industria e poter degli uomini;
secondoché da plu savi di questa cittd 2 stato detto e cousigliate in pub-
blica e privata adunanza, non doversi intraprendere le cose del comune, se
il concetto non 2, di farle correspondenti ad un cuore, che vien fatto gran-
dissimo, perchd comiposto dell’ animo di piu cittadini uniti insieme in un sol
volere.” N °

“ Whereas the high wisdom of a people of noble origin demands tkat in the
conduct of their affairs they should proceed in such manner that their magna-
nimity as well ns their prudence should be shown in all external works, it is
ordered that Arnolpho, the chief artist of our borough, make a model or de-
sign for the restoration of Santa Reparata) in such fashion of exalted and
sumptuous magnificence, that nothing greater or more beautiful can be con.
trived by $he inaustry aud power of man. And this is done in conformity
with the resolution, publicly and privately expressed, of the wisest inhabifants
of this city, that no works of common interest should be undertaken, unless
there be a fix®] purpose to do them in a manner corresponding to that great
and general heart which Hows from the unit® minds of all the citizens, who

in this have bnt one will.,” 3 2 9 7 8
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greatness and a museum of art. Here reposes the dust of
Giotto and Brunelleschi, in spots marked by commemorative
busts ; and the same honour is paid to the remains of Fidino,
the great restorer of the Platonic philosophy., Upon the
north wall is a portrait of Dante, of doubtful authenticity,
representing him in a standing posture, in a robe of red, his
head crowned with laurel, and holding an open book in his
hand, The countenance is intellectual and melancholy, sho-
ing marks of pride, sensitiveness, and suffering ; and, whether
an ideal head or a likeness, it is that which has been made
familiar by Borghen’s portrait and the outlines of Flaxman,
and which rises up spontaneously before the mind’s eye, when-
ever the name of Dante is mentioned.

The choir, an architectural structure of marble, is adorned
with bas-reliefs by Bandinelli and his pupil Giovanni della
Opera ; and behind the choir is an unfinished Pieta by Michael
Angelo, whose fervid and impatient genius designed so much
more than it coul?l execute, in spite of industry, temperance,
enthusiastic devotion to art, and a life of ninety years.

In the square where the Cathedral stands are the Baptistery,
and the Campanile- or Bell-Tower, structures which, so often
in Ttalian towns, serve as architectural satellites to the prin-
cipal church. The Campanile, the celebrated work of Giotto,
rises to the height of nearly three hundred feet. Itis Grecian,
or rather it resembles the architecture of Greece by its regular
outline, its uniform size, and its imposing cornice; but the
lofty windows are Gothic in their ornaments. It is built of
light-coloured marble, adorned with statues and mosaics, and
the whole execution is in the highest degree exquisite; but
yet it seems to fail in the proper effect of architecture, and to
be more admirable for the beauty of the details tuan for the
imposingness of the whole. Its narrowness and regular outline
give it an air of primness and monotony. Nor is uniformnity
of size in harmony with such loftiness of elevation. The
Gothic "cross, which nai.ows as it soars, and ends in a point,
is more satisfying to the eve. According to the original de-
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sign of Giotto, a lofty spire was to have sprung from the top
of the present structure; byt the great expense of a work of
such costly materials probably prevented its being executed.
The Baptistery is best known by its three bronze doors,
one by Andrea Pisano, and two by Ghiberti. Of the latter
Michael Angelo said that they were worthy to be the gates
of Paradise. From this saying I had supposed them to be of
large size, and my first impression was one of disappointment
at finding them so small. The egecution is certainly marvel-
lous. Skill, patieree, and genius are indubitably stamped
upon the work; but, after all, they seem but an inadequate
result of forty ygars of labour ; for that is the period Ghiberti
was occupied upon them, according yo Vhari. The figures
are too small, the divisions are too numerous, and the bas-
reliefs themselves have too large a share of the proper cha-
racteristics of painting. A gem, a mosaic, or a cameo may
be examined with minuteness, but the patiencg becomes ex-
hausted when this microscopic process is %o be applied to so
many compartments forming one surface. In such labours
the only compensation must be derived from the love of art
itself, for the harvest of applause can bear no proportion to
the labourer’s toil.

WORKS OF MICHAEL ANGELO IN SAN LORENZO,

The Church of San Lorenzo is interesting from its associa-
tions with the Medici family, and from the light shed. upon it
by the genius of DMichael Angelo. In the sacristy the tra-
veller from the north first feels the peculiar power of this
great artist. The room was designed by him, but it did not
strike mé&as having much architectural merit. It hasa formal,
rectangular"look, and too little shadow for a monumental
chapel. Few persons, however, waste their attention upon the
casket ingwhich such treasures of art are enclosed, Iferé
are* two monwnents in marble b Michael Angelo; one ta
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Lorenzo de’ Medici,* the grandson of Lorenzo_the Dagnifi-
cent, and the father of Catharine de’ Medici; and the other
to Giuliano d¢” Medici, the third son of Lorenzo the Magni-

. ficent. They are essentially similar in character and design ;

each consisting of a sarcophagus surmounted by a statue, and
$upported-by two colossal reclining figures, one male and one
female. Those on the monument of Giuliano are called Day
and Night, and those on that of Lorenzo, dlorning and Even-
ing'; though there, seems t be no reason why these appella-
tions might not be interchanged. 0

These remarkable productions take deep hold of the mind,
and supply materials for much reflection and some criticism.

.In the first place We are inclined to ask, why did an artist of

such prodigious inventive power place two works, so similar
in conception and design, so near each other? This fact can
only be explained by the indolence, the impatience, the care-
lessness, or the preoccupation of mind, which pass sometimes
like spots over the disk of the brightest genius. A similar
solution must be applied to the use by Shakespeare, in ¢ Much
Ado about Nothing,’ of the same trick to melt the coldness
of both Benedict and Beatrice. Again; what is the meaning
and significance of the colossal figures? What have Day and
Night, or Dawn and Evening, to do with sepulchral monu-
ments in general, or with the lives and fortunes of Lorenzo
and Giuliano de’ Medici? Did Bichael Angelo -mean to
allegorize time and eternity, death and the resurrection, or
the active and contemplative elements in the human soul, in
these gigantic forms? He bimself has left no interpretation

of them, and his critics and biographers can only surmise and
4

.

L]

* Madame de Stagl confounds him with his grandfather; a mistake more
natuyal and excusable than her unlucky blunder in supposing Leonirdo Are-
tino, a mgost respectable scholar and writer, to have been Pietro Aretino, a
licentious podt and worthless man; which would be like confounding Sir
Thomas Browne, the author of the *Religio Medici,” with Tém Brown, of
facetious memory.
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conjecture. ‘And, las{ly, the attitudes of these figures are
harsh and constrained, forcthey seem to be kept in their places,
only by some violent muscular effort. A contagious weariness
passes into the beholder’s Timbs from long looking at them.
The forms, too, are exaggerated and redundant in musc]e

So much for criticism. But much more remains for ad-
miration. If these monuments show the characteristic defects
of Michael Angelo, they are stamped with all the grandeur
and power of his original and unequalled genius. Here is no-
thing borrowed or 8erivative : no cold imitation of the antique,
and none of the pipe-stem meagreness of medieval art. A
great artist hasdgreat ideas to express, ang he uses marble for
his medium; and the material becomes in his hands what the
Italian language became in the hands of Dante.

The four colossal figures are of essentially the same cha-
racter. Day is much unfinished, and probably none of them
ever received the last touches of the chise). But so strong is
the expression of thought and.intellectual power, that neither
the colossal size, ner th8 want of perfect finish, lessens the
authoritative grasp upon the mind of the observer.

But of a still higher order of art is the statue of Lorenzo.
He is seated and in armour, the face resting upon the hand.
The figure is so full of character and expression, that all the
details are unobserved. It has the dignity and repose of
sculpture, and the individuality of a portrait. The mind is
too much moved to stoop to the contemplation of,a fold of
drapery, or the position of a limb. The air of the Higure is
thoughtful and contemplative. It is that of 2 man meditating
and absorbed by some great design, and not without a dash
of the f(grmidable. . There is sofething dangerous in that
deep, solemp stillness, and intense self-involution. Deadly
will bethe spring that follows the uncoiling of those folds. I
recall no work in marble which leaves the same impression as
this remarhable statue. Its power xs like that of & magician’s
spell,  Without losing the peculmrnty of sculpture,. it secures
to itself some of the triumphs of~painting, Itis an entirely

o B
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original work, and a distinct enlargement of the Timits of the
art : such a work as would have béden pronounced impossible
to be executed in marble, had it not been done.

In the same room is‘another work, also unfinished, by Michael
Angelo, a Virgin and Child, a powerful work, and conceived
in a reverential spirit, but not pleasing to the taste.

The first sight of these great works is a distinct epoch in
the progress of one’s training in art. Innimerable as are the
antique statues which have come down to us, they have some-
thing in common, not easily described, but distinctly felt;
just as the scholar perceives a kindred element in the history
of Thucydides, the speeches of Demosthenes, and the trage-
dies of Sophocles. But these statues of Michael Angelo take
us into a new world of genius. He is the Columbus of sculp-
ture. Heis

¢ the first that ever broke *
Ingo those silent seas,”

In this, mind, form, is subordinate to sﬁirit, and is made to
represent and express an idea. Hé awakens not serene or
melancholy images of grace and beauty, but thoughts of life,
death, and immortality. It is the Christian element speaking
to us in marble, and claiming affinity with the Divina Com-
‘media of Dante in poetry, and the Cologne Cathedral in
architecture.

These great works are not happily placed. They are too
near the e}e, and thrown forward into too strong relief by the
light-coloured wall against which they are placed. Put them
in a Gothic chapel, shroud them in becoming and monumental
gloom, and remove them to the proper distance, and their
whole power will be felt.

It is a curious fact that Michael Angelo, in spite of his
long life and immense capacity of labour, left so many un-
finished works. In him, genius was tempered with sternness,
impatience, irritability, and self-dissatisfaction. Eis concep-
tions seized upon him with a sort of demoniac possession.
They became a presence nut to be put by. He laboured to
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escape from their over-mastering t}vranny He flung himself
upon the marble with that fervour and passion with which

love embraces, and hatred grapples. But when the thirst of
the soul began to be slaked, and the ylsxon to be realized—

when he had torn from the block the form which was con-"
cealed in its mass—the divine ardour relaxed, and the frost of
indifference fell upon the mind and the hand. The short-

comlng of his labour—the chasm, which there always will be

in 1magmat1ve natures, between the forms of things unknown

and the shapes Tnto which they are .converted —chilled and

repelled him. He turned away in coldness from the block

which had let the morning beauty of Joperand promise, tor
chase new visions, again to be disappointed.

THE MEDICEAN CHAPEL.

Appendant to this same Church of SagLorenzo is the Medi-
cean Chapel, a memorable monument of extravagance and bad,
or, at least, questionakle®aste. Itisan octagonal room, crowned
by a beautiful cupola, painted in fresco by Benvenuti, a modern
Italian artist, of whom Valery remarks, with delicate consi-
deration, that it is to be regretted that his talents were not
adequate to the oppor‘tunity afforded him by so noble a dome,
The walls of the chapel are encrusted with the richest marple _
and precious stones, such as jasper, agate, and ]apis lazuli,
and ornamented with the armorial bearmgs of thé various
cities in Tuscany, executed in Florentine mosaic. “The ceno-
taphs of the Medicean family, which are ranged around the
walls, sparkle with gems. Rubies, turquoises, and topazes,
are lavished upon them with asprofusion which recalls our
youthfiil visions of Aladdin’s palace. No less than seventeen

- millians of dollars are said to have been expended upon this
costly toy, which is still unfinished, and likely ever to remain
so; and yet, after all, the general effect is poor and unsatis-
factory. This chapel confirms nlost impressively the lesson
taught, with inferior force, it is true, by the Gates of the Bap-
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tistery’ and the .Campanile of Giotto, as to the necessary
limitations and restrictions of art,” This principle may be
expressed in an epigrammatic form, by saying, that in art two
and two do not always make four. The goldsmith and the
jeweller accomplish their results by elaborate details and
patient efforts concentrated upon a small space. The effect
which they leave upon the mind is the result of continued
impressions. Not so with the architect: with him the first
impression is everything, His art cannot endure a commen-
tator. It must be its -own interpreter, or else it cannot be
understood. The natural use of gems is to embellish the
*feruale form; t8 beqome a part of that beautiZul whole, and
to glow with the life which warms and colours the neck or
the arm. For this reason we cut them into angles, so that
the rays of light may be broken, and a new element of
mobility and vivacity given to them. The price of diamonds,
as is well known, in.reases in a geometrical ratio with the in-
crease of size; but this is because the largest diamond is not
bigger than an English walnut. Were they to be found as
large as paving-stones, there would be no cofresponding en-
largement of price. A wall of diamond would be hardly
more valued than a wall of glass; and a slab of pearl not
more than a slab of porcelain. 'The designer of the Medicean
Chapel reasoned, that, if a Florentine mosaic of a few inches
square be, as it unquestionably is, a beautiful thing, one of
many squar. feet will be just as much more beautiful as it is
bigger, and therefore he made the whole side of the room a
mosaic. But therein he forgot the essential distinction be-
tween the jeweller and the architect. He lost the legitimate
triumphs of the former, without gaining those of the latter.

SANTA CROCE.

I went to the Church of, Santa Croce in the expectation of
secing something externally imposing and beautiful. The
Westminster Abbey of Florence I supposed would have some-
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thing noble and majestic in its aspect, not unworthy of the
illustrious dead who havé been committed to its charge; but
what was my disappointment when I saw a mere mountain of
brick, with as little pretension to beamty or proportion as
the gable of a barn—an ugly, unfinished fagade, more sug-
gestive of a cotton-factory than a church! The interior is
venerable and imposing, dimly lighted by long and narrow
Gothic windows of stained glass, and shrouded in the gloom
which seems appropriate tG a church, of which the chief in-
terest is in its tombs and its monuments. FHere repose the
remains “of Michael Angelo, Machiavelli, Galileo, Leonardo
Bruno, and Afieri, and, though partia®y eclipsed by these
greater names, the visitor should not® overlook those of Lanzi,
the historian of painting, and Filicaja, the lyric poet: names
not to be forgotten so long as modest learning and poetical
genius are honoured among men.

¢ Ungrateful Florence! Dante sleeps afar 1”

The people of Ravenna :’ery properly refused to surrender to
the tardy justice®f the Florentines the%emains of the illus-
trious foreigner whose last sigh they had received; and
Florence could only show her sensibility to the genius of her
greatest writer by the empty honours of a cenotaph.

Of the monuments in the Church of Santa Croce, not one
is in the highest style of art, and it is a little disconcerting to
the stranger to find that the most maghificent of all ic erected
to the memory of a man of whom he probably never heard.
the Chancellor Marsupini. Over all of them the genius of
Allegory has breathed from her lips of ice. Painting, sculp-
ture, and,architecture appear as mourners around the urn of
Michael Argelo. Italy weeps over the dust of Alfieri. A
figure Yhich may serve either for Political Science or History
crowns the monument of Machiavelli; and Poetry deplores
the death 0f Dante. For a monument in a church, a mural
tablet with an appropriate inscription, surmounted by a bust
or a statue, is all that gratitude, sensibility, or good taste can
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require, and is always safe. The attempt to do more than
this often leads to something tastelels and reprehensible; and
when this danger is avoided, the value of a monument, as a
memorial, is apt to be impaired by its positive excellence as a
work of art.

SANTA MARIA NOVELLA.

The Church of Santa Maria Novella is completed : a rare
thing in Florence. The fagade, an incongruous assemblage
of Greek and Gothic forms, did not please me, but the in-
terior, from its ‘extent, its simplicity, and the happy disposi-
tion of its lights ard shades, is very fine. Heve is a famaus
picture by Cimabue, a ¥irgin and Child, larger than life,
painted upon a gold ground. It is pleasant to read of the
prodigious enthusiasm which this work excited when first ex-
hibited, nearly six hundred years ago, for the gratification of
Charles of Anjou, &3 he passed through Florence on his way
to take possession of his kingdom of Naples; of the admiring
throngs who rent the air with shouis of delight; and of the
stately procession which bore it from the studio of the artist
to its present place in the church. Much of this enthusiasm
is to be ascribed to the fact that the works of Cimabue were
so much superior to those of his immediate predecessors, that
painting in his hands seemed like the revival of a lost art.
It was not merely that the sentiment of devotion and the
sense of b.auty were appealed to with a power unknown be-
fore, but the national pride of the people was gratified, and
stirring hopes for the future awakened. As works of art
multiply, they form the standard by which they themselves
are tried. We judge, comipare, and discriminate. Our ad-
miration is more regulated and less ardent. It was just so
with the first specimens of sun-painting. 'We had nothing to
give but amazement and delight. But, now, we coolly mea-
sure the works of one man or one country with those of
another, as we compare Titian with Raphael, or MMorghen
with Longhi. As for the work of Cimabue itself, looking at
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it with the natural eye of this period, it seems stiff and grim ;
more curious than beatiful; and yet with an expression
upon the countenance in which sweetness and dignity are
blended.

But the most obvious and mterestmg associations with this
church are secular, not to say profane. It is here that the
opening scene of the Decameron is laid. Here Boccaccio
represents himself as meeting that knot of graceful Florentine
ladies, who, weaned with #he universal dislocation of society,
occasioned by the ravages of the plague, resolved to retire
awhile into a neighbouring villa, and amuse’ themselves with
innocent recréutions. We read that these fair worshippers
were shocked with the demoralizing effects of the pestilence
which was raging around them, and yet we find them, as
every reader of the Decameron knows, listening to sstories
which, in our times, it would be impossible for one gentleman
to read aloud to another. In this respec?we® have made pro-
gress. It is mere paradox to say that vice has fled from the
lips to the heart. Out of the fulness of the heart the mouth
speaks. The parification of literature .is a sign of a higher
moral standard, and is mainly due to the better position and
greater influence of woman.

THE ANNUNZIATA.

The church and conventual buildings of the Apnunziata.
contain many interesting objects. The frescoes in the vesti-
bule or atrium, many of whicle are by Andrea del Sarto, are
of high merit. The subjects of several of them are drawn
from the life of an eminent saint, Filippo Benizzi. One of
them is a cyrious instance of the power of religious bigotry to
desiroy the simplest elements of Christian morality. “The
saint 18 walking in the country. Some gay young men,
playing a#-cards under a tree, laugh at his uncouth appear-
ance ; whereupon, he prays to Heaven, and the young men
are struck with lightning. It is strange that the ecclesiastics®
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who invent such stories, and cause them to be painted, dd uot
reflect that nine men out of ten whd read such legends, and
Ipok upon such representations, will keep one balf 1l‘|e ]cyon
and throw away the other—will take the vengeance and reject
the saintly life. Jesus of Nazareth, with lips convulsed
with the agony of the cross, prayed that his murderers might
Be forgiven, but his disciples limit their forgiveness to sins
which they themselves have committed.

In one of the cloisters of this church is the * Madonna del
Sacco ”” of Andrea del Sarto, a fresco painting of great merit,
not only in drawing and colouring, but from the simple
griginality of the désign. It brings out more fully the human
element than is usual in the treatment of this subject. It is
a family—father, mother, and child~—disposed in a natural
group, not as if sitting for their portraits, but as if the artist
had looked in upon them when they were unawares.




' Chx;p. vi. c , 113 )

CHAPTER VI

Giotte’s Portrait of Dante — Raphael’s Fresco of the Last Supper—The Casn
Suonarotti — The Pitti Palace — The Boboli Gardens — The Museum of
Nataral History — The Laurentinn Library — The Accademia delle Belle
Arti — Environs of Florence — Church and Convent of San Miniato — Ga-
lileo — Poggio Imperiale — Bello Sguardo — Fiesole.

L
GIOTTO’S PORTRAIT OF DANTE,

Wirnin.the lag ten years two interesting discpveries have
been made in Florence. One is the portrait of Dante in the
chapel of the Palazzo del Podesta, by Giotto. This palazzo
is a singular structure, built in a rambling and uncouth style ;
and now used as a prison. Upon the walls of the Cortile are
seen the armorial bearings of a long line, ofgmagistrates of
Florence. The room ip, which the portrait was discovered
hadglost the aspect of a chapel, and had been used as a store-
hause for the prison, or some similar office. Perhaps it is
hardly correct to say that the portrait was discovered, as there
must always have been some persons who knew that this work,
and many others, were there, and might be found if any onel
would take the trouble to remove the whitewash which had
been daubed over them. Fond as the Italians are of white-
wash—a fact which thé traveller soon finds out to his cost—
. it is quite inexplicable that the Florentines, with thetr rever-
ence for Dante, should not havg spared his portrait, or that'
any magistrate, or man in authority, should not have been
deterred, by a wholesome fear ofe public opinion, from com-
mitting ot anllowing such an act of sacrilege. Bat for many
years, &£ven generations, the portrait slept in its shroud of
‘hite, and there would have slept till the last syllable of
recorded tyme, had its resurrection depended upon indigenous
reverence, endrgy, and enterpris? A few English and
American' gentlemen, among whom our distinguished country-
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)
man, the late Mr. R. H. Wilde, was conspicuolis, resolved to
make the attempt to uncover it, ~nd, after repeated applica-
tions, and all sorts of aiding influence, the supineness’ or
distrust of the government was so far overcome as to'give these
gentlemen a reluctant consent to remove the whitewash at
their own expense.

The result answered to their hopes. After a coat of white-
wash, in some places an inch thick, had been -taken off, the
portrait was found. It represents the great poet in the prime
of life, before sorrow and struggle had vharpened and deep-
ened the lines of his face, and made it that record of outraged
pride and wounded sensibility which it became, in his declining
years. The brow is ample, the nose straight, and the features
regular: a countenance at once intellectual and bhandsome.
The dress’is a long, flowing robe, and the hehd is' covered
with a sort of hood or cap. Whatever merits as a work of
art it may have had have been sadly impaired by what it has
been through; but no one will deny that it is a precious waif
snatched from the wreck of time.

RAPHAEL’S FRESCO OF THE LAST SUPPER,

This fresco, by Raphael, is in what was once the refectory
of the Convent of St. Onofrio, used at the time of the dis-
covery as a coachmaker’s shop. It represents the Last
Supper, and is an early work, painted*before the great masteg
. had enticely thrown oft the stiffness and hardness of the school
*in which he had been trained. Judas sits apart from the other

apostles, as if already an outcast, or, at least, an-object of
suspicion. This is an obvinus sacrifice of dramatic propriety
to the imperative claims of the Church. It will be remem-
bered with what skill Leonardo da Vinci has met the two
requisitions, and designated the traitor, as yet unknown, by
his darkly-lowering countenance and the overtnrned salt.
The fresco has the easiiy recognised quality of Raphael’s
genius—its purity, elevation, and tenderness. The faces are
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full of character and expression. In the background isa
landscape representing thesagony in the garden. The room
in which the fresco is painted has been cleaned, furnished with
seats, and, with the liberality so general in Italy, thrown open
to the public without charge.

THE CASA BUONAROTTI.

Oueof the most interesting objects in Florence is the Casa
Buonarotti, the residence of Michael Angelo, and still occu-
pied by descendals of his family, who study to keep the
house of, their illustrious kinsman as nearly in the state in
which he left itas possible. One of the rgoms, the first into
which the visitor is shown, is filled with paintings upon the
walls and ceiling, illustrative of various events in the great
artist’s Tife. * In the same room is a bas-relief, by Michael
Angelo himself, representing a combat with Centaurs, and
also an oil painting by him. In his study grevseveral memo-
rials of him ; his sword and walking-stick, some arm-chairs,
+which, as we were told, belonged to his great-grandfather, and
lopking uncomfortable enough to justify any antiquity. The
walls are hung with drawings from his hand. In another
room is a bronze bust of him, by John of Bologna, hard and
expressive, and a portrait taken a short time before his death.
The arched ceiling of one of the rooms was designed by him,
and has a very noble effect, showing that great space is not
gssential to produce the impression of grandeur. [Jhe roops
open into each other. Some of the original furniture is still
sacredly preserved. It was ragher odd to be conducted over
the house of Michael Angelo, as I was, by an English maid-
servant, who seemed to have rarely the privilege of using her
own languarre, to judge by the extent to which she availed
. herselfyof the opportunity of my ears. The sensibility with
which the Italians cherish the memory of their great men is
a most honourable trait in the national character. The house,
in which Machiavelli lived is designited by a tablet, and nearly
opposite to it is that of the historian Guicciardini.
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THE PITTI PALACE.

The Pitti Palace, a splendid structure, was commenced for
himself, by Lucca Pitti, a vain, weak man, elevated to great
power by a sudden furn of political fortune. It finally passed
by purchase, and while yet unfinished, into the possession of
the rival family of the lMedici, and furnishes an instructive
commentary upon the saying that fools build houses and wise
men buy them. Johnsonmight have found, in the varying for-
tunes of the founder of this palace, a vivid illustration of the
vanity of human wishes. Machiavelli paints, in energetic lan-
guage, his short-lived splendour and his sudden fall,not omitting
one characteristic touch of selfishness and ingratitude, which
strongly marks the powerless obscurity into which he had
declined, that many articles of value which hadbeen pressed
upon him as presents, in the brief day of his elevation, were
afterwards reclimed by the donors as loans, when the tide of
fortune had turned.

Of all the royal residences which I have seen, the Pitti
Palace is the most desirable to live in, particularly when the
attractions of the gallery are taken into account. The archi-
tecture of the fagade is heavy, massive, and sombre; but that
of the cortile is rich and magnificent. The rooms are spa-
cious and imposing, and the whole air of the palace truly
regal. There is nothing that speaks of decay or neglect; no
faded splendour and no mouldering magnificence. It is a
house t0 live in as well as a palace to .look at. But, in
visiting it, it is difficult to think of anything but its treasures
of art, as in recalling it to the mind little else returns. Here
are nearly five hundred pictures, many of them of the highest
merit, and very few that are not good. No other'collection
of .paintings, which T have seen, approaches it in excellence,
with the single exception of the Dresden Gallery ; and between
these two it would not be easy to award the palm of supe-
riority. If a person couid see but one, I should advise him,
on the whole, to choose the Dresden Gallery, because it
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comprises a greater variety of artists and schools, and because
of the unique Correggios ind the incomparable Madonna di
San Sisto which are there; but if, after having seen them
both, the ‘privilege were offered of seeing oue, and only one,
a sécond time, the decision would be embarrassing, and pro-
bably dquite as many would take the Pitti Palace as the
Dresden Gallery. So fur as arrangement and position are
concerned, the advantage is decidedly with the Florentine col-
lection. The pictures are well disposed and hung in favour-
able lights ; the w2lls are not crowded ; there are no gloomy
vaults of shade and cold, to chill the heart and strain the eye,
but the sun streams in through spacious windows in rich and
enlivening masses. The noble apartments are furnished with
comfortable couches and chairs for the repose of weary limbs ;
and a traveller soon learns that there is no employment so
exhausting as walking through a gallery and looking at its
pictures. This splendid collection, with g liberality worthy
of the highest praise, is thrown open to the public every day,
without fee, and the humBlest stranger who visits it is treated
as if he were conferring, rather than receiving, a favour.
Here, as elsewhere, the generality of visitors first seek out
the Raphaels. The most celebrated of his pictures in this
collection is the Madonna della Seggiola, so widely known by
engravings. It is a work of great sweetness, purity, and
tenderness, but not representing all the power of the artist’s-
genius. Its chief charm, and the sgeret of its gvorld-wide
popularity, is its happy blending of the divine and the human
elements. Some painters treas this subject in such a way,
that the spectator sees only a mortal mother caressing her
child; while, by others, the only Meas awakened are those of
the Virgin gnd the Redeemer. But heaven and earth meet
upon Raphael’s canvas: the purity of heaven and the ten-
derness of earth, The round, infantile forms, the fond, clasp-
ing armspthe sweetness and the grace, belong to the world
that is around us, but the faces—especially that of the infant
Saviour, in whose eyes there is & mysterious depth of expres-
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sion, which no engraving has ever fully caught—are touched
with light ffom heaven, and suggést something to worship as
well as to love.

In the same apartment, upon the opposite wall, is another
work by the same inspired hand—the Madonna dell’ Impannata
(so called from a window closed by cloth instead of glass),—
which, though impaired by time and restoration, impressed .
me as superior in power and originality to the Madonna della
Seggiola.

In another apartment is the Madonna el Baldachino (of
the Canopy). The Virgin is seated upon a throne, raised upon
three high steps, at the extremity of the Temple. A canopy,
suspended from the roof, hangs over the throne, and two
angels draw aside the curtain, in order to show the Virgin.
Four fathers of the Church stand beside the throne, and two
angels are reading a scroll at the bottom of the steps. This
is one of Raphanl’s earlier works, and, from its resemblance to
the style of Fra Bartolommeo, was doubtless painted under his
fisrt impressions of the power of thav great artist.

There are also four portraits by Raphael. The finest is
that of Pope Leo X. with two Cardinals. The pope is seated
before a table covered with a cloth. A richly sculptured bell
is within reach, and he holds a reading-glass in his hand.
The features are strong, but not fine: the expression is that
of a man who had always had his own way, and always meant
to have it. It is evidently not'a flattered likeness. The
attendani cardinals are most speaking and characteristic faces.
This is a grand picture, and the figures, being portraits, have
all the interest of history.

This gallery is also rich in the productions of Andrea del
Sarto, a very pleasing artist, who came very near being a
grest one. But he is a decided mannerist, which 1 man
truly great in art ever was. Iis pictures have the strongest
family likeness, and even the dresses of his Virgin- seemn all
to have been cut from the same piece of cloth. His Holy
Families, as compared with those of Raphael, are like Z‘Lalla.
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Rookh to Comus. Still he Is a delightful artist, and probably
paints as well as a man cargwho never breaks loose from the
passions and weaknesses of earth.

Among the other striking pictures of the collection is a
sublime St. Mark, by Fra Bartolommeo : the Three Fates, by
Michael Angelo, hard, powerful, and impressive: the portrait
~of an unknown lady, very carefully painted, by Leonardo da
Vinci—the hands, especially, most elaborately and beautifully
finished : the Conspiracy of Catiline, by Salvator Rosa, a
picture of considemble power, but wanting in dignity and
elevation: a beautiful St. Francis in Bleditation, by Cigoli, a
Florentine artigf of much merit, whose name I had never
before heard. There are three works by Rubens here, all
excellent in their kind. One is a collection of portraits of
himself, his brother, and the two philosophers, Lipsius and
Grotius. The attitudes are easy and graceful, the colouring
admirable, and the faces full of life and expression. The
other two are landseapes—not transcripts of'a beautiful or pic-
turesque country, but cargfully painted, and with an attention
to details quite remarkable in an artist of such fervid power
and inexhaustible invention. The colouring is not showy, but
honest and natural. These two pictures grew upon me at
every visit, not certainly as works of the first class,’ and never
to be named in comparison with some of the splendid produc-
tions around them, but rather as instructive illustrations of
Rubens’ views of art. Certainly no man ever wielded a bolder
and freer pencil, but here he sits down to paint®c¢ homely
landscape, and does it in as patlent and conscientious a way
as if he were drawing from a camera lucida. Ilere are no
pulpy rocks, no hills of canvas, gnd no velvety grass. The
details afe not slobbered over, nor is everything sacrificed to
the geperal’ effect. They are as true as a scene from the
windows of a Flemish farm-house.

In the same apartment with the Madonna della Seggiola are
two portralts, one of Cardinal Bentivaglio, by Vandyke, and one
of an old man, sometimes called Corraro, by Titian. Portrait-
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painting can hardly go higher than it has done in these noble
works. At first, the attention is 5iore attracted to the portrait
of Bentivoglio, the costume is so splendid, and the head is so
full of intellect and refinement. The gentleman and the
scholar are stamped upon every line of the countenance. The
face of Titian’s old man is not so elevated and intellectual,
but with every look it draws the gaze more and more. Such
truth, such power, such colour! It is the perfection of por-
traiture. DBetween two such works comparisons are particu-
larly odious. It is an ungracious and angrateful office to
seek to exalt one at the expense of the other. They hang
together like a young moon and the evening star in a summer
sky. Neither loses, but each gains, by the.other’s presence.

A Magdalen, by Titian, has stamped itself upon my
memory as deeply as any picture in the whole collection, and
is quite characteristic of the manner in which that magnificent
painter treated_a subject. The Magdalen is a woman who
has led a life of sin, and is now repentant. Ience, the idea
of a Magdalen involves two elements, the previoﬁs sin and the
present repentance, In the early painters the dominant feel-
ing was of repentance. The forms are meagre, the cheeks
wasted, and the bloom and grace, through which she fell, are
gone. But Titian was a man of such exuberant tempera-
ment, and so full of strong life, that the beauty and the pas-
sion were the predominant ideas in his mind when he formed a
conception of the Magdalen, and they guided his pencil when
he deveioped it upon the canvas. The picture beams with
betraying and bewitching beauty. The luxuriant fulness of
the figure, the rich, ripe cheek, the eyes whose passionate fire
is not quenched by the tears which fill them, and the wealth
of golden hair—such hair as none but Titian could paint—
have more of earth than of heaven, and breathe an atmgsphere
of mortal enchantment, which fascinates and fixes the wander-
ing gaze. .

In the Hall of the Education of Jupiter (so called from the
painting on the ceiling) is an anonymous female portrait, as-
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cribed to Raphael. At an); rate, it is a most_ excellent pic-
ture. The face is not onegof rare beauty, nor is it in the
earliest bloom of youth, but it is a winning and cordial face;
breathing gentleness, warmth of heart, and resolute firmness
of purpose, were it needed. It is, too, as domestic counten-
ance, suggesting a happy wife and mother, and a home
brightened by an active spirit and a loving nature. There
is so much character and such marked individuality in the
countenance, that we cannot pass it by as a mere ¢ Portrait
of a lady.” We ame constrained to pause and speculate, and
‘to say to ourselves, ¢ Who were you that look out of the
canvas with tllat°10v1n°, sensible, animated face?” But we
ask in vain. It is a fragment of the past, tc’llm‘r no story and
linked to no associations. Who she was—where and when she
lived—with whom her fortunes and her affections were entwined
—are left to conjecture. It is a face without a history.*
Near it is a St. Andrew kneeling before the  Cross, by Carlo
Dolce, a feeble and affected picture, as méstof the works of )
this artist are. Carlo Dqjce is a painter against whom one
gets in time to feel a sort of personal spite. His red-bor-
dered eyes, his affected attitudes, and his sickly sweetness soon
disgust and weary. A gallery of his works would be as cloy-
ing as a dinner of sugar candy. °

Canova’s statue of Venus finds a home in the Pitti Palace.
She stands upon a pivot, and can be turned so as to be seen in
various points of view. IfI was a heretic before the Venus
de Medici, I was a downright infide! before Cafleva’s. It
seemed to me that the artist had wied to produce something
that should be more beautiful® than beauty ; as if a painter
should try to paint a picture whicly should be bluer than blue,

L ]

* The portrzut is generally said to represent a mistress of Raphael, and it
may be so; but the expression of the countenance does not confirm the con-
Jjecture, for it is pure and noble. It is a common trick of biographers and
catalogue-maRers to give this appellation to every portrait of a young female
which they canuot identify, and often with Preat injustice. Painters are not
better than any other men, but certainly not worse.

VOL. I. G
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or redder than red. The true line of beauty was thus over-
stepped, and prettiness and affectation are the result. There
is a want of simplicity and repose in the whole figure. She
is huddling her drapery about her, and at the same time an
expression in her face seems to say, “am I not doing it be-
comingly ?” reminding one of a veteran belle who covers her
face with her fan to hide the blush that should be there, and
at the same time looks through the sticks to observe the effect.
Canova’s skill with the chisel was unrivalled, and.the me-
chanical execution of this statue is exquisite; but this is small
praise. Ifa statue does not speak to the mind and the heart,
it is but a stone after all.

In one of the fooms is a picture of Judlth and Holofernes,
of no very high merit, ‘and by an artist whose name I have
forgotten, in which, however, contrary to the common prac-
tice of painters, the right moment is taken. 'This is a subject
frequently painted, especially by Allori, one of whose repe-
titions is also in the gallery of the Pitti Palace; and another
belongs to the Boston Athenzum.: But how does he repre-
sent it? We see a woman of magnificent beauty, richly
dressed, with a ghastly head in her hand, and attended by a-
servant; a picture powerfully coloured, but-with as little of
sentiment or emotion in the figure as if she were a butcher’s
wife carrying home a calf’s head to a customer. The artist
has chosen the wrong moment. The deed has been done.
The glow and exitement have passed away, and the languor
of exhaustion has succeeded. Every action or incident has
its point of most intense interest—its flowering moment, so to
speak—and this the artist should select. In the case of
Judith, that point is the instant when, her womanly weakness
overcome by patriotism and devotion, she raises the 'sword to
strike her sleeping victim. All before is preparatign: all
after is retrospect. This is the time chosen by the painter of
the picture first mentioned.

The attractions of the Pitti Palace are not exhausted by the
paintings that hang upon the walls. The ceilings are elabo-
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rately painted in fresco—in ieveral of the rooms by Pietro da
Cortona—the subjects being all sorts of fantastical and un-
intelligible allegories; and, if one is willing to forget the
allegory, and wrench his neck off his shoplders in examining
them, he will find much to admire in the grouping and cqlour-
ing. There are also some twenty or thirty tables of Floren-
tine mosaic, in themselves works of art, representing fruits,
flowers, animals, landscapes; and I remember one imitating
a breakfast service in the mtural disorder of a half-finished
meal. These tables are so beautiful that it seems hardly fair
to put them in the same room with pictures of such paramount
attraction. The¥ deserve to be examined without the intru-
sive proximity of superior claims. "Phe grapes glow with the
bloom and dew of life, and the flowers are as fresh as if they
had just been brought in from the garden and laid upon the
table. No mechanical manufacture produces such beautiful
results as the Florentine mosaic. Of cound such tables are
too fine for use, and can only be looked at; and when we are
told that some of them ha%e cost a sum of no less than eighty
thousand dollars, it seems paying far too dearly for this plea-
sure of the eye, and the enjoyment of beauty is rebuked by
the sense of disproportion.

THE BOBOLI GARDENS,

Behind the Pitti Palace are the Bobgli Gardens,.whxch are
laid out in that artificial style which in our country we know
only from description. All is fqrmal and regular. Trees are
planted in rectangular rows, and their branches so trained
and interlaced as to form long cathedral aisles of foliage, as
if a lateral shaft had been cut in a solid mass of fresh green
In these very gardens Milton may have had suggested to hlm
his image of the Indian herdsman,

® ¢ that tends his pasturing herds
At loopholes cut through thidkest shade”

The whole fashion of the garden speaks of the luxury of
G 2

-
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shade and of hiding-places from a tyrannous and intrusive
sun. For this end are reared thise high, verdurous walls to
refresh the eye, dazzled with the fervours of a summer’s noon;
for this, grottoes are hollowed out of the rock, and sun-proof
roofs of foliage are woven where the freshness-and coolness of
the morning long lingers and slowly retires. At every turn
the stranger encounters statues, standing singly or in groups
—some colossal, some quaint, and some imposing — some
carved by hands no less illustrious than those of MMichael
Angelo, and others by John of Bologna. The ground is very
irregular in its surface; and this mequa_lxty makes the for-
mality of the styld less offensive. From tkz heights in the
rear of the palace a fine view of Florence is obtained.

To me there was a great charm in these gardens. They
are open to the public twice a week, and I never failed to
visit them on those days. At noon, in that genial climate,
the sun was wi>™ enough to reconcile one to their peculiar
character, and to aid the imagination in forming a picture of
their summer fascinations. The rofe still lingered about the
walks in fearless beauty. At the end-of the gardensis a
fountain, or, more properly, a small circular basin of water,
in which are three colossal statues, which claim to represent
rivers. This sheet of water is enclosed by a thick belt of trees
and evergreen shrubbery; but a broad, smooth margin of
marble and turf is left between the two, which was the
favourite sporting-place of the English children in Florence,
whose mammas and nurses made this spot a sort of infant ex-
change. Here,they were fourd of all ages and sizes, from the
baby of two summers, that could do little more than crow and
clap its hands, to the little’damsel of ten or twelve, already
beginning to draw herself up and look dignified. Their ani-
mated movements and happy voices gave life and muic to a
scene worthy of the pencil of Correggio or Albano. There
are no children so beautlful as English children, The good
constitutions they are born with, the great care with which
they are reared, their simple food, their abundant supply of
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fresh air, and their living ahd sleeping in cool rooms, not poi-
soned by the breath of fu&naces, give them a vigour, bloom,
and energy of movement, easily distinguishing them from
their continental contemporaries. I did not “sigh for their
sakes that they should e’er grow older ;¥ for the notion that
mature life brings with it more of, suffering than of satisfaction
is a disparagement of the wisdom and goodness of God, who
has made a world which men and women are to carry on, and
which, as Paley says, ““is.a happy world, after all.” And yet
there was a sigh cflled forth by the sight of these fairy crea-
tures. It did not flow from recollections of blessings given
and withdrawn,gonce bitter, but long since mellowed into soft-
ness and tenderness, but rather from that mysterious law in
our nature which mingles a shade of sadness, or, at least, of
pensiveness, in our finest emotions.
‘“ As frightc.d Proserpine let fall

Her flowers at the sight of Dis,

Even so the dark and bright will Kiss?

The sunniest things throw brightest shade,

And there is even a happiness
That makes the heart afraid.”

THE MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY.

This noble institution, which is daily open to the public,
occupies a building immediately adjoining the Pitti Palace.
The collections in mineralogy, geology, ornithology, are said
to be good, and to be constantly increasing by thé liberality
of the Grand Duke. But to the casual visitor, at least, the
most striking part of the collection are the models in wax,
which are dlStl‘lbuted through fifteen apartments. They com-
prise prepamtlons of every possible variety, coloured with
the wtmost fidelity, and elabomted with the most patient
minuteness of detail. The arrangement, to my unscientific
eye, seemed excellent; presenting the muscular system, the
blood-vessels, the organs of sense,and, in short, all the details
of the fearful and wonderful mechanism of the frame of man,

L]
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in separate portions and in their natural succession. There
are also several whole-length figures. The preparations are
arranged in glass cases distributed around the walls, and over
the cases are drawings corresponding to the models. One of
the most interesting of the rooms contains a collection illus-
trative of comparative anatomy., Fere are dissections of the
leech and the lobster; a representation of the progress of
incubation, from the egg to the chicken, and of the successive
stages in the life of the silkworm.

The art of imitating the hvmg form by*wax was first used
by Zumbo, or Zummo, Sicilian, who, came to Florence at
the invitation of Cosimo the Third, one of the, Medici family.
His genius, like that of Rabelais and Swift, had a diseased
fondness for revelling in_ those disgusting images, from the
contemplation of which most men instinctively recoil. The
representations which he has left of the plagues of Florence
are doubtless hideously and repulsively real; certainly it is
difficult to look at them a second time, and that perhaps is the -
best tribute to their fidelity. Indeed, were they of the size of
life, they could not be looked at at all.

The value of such anatomical preparations is hardly com-
mensurate with the great labour and expense requisite in their
preparation. The surgeon can never learn his art by mere
ocular inspection. He must dissect, and read with the knife
in his hand. The unprofessional world, with other pursuits
and alien tastes, will hardly expend many precious hours of a
short life id a painful and minute study of details which only
become attractive in the light of a knowledge comprehensive
enough to grasp and combme them into an hzu'momous whole.
The laws of health cannot be too generally known and too
carefully taught ; but these are neither numerous nor compli-
cated. The dyspeptic need not go to a dissecting-room, or to
an anatomical museum, to learn that mince-pie is injurious to
him; and a conviction of the benefit of exercise may be im-
parted without showing tke manner i which the heart is
stimulated, and the circulation quickened, by muscular effort.
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Besides, there .is another cliss of considerations to be taken
inte account, when we propdse to admit the universal public;
young and old, behind the veil of nature. We know that we
are fearfully and wonderfully made. We knew that there is
not a fibre or a process in the frame of man. whicl should net
awaken reverent and solemn reflection ; but we also know that
such is not the result in all natures. Such revelations are to
the giddy and theughtless but trifling toys, while the coarse and
vulgar extract from them.only debasing and degrading asso-
ciations. Things afe now not quite so bad as they were in the
days of Forsyth, when all the sacred mysteries of reproduc-
tion were laid ogen to the general gaze, without distinction of
sex ; but, perhaps, even new the pmvxleg*e of access lS too in-
dlscnmmately accerded.

THE LAURENTIAN. LIBRARY.

The Laurentian Library is nobl-y.lodgedﬁ'}: a building-de-'
signed by Michael Angelo, se rich and stately, that it seems
hardly respectful te intrust anything smaller than a folie to
its keeping. Here are some of the mest interesting manu-
scripts in Kurope. As a lawyer, I gazed with reverence upon
that werld-renowned copy of the Pandects which is said to
have been -discovered at Amalfi in the twelfth century. The
notien, leng entertained, that, in consequence of this discovery,
the study of thie civil law was revwed and its influence ex-
tended threugheut Buarope, is new g‘enemlly abanfioned ; but
it is certain that the volumes were long regarded with a reli-
gious venerition accorded to no other relic of prefane anti-
quity. They were transferred fgom Pisa to Florence by the
fortund of war in 1406; and never,shown but by the special
permigsion”of the majistrates, and by terchlight. Here is
alse a inanuscript of Virgil, of tlie fifth century, in excellent
preservation.

In Italian literature, the mest fateresting specimens are a
copy of the Divina Cemmedia of Dante. éranscribed by
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Filippo Villani, within twenty years after the poet’s death;
and a copy of the Decameron, niade from the original auto-
graph, by Francesco Mannelli, the godson of Boccaccio. The
autograph of Petrarch appears in a copy of Horace, and a
volume of Cicero’s Epistles is said to have been written by
his hand. This has been doubted. The handwriting is re-
markably neat and regular. There are also some splendid
missals.

THE ACCADEMIA DELLE BELL: ARTI,

This institution is contained in a spacious building which
was once a hospital. The gallery of pdintings is particularly
rich in specimens of ea-ly Tuscan art, and the progress of
painting may be seen froth the rigid stiffness of the Byzantine
school to the grace and freedom of the sixteenth century.
Here the celestial genius of Fra Angelico fills the air with the
spirit of devotio= ., There are also some very pleasing speci-
mens of Pietro Perugind, and two admirable pictures of St.
Francis, by Cigoli, in which the weakness of the worn-out
man, and the ecstatic fervour of the saint, are most powerfully
represented. When I visited this gallery I had not read the
works of Lord Lindsay or Mr. Ruskin, nor Mrs. Jameson’s
Legends of the Monastic Orders (indeed, the Iast had not been
written), and hardly knew the worth and value of what was
before me. I should see it with more profit now.

o5 ¢ 'Tis the taught already that profit by teaching.”

Here, too, the manufactory, of Florentine mosaic is carried
on at the public expense. The materials used in this beautiful
art are gems, and the half-pracious stones; and great taste and
skill are shown in imitating the colours of fruits and Howers
in the natural hues of the mineral kingdom. The prozess, is
very tedious, and said not to be favourable to the health. One’
man whom I saw was at work upon a fragment of a table
which was to occupy him for five years. Some of the speci-
mens of the art which are shown to visitors are extremely
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beautiful. In a lower roon was a porphyry sarcophagus, very
elaborately carved, which was destined for a monument to the
late Grand Duchess,

ENVIRONS OF FLORENCE.

The environs of Florence are all beautiful. Go where you
will, you cannot go amiss. Out of whichever gate you pass,
you come upon something attractive or interesting, either in
nature or art. E#rywhere the surface is broken into expres-
sive irregularities, and the eye is never out of sight of a pic-
turesque landscgpe. Churches, convents, neat villas, some of
which are almost palaces in extent "md architectural beauty,
crown the heights and nestle in the hollows. The pine, the
olive, and the vine, blend their forms and foliage in soothing
and animating eye-harmonies. The city is so compact, also,
that a short walk will always bring you face to face with the
tranquillizing aspect of nature, before a fouch of fatigue has
dimmed the sense of emjoyment. I believe that the Italians
are not very sensitive to natural beauty. If this sensibility
be wanting to the people of Florence, they lose a large amount
of cheaprand pure satisfactions.

CHURCH AND CONVENT OF SAN MINIATO.
-

A brisk walk of a few minutes out of the Porta San Miniato
brings the traveller to the church and convent of Siat name, a
mass of buildings conspicuous, from their position and castel-
lated appearance. The church, parts of which belong to the
eleventh century, is an imposing structure, and is, to a con-
siderabfe extent, built of the fragments of ancient Roman
edifiges, which, when we compare their original destination
with their present position, remind us of a palimpsest manu-
script from which a hymn to Apollo has been expunged, and
a holy legend written inits place. * It is well to have Christian
churches rather than .ruined temples, if the latter must be

. ¢ 3
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sacrificed to the former; but, in azcountry so abounding with
accessible building materials as Taly, there is no excuse for
the indolence or parsimony which destroys the monuments of
antiquity, in order to use their fragments for incongruous
modern structures. Here are many curious and interesting
works of art, especially by Luca della Robbia, who expended
fine powers of invention and design upon the strange material
of glazed blue and white terra-cotta. The medallions by him
in the Chapel of St. James are esteemed among the-best of his
works, but the material is so suggestive of soup-tureens and
tea-drinking, that the legitimate effect of art is in a great mea-
sure lost. The remains of the fortifications rajsed around the
convent by Dlichael Angelo, during the last unsuccessful
struggles of the citizens of Florence to throw off the rule of
the Medici family, may still be traced.*

GALILEO.

At a short distance from the convent is a tower which was
used by Galileo as an observatory, and near the tower is a villa
in which the illustrious philosopher resided, and where Milton
is said to have visited him. Milton’s expression, in' relating
this incident, is that he ¢ visited the famous Galileo, grown old,
a prisoner to the Inquisition, for thinking in astronomy other-
wise than the Franciscan and Dominican licensers thought.”
He was never actually ipcarcerated in Florence, and Milton’s
words, probably, mean no more than that he had been directed
to confine his movements to his own house and grounds, or
that he preferred a voluntary seclusion on account of the
annoying supervision with -wvhich his steps were followed.

* Was it from one of his expedients that Butler took the hint of h-s well-
known couplet?—
¢ feather-bed twixt castle-wall
And heavy brunt of cannon-ball.”
He hung heavy woollen cloths atound the Campanile, by which the force of
the cannon-shot was lessened, and the building saved,
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Could the inexorable Past*be made to yield up its spoils, with
what delight should we read a record of the interview* between
the aged philosopher and the youthful poet—so unlike in
mental organization, but so like in purity of life and manliness
of soul—the former, as we may imagine,*grave, wise, didactic,
and cautious, shadowed with sadness and touched with in-
firmity ; the latterin the bloom and flower of his manly beauty,
radiant with his splendid genius,. overflowing with life and
hope and power, as yet untouched by sorrow, disappointment,
poverty, or blindiftss! That the poet listened with reverence
to the words of the philosopher, we may feel assured : nor can
we doubt that ghe wise old man was touched by the graceful
deference of his accomplished guest, and moved by the power
and eloquence of his discourse, so rich in learning, so vital
with genius. His heart may have throbbed with that feeling
with which Schiller represents Wallenstein as stirred when he .
saw before him the morning purity of Max Piccolomini:—
¢ He stood beside me like my youth,

Transform’d €or me the real to a dream,

Clothing the palpable and the familiar

With golden exhalations of the dawn.”

An Italian biographer of Milton, with that sensitive regard
to the honour of his country for which the literary men of
Italy have always been distinguished, has supposed that he
may have derived from his conversation with Galileo some
astronomical hints which were reproduced in the Paradise
Lost ; but of this there is no proof, nor is it even®, brobable.

»
POGGIO IMPERIALE.

A shibrt distance outside of the Porta Romang. is the Poggio
Impgnale, a country palace of the Grand Duke. The approach
, to it is by a noble avenue of cypresses, oak, and larch, some

*# LanGor has made this interview the subject of ove of his ¢Imaginary

Conversations;” but it is not one of the ost successful efforts of his uncer-
tain genius. .
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half a mile in length. That mands fortunate who can call
such an avenue his own. It mattars little what is at the end
of it, whether a palace, a villa, or a cottage. It includes in
itself all the elements of a landscape. The restless play of
light and shade, the niajestic canopy of foliage: the wind-music
that storms or whispers through it, the trunks regular but not
monotonous, and ever revealing fine accidents of perspective,
are full of fresh suggestions and unworn exhilaration to a
mind at all sensitive to natural beauty. The palace itself is
an imposing building, containing a multitude of apartments,
which are well furnished and neatly kept. From the windows
of the upper story 2 noble landscape may be.seen. In the
Cortile is a marble statug—the wounded Adonis—generally
ascribed to Michael Angelo, and quite worthy of his chisel,
for it is full of life, power, and originality: In the dining-
room, is a small statue of Apollo, by a Greek artist, and of
great beauty ; one of the finest relics of ancient art, and well
worthy of a more conspicuous and accessible position.

A field near the Poggio Imperial. is the scene of Redi’s
wild dithyrambic of ¢ Bacchus in Tuscany,” a poem which
foams and sparkles like newly poured champagne. Redi was
a learned physician, and is said to have rarely indulged in the
wines which he celebrates with such lyrie fervour.

BELLO SGUARDO.

About haff a mile from the Poggio Imperiale is the hill of
Bello Sguardo, crowned by a_villa in which the historian
Guicciardini once resided. Krom this villa there is a very
fine view of Florence. I was there at sunseton the fourth day
of December, but there was no breath of winter in the air,
which was soft and balmy like that of an early October dny in
New England. 1In the garden, roses and camellias were
blooming as boldly as if there were no such thing on 2arth as
frost. The towers and domes of Florence burned in the rich
light of the setting sun, and the Arno flewed like a river of
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gold; and I could hardly cfprehend that a villa commanding
so enchanting a prospect shsuld be, as it was, unoccupied.

§A PETRAJA AND CASTELLO.
)

The Grand Duke of Tuscany is rich in dwelling-places,
each so attractive that his difficulty must be to decide not
which he will use, but which he can stay away from. Within
a short distance from Florence, driving out of the Porta al
Prato, are two pleasant villds belonging to him, La Petraja
and Castello, both well worth visiting. Attached to each are
elaborate gardens, with terraces, fountains, and statues, formal
walks of shrubl?ery and walls of verdure. The cypress, oak,
and laurel blend with the more delilate forms of the orange,
lemon, and myrtle. In the grounds of La Petraja-is a beau-
tiful fountain, in which the principal figure is a bronze Venus,
by John of Bologna, who is represented as wringing the water
from her hair. These villas, and the grouifds appurtenant to -
them, like everything beJonging to the Grand Duke, were in
good order, and showed the results of a generous expenditure
and a careful supervision.

FIESOLE.

Fiesole, the cradle of Florence, occupies the summit of a
steep hill, which it takes an hour’s brisk walking to reach.
The latter part of the way is much lice mounting a flight of
steps, and is very trying to those that are ¢ fat and scant of
breath.” Every foot of the moad is interesting, either from
the beauty which it reveals, or from the associations which it
awakeng, It passes near the VSilla Palmieri, which was the
scene of the Decameron of Boceaccio. Fiesole is a place of
remofe antiquity, as is attested by a piece of massive Etrnscan

swall, composed of immense stones, of irregular shape and
various %izes. Old as this is, it bears its years well, and
seems as likely to endure as any structure of man’s hands now
upori the earth.



134 FIESOLE. Chap. VI,

In Fiesole, as in most Italian t¢wns, there are churches and
a convent, in which are doubtiss many things worthy of
being seen; but the traveller, unless he can spend much more
time than I had at my disposal, will hardly linger under any
roof, while so enchanting a prospect tempts him without.
Language breaks down in the effort to fix upon paper the im-
pressions awakened by a landscape of such beauty, such variety,
and such extent. A genius like that of Byron, from which,
words flash with the sudden and illumining power of lightning,
or of Shelley, who paints with a pen dipped in the rainbow, can
alone fasten the scene arid arrest the emotions to which it gives
birth.
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CHAPTER VIL

La Certosa — The Brethren of the Misericordin — Society in Florence —
Robert and Elizabeth Browning — Powers and Greenough — Departure
from Florence — Pisa — The Leaning Tower, Cathedral, Campo Santo,
and Baptistery — Beggars — Leghorn — Steamer to Civita Vecch —
Civita Vecchin — Argival at Rom'\

LA CERTOSA.

OxE of the pleasantest days of my rgsidence in Florence was
that devoted to a visit to the Monastery of La Certosa, about
four miles distant. It is beautifully situated, crowning a
gentle elevation covered with olives and vines. The buildings
are quite extensive, and there are gardens, courts, cloisters,
and chapels; in short, quite a little village. HHere are several
paintings in oil and frescogsome of them of considerable merit ;
and a small cloister glazed with beautiful stained glass from
the designs of Giovanni da Udine, illustrating events in the
life of St. Bruno, showing great purity of feeling and delicacy
of touch. In the refectory is an elaborately carved stone
pulpit. But the most interesting part of the whole is a sub-
terranean chapel, in which is the tomb of the founder Niccolo
Acciajuolo, by Orgagna, a work of the, fourteenth century. It
is a canopy, resting on four twisted columns, and Under it the
figure of the deceased in full aymour. On the pavement are
tablets to his father, sister, and brother, all with recumbent
figures. These works are particularly interesting from the de-
tails of the costume, which are very faithfully Yeudered. In
the sage chapel is another monument to a bishop of the same
family, by Donatello, an elaborate piece of sculpture in bas-
relief with a rich border of fruit and flowers. In the principal
chapel there are some good pictures, and a beautiful floor of
porphyry, jasper, and verd antique. The cells of the monks
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are small detached houses, spaciows and comfortable, with trim
gardens attached to them. :

This extensive establishment is now occupied by only eighteen
monks, and, though everything is kept in good order, there was
an obvious air of deélining fortunes around the whole. A deep
silence, like that of the grave, brooded over the scene. The
only sound that was heard was the play of a fountain in the
open space around which the cloisters ran, and there was a
touh of melancholy even in its murmur and movement. It
was like the last child in a nursery playing by itself. The
monk who attended me was dressed in a flowing robe of white
woollen. He was in the prime of life,,but his face wore the
expression of one to whom there was no future; and his speech
and manner were those of one so long and so much accustomed
to the gloom of solitude, that the light of society dazzled and
confused him. The discipline is very strict. The only other
monk whom I saw was kneeling at his devotions in the chapel,
silent and motionless as the marble around him.

This visit to La Certosa made a s.rong impression upon me,
and the muffled voice and subdued manner of my guide long
dwelt in my thoughts. Ie was evidently one of those com-
monplace persons in whom the wrongs of the monastic system
are most distinetly seen. Minds that can draw deeply, either
from the fountains of genius or the cisterns of learning, can
endure solitude without sinking into torpor. So a spirit sub-
limed into ecstasy by religious enthusiasm can bear it, for all
absorbing passions sustain the mind which they consume. In
either case interest and companionship are supplied from unfail-
ing sources. But a man of, an average understanding and a
commonplace temperament. shut up in a monastic establish-
ment, turns fr time into a human vegetable. Light is not
more essential to the eye than-is the discipline of life o such
men. They need occupation, the alternation of hope and fear,
the glow of success, the sharpness of defeat, the attrition of
chance and change; and above all, the family affections, to
train them up to their just stature. The wing of an eagle |
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does not more presuppose ile medium of the atmosphere to
play in, than does' the natur® of man demand the relations of
son, brother, friend, husband, and father. My poor monk
seemed to me a wingless bird. Monastic institutions have had
their day. They have done their worksand it was a good
work in its season. It is now unseasonable, and therefore not
good. *

THE BRETHREN OF THE MISERICORDIA.

The stranger in Florence will soon encounter, in the course
of his walks about the city, an uncouth figure enveloped in a
black robe, the face and head covered with a hood, in which
are glass spaces for the eyes. IHe goes about soliciting alms,
never speaking, but inciting attention by rattling the box which
he carries. The disguise is so perfect that a man would not
detect his father under it. This person, who may be the
wealthiest nobleman in Florence, perhaps the Grand Duke
bimself, is a member of the Brotherhood of Merey, engaged
in collecting charity, volentarily, or imposed as a penance by
his father confessor. This institution, which had its origin in
the thirteenth century, and was then substantially what it is
now, is one of the forms in which the spirit of religion miti-
gated the rigour of feudal distinctions, and enforced the per-
fect equality of all men before God. It is an association com-
posed, mainly, of the wealthy and prosperous classes, whose
duty it is to nurse the sick, to aid those who have been injured
by aceident, and to secure decent burial to the plor and the
friendless. They are summoned by the sound of a bell, and,
when its warning voice is heard, the gay guest glides from the
ball-room or dmner—party, SllpS on his black robe, and aids,
perhaps, in carrymg to the hospital some poore labourer who
has beoken’ hiis leg by a fall from a scaffold, and waits to assist
the surgeon and nurses in their care of the patient. Such in-
stitutions, worthy of praise and imitation. at all times, were
invaluable at the period when they were founded; and they
are always to be remembered: to the credit of the Romish
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Church, which so carefully guard:d the principle of humanity
against the encroachmeits of caste during the middle ages, and
thus helped to prevent the sparks of freedom from being tram-
pled out by the iron heel of nobility.

@

SOCIETY IN FLOREXNCE,

There is quite an agreeable English society in Florence, and
the little I saw of it made me regret that I could see no more.
I went to a ball one evening, given by 4n English lady of
rank and fortune, where nearly all the guests were either
English or American. All balls are much alike, but still they
have their points of difference. With our small houses we
_ never think of a ball without thinking of a crowd, but Lady
S , who lived in a palazzo, could give to her guests the
first of luxuries, that of space. In an endless suite of capacious
and lofty apartments there was no squeezing, no crushing either
of dresses or satin-slippered feet, no loud tumult of* voices;
and the dancers could dance as frcely as peasant girls at a
vintage. And then the pleasure of breathing pure, fresh air
to the last, and of not seeing cheeks, which were damask roses
at nine, Decome peonies at eleven! And let me also menubn
with due encomium another element of this ball, and that was
the simplicity of the entertainment. I will not vindicate my
Yankee birth by calculating how many, or rather how few,
dollars the supper must have cost, but simply say, that it was
tasteful, abandant, sufficient, and not expensive. It answered
the legitimate purposes of such an entertainment. It served
to refresh those who had become weary with the exercise of
dancing, or exhausted by the excitement of society ; but there
was nothing to tempt an epicure, or to attract any one to the
ball for the sake of the supper. And this I held to he be-
coming and worthy of imitation. When shall we learn that
our luxurious and costly entertainments are not only opposed
to the true ends of society, but are vulgar in their spirit? I
use the word advisedly, for they are not only ostentatious dis-
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plays of wealth, but they ma.e the mind secondary to the body.
It is Cicero, I believe, who hdduces an argument in favour of
the higher intellectual character of the Romans, as compared
with the Greeks, from the fact that the Latin word convivium
meansa “ living together,” while the corresponding Greek term,
sympostum, means a “ drinking together.”” Society isa living
together, and not an eating or drinking together; and if we
do eat and drink together, it is only to make us live together
more cordially.

At this ball ther® were many blooming English gxrls, with
countenances giving assurance of good qualities that will last
long and wear wgll. Asa class they ave less lovely and deli-
cate than' their American cousins, but they have a more help-
ful look. They seem to have more of reserved power ; more
of that which will enable them hereafter to walk cheerful and
erect under the burdens of life, if any should be laid upon
them. For the honour of my country I am glad to add that
the most beautiful woman at the ball was an American; a lady
past the’bloom of early yaath, but with a face and form whichg
time had as yet not only not despoiled, but euriched.

ROBERT AND ELIZABETH BROWNING.

It is well for the traveller to be chary of names. It id
an ungrateful return for hospitable attentions to print the
conversation of your host, or describe hlS person, or give an
inventory of his furniture, or proclzum how hid® wife and
daughters were dressed, But I trust I may be pardoned if I
state that oue of my most dehghtful associations with Florence
arises from the fact that here I made the acquaintance of
Robert &nd .Elizabeth Browmng These are even more
familigr nafnes in America than in England, and their poetry
is probably more read and better understood with us than
among th¢ir own countrymen. A happier home and a more
perfect union than theirs it is not easy to imagine; and this
completeness arises not only from the rare qualities which
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each possesses, but from theix adaptation 't.o each other.
Browning’s conversation is like the poetry of Chaucer, or like
his own simplified and made transparent. His countenance is
so full of vigour, .freshness, and refined power, that it seems
impossible to think that he can ever grow old. His poetry is
subtle, passionate, and profound; but he himself is simple,

. natural, and playful. He has the repose of a man who has
'lived much in the open air; with no nervous uneasiness and
no unhealthy self-consciousness. Mrs. Browning is in many
respects the correlative of her husband. As he is full of
manly power, so she is a type of the most sensitive and deli-
cate womanhood. She has been a great sufferer from ill
health, and the marks of pain are stamped upon her person and
manner. Her figure is slight, her countenance expressive of
genius and sensibility, shaded by a veil of long brown locks ;
and her tremulous voice often flutters over her words, like the
flame of a dying candle over the wick. X have never seen a
human frame which seemed so nearly a transparent veil for a
«elestial and immortal spirit. She is a soul of fire enclosed in
a shell of pearl. Her rare and fine genius needs no setting
forth at my hands. She is also, what is not so generally
known, a woman of uncommon, nay, profound learning, even
measured by a masculine standard. Nor is she more remark-
%ble for genius and learning than for sweetness of temper,
tenderness of heart, depth of feeling, and purity of spirit. It
is a privilege to know such beings singly and separately, but
to see thei: powers quickened, and their happiness rounded, by
the sacred tie of marriage, is a cause for peculiar and lasting
gratitude. A union so complete as theirs—in which the mind
has nothing to crave nor the heart to sigh for—is cordial to
behold and soothing to remember.

POWERS AND GREENOUGH.,

No American went through Florence without \;isiting' the
studios of these distinguished sculptors, and no one could see
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their works without a glow (}f national pride. Powers is still
in Florence, réaping that har'vest of success which his talents
and industry have so fairly earned. Greenough, as I necd
hardly say, is no longer upon earth; having been called away,
suddenly and mysteriously, just as a new chreer of distinction
and usefulness was opening before him in his own ¢ountry,

Powers enjoys a high reputation, and he deservesit; but I-
have seen nothing from him which gives proof of imagination
or high invention. From ope who has seen the swarms of
naked nymphs and’godde:\ses in the galleries of Rome, his
Greek Slave will not receive the enthusiastic praise which has
been lavished upsn it in England and America. His Fisher
Boy is beautiful, but not original; and I should pass the same,
judgment upon his Eve, from merely having seen the model
in plaster. Ilis great power resides in his imitative faculty,
and the patient skill with which he manipulates the surface of
the marble. No modern artist has succeeded so perfectly in
giving to his statues the peculiar and indescribable look of
flesh, equally removed fivm the roughness of stone and the
glossy polish of porcelain. IHis elastic muscle seems as if it
would yield to the touch. IHis busts cannot be too highly
praised. None better have been made since the days of
antiquity. He is, himself, attractive from the frankness and
simplicity of his nature, which he has preserved unchanged“l
through all his foreign life. His conversation on art is
instructive, because he speaks from his own experience and
observation, and never affects a faculty or knowledge which he
does not possess. He is a shrewd observer of men anl man-
ners, with a keen perception of the ludicrous; and relates,
with admirable humour, the odd traits of character and man-
ner which are exposed to the glance of an artist through
whosesstudio all the travelling stream of England and America
passes.

As between Greenough and Powers, the former seemed
superior to his works, but not so the latter, In Powers, the
whole man appeared to have been passed out through the hand



142 POWERS AND GREEYOUGH. Chap. VIL

and the chisel: Humour except«d, there was nothing in him
which was not in his marble. Greenough was a man of large
powers and .vynious accomplishments, in whom the practice of
his art was but one mode of intellectual expression. His con-
versation was very Instructive and entertaining. ITe had read
and thought much upon art, and those laws of beauty which
art interprets. His general cultivation was ripe and full, and
his manners courteous and dignified. No one could meet him
casually without feeling that he was a superior man. The
principal work in his studio at the time of my visit was the
colossal group of the Western Settler struggling with an
Indian, destined for the Capitol at Washington, ‘in which, so
far as could be judged from its unfinished state, the difficulties
of the subject were most triumphantly met. There was also a
bas-relief, of touching beauty and expression, representing a
sculptor, in an attitude of dejection and discouragement, before
his work, while a hand from above pours oil into his dying
lamp; an allegory illustrative of the struggles of genius and
the relief which timely patronage may extend to it.*

The death of Greenough was a great shock to those wha
valued him ; for his vigorous frame and unworn energies seemed
to promise many years of successful action. It was also,
humanly speaking, a public-calamity ; for with his genijus, his
Teputation, his manliness of mind, his love of his profession,
and his independent position, he could not have failed to exert
a strong and favourable influence upon the growth of art in
America. * He did not die, like Masaccio and Giorgione,
before his prime ; but, like Vandyke and Raphael, in the full
maturity of his powers: though, from a comparison of his
mind with his works, it ic probable that, had he hved he
would have attained to a higher elevation in art than he had
previously reached.

* This bas-relief is now in ‘the possession of Mr. George Ticknor, of
Boston.
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DEPARTURE FROM FLORENCE.

I entered Florence on the twenty-second of Noevember, and
left it on the thirteenth of December, witly many regrets and
a countenance often réverted, so as not to lose the last look.
Three weeks are far too short a time for a city so crowded with
objects of the highest interest, and I left much unseen and
undone; but let me be only grateful for what I did see and
did do. I confess that what I'was obliged to omit in Florence
itself cost me fewer regrets than what I was constrained to
leave unexplored out of it. "While at the height of Fiesole, I
turned with deep longing to the distant Apennines. There
were Vallembrosa—that werd of mustc—and Camaldoli, and
La Verna. There were wild mountains, crowned with the
pine and the oak, savage solitudes, pastoral glens, and shel-
tered valleys populous with vines and olives. There were
many spots which the genius of Dante had touched with
idealizing light ; and who would not gladly see.even a rock
or a fountain which had been embalmed in his immortal
poem? There were the Val di Chiana,* in Dante’s time a
pestilential swamp, but since made healthy by drainage; the
mountain Falterona,} the well-head of that river Arno whose
name the poet suggests, hut does not mention ; the valley of
Casentina,} for a draiight of whose sparkling rills Adamo of
Brescia so longed in his torment of hopeless thirst. I wished
to penetrate into the heart of Tuscany—to trace the many-
winding Arno to its parent source—to converse with that
rural population which is unpolluted by the stream of foreign
travel-gto learn something of their way of life, and how
shadow avd sunshine were distributed among them. But for
such an enterprise time and another season of the year were
necessaly, and thus that sylvan region remained and s.ill
remains unexplored, save in'dreams and visions.

Firenze la bella—IKlorence the beautiful—thus it is called

* Inferno, xxix. 47. + Purgat, xiv. 17. 1 Inferno, xxx. 64.
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by its inhabitants, and thus it dwqlls in my memory. T recall
no place which I would sooner select for a residence, were I
required to choose among European cities. Its clean quiet
streets, its lovely environs, its incomparable: Cascine, its
treasures of art, so aear at hand and so accessible, its ample
libraries, its agreeable society, and-—pardon the bathos—its
cheapness, present an aggregate of attractions hardly to be met
with elsewhere.

The climate of Florence, I believe, is capricious. It was
my good fortune to bask in its smiles. Tle weather, with the
exception of two days of rain, was absolutely perfect; cool
enough in the morning and evening to make a fire pleasant,
and invite to a long, brisk walk; but at noon, warm enough
to sit under a tree, or by an open window, and dream of
summer and the songs of vintagers. Under the rich sunshine
which rained from the clear, blue sky, the world without was
so inviting, that it required all the attractions of Raphael and
Titian to keep me within doors. The sun made pictures every-
where, for everywhere there were picturesque forms, waiting
to be waked into life by the touch of his “fiery rod.” I have
never seen anywhere in such perfection, as in my walks from
Fiesole, that * peculiar tint of yellow green” upon the western
sky at the hour of sunset, of which the fine-eyed Coleridge
speaks.

PISA — THE LEANING TOWER — CATHEDRAL — CAMYO
SANTO — BAPTISTERY.

I left Florence at noon in the diligence for Empoli, and
arrived there at about three, having passed through a ®untry
apparently well cultivated, and which must be very pretty in
spring, summer, or early autumn. At Empoli the familiar
presence of a railway station greeted me, and taking a seat in
the cars, I arrived at Pisa at half-past five. At the table-
d’hdte dinner of the hotel where I lodged there were ten per-
sons seated ; and of these, five were Americans and five were
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English. Such is the stale? of Pisa,-once so powerful and
prosperous ; and, indeed, of a large part of the whole country
to which it belongs. In Italy, strangers seem to be at home,
and the natives to be exiles. The former amuse themselves
with the imposing monuments of past greatness, as with the
curiositics of a museum, but the Ttalians must loock upon these
much as the represeutative of a decayed and impoverished
fanily looks upon the portraits of his &ncestors who were
powerful and rich. Indifferent eyes may value them as works
of art, but to himYhey have another meaning, and address
other feelings. They are nof' pictures, but symbols: not
forms, but memorials. .

At Pisa all that the traveller need see is comprised within
a few acres, and is embraced with one glance of the eye.
Here are those four buildings, “so fortunate,” as Forsyth
has well remarked, “in their solitude and their society ”—
the Cathedral, the Campo' Santo, the Baptistery, and the
Leaning Tower.

Everybody has read of, the irreverent exclamation of the
western youth, whose early education had been neglected,
when his teacher first showed him the letter A. T experienced
something of the same feeling, when, on a bright sunny morn-
ing, I first saw the Leaning Tower of Pisa. This piece of
architectural eccentricity was, and I suppose is, one of the
commonplaces of geography, and is put into the same educa-
tional state-room with the Wall of China, the Great Tun of
Heidelberg, and the Natural Bridge of Virginia. » I cannot
recall the time when its name was not familiar to me; and
now, here it was, bodily before ne; no vision, no delusion ;
but a szy decided fact, with a most undeniable inclination on
one side ; "so much so, that a nervoua person would not sleep
soundly in the house that stands under its lee, on a wmdy
night.

This singular structure is simply a campanile, ar bell-tower,
appurtenant to the Cathedral, as is the general custom in Italy.
1t is not merely quaint, but beautiful ; that is, take away the

VOL. L H
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quaintness and the beauty will remain. It is built of white
marble, wonderfully fresh and pure, when we remember that
nearly seven centuries have swept over it. I will not deseribe
it, nor give its dimensions, for these may be found in every
guide-book, and neurly every book of travels; nor will I con-
dense the arguments which have been called forth by the
question, whether the inclination be accidental or designed.
T'o one who has been on the spot, and obsetved the spongy
nature of the soil, as evidenced by the slight subsidence of
portions of the Cathedral, there is really no room for argument
or doubt.* *

The ascent is very easy and gradual. The summit is
secured by double rails, and the inclination is less perceptible
when on the top than when it is observed from the ground.
There is no peculiar. sense of danger to interfere with the full
enjoyment of the beauty of the view, which embraces moun-
tain and plain, land and sea; a combination at once varied,
extensive, and picturesque. This was my first sight of the
Mediterrancan, whose blue waters blended in the distant
horizon with the blue of the sky. To the eye it was but
- common water reflecting the universal sky, but a man must be
very insensible not to recognise peculiar elements in his first
view of that many-nationed sea, upon whose shores so much
of the poetry and history of the world has grown.

The Cathedral is one of those buildings, so common in
Ttaly, rich with the spoils of centuries, which would justify,
and indeec requires, in order to be comprehended, a study of
many days. The fagade, of five stories, is rich and imposing,
and the stately bronze doors are of admirable workmanship.
The general effect of the interior is noble and imjfessive,
from its great extent, the grace and originality of the archi-
tecture, and the dim light diffused through painted windows,
The columns of the nave, transept, and aisles, are seventy-four

& M, Fulchiron, however, the intelligent French traveller .vhom I have
before cited, maintains that the inclination was the result of design and not of
accident,
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in‘humber. 'They are not uhiform in style, and are evidently
the spoils and fragments of other edifices. The ceiling of the
nave and choir, of carved and gilded wood, seems to be re-
buked by the rich magnificence .of the pavement, which is of
marble, white and yellow. The works of art here are nume-
rous and interesting. If the visitor be limited for time, I
advise him to devote himself to the bronze statues by John of
Bologna; to the’ pulpit, the masterpiece of John of Pisa; to
the pictures of Audrea’ del oSarto, and the woodwork of
the stalls. o

The Campo Santo is a cemetery enclosed by cloisters open-
ing into the comained space by Gothic arches, and a roof
supported by open-work of timber. Jt is a parallelogram in
form, being about four hundred and fifteen feet in length, and
one hundred and thirty-seven in breadth. The earth, with
which the interior is filled, was brought from the Holy Land,
in the days of the great Saladin, and was long supposed to
have some peculiar power of rapidly decomposing the bodies
which were deposited within it. Burials rarely take place
here now, and only by the special permission of the Grand
Duke.

The cloisters form an interesting museum of art Greek,
Roman, mediweval, and modern. The collection of sepulchral
monuments is curious and extensive ; among them, sarcophagi
of Greek workmanship, some very fine. Among the works of
mode aartists is a female figure by Bargolini, called L’'Incon-
ut looking more sulky than inconsolable.® There is
s-relief by Thorwaldsen, to the memory of the dis-

Pizuished physician Vacca. Alfr:uotn and Pignotti are
bune(I.here, and both have monygments; that of the former
having been erected by Frederick the Great of Prussia, as the
inscrip@on shows. It has been said that the thrifty monarch
omitted the ceremony of paying for the work which he, had
ordered. A lawyer of some note in his time, Filippo Decio,
reposes here. He caused bis own monument to be erected
before his death. Terhaps his professional experience had

H 2
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given him distrust, and taught him how soon the dead are for-
gotten by their heirs, and lawyers by their clients.

The fréscoes on the walls of the Campo Santo are of much
importance in the history of art, and are now much studied
and deservedly valted. They are so well described in Kugler
and Murray, that any account of them here would be super-
tluous ; to say nothing of the presumption of undertaking to
give any details upon so extensive a series of works from a
single hurried visit. I was most struck with the ¢ Triumph of
Death,” by Andrea Orgagna, a set of allefories, strange and
uncouth, but full of dramatic power and a certain intense
reality. A group of youths and maidens angising themselves
in a garden, with the Ano-el of Death hovering over them with
a scythe, is ovexﬂowmo' w1th the expression of light-hearted
mirth and joyous unconcern ; and with equal power, the artist
* has represented a company of the maimed, blind, and diseased,
vainly entreating the grim presence to end their sufferings.
The whole composition reminds one of the mysteries or miracle-
plays of the middle ages.

The Baptistery is a circular building of white marble, about
(A hundred fLet in diameter. The exterior presents a singular
combination of Grecian and Gothic elements. There are two
orders of Corinthian columns, the lower being twenty in num-
ber, and engaged in the wall, and the upper, sixty ; all support-
ing semicircular arches. But above the arches of the upper
order, the Grecian character of the structure, thus fagaresem-
bling that®of the Campamle, ceases, and we have
pinnacles and pediments, wuh figures inscribed in t
in the Gothic style. Above ‘the pediments, surmounting T
second order of columns, the circular figure ends, N 'ﬂxd the
building becomes a polygon of twenty sides, each of which
terminates with a pediment between two clusters of piwnacles,
which conceal the base of the dome.”

From this discrepaucy in the style, it has been cpnjectured
that the building was the work of different architects, and
erected at different periods. However opposed such a com-
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bination may be to the unities of architecture, ifs general effect
is animated and pleasing to an uninstructed eye.

The interior, with its double row of inexpressive arches, is
by no means equal in effect.to the exterior. Here is one of
the earliest examples of a double dome, afterwards introduced
by Sir Christopher Wren in St. Paul’s Church. Both domes
are of brick ; the interior shaped like an ugly funnel. In the
centre is a font, forrilerly used for baptism by immersion,
fourteen feet in digmeter. Tts form is octangular; it is com-
posed of a variety of marbles, and embellished with sculpture
and mosaics. The great ornament of the interior is the pulpit,
by Nicolo da Pésa. It is hexagonal in form, supported by
seven columns, one at each angle ang one in the centre. The
central column rests upon the back of a man in a crouching
posture, with an eagle in his right hand. The columns at the
angles are supported by animals—lions, tigers, or griffins.
The capitals of these columns are highly carved, with a very
sharp and delicate chisel. Over the columns is a cornice which
runs round the pulpit, and at each angle above are three small
columns, between which are panels, decorated with bas-reliefs
admirably executed. One, especially, representing The Last
Judgment, is a miracle of patience and skill.

TForsyth, whose strictures upon this group of buildings in
Pisa are too harsh, and show the bias of a mind too deeply
tinged with Greek ideas to be just to medimval art, says of
this building, ¢ Who. could ever suppose that such a structure
and such dimensions were intended for a christening ? The
purpose of an edifice should appear in the very architecture.”
Without pausing to inquire how a building could be so con-
trived as to reveal by its architecture that it was intended for
the baptism of children, a moment’s reflection will show that a
circular building, with a font in the centre, is the best adapted
for such a ceremony as a christening ; because it affords the
greatest possible space to the spectators who might be desirous
of witnessing it. )

It was my fortune to see this ceremony performed upon a

*
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very young pilgrim on the path of life. It lasted some ten or
fifteen minuted, and was done in a very awkward manner;
and once or twice I thought the child would have slipped
from the priest’s clumsy grasp and fallen into the water. He
was evidently not accustomed to the care of children. The
infant behaved extremely well, and uttered no cry of remon-
strance.*

BEGGARS.

These buildings at Pisa were haunted ‘by a swarm of most
importunate and intrusive beggars. They were of all ages
and both sexes ; some suffering from infirmitias, and all with
those hard, gaunt faces, which speak of a desperate and losing
battle with life. They “darted out from every hiding-place
which the structures furnished, and seemed to rise up from the
very earth itself. These beggars are the dark shadows which
haunt all the Bright points in Italy, and are not only a teasing
annoyance at the moment, but (with those who have means)
awakening perplexing conflicts of du.y as to denyiyg or giving.
This is a question not quite settled by the iron edicts of poli-
tical economy or social ethics, which bid the axe fall though
the naked heart be under it. The effect of the ‘ everlasting
No,” upon one’s own nature, is not to be overlooked. To see
suffering which we are determined not to relieve, or which
presents itself in such formidable masses as to render all
thought of relief hopeless, petrifies the feeling. The heart
that is not moved by the aspect of wretchedness has lost its
finest grace; and, unhappily, in this as in all things, fami-
liarity blunts the sense, and the poor blind beggar is in time
passed by as if he were no more than an unsightly weed by

‘# There is & story in one of the French Ana of a priest who was called
upori to perform the ceremony of baptism when in rather too genial a condition,
and, finding himself much embarrassed in his task, exclaimed, ¢ Bless me, this
is a very hard child to baptize!”” The little Pisan, if it had been ensowed with
the glﬁ.s of obsérvation and speech, might well have remarked, * This is a very
-hard ‘priest to be baptizeq by 1”
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the road side. Ilappy is the man who, with a willingness to
succour, approaches suffering in manageable forms—not so
huge as to paralyze benevolent effort and turn the stimulus
into a narcotic — but with ¢ hope’s perpetual breath ” to fan the
flame of charity. Ie has within his reacls the best influences
for the growth of the character, and the most soothing anodyne
for the pain of a wounded spirit.

LEGIORN.

I passed three days at Leghorn, in a very comfortable
hotel, kept by one of the ubiquitous family of Smith, a man
whose gentlemanly and amiable deportinent would commend
an ipferior house. The cause of this detention was the failure
of the steamer from Genoa. I was comforted by the assur-
ance that such an interval of delay never had happened before,
and never would happen again. But the da%s did not pass
heavily by. The weather was delicious, and a man must be
unreasonable not to find contentment under such a sky and
such a sun, and, although Leghorn is uninteresting as com-
pared with other Italian ecities, it is by no means barren. The
most attractive ohject is the English chapel and the adjacent
burying-ground. The latter is crowded with marble tombs
and monuments. The hope and flower of many an English
family lies buried here, borne to Italy in search of health,
but finding only a grave. Valery remarks with justice upon
the good taste, the simplicity, and the religious tone of the
inscriptions. Smollett is buried here, and a plain monument
is erected to his memory, with %an inscription in Latin (not of
the first quality), which should have been English. -Here,
too, reposes a calmer and purer spirit—Francis Horner—one
of the most admirable public characters of his time, whose
serene career of duty contrasts with the wayward course of
the irritable and undisciplined Smollett, as the light of the
stars with that of the meteor which shoots across their field.
His monument is a marble tablet, with a bas-relief likeness by
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Chantrey, of the size of life ; a head, at once amiable, dignified,
and intellectual.

There is one striking work of art in Leghorn, a colossal
statye of Ferdinand I., in an open space by the harbour. At the
four corners of the pedestal are four Turkish slaves in bronze,
modelled from captives taken in the battle of Lepanto. Their
hands are chained behind them, and their countenances are
stamped with the most touching expression of melancholy and
despair. The merit of this noble group is enhanced by com-
parison with two or three modern statues in marble in other
parts of the city, which are very indifferent.

Leghorn is a mosaic of races and creeds. .Its growth and
prosperity spring, mainly, from the wise and liberal policy of
Cosmo I. and Ferdinand I., Grand Dukes of the Medici
family; and are arguments in favour of religious toleration
and unfettered commerce. Leghorn, in the sixteenth and
seventeenth ceturies, was a general city of refuge to the per-
secuted and oppressed of all climes. Here fled the Jews in
great numbers, chased from every part of the Spanish empire
by the pitiless bigotry of its councils. At this day, nowhere
on the continent of Furope do the Jews hold up their heads
so high as at Leghorn. They form about a fourth of its popu-
lation, and comprise more than a fourth part of its intelligence
and activity. Here, too, came many families from France,
driven out by religious persecutions or civil wars. Many
inhabitants of Corsica, impatient of the Genoese yoke, took
refuge in J.eghorn. Cosmo II. attempted to establish here
the last remnants of the Moorish conquerors of Spain, who
were driven out of that country by Philip I1I., but the Afri-
can blood proved too fiery and unmanageable for the success
of the experiment, and they were transported to the land from
which their ancestors had originally come.

Leghorn has a general air of business and progress. The
shops are full of goods from every part of the world, and the
manufactures of England and France may be bought there as
cheaply as in those countries themselves. Coral and alabaster
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ard wrought with much taste. Iouses were building in many
places; a thing to be seen in no other part of Italy. T had
the curiosity to go into one of them which was nearly com-
pleted. It was of moderate dimensions, but combined taste
with convenience; a modification of English with Italian
notions. It would rent, as T was told, for about half of what
would be paid for similar accommodations in Boston.

Cowmmerce, which formerly enriched Florence and Pisa, has
long since deserted those cities,and transferred its fickle smiles
to Leghorn. ¥From my own observation, I should say that the
ancient and honourable character of Tuscan commerce was
well sustained in éts present home. At the house of a Leg-
horn wmerchant I found generous hogpitality commended by
cultivation and refinement, and the pursuits of commerce
dignified by various knowledge and literary taste.

In Leghorn, also, I rencwed my acquaintance with an
English gentleman, who had been a fellow-passenger in the
steamer from Boston. He occupied a pretty villa in the out-
skirts of the city, to whiclt was attached a spacious garden,
under good cultivation. Iis wife was the daughter of an
English gentleman long settled in Leghorn. She and her
sisters spoke Italian and English with equal facility, and, from
my experience of their discourse in Italian, I should say that
the sweetest of all tongues was “la lingua Toscana in bocea
Inglese.” Good conversational voices are rare in Ttaly, and the
music of its language is never so well apprehended as when
conveyed in the low and gentle tones of refined Englishwomen.

In my walks about Leghorn I noticed large piles of massive
oak timber, a product which I had not associated with the soil
of Italy. T was told that it was exported in considerable
quantities, mainly for the use of the British navy, and that
large contracts were in force for the supply of a material
which the progress of industrial civilization is rendering more
and more scarce. The trees are felled in the Apennines.
Would that there was more of the oak and less of the myrtle
in the character of the Ttalians themselves !

3
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In Leghorn a most painful spectacle is presented by tRe
gangs of convicts which are everywhere encountered in the
streets. They are employed in various ways upon the public
works, making excavations, and sweeping the streets. Their
dress varies according to the crimes for which they have been
condemned, There were some hideous faces among them.
The wolf and the tiger glared from them, but nothing of the
man, Compared with these, the convicts at the State prison
at Charlestown look like reputable members of.society. It
is singular that this way of disposing of criminals should be
retained in a country so (comparatively) well governed as
Tuscany. The aspect of such a mass of crime, living and
moving before the eye, cannot but have a demoralizing influ-
ence, especially upon the young. What parent among us
would not think with the liveliest alarm of having so foul
a spectacle daily before the pure eyes of his children?

An incident occurred while I was at Leghorn, which brought
home to me a lively sense of the blessings we enjoy in living
in a land at once of liberty and law. One night, at about
twelve o’clock, I was awakened by the entrance of a number
of men into my room. It proved to be my host, attended by
three armed officers. The latter approached the bed, examined
my features attentively by the light of a lamp, and, remarking
that T was not the person they were in search of, left me with
a cool apology for the disturbance, which, however, was no
substitute for either sleep or patience. It seems that they
went throdigh the whole house in the same way, and entered
every apartment ¢ without distinction of sex.” They exhibited
no warrant, except that which they wore by their sides; and
gave no intimation of the name or condition of the person for
whom they were in search.

STEAMER TO CIVITA VECCIIIA.

The steamer at last arrived, and on the evening of Decem-
ber 18th I went on board. From the long delay there was an
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unusually large number of passengers, many more than the
small boat could accommodate. Among them were about a
dozen Americans. The weather had been threatening during
the day, and dull grey clouds were mustering their forces in
the air. As soon as we got out of the “harbour it began to
blow heavily and knock up an angry sea; and the overladen
boat plunged and pitched in themost distressing way. Nearly
everybody yielded to the despotic power of the roused waters;
and though myself in a very solemn frame of spirit, I had
some compassion fo spare for my neighbours. Nobody can
measure all the horrors of sea-sickness who has not seen
Italians under #s power. They do not believe in ‘“silent
griefs,” but are accustomed to give yent and breath to every
emotion. Some wept, some groaned, and some almost shricked
aloud. But over a night of much suffering and some danger
a veil of oblivion may well be drawn.

By morning the wind had lulled under the influence of a
heavy rain. A more pallid and woe-begone set of faces were
never seen than those titat greeted the welcome light. We
reached Civita Vecchia at about eleven, but were not allowed
to land till an hour after.

CIVITA VECCHIA.

Nowhere is the temper of mortal and imperfect man put to
severer proof than at Civita Veecchia,.and nowhere is there
more scolding and swearing done. 1t is merely a’gate of en-
trance to Rome; and the inhabitants depend mostly on what
they can fleece from the traveller during the brief space of his
sojourn. The various devices upder which money is obtained
furnish a striking illustration of the inventive powers of the
humas mind. The force of extortion can no farther go. He
pays the porter who carries his luggage to the custom-house ;
he pays for two examinations, one by the custom-house officers,
and one by the police; he pays another porter for putting his
trunks upon the diligence; he pays for a visa to his passport;



156 ARRIVAL AT ROME, Chap, VII,

Ke pays an unreasonable bill at the inn; and finally, when he
draws a long breath of relief and thinks that this generation of
horse-leeches has at last sucked their fill, he is stopped at the
gates and obliged to pay for liberty to quit the town, a liberty
worth gaining at aliost any price. Imagine a testy and im-
patient Englishman, with little French and no Italian, going
through this ordeal, and the words with which he will piece
out his imperfect vocabulary are easily supplied. The author
of Murray’s Handbook, after recounting the above extortions,
adds in a very mild way, * It will hardly, therefore, be a matter
of surprise that in many instances the recollections of Civita
Vecchia are not of the most agreeable kind.” F.am afraid that,
if the town were sacked and destroyed, and the inhabitants
carried into captivity, the news would be received by every
traveller who has landed there with a certain savage satis-
faction.

The great lion of Civita Vecchia is the bandit Gasperoni,
who is confined in prison here. This wretch, who owns to
thirty murders, receives visits, and tven presents in money,
from travellers—a diseased curiosity quite inexplicable in men
of any moral thoughtfulness. And yet among his visitors was
that enthusiastic philanthropist Sir Thomas Fowell- Buxton,
who has recorded the incident in his diary, in a paragraph
which I never can read without amazement.

.
ARRIVA’L AT ROME.

The friends who were with me being equally impatient with
myself to quit Civita Vecchia, we took a carriage and started
for Rome, though it was late in the afternoon before we could
get off. Nothing is lost, however, by travelling over this road
by night, as a subsequent journey by day revealed. A more
monotonous, dreary, and uninteresting country cannot be
imagined. There are neither striking scenery nor inkabitants.
The marshes between Boston and Lynn are not more unat-
tractive.
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We reached Rome at midnight, entering it by the Porta
Cavalleggierl, in the immediate neighbourhood of St. Peter’s.
The night was dark and stormy, and just before reaching the
gate the clouds gathered for a storm of thunder and lightning,
which lasted for a considerable time. A% we drove by St.
Peter’s, the dome and colonnade,were revealed by gleams of
lightning and then shrouded in gloom, and the dash of its
fountains was heard mingled with the pattering of the heavy
rain~drops. Amid _this war of the elements we passed by the
Castle of St. Ange?o, over the bridge, and through the narrow
streets that lead to the Piazza di Spagna: and I felt that it
was under no inappropriate conditions that I was first brought
face to face with the grandeur and mystery of the Eternal City.
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CHAPTER VIIL

First Impressions of Rome — St. Peter’s — The Piazza, ObeHsk, and Foun-
tains — Facade and Vestibule — Interior — Monuments — Ascent to the
Dome — General Character of the Building — Christmas in St. Peter’s.

FIRST TMPRESSIONS OF RCME.

To the traveller who enters Rome with any sort of preparation
—who has anything like a due perception ofiits multitudinous
claims upon the attention—the first few days of his residence
there will usually be passed in a sort of bewildering indecision,
endeavouring to fix upon some plan by which he may compre-
hend the mighty maze of interests that lies before him. Will
he follow the stream of chronology, and, beginning with the
morning twilight of history, come down through the kingly
period, the republic, the empire, tle night of the dark ages,
the new dawn of power and influence in more recent times,
and trace this last to its present lengthening shadows of de-
cline, studying each period in its monuments, binding the pre-
sent to the past, and observing how each age is the parent of
its successor ?  Or will he divide Rome into subjects, and take
up painting, sculpture, architecture, separately, and resolutely
exclude everything but the matter in hand? Will he cut it
up territorially, and exhaust one section before he approaches
another? Will he make the circuit of the walls, and get the
general contour and leading features stamped upon the mind,
before bhe descends to particulars? While thus deljberating,
accident, or indolence, or caprice will probably determine for
him, and, in the impatience of doubt, all plans will ba abaun-
doned, and the impulse of the moment be his guide.

- It may be stated as a general rule, that, in proportion to the
stranger’s susceptibility to all that is characteristic and peculiar
in Rome, will be his disappointme.nt at first. DMost travellers
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enter Rome by the Porta del Popolo, which opens upon the
spacious Piazza del Popolo, an irregular area, in which there
is no very striking object, except the obelisk in the centre.
In front, two twin churches, of moderate size and no great
architectural merit, divide the three street® which diverge from
the piazza, like three outstretched fingers from the palm of the
hand. He will probably be driven only a few steps further, to
vne of the hotels in the Piazza di Spagna. Fle will find- him-
self surrounded with shops, coffee-houses, and lodging-houses.
In fine weather he®will see stout gentlemen in drab gaiters,
and fair-complexioned ladies with parasols,” and superfluous
flounces on theigy gowns. Ile will hear English spoken all
‘around him. ITe will say to himself, ¢ All this is well, but it
is not Rome; it is London, or Paris; or any other metropolis.
The majestic shadow of the past is not here. It is modern,
comfortable, and business-like. This is what I left at home,
not what I came here to see.”

Nor will these' unexpected impressions be dissipated by the
first exploring expeditions which he will make in search of the
ideal. The greater part of inhabited Rome is, comparatively,
a modern city, occupying the once open spaces of the Campus
Martius; and the most thickly peopled part of the ancient city
is now inhabited only by ruins and memories. The streets of
modern Rome are narrow, dark, and gloomy, without side-
walks, frequently crooked, and rarely presenting fine con-
tinuous fagades of architecture. They are not kept clean, and,
in wet weather, it requires no common resotutiotisto walk in .
them. An indescribable air of mouldiness and decay haunts
a large proportion of them. They seem withered and wrinkled
by time, The passenger, too, must keep all his wits about
him to avoid being run over; for the Roman Jehu thinks that
he hag done his duty if he gives notice of his approach by a
sort of warning yell, and that, afterwards, the responsibilit} is
yours and not his. .

Nor does the first aspect of most of the ruins in Rome satisfy
the longings of the heart. In all probability, the visitor will
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have formed some notion of these, or at least the most promi-
nent of them, from engravings, and these are rarely true. To
lie like an engraving would be as good a proverbial expression
as 1o lie like a bulletin. Not that the size, dimensions, and
character of the object delineated are falsified, but liberties are
taken with all that is in immediate proximity to it. Many of
the Roman ruins are thrust into unsightly neighbourhoods.
They are shouldered and elbowed by commonplace structures,
or start out, like excrescences, from mean and inexpressive
walls. They are surrounded by decay which has no dignity,
and by offensive objects which are like discordant notes in a
strain of music. All these are swept away b the engravers,
and the effect upon the particular object is idealizing and un-
true. Everything is smoothed, rounded, and polished. IToles
are filled up, inequalities are removed, backgrounds and fore-
grounds are created, the crooked made straight, and all de-
formity erased. Hence, though there is truth enough to suggest

- the resemblauce, there is untruth enough to excite vexatious
disappointment. The image of the bautiful seems ever to be
flitting before the traveller’s weary steps. The light fades as
he draws near, and the ¢ shining trails” which he has followed
go out in darkness.

But let him bide his time. The Rome of the mind is not
built in a day. His hour will surely come. Not suddenly,
not by stormy and vehement movements, but by gentle grada-
tions and soft approaches, the spirit of the place will descend
upon him. *“fhe unsightly and commonplace appendages will
disappear, and only the beautiful and the tragic will remain.
And when his mind and heart are in unison with the scene
around him, a thousand happy accidents and cordial surprises
lie in wait for him. Upon the Pincian Hill, on the summit of
the Baths of Caracalla, under the arches of the Clardian
Aqueduct, beneath the whispering pines of the Villa Pamphili-
Dorig, influences will drop into his soul, not merely soothing
and reposing, but elevating and tranquillizing—pictures will
be stamped upon the memory, which will ever shed around
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them the serene light of undecaying beauty, never dimmed by
the disappointments, the burdens, the torpid commonplaces,
and the dreary drudgeries of future years.

But this supposes a fitting frame of mmd in the traveller
himself. As Rome cannot be comprehended without previous-
preparation, so it cannot be felt without a certain congeniality
of temperament. Something of the imaginative principle—
the power of going out of one’s self; and forgetting the actual
in the ideal, and the present in the past—the capacity to sym-
pathize with the dreamer, if not to dream—a willingness to be
acted upon, and not to act—these must be wrought into the
being of him wheswould catch all the inspiration of the place,
The traveller must leave all his nptions of progress and
reform at the gates, or else he will be kept in a constant state
of protest and rebellion ; as unfit to receive the impressions
which are around him as a lake ruffled by the storm to reflect
the heavens: e must try to forget such things as a repre-
sentative government, town-meetings, public schools, railways,
and steam-engines. He #ust learn to look upon pope, car-
dinal, and monk, not with a puritan scowl, but as parts of an
imposing pageant, which he may contemplate without self-
reproach, though without approving ; as the man of peace may
be innocently amused with the splendid evolutions of a review.
ITe whose spirit is so restless and evanescent as to forbid
repose, whose zeal for progress adinits néither conpromise nor
delay—he who sees, not the landscaps, but the monastery
which blots it, not the church, but the beggar on ils steps—
he who, in the kneeling peasant, finds all idolatry and no
devotion—may have many good and great qualities, but he is
out of his place in Rome. He is an exotic, and will only
languish allq pine in its uncongenial soil.

ST. PETER’S.

When Rome is viewed from a distance, the dome of St.
Peter’s is the central point of ‘observation, and seems to be
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gathering the rest of the cit'y udler its enormous wings. It is
so with thoughts and associations. St. Peter’s. is the first
object of interest, “around which all others group themselves.
Here the traveller hurries as séon as the dust of thé j journey is
shaken from his feet ; and here he ¢omnes, at the last moment,
as the $pot from® which he i IS most reluctant to part.

A work sp vast and various must be approached in the
spirit of knowledge and docility. DBlost buildings have an
unity of plan; and their different parts, and the successive
changes in structure and detail, are like variations upon one
musical theme. No so with St. Peter’s. It awakens no ideas
of unity or simplicity. It is a great representative structure,
which gathers within itself the convergent rays of innumerable
lights. It is a temple, a museum, a gallery of art, and a
mausoleum. If a fanciful comparison may be pardoned, other
churches are gardens, but St. Peter’s is a landscape. Its
growth and history embrace nearly three hundred and fifty
years, from the time of Nicholas V., who began it in 1450, to
that of Pius VI, who built the sacristy in. 1780; and it
expresses, not only the will of different popes, the tastes of
suceessive architects, but the changes and revolutions of time
itself. Its foundation was nearly coeval with the invention of
printing ; before the sacristy was completed, the splendid re-
searches of Watt had been crowned with success; and in the
interval had occurred the discovery of America and the
Reformation. Religion, politics, literature, art, and manners
had gone Lhrough'whole cycles of mutation, and the web of
society had been unravelled and rewoven. All these considera-
tions should be borne in mind by him who would form a true
judgment of this unique bwilding. It should be examined in
that, historical spirit in which we study the Roman law or
the English constitution. '

As early as the fourth century a church had been erected
by Constantine the Great, upon the site of the €ircus of Nero,
to commemorate the spot which had been hallowed to the
Christian world; as the burial-place of St. Peter, and the
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scene of many of the early marty ldmns ThlS church having
fallen into decay in the course of dleven centunes, Nicholas,V.

resolved to erect another in its place, which should rival the
glories of Solomow’s.temple.  ‘The plan adopted by him, which
was that of the Roman Basilica, was ¢chang8d by Bramante, in
the early part of the sixteenth century, whe first conceived the
sublime idea of a cupola, in conjunction’ with a Latin cross.
Between his death, in 1514, and the appointmest of Michael
Angelo, as architect, in 1042 the plan ofa Latin cross had
been abandoned, aﬂd returned to, by successive architects.
Michael Angelo adopted the Greek cross, and designed the
dome, the tribung, and the transepts, substantially as they now
are; and, down to the beginning of the seventeenth century,

the spirit of this great man presided over the work, and ruled
it from .his tomb. Afterwards, Carlo Maderno returned to
Bramante’s idea of the Latin cross, and by him the facade was -
also built. The colonnades were added by Bernini, who is
responsible for many of the details of the interior.

The distance from the Piazza di Spagna to St. Peter’s is
about a mile. There are two ways of reaching it on foot.
One is through a succession of narrow and unsightly streets,
and over the bridge by the Castle of St. Angelo, ending in
front of it. The other is by crossing the Tiber, in the ferry-
boat, from the Via Ripetta, and proceeding across the fields,
aud entering the Porta Angelica, by which the building is
approached on the side. The latter, in fine weather, is the
more agreeable walk; but the effect of the building is much
more imposing when seen from the front, and this should
always be the visitor’s first view. °

THE PIAZZA, OBELISK, AND FOUNTAINS.

¥ >

The site of the building is not in all respects happy. It ;s
near the bage of a gently sloping elevation, and, thus, has the
disadvantage of a rising background. When first seen, how-
ever, the attention is drawn to, and almost absorbed by, its
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accessories, rather than itself; by thé piazza, the obelisk, the
fountains, and the colonnades. It is impossible by any state-
ment of numbers, extent, or- dimensions, to convey any notion
of the sublime effect of this combination of objects. Let the
reader imagine himself in the centre of a spacious ellipse, of
which the longer diameter is about eight hundred feet. On
either hand, semicircular porticoes, supported by four rows of
columns, enclose space enough between the two inner rows
for the passage of two carriages abreast, One extremity of
each semicircle is united to the ends of the fagade of the
church, by covered galleries, similar in construction to the
porticoes themselves, The galleries and particoes, together,
are not unlike in form to sickles, of which the galleries make
the handles. The galleries are not exactly parallel, but they
converge as they recede from the fagade. All these structures
are of the most colossal size. The porticoes are sixty-four
feet high, and the holy army of saints which crown the entab-
lature, nearly two hundred in number, are eleven feet. But
s0 harmonious are the proportionsFthat, when seen from the
centre of the piazza, the whole effect is light, airy, and graceful.
Nothing could have been devised more calculated to add
dignity and expression to the front.of the church, or-to screen
from the view of the spectator the buildings on either side
which would have been an incongruous element in the scene.
The galleries and porticoes seem like all-embracing arms of
invitation extended by the Church to the whole Christian
world, suihmoning them to come and worship under the roof
of the most majestic temple ever made with hands. The
combination of the straight line of the galleries with the circle
of the colonnades—of,the. entablature with the statues above
and, the columns below—meets all that the mind requires, both
of unity and variety. The eye slides delightedly along the
majestic curves and lines—nowhere wearied with monotony,
nowhere disturbed with incongruity-~till it rest#upou the fagade
to which it is so gracefully drawn. . I have seen this incom-
parable piazza under all conditions ; in the blaze of an Italian
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noon ; at the silence of midnight; swarming with carriages
and foot-passengers; occupied by soldiers at their drill ; and,
under all, it retained the same aspect and character. It never
seemed crowded ; it never seemed desolate. 1Men and women,
however numerous, never appeared but as 3‘1'inges and embel-
lishments, Its contents never were commensurate with itself.
They stood in the same relation to it as vessels to the harbour
in which they ride.®

After having contemplated the scene as a whole, the visitor
may pause, for a moment, to examine those details which, at
first, were hardly observed. e will not fail to commend the
taste which marked the central point of the piazza by an
obelisk. This form, heathen in its origin, has been appro-
priately adopted by Christianity ; for 1t expresses that element
of aspiration, which, natural to the heart of man, finds solu-
tion and repose only in the Christian faith. Itis a solid mass
of red granite, eighty-three feet high, without hieroglyphics,
resting on a pedestal or base of about fifty feet. Its removal
from its former position,t and its erection on its present site,

* Many buildings were destroyed to make space for this colonnade; among
them the house which Raphael built for himself in the Borgo Nuovo, which
belonged to the Priory of Malta at the time of its destruction, The expense
of the colonnade and galleries was eight hundred and fifty thousand dollars ;
not including the pavement, which cost eighty-eight thonsand dollars.

+ This obelisk formerly stood on the Circus of Caligula, near the site of the
present sacristy of St. Peter’s. It remained standing during fifteen centuries,
and is the only obelisk in Rome that was never thrown down. The exact
position it occupied is marked by a square stone in the passnée‘leading from
the church to the sacristy, with the inscription,  Sito del obelisco fino all’
anno MpLXXXVL"” The plan of removing it had occurred to several popes,
but was only accomplished through the energy of Sixtus V. aided by the
genius of Fontana. A commission appointed by the Pope invited proposals
and plans from all Europe, and upwards of five hundred were sent in. These
comprised, of ~ourse, a great variety of opinions and suggestions. The great
point of Wifference was, whether the obelisk should be removed in an upright
position as it then stood, or whether it should first be lifted from the pedestal
and lnid upon thegground. Most of the plans were in favour of the former
Method ; but Fontana zealously maintained the expediency of the latter. The
Pope required him to make an éxperiment of his scheme of transportation upon
A small obelisk formerly belonging to the mausoleum of Augustus. This
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was, as is well known, a miracle of engineering skill, triumph-
ing over incredible mechanical difficulties ; but it is not easy to
imagine it when on'the spot. - It springs from its base, and
-pierces the blue air with its slender spire, as if from a spiritual
and natural impulse, as lightly as a palmtree rises from the
soil. It points to the heavens with silent finger, lifting up the
eye and the thoughts, as if to teach us that the beauty and
grandeur around us are unworthily enjoyed, if they do not ele-
vate our contemplations above the earth. On either side of the
obelisk, between it and the semicircular portico, buf nearer
the latter than the former, are the fountains, Among the
many fountains in Rome, these are remarkuble for the sim-

proved entirely successful; and the execution of the enterprise was entrusted
to him by a papal edict, dated October 3, 1583, .

The great difficulty in the removal arose from the enormous weight of the
obelisk, which was nearly a million of pounds: On the 30th of April, 1586,
this immense mass was slowly and successfully lifted two feet above its
pedestal, by the streugth of nine hundred meun, aided by thirty-five windlasses.
It remained thus suspended in the air till tht. 7th of May, when, by the same
agency, the still more difficult task of sw inging it sideways out of ils perpen-
dicular position, and laying it upon rollers placed on the ground to receive it,
was also happily executed. Between the 7th of May and the 10th of Sep-
tember the obelisk had been transported on rollers to its present site, and the
greatest feat of all—that of elevating it and placing itsupon its pedestil—
remained to be done. Eight hundred men, one hundred and fifty horses, and
forty-six windlasses were employed. The work began at early dawn; and at
an hour before sunset the obelisk was securely resting in its present position,
The gratitude of the pope was in proportion to the greatness of the enterprise
and its splendi? success, He caused two medals to be struck in honour of the
event, made Fontana a knight of the golden spur, gave him five thousand
crowns in money, and settled upon him and his heirs a pension of two thousand
crowns a year. He also gave him all the ropes, timber, and other materials
which had been used, which produced the sum of twenty thousandLrowns.

The story so commonly told—tuat the enterprise had nearly failed through
the stretching of the ropes under the enormous weight, and that a voice from
the crowd called oub * water,” and that the ropes were drenchied from the
fountains near at hand, and thus, frém the shrinking produced by the wetting,
enabled to perform their office—is not found in any contemporary author. It
is, as Platner remarks, probably one of those inventions which spring from a
wish to disparage the triumphs of genius, and to lower its claims in comparison
with those of the common mind.
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plicity of their construction. The jet of water, which rises
sixty feet above the pavement, is received into a basin of orien-
tal granite, and, flowing over its sides, falls in a silvery sheet
into a larger one below. The basins supply form, and the
_ water drapery; art thus performing its legitimate function, in
multiplying the surfaces over which water may glide or break.
Nothing can be more impressive than the contrast between
“the restless play of these fountains and the monumental repose
of the obelisk. The former expresses the undecided struggle
betwoen aspirations and passions—stern resolves bending under
the weight of temptation—the central strength of virtue, and
the yield'uig weakness of temperament; while the latter is
like a'noble life, on which death has set the final seal of excel-
lence, and which is for ever rescued from the grasp of chance
and change.

FAGADE AXD VESTIBULE.

When the visitor, after pausing to contemplate these im-
posing ebjects, passes on ¢o the church itself, he will gather,
from the time it takes him to reach the portico, an impression
of the size of the piazza which the eye alone fuils to commu-
nicate. As he draws nearer, he will notice the two prominent
defects of the plan; the lengthening of the nave consequent
upon the adoption of the form of a Latin cross, and the very
inferior architecture of the fagade.

By the lengthening of the nave, the base of the dome is cut
off from the eye; and thus there is no point in'the piazza
from which the whole of its sublime proportions can be seen.
In this respect the common pr'mt§ of St. Peter’s are deceptive ;
the point-of sight being always above the plane of the eye,
more of the dome is represented in them than is really visible
to any pne of mortal stature. The facade is hopelessly and
irredeemably bad ; ill-adapted to #ts position, as being palatiztl
rather than ecclesiastical in its style, and of no essential merit
independent of its unfitness. By the multiplication and inter-
" section of the pilasters, windows, bands, and cornices, an air of
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crowded uniformity has been given to the whole front, making
it resemble an enormous chequer-board. There is no bold-
ness in the projection of the portico and pediment; and no-
where a chance for the light to be broken iato massive
shadows. The whole is deficient in diguity, simplicity, and
expression. The lengthened nave, and the fagade, are both
due to Carlo Maderno, ¢ a wretched plasterer from Como,” as
Forsyth indignantly calls him; and for both he has been
. severely, perhaps too severely, ¢ensured. For the former, he
may plead in justification the wishes of the Pope, Paul V.,
who determined to include within the new.building the whole
space occupied by the old basilica. For «the defects of the
fagade, he may urge in extenuation the necessity of a balcony,
from which the papal benediction may be given; but surely,
that might have been gained, and not so much lost. The
balcony might ‘have been made the central object, around
which all the rest should be disposed; or, it might have
been blended with the other  details of the front, without
too much prominence, and without impairing the®general
effect.

The vestibule is a noble and spacious building in itself.
Standing in the middle, an architectural vi.sta of more than
two hundred feet, on either hand, is opened to the eye; termi-
nated on the right by an equestrian statue of Constantine, and.
on the left by a similar one of Charlemagne; neither worthy
of the splendid position it enjoys. Nor will thore than a rapid

glance be vouchsafed to the celebrated mosaic of St. Peter

walking on the sea, which is over the central entrance of the
vestibule,—a work hallowed by the name of Giotto, though
little of his handiwork is left in it.

INTERIOR.,

We are now about to enter the church itself. He must be
of a singularly inscnsible temperament, who can move aside
the heavy lcatherp curtains of the entrance without a quick-
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ened beating of the heart.* When the visitor has passed into
the interior, and so far recovered from the first rush of tumul-
tuous sensations which crowd upon him, as to be able to look
about him, ke will be struck with, and, if not forewarned, dis-
appointed at the apparent want of magnitude. This, deemed
by some a defect, and by others a merit, is, strictly speaking,
neither the one nor the other, but the inevitable result of the
style of architecture in which St. Peter’s is built. This struc-
ture, like every worL of art, should be judged with reference
to its aim and purpose. It is not in the form of a basilica,
and we violate an elementary canon of criticism when we
apply to it the wnules by which the excellence of a basilica is
tried. In this, we demand unity and_simplicity; but in the
style of St. Peter’s, harmeny, varlety, and proportion, are the
graces aimed at. There is certamly something very effective
in the severe purity of the basilica. -How airy and graceful
are the columns of the nave! how, like a musical accompani-
ment the sides-aisles flow along ! how naturally the walls rest
on the arches of the colonnade! and how fitly the roof crowns
and binds the whole! The first impression satisfies and ele-
vates the mind. The elastic glance leaps, at a bound, from
the pavement to the roof, and follows the unbroken line of
the perspective Without a pause of discontent. Some persons
have regretted that a form of ecclesiastical architecture, so
hallowed by the traditions of the Church, was not adopted in
this greatest of Christian temples. But, besides that the mag-
nitude of the building, and the immense weight of tne super-
incumbent mass, required the support of piers and arches,. it
would have been impossible to ‘procure the requisite number
of monolith columns fgr a basilica of the first class. The

¢ The reader of Corinne—and who has not read that delightful book 2—
will recolect that, upon the first visit of Oswald and Corintie to St. Peter’s, he
pauses to contemplate and admire the grace of her attitude, as sha holds bnci
the curtain for him.to pass in. This incident always scemed to me hardly
worthy of thd sensibility and genius of Madame de Staél. No deep-hearted

woman “qﬂd value the love of a man who, at such a moment, and in such a
place, could be arrested by the grace of a female form,,

VOL. L L
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majestic porticoes and temples of antiquity had been plundered
of their pillars of granite and marble, to decorate earlier
churches; and there were no more left for either rapacity or
devotion to seize upon. Nor could the crowning glory of the
dome have been combined with such a plan, Thus, in enter-
ing St. Peter’s, we must leave behind us the prepossessions
derived, either from a Gothic cathedral or a Roman basilica.
In a Gothic cathedral, for instance, the statues are of the size
of life, because, by the natural standard they furpish to the eye,
the apparent height of the roof and the shafts is enhanced ;
but, in St. Peter’s, the statues are all on a colossal scale. The
cherubs, which support a vase of holy water,near the door, are
of seemingly infantile proportions, but they are really upwards
of six feet high. Not only is harmony of proportion an essen-
tial attribute of a building like St. Peter’s, but its immense
size makes it unnecessary to enlarge its apparent dimensions.

It is true that, so far as the first impression is concerned,
which is so important in architecture, a building like the
Milan Cathedral, or the Church of Santa Maria Maggiore,
has the advantage of St. Peter’s. DBut in the former, suc-
cessive visits do little more than renew and deepen the first
image; in St. Peter’s, the visible objects seem to grow and
expand as we gaze. It is a mighty volume, in which every
day we read a new page. The eye becomes the pupil of the
mind ; and the proportioned bulk and harmonious grandeur
unfold themselves hy gradual and successive steps. A cathe-
dral breaks upon us with the sudden splendour of a meteor ;
but St. Peter’s gains upon the mind by gradations like those
which mark the approach of day in temperate latitudes.

An objection which has been made to the nave of St.
Peter's—that it contains too great a multiplicity of details—
cannot be so satisfactorily met. The roof shadowed with
sunken coffers and shining with gilded ornaments; the enor-
mous piers, with their Corinthian pilasters, their niches, and
their statues; the lateral and longitudinal arches; d}e recum-
bent figures in stucco ; the medallions; the innumerable orna-
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ments in marble, confuse the mind with theﬁ‘iﬁigmber and
mass. ITad there been less profusion, and a severer taste in
embellishment, the general effect would have been increased.

As we leave the entrance, and walk towards the dome, the
eye is caught by the row of lamps, one hundred and twelve in
number, which are grouped in branches of three, upon a
circular balustrade of marble. At a distance, their faint, tre-
mulous gleams, strugglingthrough the eclipsing light of day,
present an impressive picture,~and recall Shelley s fanciful
image of “a swarm of golden bees;” but their effect lessens
as we draw near, and the lamps are revealed. From the
balustrade a double flight of steps leads down to the most
sacred spot in the church, the tomb of-the apostle to whom it
is dedicated. At the bottom of the steps, in a kneeling atti-
tude before the tomb, is a marble statue of Pius VI. by
Canova ; the only statue which I recall as being in a situation
to be looked down upon by the spectator. It is a work of
great beauty and expression, and its position is a source both
of wonder and regret; of wonder,. because not even the truly
amiable and respectable character of Pius VI. would seem
to entitle him to occupy a spot of such peculiar sacredness ; and
of regret, because its merits as a work of artare very much lost.

On the right side of the nave is the bronze statue of St,
Peter, the foot of which has been reverently kissed by so many
generations of devout Catholics. It is a story, often repeated
by Protestant writers, that this identical statue isa work of
antiquity ; a representation of Jupiter, baptized anew in those
transition ages ‘“when Pan to Doses lent his pagan horn.”
But in this statement there is more of Protestant zeal than of
knowledge in art; for no? only it has not that character of the
head, and arrengement of the hair, always found in statues of
Jupiter ; "but its inferior workmanship, the stiffuess of the atti-"
tude, and the hardness of the outline, prove it to be of a later
date than th® classical periods of art. It is probably the recast
of an antique statue.

The huge, uncouth structure, reared over the high altar,

12
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awakens, both from its ugliness and imappropriateness, a double
effusion of jconoclastic zeal. It is a baldacchino, or canopy of
bronze, ninety-three feet high, and resting on four twisted
columns of the same material ; the whole elaborately orna-
mented and richly gilded. Tt is difficulf to imagine on what
ground, or for what purpose, this costly fabric was placed here.
It has neither beauty nor grandeur; and resembles nothing so
much as a colossal four-post bedstead without the curtains.
Its size is so immense, that it-2annot be avoided either by the
eye or the mind. It is a pursuing and intrusive presence.
Stand where we may—look where wé will—it thrusts itself
upon the attention. We wish it anywhei¥ but where it is—
under the dome, rearing its tawdry commonplace into that
majestic space, and scrawling upon the air its feeble and
affected lines of spiral.

The bronze of which this baldacchino is constructed is said
to have been taken by Urban VIII. from the Pantheon ; a fact
which gives a fresh coating to the dislike which the mere

sight of it awakens.

’I‘he pilgrim is now beneath the dome. The spirit of eriti-
cism, which has hitherto attended him with whispers of doubt
and suggestions of improvement, gdes no further. Astonish-
ment and admiration break upon the mind and carry it away.
To say that the dome of St. Peter’s is sublime, is a cold com-
monplace. In sublimity it is so much beyond all other archi-
tectural cveations, "that it demands epithets of its own. There
is no work of man’s hands that is similar or second to it. Vast
as it is, it rests upon its supporting piers, in such serene tran-
qQuillity, that it seems to have been lifted and expanded by the
elastic force of the air-which it clasps. Under its majestic
vault the soul dilates. To act like the hero—to endure like
the martyr-—seems no more than the natural state of inan.

Under the dome, with the tribune before us, and the transept
on either hand, we are face to face with the subli:ne genius of
Michael Angelo. These are his conceptions, carried out by
his successors in a spirit of becoming reverence. Ilis mind
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was never in its element, unless when grappling with majestic
designs and moving in Avide spaces. As men like Cromwell
and Bonaparte are turbulent and impatient when ig an inferior
sphere, but tranquil when they have risen to the heights of
power, so the crowded and restless energies of Michael Angelo,
which chafed and fretted in the narrow precinct of a single
statue, or an oil picture, found repose in such gigantic tasks
as the dome of St. Peter’s and the frescoes of the Sistine
Chapel. .

The arts of paiming and sCulpture can offer no parallel to
the dome of St. Peter’s. Their range, so far as the sublime
is concerned, is necessarily limited, and beyond that limit they
degenerate into tife monstrous or the grotesque. Music is too
sensuous, too stirring, too passionateo—too much felt in the
blood—to lift the mind into regions so lofty and so pure.
Poetry, alone, can awaken such emotions, and call up such
shapes of grandeur. Michael Angelo has been often com-
pared to Dante, whose works he is known to have studied and
admired; but Dante’s is pot the name which the dome of St.
Peter’s first suggests. He is sublime; but that is not his
greatest power. His leading characteristics are picturesque-
ness and intensity. The genius of Milton presents the most
obvious parallel to that thich reared this majestic dome. The
first book of the Paradise Lost is, in poetry, what that is in
architecture. Both are marked by the same imaginative sub-
limity and the same creative power. Both raise the mind to
the same exalted heights, and both by thé same means.

MONUMENTS.

St. Peter’s is a world of art ; but the specimens, with a few
exceptions, are by no means of the first class. The period at
which the building was so far completed as to admit of interier
decorations was the Alexandrian age of art. Bernini was to
Michael Angelo what Lycophron was to Homer, The monu-~
ments to deceased popes erected here are all of them costly,
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and many magnificent. Some geparate figures and portions of
them are of great excellence, but few soar to the dignity, sim-
plicity, and feeling of high monumeuntal art. Most of them
are framed upon a uniform model. They are pyramidal in
their general outline ; the statue of the deceased pope, kneel-
ing, sitting, or standing, being the central and crowning
figure. Below is a sarcophagus, ornamented with bas-reliefs,
flanked or supported by statues, in which all the resources of
allegory are exhausted. Prudence, Justice, Charity, and Re-
ligion lean, sprawl, or reclines and all endeavour, with mare
or less of ill-success, to do what marble never can do.

The finest of these monuments is that erected by Canova to
Clement XIII. at the end of the right tranept. The pope is
represented in an attitude of prayer : a figure full of expres-
sion. He kneels upon a cushion, and his tiara is on the space
before him. Below, on the left, is the figure of Religion, a
female holding a cross taller than herself. This statue,
though admirably executed, is not of the highest merif. The
general character of the form is too sturdy and masculine, and
the attitude too rigid. The golden rays which encircle the
head are a, most unfortunate embellishment. In passing sud-
denly from the flowing outlines of the figure to. a circle of
radiating spikes, the eye experiencés a painful shock; nor
does the material harmonize with the purity of the marble.
On the left is the genius of Death, sitting with his torch
reversed-: the countenance and attitude beautifully expressive
of the gentleness of yrief. "This is an admirable work of art ;
not original in its design, but such a statue as would have
been admired in Greece in the best days of Grecian art, The
delicate symmetry of the limbs, the grace of the position, and
the air of soft melancholy-thrown over the whole figure, are
stamped with the impress of Canova’s genius in jts best days,
hefore he had fallen into the prettiness and affectation “observ-
able in some of his later works.

The lower part of the monument represents the~door of a
chapel. This is guarded by two lions: that on the left is
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represented as waking, and that on the right as sleeping.
The latter-is an incomparable creature—as noble a combina-
tion of strength and repose as art has ever created—a work to
be praised only by superlatives, and without qualification.
We wonder in lookjng at it why Canovadid not do fore in
the same style; why an artist so capable of representing the
sublime should have dwelt so habitually within the limits of
the beautiful. Is it because the animal sublime, if such an
expression may be allowed, differs from the human sublime in
kind as well as de@ree: the former being the result of mate-
rial form, the Jatter of intellectual expression?

Admirable as these lions are, one is tempted to question
their appropriateness as embellishments to the monument of a
peaceful ecclesiastic. 'We ask, what is their meaning, and
what ideas do they represent? Pistolesi, the author of the
great work upon the Vatican and St. Peter’s, tells us that
they typify the firmness of mind (“la fortezza dell’ anima”)
which distinguished the deceased pontiff. On the other hand,
M. de Stendhal, a clever French writer, says that they express
grief in its different aspects of rebellion and submission.

The great name of Thorwaldsen will naturally aftract
attention to the monugpent of Pius VII., but it is hardly
worthy the genius of this illustrious artist. The figures are
good, but, as a whole, the design is formal and rectangular,
and leaves an impression on the mind that the sculptor had net
put his heart into his work. o '

In the monument to Urban VIII., which is in“the tribune,
the genius of Bernini is seen in its most favourable aspect.
The figure of the pope is in bronze, and full of expression ;
and the statues of Prudence and Justice, which are in marble,
are fine specimens of cleverness and skill. They are not
beautifyl, siill less sublime. They want repose and dignity,
but they are full of animation and spirit. They are somewhut
exaggerated and redundant in their forms, like the pictures of
Rubens: bat they have the same vital energy.

In the same tribune—as if to give us the extreme points to
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which the genius of Bernini could rise and fall—is the most
glaring offence against good taste in all St. Peter’s; a fabric
of bronze, in which is enclosed the identical chair in which
St. Peter and his immediate successors officiated ; that is, we
are told to believe so. Four fathers of the Church hold up
the bfonze covering with their hands, but, in their attitude
and posit on, they resemble dancing-masters rather than saints
and theologians. Above, there is a pictorial representation of
“the Holy Ghost, a confused hubbub of clouds, gilding, rays,
and cherubs; the whole desan from top to bottom being
néthing less than detestable.

To those who speak the English tongue, the most interest-
ing of the monuments in St. Peter’s is that elected by Canova
to the last three of the Stuart family, James the Third, Charles
the Third, and Henry the Ninth, as they are designated in the
inscription. It is a marble structure, in form resembling a
truncated obelisk. The lower part represents the door of a
mausoleum, guarded on either side by winged figures identical
in design. The whole monument seems feeble and common-
place, but its interest is independent of its merits as a work of

t. ® Here repose the last of a memorable race—a family,
remarkable not for great virtues or great capacity, but for
great misfortunes. Dlisfortunes have their dignity and their
redeeming power.

¢ Sunt lacrymea rerum et mentem mortalia tangunt.”

No family &ver underwent a more righteous retribution, or
more distinctly sowed the harvest of sorrow which they reaped.
But here is the end of a great historical chapter : nothing now
remains but compassion. QOver the dust which here reposes,
neither puritan nor republican would cherish the remembrance
of crimes committed or wrongs endured. '

v

ASCENT TO THE DOME.

The visitor to St. Peter’s should not fail to asfend to the
dome: a long journey, but involving no danger and not &
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great amount of fatigue. From the church to the roof the
passage is by an inclined plane of pavement, with so gradual
an ascent that loaded mules pass up without difficulty. In
stepping out upon the roof, it is difficult to believe that we
are more than one handred and fifty feet from the ground, or
that so extensive an architectural surface could have been
reared in air by the patient labour of men’s hands. It rather
seems as if a Jittle village had been lifted up by some geolo-
gical convulsion. Here are yide spaces to walk about in,
houses for human habitation, a fountain playing, and all the
signs of life. The views are everywhere fine, and one can
fancy that the aiv is purer and the sky more blue than those
left below. The dome soars high above the eye, and a new
sense of its magnitude seizes upon the mind. The two cupolas
which flank the fagade are upwards of one hundred feet high,
and the five smaller ones which erown the chapel are of great
size; but here they seem like dwarfs clinging about a giant’s
knee. .

The dome of St.. Petery, as is well known, is double, and
between the outer and inner wall is a series of winding, pas-
sages and staircases, by which the ascent is made to the top.
The length of these passages and staircases, their number, and
the time it takes to traverse them, are a new revelation of the
size of this stupendous structure. We begin to comprehend
the genius and courage which planned and executed a work so
novel and so bold. From the galleries inside, the view of the
interior below is most striking. It looks as the €arth may
look from a balloon. The men moving upon the pavement
appear like that “small infantfy warred on by cranes,” and
even the baldacchino hardly swells beyond the dimensions of a
candelabrum. .

At the base of the ball a railing unseen from below enables
the visitor whose nerves are tolerably good to enjoy an ex-
tensive and beautiful prospect, embracing a region interesting
not merely *to the eye but to the mind: the cradle of that
mighty Roman race which here began its ever-widening circle

13
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of conquest and annexation. It comprises the Campagna, the
Tiber, the distant Mediterranean, the Apennines, the Alban
and Sabine hills, and the isolated bulk of Soracte. From no
one point on earth can the eye rest upon so many spots on
which the undying’ light of human interect lingers.

From this place the ascent is made to the interior of the
ball itself, into which most travellers climb, probably more for
the sake of saying that they have been there than anything
else. Though the ball looks like a mere point from below, it
is nearly eight feet in diameter, and the interior will hold a
dozen persons without inconvenience. Although I visited it
on a winter’s day, the atmosphere was extremely hot and un-
comfortable, from the effect of the sun’s rays upon the gilded
bronze. By means of an exterior ladder, it is possible to
climb to the foot of the cross; a feat which few landsmen
would have the nerve to undertake.

Enormous as is the mass of the dome, and high as it is
raised in the air, there have been for a long time no indications
of insecurity ; and it seems to besas firm as the hills them-
selves. But it is fearful to think of what an earthquake might
do; and in the voleanie soil of Italy earthquakes are not very
rare or very unlikely occurrences.*

GENERAL CHARACTER OF THE BUILDING.

Every gre‘at architectural structure bas its peculiar charac-
ter and poiver, which is independent of the particular parts
which compose it ; resembling the expression of a countenance,
or the air of a figure. Sonle buildings are gay, some are
grave, some are impressive, some are simple, some are affected.
St. Peter’s is so vast, and it contains so much, that it has no
one prominent characteristic. It cannot be defined by a single
epithet. It is among buildings what Shakespeare is among

* There is a story told of two Spanish monks having been .n the ball of
St. Peter’s in 1730 when a slight shock of earthquake was felt, and that one of
them was so affected with tervor that he died upon the spot.

4
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poets. Both are characterized by universality. In conse-
quence of the immense extent of the interior and the thickness
of the walls, the temperature is nearly the same during the
whole year. Thus, we always experience an agreeable change
in entering it. Inewinter, we leave behind the dampness and
the cold, and pass into a dry atmosphere of vernal softness,
which refreshes the frame and soothes the spirit. In summer,
we escape from the fiery heat and dazzling sunshine, and
breathe with a sensg of luxury, the cool airs which are stored
up in those capacious caverns. The windows of the church
are never opened. It has its own atmosphere, and needs no
supply from thesworld without. The most zealous professor
of ventilation would admit that there was no work for him to
do here. Our notions of a future life are never quite purged
of material grossness. 'We imagine our senses as passing with
us beyond the grave. 'When we dream of the climate of
heaven, we make it warmth without heat, and coolness without
cold, like that of St. Peter’s.

SUNDAY EVENING VESPERS,

My most delightful recollections of St. Peter’s are connected
with the Sunday evening vespers, which I never failed to at-
tend. They were performed in one of the side chapels, and
lasted about an hour. DMost of the time was taken up by the
singing of a choir of male voices to the ,accompziniment of an
organ. The music was of a peculiar kind, such ‘asvan hardly
be heard out of Rome; not sombre and monotonous like that
which we usually hear in Protéstant churches, nor yet resem-
bling those *brisk and giddy-paced airs,” sometimes introduced
to quicken the inexpressive drone of psalmody; but music
whichwas at once elaborate, expressive, and sacred ; weaving
solemn airs into a complicated tissue of harmony, such as
tasked both the voice and the mind to unwind. The voices
were not of the first class, but they were admirably trained,
and the performers sang with the unconscious ease with which
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common men talk. Without pretending to understand and in-
terpret all the language which music speaky to a trained ear,
I felt that the highest charm of music was there, and that the
strains were in unison with the scene and the day. Before
the close of the services, in the shortest “days of winter, the
shades of evening began to settle upon the church. The dis-
tant arches were shrouded with the grey veil of twilight. A
silence, deep, palpable, and overpowering, came down upon
the scene the moment the voicrs had ceased. The power of
such moments and such influences can be felt but not described.
‘What we see is blended with what we hope or what we mourn.
The gloom is peopled with airy shapes, and* visionary voices
are mingled with the sounds which die along the arches. As
forms grow dim and shadowy the shadows become substantial.
The imagination pieces out what the eye cannot complete.
The living and the lifeless change places. The kneeling monk
becomes a statue, and some wandering ray of light, falling
upon the fluttering drapery of a female saint, gives to the
marble a momentary touch of life.

CHRISTMAS IN ST. PETER’S.

The servicesin St. Peter's on Christmas Day, in 1847, were
attended by an immense concourse of people. Rome was at
that time thronged by strangers from all parts of the world,
and the zeal 22d interest of the native population were awakened
anew by the universal enthusiasm inspired by Pius IX., at
that time at the height of his short-lived popularity. It was
indeed rather idolatry than popularity; and the wild hopes
which he made to blossom in the susceptible hearts of his
people were such as neither the highest capacity nor the most
favourable opportunities could have ripened into fruit. ‘At an
early hour on that day I found the church already occupied
by a great crowd. A double row of soldiers stretched from
the entrance to the altar, around which the pope’s guards, in
their fantastic uniform, like the figures in a pack of cards, were

¢
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stationed ; and a number of ladies sat in a sort of box on either
side, dressed in black, their heads covered with veils. The
foreign ambassadors were in a place appropriated to them in
the tribune. Among the spectators were several in military
uniforms. A handséme young Englishma}l, in a rich hussar
dress of scarlet and gold, attracted much attention. In a re-
cess, above one of the great piers of the dome, a choir of male
singers was stationed, whose voices, without any instrumental
accompaniment, blegded in copplete harmony, and gave the
most perfect expression to that difficult and complicated music
which the Church of Rome has consecrated to the use of its
high festivals. We waited some time for the advent of the
pope, but both the eye and ear were content to wait. The
whole spectacle was one of animated interest and peculiar
beauty. The very defects of thegchurch—its gay, secular,
and somewhat theatrical character—svere, in this instance, em-
bellishments which enhanced the splendour of the scene. The
various uniforms, the rich dresses, the polished arms of the
soldiery, were in unison with the marble, the stucco, the bronze,
and the gilding. The impression left upon the mind was not
that of sacredness; that is, not upon & mind that had been
formed under Protestant and puritan influences; but rather of
a gorgeous ceremonial belonging to some ¢ gay religion, full
of pomp and gold.” But we travel to little purpose if we
carry with us the standard which is formed at home, and ex-
pect the religious sentiment to manifest itself at all times and
in all places in the same manner. The Scotch Cbvenanter
upon the hill-side, the New England Methodist at a camp-
meeting, worship God in spirit'and in truth; but shall we
presume to say that the Italian is g formalist and a hypocrite,
because his devotion requires the aid of music, painting, and
sculptuve, and without visible symbols goes out like a ﬂame
- without air?

In due season the pope appeared, seated in the * sedia ges-
tatoria,” a sort of capacious arm-chair, borne upon men’s
shoulders, flanked on either side by the enormous fan of white



182 CHRISTMAS IN ST. PETER’S. . - Chap. VIIL.

peacock feathers,” He was carried up the whele length of the
nave, distributing his blessing with a peculiar motion of tle
hand, on either side, upon the kneeling congregation. Tt
seemed by no means a comfortable mode of transportation, and
the expression of his countenance was that of a man ill at
ease, and sensible of the awkwardness and want of dignity of
his position. His dress was of white satin, richly embroidered
with gold ; a costume too gaudy for daylight, and by no means
so becoming as that of the cardinals, whose. flowing robes of
crimson and white produced the finest and nch&st effect. The
chamberlains of the pope, who attended on this occasion in
considerable numbers, wear the dress of England in the time
of Charles I., so well known in the portraits of Vandyke. It
looks better in pictures than in the life, and shews se much of
the person that it requiresan imposing figure to carry it off.
A commonplace man in such a costume looks like a, knavxsh
valet who has stolen his master’s clothes.

Iigh mass was said by. the pope in person, and the responses
were sung by the choir. He performed the service with an
air and manner expressive of true devetion, ang though I felt
that there was a chasm between me and the rite which I wit-
nessed, I followed his movements in the spirit of respect, angd
not of criticism. But one impressive and “overpowering mo-
ment will never be forgetten. When the tinkling of the bell
announced the elevation of the Host, the whole of the vast
assemblage knelt or bowed their faces. The pavement was
suddenly stréwn with prostrate forms. A silence like that of
death fell upon the church, as if some celestial visien had
passed before the living eyes, and hushed into stillness every
pulse of human fepiiug. After a pause of a few seconds,
during which every man could bave heard the beating of his
own heart, a band of wind instruments near the ‘entrance, of
whose presence I had not been aware, poured forth a few sweet
and solemn strains, which fleated up the nave and overflowed
the whole interior. The effect of this invisible music was be-
yond anything I have ever heard or ever expect to hear. The
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air seemed stirred with the trembling of angelic wiflgs; or as
if the gates of heaven had been opened, and a ¢ wandering
breath” from the songs of seraphs had been borne to the earth.
How fearfully and wonderfully are we made! A few sounds,
which, under ordinary circumstances, woull have been merely
a passing luxury to the ear, heard at this moment, and beneath
this dome, were like a purifying wave, which, for an instant,
swept over the soul, bearing away with it all the soil and
stains of earth, and leavmg it_pure as infancy. There was, it
is true, a refluent tide; and the world, displaced by the solemn
strain, came back with the echo; but though we “ cannot keep
the heights we gre competent to gain,” we are the better for
the too brief exaltation.

I noticed on this occasion another ﬁeculiarity of St. Peter’s,
There was an immense concourse of persons present, but there
was no impression of a crowd. The church was not thronged,
not even full : there still seemed room for a nation to come in.
In ordinary buildings, when they are filled to their utmost
capacity, the architecture disappears, and the mind and eye
are occupied only with the men and women. But St. Peter’s
can never be thus put down. Fill it full of human life, it
would still be something greater than them all. 1Men, how-
ever numerous they might be, would be but appendages to its
mountainous bulk. As the sky is more than the stars,and the
wooded valley more than the trees, so is St. Peter’s more than
any amount of humanity that can be gathered within its arms.®

‘ L

* The whole cost of the building of St, Peter’s, from the foundation by
Nicholas V. in 1450, to the completion Of the sacristy by Pius V1. in 1780, is
estimated to have been about forty-seven millions of dollars; a sum repre-
senting, however, two or three times that Jamount, in exch'mgenble value, at
the present moment. This does not include any of the monuments or works
of art. The wnnual expense of keeping the building in repair is about thirty
thousand dollars.
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CHAPTER IX.

The Vatican — The Cortile of the Belvedere — Nuovo Braccio — Musco Pio-
Clementino — Extent and Charncter of the Collections in Sculpture — Gal-
lery of Pictures — Frescoes of the Sistine Chapel — The Stanze of Raphael
— The Tapestries — The Loggie — The Library of the Vatican,

THE VATICAN.

THE palace of the Vatican bears the same.relation to other
palaces that the University of Oxford does to one of the
halls or colleges composing it. It is, indeed, not a palace,
but a congress of palaces. One of the stories with which
‘every traveller in Rome is amused is, that the Vatican with
its gagpdens, and St. Peter’s, occupy as much space as the city
of Turin; and, as it has never been contradicted, it is pro-
bably true. The Vatican comprises a papal palace, a library,
and a museum ; and is said to contain between four and five
thousand apartments.

As a museum of art, it is the first in the world. In sculp-
ture, it not only surpasses any other collection, but all other
collections put together. The whole of Europe could furnish
nothing to rival the Vatican. It also comprises the highest
triumphs of painting,in the frescoes of Raphael and Michael
Angelo. e who has seen the Vatican has seen the utmost
point reached by the human mind and hand in these two arts.
The world is no more likely to witness anything beyond what
is here visible, than to have a nobler epic than the Iliad, or a
greater dramatist than Shakespeare.

Such an assemblage of buildings is no proper subjsct of
architectural criticisnn  Built at different periods, by various
architects, and for many purposes, it has no unity of,plan and
no uniformity of character. But no building presents so many
fine®architectural pictures; for such they may indeed be

4



Chap.IX.  THE CORTILE OF THE BELVEDERE. 185
called, so wide are the spaces, so lofty the heights, so bound-
less the perspectives. Walking through the Vatican is like
walking about a city. We learn here how noble is the effect
produced by mere space. There isa perfect relation between
the Vatican and its tontents. The statues it contains amount
to several thousands, and in any smaller edifice they would be
crowded ; but here they have ample verge, and seem only
appropriate furniture and decoration to the galleries and
apartments in which they are placed.

The first few visits to the Vatican leave the mind of the
travéller, in a state of whirl and confusion, producing at last
entire exhaustion® He islike the shepherd in the Rambler who
asked to have the river Euphrates flgw through his grounds,
and was taken off his feet and borne away by the stream. He
naturally wishes to make a general survey of the whole, before
descending to study the several details. He walks with reso-
lute purpose right onward, hardly glancing at the innumgrable
objects of attraction around him, which are all postponed to a
more convenient season ; but long before the great circuit is
completed, his knees knock together with fatigue, and his
worn brain refuses to receive any new impressions. But time
and patience, which conquer all things, conquer the Vatican.
At each visit something is gained, and larger accessions made
to that great assemblage of objects which need riot be seen a
second time; until, at length, the field of observation is nar-
rowed to those few noble specimens which have come down to
us radiant with the accumulated admiration of Successive
generations—each sight of them revealing new beauties and
awakening fresh enthusiasm.

THE CORTILE OF THE BELVEDERE.

This is an octagonal space, surrounde@ by an open portic‘.o,
with a fountain playing in the centre, and four small cabinets
opening from it. These cabinets contain the most celebrated,
if not the finest statues in the whole collection. In ode is
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the Apollo Belvedere; in another, the Laocoon; in a third,
the Belvedere Antinous; and the fourth is appropriated to
three statues by Canova.

The Apollo Belvedere provokes criticism, because it appears
to defy it. It seems to me to bear the ,same relation to the
works of the school of Phidias that Euripides does to Sopho-
cles.- Beauty is beginning to be divorced from simplicity.
There is—shall I speak the word ?—a little of the fine gentle-
man about the Apollo; and in the expression there seems to
be a gleam of satisfaction reflected from the admiration which
his beauty awakens. There is not enough of the serene un-
consciousness of the immortal gods. The digdain and triumph
of the countenance are those of a mortal who had doubted
his aim, and was surplised at his success. And thén the
attitude, what does it mean? Does an archer ever hold up
his right arm after discharging the arrow ? The glory of the
statue is its airy movement. The chest seems to dilate, and
the figure to grow tall, before the spectator’s eyes. The
admirable lightness and elasticity of the form are, in a great
measure.lost in casts. There are, doubtless, finer statues in
the world than the Apollo—works proceeding from a deeper
vein of sentiment, and breathing a more simple grandeur—
but there are none more fascinating. In this statue, more
than in any other work in marble, we recognise the grace and
animation of a living form; a sympathetic charm which every
one can feel. The Apollo Belvedere, as compared with the
Theseus in the British Museum, perhaps the best work now
left to us of the best period of Grecian art, is like Dryden’s
Alexander’s Feast as compared with Milton’s Ode on the
Nativity. The latter is the praduction of the greater genius,
but nine readers out of ten will prefer the former.

The group of Laocoon and his sons, so justly denominated
by Michael Angelo, at the time of its discovery, the miracle
of art, “il portento dell’ arte,” is one of those produchons
which would have been pronounced 1mposn1ble had they never
beep executed. Tt stands upon the very line by which the

4
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art of sculpture is divided from poetry and painting, There
is no other work of Greek art, of high rank at least, which
resembles it. It has two elements peculiar to itself—violent
action and the expression of physical suffering : neither of
which, as a general rule, did the Greeks admit within the
legitimate provmce of plastic art. The subject, viewed by
itself, can never be pronounced proper for marble or canvas.
Imagine the group to be a father and his sons, who, in a
tropical forest, during their noonday repose, arme seized and
destroyed by two ®enormous Jerpents, and what is there but
shuddering horror and physical disgust? Thdre is no poetry,
and nothing that exalts the fear and suffering into tragic
grandeur. Suck®a work would be but little higher in the
scale of art than the well-known picture of the Anaconda
destroying a horse and his rider; a hideous image of brutal
force and animal pain, not much more worthy of being painted
than a butcher slaying an ox. But the Greek saw in tlis
group the record of an awful mythological event. The
serpents were not to him mere earth-born reptiles, but crea-
tures divinely commissioned to punish an impious mortal.
The form of Laocoon himself is invested with a dignity bor-
rowed from courageous daring and a terrible retribution.
He was of consequence enough in the eyes of the offended
god to be made the victim of a signal and conspicuous doom.
It is easy to see how entirely these ideas wust have modified
the impressions made by this extraordinary group, and how
the mere physical horror must have been swailloyed up in
-higher emotions.*

In execution—in the successfyl overcoming of mechamcal
and material difficulties—this group is beyond anything that
antiquity has transmitted to us. The history of its conception

hY
* Thée remarks may be also applied to many of the subjects which the
Italian painters have selected—such as The Massacfe of the Innocents, and the
various repulsive forms of martyrdom which they have represented. These
delineatious of physical pain are idealized in the eyes of the devout Catholic
by the faith which they sealed. The horror is lost in the xictory,
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in the mind of the artist, and of its embodiment in marble,
would be an extremely interesting chapter in the literature of
art. We must remember that the sculptor could not have had
the aid of any model in representing the convulsive agony and
terror of his figures, but must have relied_exclusively upon a
profound knowledge of anatomical development and a power-
ful imagination. The proportions are not correct; for the
sons, judged by their apparent age, are on a smaller scale
than the father : but this violation of proportion was common
among the ancient artists, delioerately adopted in order to
give prominene to the central figure in a group, or to in-
crease the dignity of the human form when brought into
proximity with animals. The surface of the marble is not
polished, but finished with the chisel merely, by which the
peculiar expression required in the flesh and muscles is

enhanced.

"There is something about the Laocoon which reminds one
of Bernini; or of Bernini as he would have been, had he been
born a Greek. Phidias would have pronounced such a sub-’
ject unsuitable for art, and given but faint praise to the adven-
turous skill which had wandered so far and brought back such
spoils. It would be interesting to know what other works
were produced by so daring a genuis and so skilful a hand ;
whether he ever pushed the tragic element further than in the
Laocoon, and never fell into extravagance and caricature.

The Belvedere Antinous is an exquisite image of blooming
youth. For soft and delicate beauty—beauty which, like that
of the vernal rose, the sunset cloud, and the breaking wave,
is suggestive of brief continuapce and early decay—this statue
has no superior, hardly an equagl. The busts and statues of
Antinous all have a certain expression of melancholy. Their
beauty seems ‘“too ripe for earth.” e feel that the next
step in the progress of change will be to impair what 1s now
so perfect. In this statue the softness of the limbs just stops
short of languid effeminacy. It is beauty not like that of the
Apollo, in actign, but in repose ; filled to the brim with sweet
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sensations; neither restless from desire, nor cloyed with
enjoyment,

In the fourth compartment are three statues by Canova;
the Perseus and the Two Boxers. The modest genius of the
artist is said to have been opposed to an’arrangement which
brought his works into such direct competition with the mas-
terpieces of antiquity. During the absence of the Apollo in
Paris, under the rule of Napoleon, the Perseus was placed on
its pedestal: an hgnour of which it was hardly worthy, as it
is rather a fine than a beautiful statue, and is deficient in senti-
ment and expression. The Two Boxers are carcfully exe-
cuted in anatomical details, but they are wanting in refine-
ment, This word is not misplaced even when applied to
such subjects as these. Nothing nore marks the superiority
of Greek sculptors than their treatment of such themes. A
Greek sculptor, in executing a statue of an athlete, would
have made him first a man, and secondly an athlete. The
human element would have been recognised, as well as the
professional. But in Cahova’s Boxers we see only an accu-
rate transcript of brute animal force. We applaud the exact-
ness of the imitation, but regret that such powers should, in
this age of the world, have been wasted upon such a subject,
and feel that sculpture is degraded when it stoops to represent
a brawny prize-fighter.

MUSEO CHIARAMONII.

Here are some seven hundred pieces of sculpture—all
worthy of examination, many of them curious, and some of
them of great merit. The bust of the young Augustus is one
of the most beautifiil things in Rome. It represents him about
sixtean or eighteen years old. The face is of delicate and
dreamy beauty. The brow is intellectual and thoughtful;
but the chief charm of the work is in the exquisite refinement
of the mouth. The maiden in the fairy tale, who spoke pearls
and diamonds, must have had such lips. It is the face of a
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poet, and not of a statesman. The expression is that of on¢
dwelling in a soft, ideal world. Tt looks as Virgil might have
looked when the genius of Latin poetry met him on the banks
of the Mincius, and threw her inspiring mantle over him.

NUOVO BRACCIO.

This noble hall is upwards of two hundred feet in length,
and admirably lighted from a roof supported by Corinthian
columns. It is impossible for works of seuipture to be better
disposed ; and, out of seventy-two busts and forty-three statues
which are here, there is hardly one which is rot excellent.

The Minerva Pudicitia is a statue of great merit. The
attitude is not easy, and 'the position of the feet hardly con-
sistent with the disposition of the figure; but the drapery is
admirable, and a marked expression of purity and delicacy
pervades the whole. There is also another statue of Minerva
here, called Minerva Medica, famous for its drapery and the
dignity of its look. The breadth uf the shoulders and the
narrowness of the hips give the form a masculine character.

A statue of Domitian exemplifies the ingenuity of the artist
in modifying the personal defects of his jmperial sitter. The
emperor was short and fat; but the sculptor has contrived to
give an air of lightness to the figure by the most elaborate
and deeply cut drapery ; showing a very patient and a very
skilful chisel.

Here is 4 sfatue of Demosthenes, one of the noblest works
of antiquity. The attitude is easy and dignified, the air of
the head noble and intellectual, and the drapery absolutely
perfect. With every visit this statue gains upon us., We
persuade ourselves that it is a likeness, and thus find it doubly
attractive. At any rate, it satisfies our imaginirllgs of the
great orator and statesman, and there is nothing he did ahd
spoke that is beyond the serene majesty of this marble image.

The colossal group of the Nile is one of the most striking
objects of this part of the museum. The principal figure is in

p) [ ]
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a reclining posture, and represents a man in the ripe autumn
of life, with a flowing beard and a grave expression; while
around him sixteen children are sporting in every possible
variety of attitude—some climbing on his knees, some clasp-
ing his neck, some nestling in his lap, same bestriding his
arms, and some playing with his feet. DMost of these little
creatures are restorations, but they are very cleverly execut
They seem to be really enjoying the fun ;*and the *fine old
gentleman ” with whom they are frolicking appears like an
indulgent grandpaph, surrendeting himself to a game of romps
with his grandchildren. The number, sixteen, is said to be in
allusion to the sixteen cubits at which the rise of the river
begins to irrigate’ the land.

MUSEO PIO-CLEMEXNTINO.

This is by far the most extensive collection in the Vatican.
Besides the Cortile of the Belvedere, already mentioned, it
comprises the Hall of Anithals, the Gallery of the Muses, the
Circular Iall, the Hall of the Greek Cross, the IIall of the
Biga, and the Grand Staircase. In point of architecture,
these are the most splendid portions of the whole Vatican;
and, the visitor knows not which most_to admire, the innu-
merable works of art which solicit his attention, or the
8pacious courts and thg noble apartments around, and in
which they are distributed. >

In a square vestibule at the entrance is the celebrated
torso of Hercules, known as well by the admiration of
Michael Angelo as by-its own merits. The great excellence
of a work crowned by the commepdation of so many great
hames must be taken on trust by those who do not see it for
themselves ; “but as some poetry seems written exclusively for
poets, so this colossal fragment addresses itself to the trained
eye of the artist. To represent with perfect accuracy the
swellings and hollows of a finely developed muscular frame—
to give to marble the peculiar roundness of flesh—and to create
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an image of heroic strength without the alloy of brutality,
and in so small a portion of tlte human body—is unquestion-
ably an effort of genius as well as skill ; and they who have
learned how hard the task is will give a generous tribute to
the result which they cannot imitate. The mere amateur,
who has never had a chisel in his hand, cannot appreciate an
excellence so purely technical, and will miss sentiment and
expression. I cortfess that I should hardly. have looked at
this torso a second time, had I not, with the mind’s eye, always
seen the shadowy brow of Michael Angelo bending over it
with studious and admiring glances.

In the same room with this torso is one of the most interest-
ing objects in Rome —the sarcophagus of gray stone found in
the tomb of the Scipios, ‘the shape of which is so well known by
the many copies which have been spread over the world. The
works of the republic are not numerous i Rome, and this
venerable monument attracts us as well by its antiquity as by
its association with the illustrious family whose name it bears.
Impressive as it is, it seemed out'qf place in this modern and
airy room, so richly lighted, and commanding so living a
landscape. It was an exotic torn from its native soil, Half
6_f its significance and meaning is lost by its being thrust
upon the eye in the broad glare of noon, and surrounded by
such different and exciting objects. How much better would
it have been, had it been left in the gloom and silence of the
vaulted niche for which it was prepared! IIow much more
impressive would the simple inscription have been, if we had
been compelled to spell it out, in sepilchral darkness, by the
flickering light of a torch!, Then all would have been in
harmony : the sombre walls of the tomb; the ashen gray of
the sarcophagus; the partial and struggling illumination ; the
heavy air, and the palpable silence.

The Hall of Animals is a fresh revelation of the résources
of Greek sculpture. Here is a motionless menagerie in
marble ; horses, dogs, -centaurs, crocodiles, wild boars, lions,
bulls, and serpents. In some cases, the colours of life are
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attempted in marbles of various hues; and.in others, the
material is wholly porphyry'or basalt. In many of these
specimens—especially of the nobler animals—the proportions
are not correct. They had not been studied with the accurate
eye of modern scienge. But the observation of the ancients,
as far as it went, was admirable ; and thus the general cha-
racter of each type is given with nice discrimination, Their
animals are always alive.

In the Gallery of Statues, so called, is one of the finest
works of antiquity the recumbent statue of Ariadne. The
attitude is easy, graceful, and refined; the limbs have the
languid flow of sleep; the head rests on the back of the left
hand, while the right arm is thrown over the head -and falls
down behind in any easy curve, Although the size is colossal,
the delicacy and grace of the female figure are not impaired.
But it is especially admirable for the drapery, which hangs in
the most natural folds, revealing the fine outline of the limbs
which it veils, but managed with great refinement. How
much superior to her bold-browed namesake at Frankfort, who
comes flaunting forth in the eye of day, like a Godiva shorn
alike of her modesty and her tresses!

This statue, the Demosthenes, and the Minerva Medica, in
the Nuovo Braccio, are worthy of peculiar attention to the
modern artist, as showing what may be done by a skilful
management of drapery. What call is there for this per-
petual reproduction of the nude? Why nersist in a path of
art in which the ancients can never be approached? With
them, undraped figures were significant and becoming. They
were in unison with all their ideas of life, education, and re-
ligion. But we have changed all this, With the Greeks, the
body was a fact ; with us it is a symbol. ‘The problem pre-
sented to the modern sculptor is so to deal with drapery as to
make it enhance the characteristic expression of a face or form,
In the solution of this the highest triumphs of his art will be
achieved. It is easy, comparatively, to make a naked Nymph
or Grace of a certain degree of excellence, All that is

voL. 1. - K
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wanted are good models and mechanical skill: but to deal
with drapery so that it shall reveal and not overlay the figure;
to make it expressive, and yet not so elaborate as to attract
attention to itself; to make it heroic, dignified, or graceful,
according to the character of the form which it shrouds—this
requires skill, invention, and delicate creative power—qualities,
in short, which distinguish the artist from the mechanie.

In this gallery are also two noble statues, both seated, and
having some general points of resemblance; one called by
the name of Posidippus, and the other by that of Menander.
They are evidently portrait statues, and are at once real and
ideal, patural and yet heroic. They are tn works in sculp-
ture, what the portraits of Titian are to works in painting ;
combining the dignity ahd permanent interest of history with
the truth of portraiture.

Whoever would seek for the luxury of architecture in its
highest perfection will find it in the Hall of the Greek Cross.
The finest materials are used to embellish the noblest propor-
tions. The architect has not scrupled to call to his aid the
sister art of paintimg, and all the best effects of colour are
produced by the variety of tints offered to the eye. A superb
doorway is flanked on either side by two colossal statues, in
the Egyptian style, of red granite. The pavement is com-
posed of rich parti-coloured mosaics. The compartments of
the roof are gilded or painted. Shafts of grey or red granite
are crowned by cnrnices and capitals’ of white tharble or
brornze. Statues, busts, vases, sarcophagi, and candelebra of
marble and porphyry, are distributed around the hall with
unerring taste. Everything'is rich, airy, and exhilarating.
The style is daring, but perfectly successful It would not
suit a northern latitude or a weeping climate, and seems to
demand blue skies, vivid sunshine, and a year of fiowers. On
éntering this hall upon a bright, warm day, the effect was that
of a joyous strain of music or a vernal landscape.

The prominent objects among the eontents of this hall are
two enormous sarcophagi of porphyry, covered with bas-refiefs
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of excellent workmanship. Considering the hardness of the
material,. it must have been a work of immense labour to
execute these reliefs, The material being of a rich red colour
and highly polished, the general effect, though they are monu-
mental structures, io cheerful, not to say gay, rather than
sombre or funereal. They are very happily placed, being in
}')el:fect uni§on with the character of the hall.

The Hall of the Biga is a circular chamber, in which is
Preserved a representation in white marble of an ancient biga,
or chariot, with two wheels. Very little of the original work
remains, but it has been restored with great taste and skill, and
forms a curious a~d interesting object. Such a vehicle must
always have been a more agreeable thing to look at than te
ride in. Indeed, a farmer’s cart of the rudest description is
probably a more comfortable mode of conveyance than the
stables of Augustus or Nero could furnish. The body of the
ancient carriages, without the intervention of anything like a
8pring;, rested upon a heavy axle, and the jolting and clatter-
ing must have been enouglf to drive a man of sensitive nerves
frantic in the course of a day’s journey. It is not to be won-
dered at that the litter, or sedan, was so generally resorted to as
a mode of conveyance by the rich and luxurious. The modern
carriage, gratifying as it does both the indolence and impa-
tience of man’s spir'it, is one of the finest results of the union
of invention, science, and experiment, applied to the arts of
convenience and utility—a department in which_the moderns
are far more superior to the ancients than the latter were to
the former in those which ministered to the sense of beauty.

EXTENT AND CHARACTER OF fHE COLLECTIONS IN
. SCULPTURE.

While travelling in Europe I chanced to fall in with one
of my countrymen who had a trunk full of miscellaneous
objects, accumulated as memorials of the various places he
had visited. ¥e had heen in Constantinople when the Church

K 2
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of St. Sophia was undergoing repairs, in the course of which
some of its mosiacs were destroyed ; and he had brought
away a handful or two of the fragments. I mention this
simply as an illustration. In looking over what I have written
of the museum of the Vatican, it seems to me to convey about
as just an impression of its treasures of art as these bits of
coloured and gilded porcelain of the venerable mosaics of
. o . Ll .t
St. Sophia. But in a collection in which the separate objects
are numbered by thousands, there must be a prineiple of
selection. DMany things must be forgotten, in order that a
few may be remembered. The taste and temperament of the
visitor will lead him into certain paths of nbservation rather
than’ others. o

When we consider that this immense collection is but a
waif saved from the wreck of Rome — fragments, only,
snatched from the relentless powers of time and war, the con-
suming grasp of fire, and every form of pillage and rapacity
—what an impression does it give us of the treasures of
sculpture which were accumulated’'in Rome in the days of the
empire! Rome was for many generations the capital of the
world. It was to the rest of the earth what Paris now is to
France. Talent of all kinds was attracted to this central
heart ; and every aspiring artist felt that his reputation was
provincial until it had received the imperial stamp of Rome.
Here, too, flowed the wealth of the world ; and the immense
revenues of the pxtricians were expended in the luxuries, of
architectre and horticulture, in sculpture and painting. The
gold which had been wrung from the African, the Gaul, or
the Briton, stimulated the'chisel of the artist whose early
taste had been formed by the frieze of the Parthenon.

By whatever hands the works in the Vatican may have
been wrought, the spirit of the collection is Gréek. Indeed,
until the time of Michael Angelo all sculpture was essentially
Greek. In art,the Romans had no Lucretius and no Juvenal.
‘We see various degrees of merit, but the merit is all of one
class. Other things being equal, he who is most familiar with
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Greek literature is best prepared to profit by a visit to the
galleries of the Vatican. The books and the statues illustrate
each other. Greek literature is sculpturesque. ‘Their poetry
and their sculpture were alike rooted in the national heart,
and drew from the same soil the same element of vital power.

GALLERY OF PICTURES.

The oil *pictures in the Vatican are not more than fifty in

number; and although we can hardly assent to the remark
in Murray’s Guide Book, that®*it has more real treasures of
art than any other collection in the world,” it has unques-
tionably many works of the greatest merit and of peculiar
interest.
. Foremost among them, and placed by general consent at
the head of all the oil-paintings in the world, is the Trans-
figuration, by Raphael. As is well known, it was the last
work of the artist, and not entirely completed at the time of
his death. No one will vénture to approach such a picture in
the spirit of criticism ; ayd this not only from deference to
the consenting judgments of more than three hundred years,
but on account of the touching interest thrown over it from
the fact that these were the last lines traced by that immortal
hand. Vasari describes with simplicity and feeling the scene
which took place at his funeral-—when this picture, with the
colours yet wet upon the canvas, was hung upon the wall over
his lifeless remains—and how his friends broke into tears and
lamentations when they contrasted those forniy of Jbreathing
life with the silent lips and motionless hands beneath. Many
will recall the graceful lines in.which Rogers has commemo-
rated this incident in his ¢ Italy,” and the exquisite sketch by
Turner which accompanies thenf, This sketch had been
familiar to me long before I saw the original, and I never
looked upon the picture without filling out, in the mind’s eye,
the design which I bore in my memory, and seeing below it
a shadowy bier, a lifeless and graceful form covered with a
painter’s cloak, and troops of kneeling and weeping friends.
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The pxcture has been criticised for its twofold action, which,
it is said, makes of it, in reality, two pictures instead of one.
But the subject necessanly involves two elements, the divine
and the human, in,order.to give it completeness. The spec-
tacle of the transfiguration would have been no more than a
splendid vision, but for the connection thus established between
the Saviour’s glorified state and the sufferings of humanity,
.which were in him to find healing and relief. The contrasts
afforded by. such a subject—calling forth the two principles of
worship and sympathy—were peculiarly suited to Raphael’s
genius, which was reverential, tender, and $ensitive ; and it is
evident that he never threw more of his own individuality into
any of his works than into this, and that no one is on the
whole more characteristic.

The lower part of the picture is full of ammatlon and ex-
pression, without any taint of bustle or caricature. In point
of drawing, grouping, and dramatic power, in clearness of pur-
pose and distinctness of self-interpretation, it is of the highest
excellence. The heads of the apostles have a general air of
dignity, and yet are stamped with the traits of individual
character. The kneeling female in attendance upon the de-
moniac boy is a figure full of grace and feeling; and the
natural contrast between her self-possession and the violent
action of the demoniac is one of those fine dramatic points
which Raphael makes with so much taste and skill, and with
such temperance of touch, always stopping short of extrava-
gance and e\asgemuon The difference in the expression of
the two females also distinguishes, with admirable discrimina-
tion, the relations of mother, and sister. The attitude and
countenance of the latter are glowing with an earnest appeal
to the apostles in behalf of her afflicted charge, mingled with
indignant contempt at their inability to relieve him; but the
former is wholly absorbed by maternal suffering and sympathy,
which leave no room in her heart for anger or remonstrance.
In' the upper part of the picture, the figure and head of the
Saviour, in point -of colouring, drawing, and expression, are
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among the very highest achievements of the art of painting.
The dignity and serenity with which the form reposes on the
air are a distinct expression of Divine power ; and the light
with which it is penetrated is also celestial, A painter like
Correggio, a great Imaster of light and ghade, would +have
been tempted to maKe this element too prominent, and thus
have impaired the sentiment of the picture by a sort of
theatrical contrast, involving wonders of technical skill. DBut
Raphael’s unerring judgment is here detected in making the
figure luminous, bat not overpoweringly so; and thus the
sentiment and expression are not made subordinate to a trick’
of eonlouring.

The kneeling Yigures at the extremity of the mountain, -
which are supposed to be portraits of ghe father and uncle of
Cardinal de’ Medici, by whom the picture was commissioned,
are a blot in this magnificent work; and can only be excused
by the custom of the times, and the'deference which an artist
naturally pays to the wishes of a powerful patron,

In the same room hangs another work by Raphael, the
Madonna di Foligno, which is also an illustration of his
power of blending things celestial and things terrestrial in
such a way as to disarm criticism by the reconciling power
of genius. Below are St. Jerome, St. Francis, St. John, and,
with them, Sigismondo Conti, by whom the painting was
commissioned. The latter is an admirable portrait; and the
figures of the saints, especially the kneeling St. Francis, are
most characteristic and expressive. The Motker and Child,
throned on clouds in the upper part of the picturé, towards

"whom the countenances of the saints are turned, and the lovely
child-angel who stands in the centre of the foreground, with a
tablet in his hand, are painted asaRaphael only could paint.
"This pictur~ combines three great excellences ; beauty of com-
position, delicacy of sentiment, and powerful expression of
character.,

Opposite to the Transfiguration hangs the Communion of
St. Jerome, by Domenichino; a picture which is sometimes
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ranked as next in merit to the Transfiguration, of all the
pictures in the world. Any attempt to classify paintings in
this way, ranking them as first, second, and third, is nothing
less than absurd. , No two parsons will agree in such an esti-
matey and there is no common standard to appeal to for a
decision between conflicting judgments. Such scales of ex-
cellence are usually first propounded by some presumptuous
critic, and then echoed and repeated merely on the strength
of his name, without reflection or hesitation. Disputes about
the comparative merit of pictures are like: disputes about the
taste of wines, or the flavour of fruits. Certain distinctions
are universally recognised, but individual preferences, from
simple variety of temperament, are capriciously entertained,
and often rest upon no other reason than that they are felt.
This picture by Domenichino is a remarkable instance of
what may be accomplished without great natural genius; for
this excellent painter was not born to that inheritance. I
have always regarded the harsh language in which the author
of the “Modern Painters” speaks of Domenichino as very
unjust, and as showing an eccentricity of taste (to say the
least) beyond anything else contained in that daring and
suggestive book. Ruskin sets so high value upon imagina-
tion in art, that he is not fair to unimaginative artists; and
of all eminent painters Domenichino is, perhaps, the least
imaginative.  Conscientious, laborious, self-distrustful, of
simple and retired tastes and mild temper, he made himself a
painter by study, Dbservation, and experiment. The fire of
genius never burns along his lines ; but skill, taste, correct-
ness, judgment, and decorum always wait upon his pencil.
The Communion of St. Jerome is not an ideal work. Itis
remarkable, more than any‘hing else, for its truth and power-
ful reality. The emaciated form of the dying Saint is painted
with a painful fidelity to nature. Everything is accurately
delineated —costume, attitude, expression, and drapery. The
unity of the subject is carefully preserved, and all the acces-
sories are made subordinate to the simplicity of the main
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action. The composition is careful and natural, and the
colouring rich and true. Tt is not a picture which moves us
deeply by its pathos, or charms us by visions of celestial
beauty ; but we pay it a tribute of admiration which is in-
creased by successive visits. We feel it to be the work of a
truly conscientious artist who did nothing carelessly, and, by
his thoroughness and fidelity, accomplished all that can be
accomplished in art without genius and invention.

In the same room with these three pictures are two others
ascribed to Rapha8l, and, perRaps, in part executed by him;
both representing the Coronation of the Virgin. They are
remarkable for dehcacy of sentiment and purity of feeling
but in point of execution their merit is not conspzcuous
enough to bear the nvalry of the great works which are near
them.

There are three other rooms devoted to oil paintings, and
among the artists are some great names—Titian, Correggio,
Perugino, Fra Angelico; but the attractions of the Vatican
in sculpture and fresco painting are so manifold and so
absorbing, that I never found the time or the will to give to the
contents of these three rooms anything more than that cursory
examination which stamps no lasting images on the memory.
Indeed, it always seemed to me that this collection of oil
paintings was not happily placed for the full appreciation of
its claims, There is already too much in the Vatican; and
before we can reach the gallery, unless we are led blindfolded,
like the bearers of a flag of truce through the Iiues of a hostile
army, the fine edge of attention is dulled by the variety of
objects which have been presented to it. Such pictures are
fairly entitled to be seen and examined without the rivalry
and disturbing influence of such various and powerful attrac-
tions.

FRESCOES OF THE SISTINE CHAPEL.

The religious character of this chapel, in the view of Pro-
testants at least, is quite lost in the admiration awakened for
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that immortal artist who has left here such wonderful monu-
ments of his genius. It seems really dedicated to Michael
Angelo, and he is the presiding divinity of the place. The
popes who employed him here for so many years could hardly
have anticipated such a result. That was not an age of hero-
worship, and art yet continued to draw its life-blood from the
spirit of religion. '

The end of the chapel opposite the entrance, and over the
altar, is occupied by the great fresco of' the Last Judgment,
filling a space sixty feet high aad thirty b.oad. The colours
have been much impaired by the lapse of time, by dampness,
and by the smoke of candles and incense; but the drawing,
design, and expression remain, and are likely to be preserved
and transmitted by engravings and copies, whatever be the
fate of the original. The first impression which this work
makes upon the mind is more overpowering than anything
which painting has ever accomplished. In this respect it is
like the dome of St. Peter’s in architecture. ‘I have seen
Michael Angelo,” said a French sculptor, ¢ and he is terrible.”
He is indeed terrible here, and the power which he has put
forth is something superhuman. The predominance of this
element of power suggests an obvious criticism upon the gene-
ral character of the work. Tt istoo hard, too steru, too severe,
too pitiless. The attention is naturally first turned to the prin-
cipal figure, that of the Saviour, and in what character does
he appear? Not in that of the Consoler, the Redeemer, the
Reconciler, by in"that of the Judge; and not merely so,
but an iron-hearted, almost a vindictive, judge; a Minos or a
Rhadamanthus, rather than Jesus of Nazareth. His arm is
lifted as if to strikeca blow. The figure, too, is brawny and
coarse; and the attitude, which is neither sitting nor standing
upright, wants both dignity and grace. On the other hand,
the Virgin, who stands next to him, is a figure highly ex-
pressive of tenderness, sympathy, and compassion, and is
admirably drawn.

Another objection to this great work is the want of unity.

4
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The Saviour does not form the central point of interest around
which all others are grouped. There is no convergence
towards him. The greater part of the personages seem to be
unconscious of his presence. The composition is broken up
into detached masses, like the scattered squadrons of a de-
feated and disordered army.

As is well known, strong objections were urged against this
fresco, even before it was completed, on account of the nudity
of so many of the figures; and these objections must ever
remain unanswerfd and- unsgmswerable. Michael Angelo’s
reply to Paul IV, that if he would reform the morals of the
world the picture would be reformed of itself, does not meet the
difficulty ; for no one ever dreamed that any line of his pencil
could minister to an evil impulse ; but the question is one of
decorum and propriety, and not of right and wrong. The
sight of so many undraped forms gives to the whole scene a
certain coarse and animal expression, wholly at variance with
our conceptions of its solemn and spiritual character. We
are reminded of a school of gladiators in training, rather than ’
of an assemblage of the just and unjust, summoned to receive
sentence according to deeds done in the body.

The lower part of the compasition, in which the sufferings
of the condemned are delineated, is that in which we find the
least to object to; for there the tremendous power which is
stamped upon the whole work finds its appropriate sphere and
legitimate expression. Forms and faces more trembling and
convulsed with despair were never embodidd &2 conceived. It
makes the heart sick to look upon them. No touch of pity
hung upon the artist’s hand.  The justice of God and the
sinfulness of sin were the only thoughts® that his mind would
admit. In the upper part, where saints, patriarchs, and
martyrs are ranged upon the right hand and left of the
Saviolir, we miss the “light from heaven.,” Depth and ten-
derness of feeling, the purity of celestial love, the serene
triumph of faith, the soft calm of inward peace, do not shed
their gentle influences upon the scene. e look in vain for
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the rapt brows of Angelico, the ideal heads and finely-flowing
draperies of Raphael, the worn but ecstatic forms of Cigoli,
and those cherub faces of Correggio which beam like embodied
smiles.

In looking at this fresco of the Last Judgment, no one can
fail to observe how strongly Michael Angelo’s mind was
imbued with the spirit of Dante, and especially with the de-
seriptions in the ‘Inferno” We see in both the overlaying
of the spiritual by the material. 1In the time of the poet, as
well as the painter, Christianity “vas invested with the terrors
of the old dispensation, and yet darkened with the shadows of
Paganism. Charon’s boat was not deemed an incongruous
element, and the fancy was allowed to run riot in all sorts of
physical horrors in delinesting the punishments of the guilty.

It is somewhat to be regretted that Michael Angelo should
have devoted so many years of his life to a subject of this
class, which must lose its expression and significance as reli-
gious ideas grow more and more spiritual. A pictorial repre-
sentation of the Last Judgment degrades a mental conception
into a visible scene. 'When we bring to the aid of art the
analogies drawn from earthly courts of justice ; when we ex-
press immortal power by mortal frowns and gestures; when
we spread over the canvas a world of muscular and struggling
limbs, with exulting fiends and angels blowing trumpets with
distended cheeks, we may have done something for painting,
but, “certainly, nothing for religion or spiritual elevation.
Granting, for a’moment, that the judgment to be passed upon
all deeds done in the body may assume the character of a
visible and contemporaneous transaction; it is only dwarfed
and debased by the efforts of art to embody it. What canvas,
what wall, can reproduce the ideas of boundless space, count-
less numbers, dazzling light, and inconceivable motion, which
dart into the mind when we open it to such visions? 'Such
paintings were conceived and executed in the spirit of rever-
ence ; and we fee] that faith and fear trace the lines and lay
on the colours; but it is an unenlightened reverence, which
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is caught in the letter which killeth, and does not soar to the
spirit which maketh alive.

We appreciate the greatness of this fresco when we forget
its subject. It isa work painted for artists ; and the greater artist -
a man is, the more will he appreciate the difficulties which
have been overcome and the excellences which have been
reached. As a study of the human figure, nothing in pictorial
art approaches it ; and all the capacities of drawing are abso-
lutely exhausted in it. Every line is expressive, and not a
movement of the flencil has been wasted. The young artist
cannot copy from it a hand or a foot without gaining some-
thing in art,

If we look upon the fresco of the Last Judgment with
doubt and misgiving, we are conscjous of no such feelings
when we turn away from it and raise our eyes to the ceiling.
Here nothing is called forth but wonder, admiration, and de-
light. ¥ere the genius of Michael Angelo, always grand, is
seen in its most engaging aspect, its sternness softened, and its
power tempered by gentle; influences.

The ceiling of the Sjstine Chapel is flat in the centre and
curved at the sides. The flat central portion is occupied by
four large and five small subjects, from the events com-
memorated in the Old Testament between the Creation and
the Deluge. The curved portion of the ceiling is divided into
triangular compartments, in which are twelve sitting figures,
seven being prophets, and five sibyls, placed alternately. 1In
the recesses between these figures, and in the-arches over the
windows, are groups of the ancestors of the Virgin. "These are
all connected together by a paipted architectural framework,
so that each figure is enclosed in a setting of its own, giving
it support, distinctness, and relief, and at the same time linking
it with the rest of the composition. To this architectural
framework are appended a great variety of figures, mostly
youthful or infantile, in every possible attitude which em-
bellish and give an air of life to it, as the flowers of a creep-
ing vine to the support around which it twines. In the
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angles of the ceiling are representations of four events in the
hxstory of the Jews, which have a typical relatxon to the
mission of the Redeemer.

This combination of subjects is not fanciful or arbitrary,
but is founded upen the religious impressions of the artist’s
age, sanctioned by the traditions and authority of the Church.
The pictorial decorations of the Sistine Chapel were intended
to present a visible history of the ways of God to man; be-
ginning with the Creation, and ending with the ndvent of the
Redeemer and the revelation of Christiaraty, As the com-
mencement of this series, it was the purpose of Michael
Angelo to paint on the wall, opposite the Last'Judgment, a
representation of the fall of Lucifer~the-.lagter forming the
initial chapter in the history of humanity, from its connexion
with the fall of man, and the former its final close—but this
intention was never carried into effect. YWhen he began his
labours on the ceiling of the chapel, the upper part of the
walls, between the windows, was already occupied by a series
of frescoes, twelve in number, six on either side, representing
passages in the life of Moses and of Christ, the purpose of
which was to bring the old Law into relation and contrast with
the new. The lower part of the walls, now painted with
representations of hangings, was intended to be occupied with
the tapestries executed from the cartoons of Raphael. The
sibyls are interspersed with the prophets, from the fact that
they were supposed to have predicted the birth of the Saviour ;
and in this view, tiiey were at an early period clothed by the
Church with a sort of sacred authority ; and that this impres-
sion might be confirmed, interpolations are understood to have
been made in the received collections of their writings. These
explanations of the decorations of the Sistine Chapel, for
which I am mainly indebted to Kugler’s Handbook of Italian
Painting and the notes of the English editor, are necessary to
a full comprehension of their purpose and spirit. The paint-
ings were symbolical as well as actual. They were founded
upon recognised ideas; spoke an intelligible language; and
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communicated religious notions by powerful impressions made
upon the senses. Art was secondary to religion; and this is
the secret of its power and vitality. In an age when few
could read, it was proposed to paint to the eye the great events
recorded in the Scriptures, and print a Bible in forms and
colours. The charire of feeling which has taken place in the
course of three centuries, by which religious reverence has
been lowered into artistic admiration, and the homage has
been diverted from that which inspired the genius of the artist
to the genius itsel(j has been kefore adverted to. Will the line
of progress ever turn round and move in an opposite direc-
tion? And-will men once more come into the Sistine Chapel
and look upop fts frescoes in that mood in which they were
viewed by those"who first beheld them, and make their shapes
of beauty and grandeur the steps of a ladder on which the soul
may rise to a nearer and clearer contemplation of God ?

Looking at these works merely in a critical point of view,
it is not possible to'give them too high praise. There is
hardly any excellence of which the art of painting is capable
which may not be found fere in the highest perfection: draw-
ing, composition, expression, dignity of sentiment, depth of
feeling, and grace of movement. The Creation of Adam is a
miracle of art, and the recumbent figure of Adam waked into
sudden life by the touch of the Almighty’s hand could never
have been painted by any other hand than that of Michael
Angelo. For power of drawing, it is probably the bighest
achievement of the pencil. The figure o Eve, in the com-
partment representing her creation, is full of a beduty which
is persuasive, but not voluptuous; dignified, but not austere;
such as befits the mother of ‘mankind. The prophets and
sibyls are all adimirable. The ipspiration common to them
all is expressed with unbounded fertility of invention; and
the {urms, attitudes, and draperies are in the highest degree
noble and characteristic. Some of the sibyls are youthful,
and some are aged; but they all burn with the fire of pro-
phecy, which in some takes the form of an impassioned flame,
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and in others that of a fervid glow. Of the prophets a
similar remark may be made. They are all noble figures,
with intellectual heads stamped with the grandeur of super-
natural knowledge ; but no one is ‘copied from or suggested
by another. The element common to all is found in combina-
tion with passion, with contemplation, with melancholy, and
with dignity. ) .

So far we see Michael Angelo’s genius moving jn its natural
and legitimate path of power and sublimity, without extrava-
gance or exaggeration, guided" by taste and controlled by
judgment. But when we turn to the domestic groups between
the prophets and the sibyls and in-the arches over the windows,
and especially to the various infantile figures which support
and adorn the architectural portions of the design, we see that
softer and gentler aspect which it so rarely assumed, that but
for these very compositions we should hardly have supposed
him capable of putting it on. Here he is tender, airy, and
sportive. The Graces wait upon his pencil, and he condescends
to lay his invincible locks upon the lap of beauty.

The ceiling of the Sistine Chapel was finished in the year
1512, Michael Angelo being then thirty-eight years old. The
fresco of the Last Judgment was completed in 1541, when he

- was sixty-seven. The difference between the two works—the

unrelieved sternness in the latter; the severity unmitigated
by any gleams of tenderness or compassion; the unsmiling
terror which frowns upon us from every part of the composi-
tion—may have béen in some measure the result of that
change in temper and character which age so frequently
brings with it. The life of Michael Angelo was shaped by
the spirit of sculpture. It was cold, stern, self-withdrawn,
self-dependent, and lofty. *Ie was too proud to conciliate,
and yet too irritable to be silent.- Ilis relations with the
various popes who filled the chair of St. Peter during his
time gave him ample opportunities of observing the weak-
nesses and infirmities of humanity. They brought him into
contact with that brood of venal aspirants that crawl about
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the anti-chambers of greatness, full of ravenous wants and de-
void of honour and truth. Itis not unlikely that in the in-
terval between the two works a sense of the baser elements of
humanity may have sunk deep into his heart; that the iron
of envy, selfishness, and ingratitude, may have been driven
into his soul; and that he may have felt a stern satisfaction
in painting these terrible scenes of judgment and retribution,
with all the energy that wounded sensibility and just indig-
nation could supply. ‘We may trace a similar change in the
mind of Shakespeate between the Midsummer Night’s Dream
and Timon of Athens; and in that of Milton between the
morning freshnesg of Comus and the twilight gloom of Samson
Agonistes. The temperament of genius is ever prone to ex-
aggeration, and rarely succeeds in weighing in an impartial
balance the good and the evil that are blended in the nature
and life of man.

THE STANZE OF RAPHAEL.

In these Stanze we have the imperishable monuments of a
gentler and finer, though not a greater genius. The frescoes
here contained were the chief occupation of Raphael during
the Jast ten or twelve years of his life. To these he dedicated
the maturity of his powers and the ripened fulness of his
mind. Whatever he had learned by practice, by observation,
by a study of nature and the works of others, by a perception
of his own defects, and by the rapid development of his
genius, is here stamped in immortal lines and"“colour‘s. These
frescoes form the perfection of painting. It has soared to no
loftier heights, and gained no mypre brilliant or enduring vie-
tories. The interval between the hard outlines, stiff attitudes,
and somewhat languid beauty of Raphael’s earliest works, and
the ease, frezdom, breadth, fulness, and variety of these frescoes,
is umazmg, and shows tha.t his industry and self-vigilance must
have been equal to his genius, '

These frescoes are so well known from engravings and de-
seriptions, that any detailed account of them would be,super-
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fluous to those who are interested in art, and wearisome o
those who are not.

The School of Athens, and the Scourging of Heliodorus,
not only represent the culminating point of Raphael’s genius,
but they are the highest triumphs which painting has achieved
or is likely to achieve. In Michael Angelo we recognise
more vigorous drawing ; in Titian a richer tone of colour; in
Correggio more magical effects of light and shade; but in
these frescoes, while none of the above excellences are want-
ing, we find the highest attributes of painting in their utmost
perfection—invention, composition, sentiment, and expression.
They are the most intellectual of paintings; speaking the
least to the senses, and the most to the mind. The School of
Acthens is marked by diguity and grandeur. Of the fifty-two
figures which compose it, no one seems to be in another’s way,
and no one appears in a studied attitude. The charm of
animation is blended with the charm of repose. Inthe perfect
art of the composition nothing artificial is left to offend, The
Scourging of Heliodorus is full of energy, power, and move-
ment. The horse and his rider are irresistible, and the
scourging youths terrible as embodied lightning: mortal
weapons and mortal muscles are powerless as infancy before
such supernatural energies. Like flax before the lame—like
leaves before the storm—the strong man and his attendants
are consumed and borne away. These two works of Raphael,
had all the rest perished, would have vindicated his claim to
the title of priicé of painters. It may, indeed, well be
doubted whether he would ever have surpassed these works,
had he lived longer. His rapid progress and early maturity
in art seemed to necessitate a brief career. So exquisite an
organization must have felt, before its time, the touch of
natural decay. If life be estimated by what is dore, suffered,
and felt, neither Raphael, Mozart, Burns, nor Byron, can be
said to have died young, though no one of them lived to see
his thirty-eighth birthday.

In the Parnassus—so called from its being a representation
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of the mountain of that name, with Apollo, the Nine Muses,
and a company of the Greek, Latin, and Italian poets—the
central figure, Apollo, is playing upon a violin; a eurious
circumstance, as showing the different associations connected
in those days with that instrument, from thpse awakened by it
at the present time. It is not uncommon in Italy to see
angels, in pictures, playing upon violins, but an artist wounld
now as soon think of painting an angel with an umbrella in
his hand. THow does it happen that an instrument of such
capacity, with such boundlecs variety of expression, upon
which such triumphs of execution have been won, should
have become linked to such degrading, or, at least, prosaic
associations ?

In the Miracle of Bolsena, Raphagl appears as the rival of
Titian, and glows with the rich colouring of the Venetian
school. In the Deliverance of St. Peter he has achieved
those triumphs of light and shade which shed their fascina-
tions over the canvas of Correggio. In the Incendio del
Borgo there is a single figure—the naked youth escaping
from the fire by a wall, and sustaining his whole weight by
his hands—which, for powerful drawing and anatomical know-
ledge, is worthy of Michael Angelo.

In these frescoes therg are two or three variations of, essen-
tially, the same female figure. We see it in the kneeling
woman in front of the pope, in the Scourging of Heliodorus ;
in the two women carrying water, in the Incendio del Borgo;
in the female who stands with her back to ‘tie spectator, on
the left hand of Apollo, in the Parnassus. The same type of
form appears in many of his works, and is the nearest ap-
proach to mannerism which we can find in this most inventive
of painters, Tt is to be seen in the female who has charge
of the demoniac in the Transfiguration, and in the woman
leading® a child in the cartoon of the Healing of the Lame
Man. The character of all these figures cannot be better
expressed than by the hackneyed word repose. They show
how largely Raphael had profited by the study of Greek art.
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The turn of the head, the braided “hair, the serenity of the
attitudes, and the broad folds of the draperies, have the purity
and tranquillity of sculpture; while, at the same time, they
are instinct with the life and the animation of painting.

In the Hall of Constantine, so called, is an enormous fresco,
designed by Raphael and executed by Giulio Romano, repre-
senting the fight between Constantine and DBlaxentius, at the
Ponte Molle, near Rome. This is the only work of Raphael’s
which I should not be glad to see again; though it is a pic-
ture wonderful for the skill with which it-is so treated as to
present the highest animation and rapidity of movement,
without the least confusion in the details.” But if regard to
battle-pieces, the Peace Society is in the right. A battle, as
described by Homer or Seott, has succession and continuity of
interest ; and the work is crowned by victory or defeat. But
a painter can take but one moment. There stand for ever
fixed the uplifted hand, the inflamed countenance, the dying
youth, the weeping father. It is a stereotyped page of horror
and struggle. Passions, as fleeting as they are fierce, are
arrested and made permanent. . So, too, the judgment to be
passed upon war depends upon its motives and its objects, It
may be a stern necessity or an imperative duty. But the
painter cannot put upon his canvas that moral element which
threw its light upon the brows of those who fought at Mara-
thon and Bunker Hill. He has nothing but the eye to speak
to. The death of Leonidas, and a fight between smugglers
and revenue ofiiters, can differ only in costume and scenery.

THE TAPESTRIES,

These hang upon the walls of a gallery adjoining the Stanze.
The colours are faded, and the fabric shows in many ways the
injuries of time and of the various casualties to which they
have been exposed. A passing glance is the only tribute
which most travellers offer them. But among them are some
of Raphael’s finest designs. Seven of the cartoons from which
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these tapestries were wrought are at Hampton Court, in Eng-
land; and from them any engravings which have been made
from them are among the most generally known of all the
artist’s compositions. Deriving no attractions from colouring,
aud but little from light and shade, they address the mind solely
through the medium of form, and are the least sensuous and
must intellectual efforts of the art of painting. They are to
the frescoes what the style of Aristotle is to that of Plato.
There is nothing here to fix a wandering eye, or to gratify a
superficial sense of beauty. They are tributes to that ideal
and celestial loveliness which borrows nothing from mortal
colours or the glow of earthly passions; and he whose soul
has been steeped in the languid delights of meretricious art
can no more feel their elevated charficter than a selfish volup-
tuary can comprehend the language in which Dante speaks of
Beatrice, or be touched by the depth and tenderness of Burns’s
¢ Mary in Heaven.’

THE LOGGIE.

The Loggie are galleries running round three sides of an
open court of the palace of the Vatican. They are upon
three stories; and the gallery on one side of the second story,
which has been for many years closed with glass, is decorated
with paintings executed from Raphael’s designs and under his
directions. The roof of this gallery is divided into thirteen
cupolas, each of which contains four frescoes from subjects
taken from the Old Testament. The whole series is thus
fifty-two in number, and. is popularly known by the name of
‘ Raphael’s Bible.” As they were the work of his pupils,
they are of various merit in point of execution ; but the genius
of the great master is always perceptible. The several sub-
Jects are invariably treated in an appropriate manner. The
simplicity of the patriarchal times is carefully preserved, but
there is nowhere to be seen the slightest intrusion of coarse-
ness or irreverence. We see the same purity of design, the
same flowing breadth of drapery, the same ease of movement,
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and the same expressive character of head and face, visible
alike through the various degrees of merit in point of exe-
cution, and the defacing influences of time and neglect. -

The side wall and the pilasters between the windows are
covered with ambiasque ornaments, in.vhich fruit, flowers,
animals, and vines are blended in innumerable airy and grace-
ful combinations. With these are interspersed decorations in
stucco, consisting of heads, reliefs, figures, and groups. The
whole are from the designs of Raphael. They are much im-
paired by time and restoration, and are but the wreck and
shadow of what they once were ; but enough is left to vindi-
cate the enthusiastic admiration which they t\wakened in their
prime.

These lovely and sportive creations of beauty, which, in
their number and variety, remind us of the luxuriance of
tropical vegetation, bear somewhat the same relation to the
rest of Raphael’s works as the fairy mythology of the Mid-
summer Night’s Dream to the other products of Shake-
speare’s genius. There is the samé surrender of the mind to
the frolic ' impulses of an exuberant fancy—the same lavish
expenditure of creative power flowing from an equal con-
sciousness of inexhaustible resources., The artist must have
turned from his graver labours to these playful tasks with a
grateful sense of exhilaration and release. In the former his
genius moved in certain prescribed paths, ‘and was constrained
within fixed barviers; but in the latter it was at liberty to
move and wind and disport itself “at its own sweet will ;” and
the eagle let loose from the ark did not try his long-imprisoned
wings with a more exulting sénse of power, or trace upon the
blue sky finer or more varied lines of beauty. That ideality
which was a presiding trait in Raphael’s mind is here found
in combination, not with solemn or tragic themes, bwt with
those which are playful, engaging, and familiar—the growth
of the common earth and the life of every day.
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TIIE LIBRARY OF THE VATICAN.

In entering this the oldest and the wmost celebrated library
in Europe, every one who has the slightest tinge of literary
enthusiasm must be conscious of a peculiar feeling of re-
verence. Dut this first emotion is soon displaced by blank
astonishment, from the fact that no books are anywhere to be
seen. The visitor is conducted into a noble hall, of splendid
architectural proportions and embellishments, surrounded by
an immense double gallery—the whole adornéd with frescoes,
busts, statues, and columns; but the books and manuscripts
are shut up in tabinets of painted wood, and hidden from
vulgar gaze, like the beauties of an eastern harem. The
scholar is thus obliged to forego tldt tantalizing pleasure of
glancing at the titles of books as he passes along, and of paus-
ing for a moment to contemplate and admire a tall copy, an
Elzevir, or an Aldus. Indeed, the number of printed books
is not very large; probably not more than thirty or forty
thousand ; but the collectibn of manuscripts is the finest in
Europe, and is said to amount to upwards of twenty-five thou-
sand. As a general rule, these manuscripts are not open to
examination, and no eager inquirer after knowledge disturbs
their venerable dust, or traces the lore that is’ hidden in their
dim and fading lines. The discoveries of Cardinal Mai are a
proof of what may be gathered by the hardy pioneers who
shall have the courage to penetrate into *hat wilderness of
parchment ; but the Germans seem to be the only people left
in these stirring times who have the patience -and endurance
necessary for such enterprises.

Nothing can be more unsatisfactory than a visit to a large
library, without such an introduction to some person in autho-
rity as will ensure peculiar attention. The ordinary run of
visitors are usually committed to the tender mercies of some
ignorant subordinate, anxious to earn his fee at the least pos-
sible expenditure of time and trouble, and who manifests his
impatience at any interruptions occasioned by an impertinent
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and unseasonable love of knowledge in such § way as to check
the sallies of the liveliest curiosity. -Or, if the honours of the
library are done by a man.of taste and knowledge, the annoy-
ance naturally awakened by. the gaping and ignorant curiosity
of uninstructed visitors, and the constant yepetition of the same
questions and the 'same statements, wnll have upon his mind all
« the paralyzing effect of ignorance, and’ put the seal of fastidious
silence upon his lips. Thus, of the treasures of the Vatican,
I can give but small report from personal observation. I saw
the famous manuscript of Virgil, of the date of the fourth or
fifth century, adorned with fifty miniature designs, which are
curious, not merely as illustrations of the work, but as speci-
mens of early art; hard and stiff in outline, guiltless of per-
spective or of the mysteries of light and shade, but vivid in
colouring, and often powerful in expression. There is also a
curious manuscript of Terence, of the ninth century, adorned
in the same manner. I looked with peculiar interest upon the
palimpsest in which Cardinal Mai found the treatise of Cicero
de Republica hidden under a version of St. Augustin’s Com-
mentary on the Psalms. A manuscript of Dante, in the hand-
writing of Boccaccio, and sent by him to Petrarch, with notes
said to be in the handwriting of the latter, shines with a light
thus thrown upen it from three illustrious names in literature.
There is also a large amount of prose and poetry in the hand-
writing .of Tasso and of Petrarch; including a sketch of the
first three cantos of the ¢ Gerusalemme’ of the former, and
the ¢ Rime’ of the latter; a sight to drive a collector of auto-
graphs frantic. Here, too, strangely misplaced in an eccle-
siastical library, are sevenicen love-letters addressed by
Heury VIII. to Anne Boleyn, nine in French and eight in
English. TFew of the waifs and strays which have floated
down to us upon the stream of the past are more curious and
interesting than these letters. It seems odd enough that
time, which has consumed so many grave documents, soleran
treaties, and weighty records, should have spared these. airy
trifles—these momentary effusions of feeling—addressed to
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one eye and one heart, and so little significant to any other.

They are silent memorials of a sad tale of passion and cruelty ;

of selfish appetite on the one side, and of vanity and giddiness

on the other; and when I shought of the end of it all—of the

fierce hatred which g_\pelled the fierce Ioveln the royal volup-

tuary’s breast, and of ;the cruel wrongs which, so meekly

endured, give to the character of Anne Boleyn ‘all of the,
interest which dignifies it in the eyes of posterity—a visible

shadow seemed to darken over the paper, and the words to be

written in blood.

The only printed book which I remember to have examined
was a copy of lenry VIIL’s work against Luther, a pre-
sentation copy to Pope Leo X., printed on vellum, with dedi-
catory inscription in Latin on the fly-leaf, in the handwriting
of the royal author. When a nobleman appears in print, said
Dr. Johnson, his merits should be handsomely acknowledged :
but what shall we say if it be a king? What epithet can ex-
press the height and depth of the acknowledgment which is
due from the uncrowned multitude? I believe that this
treatise of Henry VIIL is not without merit. To one at all
touched with that disease of bibliomania, of which Dr. Dibdin
writes in a vein of such pleasant exaggeration, the volume
was an interesting object of contemplanon, as being one of
the rarest books in the world —of that class for which rich
collectors struggle, and poor collectors sigh in vain.

voL. L.
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CHAPTER X.

_ The Capitol &— Ruins in Rome— The Forum —2The Palace of the Cewsars —
The Colossenm — The Baths of Caracalla— The Pantheon — Arches —
Mamertine Prison and Tarpeian Rock.

THE CaPITOL.

No language contains a word of more expression and signi-
ficance than the Capitol, nor is there a spot on earth more full
of historical interest. It was at once a fortress and a temple;
the head of the Roman State, and the shrine of their religion.
Here was the seed and source of Rome, the germ of that
-mighty power which, planted here, overshadowed the earth.
The Capitol was the symbol of ancient Rome, as St. Peter’s
and the Vatican are the symbols of the modern and medieval
city. Qur visions of such a spod are shaped in an heroic
mould, and inspired by the spirit of Roman history. " 'We
paint to ourselves the massive bulk of some castellated rock,
whose commanding proportions and rugged grandeur admit of
no material modification from the dabours of man, and retain
the same essential features through all the changes of time:
throwing its broad shield of protection alike over the infancy,
the maturity, and the decline of the imperial city.

But hes disappointing is the touch of reality! After tra-
versing nearly the entire length of the Corso, the traveller
turns to the right, and in a few moments finds himself at the
foot of a gently-inclined ascent, of artificial construction,
something between a staifcase and a plane; the feet being
aided by longitudinal bars of stone placetl at regular intervals.
On arriving at the top, he stands in a square of moderate
extent, occupied by three buildings, one facing him and one
on either hand. Although designed by Michael Angelo, the
architecture is neither sublime nor beautiful ; and the whole
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effect is the reverse of imposing. It looks as if three rich
noblemen, who wished to live near each other, had bought a
piece of ground, and commissioned an architect to build them
three houses on a uniform plan: and this frumpery square,
these inexpressive fagades, this clipped and rounded and dimi-
nished hill—are all that modern Rome has to show for the
Capitol. The unreverent hand of change has taken the lion
by the beard, and put its hook into the jaw of the behemoth.
It has filled up thegvalleys, and cut down the heights, and
smoothed the roughnesses, till the Campidoglio is as little
like the Capitol, as the Rome of to-day is like the Rome of
Cato the Censor. ¥Chere is nothing here that recalls the mag-
nificence of the temple of Jupiter Capitolinus, or the venerable
agsociations which belonged to the cotfage of Romulus-—-that
modest structure of reeds and straw, which, whatever its real
origin, so long served to kindle and sustain the spirit of rever-
ence in the Roman people.

In the centre of the piazza or square is the bronze eques-
trian statue of Marcus Aufelius—the only equestrian statue
of that material which has come down to us from antiquity,
and the finest work of the kind in the world. The proportions
of the horse are not such as would satisfy 2 Newmarket jockey,
but the animation and spirit of the attitude, and the air of life
which informs the limbs, and seems actually to distend the
hostrils, cannot be too much praised. The face and figure of
the rider are worthy of the noble animal on whish he is seated,
and worthy of the good name which he has left in history.
The attitude and expression are dignified, but not haughty,
and intimate a disposition more prone to conciliate than to
tommand.

The central building in front is Called the Palace of the
Senator, for tfiere is still a Roman senator, a harmless puppet
Created by the pope, and resembling one of his namesakes of
Antiquity, as a chattering cicerone resembles Cicero. The
Palace is not his place of residence, but where he sometimes
Comes to amuse himself and the public by holding a court.

L.2
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In this building poets and artists were once crowned with
laurel by the hands of the senator, occasions to which the pre-
sence of rank, learning, and beauty, strains of music, and
recitations in prose and verse lent their attractions. The
reader of ¢Corinne’ will remember that it is on such a cere-
monial that we are first introduced to that splendid vision of
genius and beauty.* The building, both externally and in-
ternally, is without interest. The interior has an air of faded
gentility, but not of faded beauty. But for the central tower
it would hardly be worth the trouble of & visit. From that, a
scene of varied and magnificent beauty unfolds itsélf to the
eye, in which the natural features, grand awd striking as they
are, are lost in that magic charm of association which gives a
richer verdure to the plain, a deeper purple to the hill, a finer
blue to the skyy and bathes every roof in spiritual light. The
history and literature of Rome are lying at our feet,'and the
living landscape is a page, on which is written one half of all
that we have learned at school and at college.

The building on the south side-of the square, to the right as
we face the Palace of the Senator, is called the Palace of the

Conservatori.t  In the court-yard and the adjacent arcade are

* The honour of a coronation at the Capitol, enjoyed by Petrarch and in
preparation for Tasso at the time of his death, has been bestowed upon a
female, On the 31st of August, 1766, Maris Madelena Morelli, who had
been previously received into the Arcadian Academy, under the name of
Corilla Olympica, by, which she was afterwards generally known, was crowned
there with great Ceremony. She was a native of Pistoia, and attracted much
attention J\»y ber talents as a poet and an improvisatrice, Madame de Staél
probably took from her the incident of the coronation, as well as the name, of
her heroine. The wits of Rome, Pasquin especially, launched mauy sar-
casms upon the occasion; so that the Abbé Pizzi, who, in his capacity of
director of the Arcadian Acadery, presided over the ceremonial, said that the
crown of Corilla had been to him a crown of thorns. I am afraid that Corilla
was not so beautiful as Corinne; she was certainly not so young, laving been
nearly forty at the time of her coronation,

+ The Conservatori were originally administrative officers; the Senator
being a judicial magistrate. Their functions have long since become merely
nominal, being little more than walking in a procession, or taking part in a
ceremonial,

4
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some striking works in sculpture ; among them, a colossal statue
of Julius Cemsar, a statue of Augustus, a fine colossal head of
Domitian, and a noble group of a lion attacking a horse—all
in marble.

In this palace are eight rooms belonging to the Arcadian
Academy, in one of which it still meets. In these rooms are
a great number of busts of the illustrious men of Italy—-
artists and men of letters—many by the hand of Canova, but
few of couspicuous merit. The requisites for possession of &
niche in this temple°of fame ar@ carefully defined by a decree
of Pius VII., and the claims of the candidates (who must have
been dead a certaig number of years) are patiently discussed
by magistrates and learned bodies; the pope himself being
sometimes called upon to decide, in cgse of conflicting judg-
ments. Such proceedings have an air of solem'n trifling easily
open to ridicule, and the satirist may sneer at an attempt to
give imnjortality to names which do not deserve it, or to
withhold it from those which do; but the purpose itself is so
commendable—a collection, of busts of the great men of a
country by competent artists is so valuable a possession—that
we will not quarrel with any agency which calls it into exist-
ence.

In this palace is one of the most interesting objects in
Rome—the celebrated Bronze Wolf of the.Capitol—which
some believe to be the very group alluded to by Cicero in one
of his harangues against Catiline, and commemorated by
Virgil in his well-known lines. In such dontroversies the
wish is father to the belicf, and we cannot listen to the argu-
ments in an impartial spirit. The sceptic has as ungracious
an office as the devil’s attorney, who is heard against the
claims of a saint proposed to be eanonized. The wolf is a
gaunt and grim image, of antique workmanship, and with
none of the amenitics of Greek art. The infants seem dis-
proportionately small,

The gallery of pictures which is in this palace has very
little of first-rate excellence. The Persian Sibyl, by Guer-
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cino, and the Cumeean Sibyl, by Domenichino, are no more
than pleasing. Much the most impressive work in the collec-
tion is the Sta. Petronilla of Guercino. ‘It is a picture of
colossal size, with a double subject, as is'often the case in
Catholic countries; the lower part representing the burial of
the saint, and the upper her reception into paradise. Guer-
cino is deficient in purity of taste, in tenderness and depth of
feeling, and in imaginative simplicity. He delights in the
contrasts of strong -lights and inky shadows. But his great
merit 18 expression ; and in tuis he has nardly any superior.
The Sta. Petronilla shows his characteristic éxcellences and
defects, and more of the former than qnf the latter. Its
powerful drawing and sombre depth of colour make it a very
impressive work, but w¢ look in vain for the ideal grace with
which Raphael would have invested such a subject.

On the ‘oppoSite wall hangs a very different picture, full of
joyous life and vernal colouring—the Rape of Europa, by
Paul Veronese. In point of keeping and dramatic proprlety
it is daringly absurd. Europa is no slender nymph, but a
splendid Venetian woman in the prime of life, richly dressed,
and of proportions ample enough to make the task of the noble
animal on which she is seated no sinecure. She has just
stepped out—not from the woods of Pheenicia, but from a
palace on the Grand Canal, and her bull ought to be a gon-
dola. But what gorgeous colouring—what depth and fulness
of life in the eyes, the cheeks, and the luxuriant form! What
a flush of exubierant power is flung over the whole canvas !
How impossible'to do anything but admire! It is like seeing
Garrick playing Macbeth in a red coat and bag-wig, and the
power of genius preventing a single smile at the incongruity
of the costume. Works. of the Venetian school are not
common in Rome, and this plcture is in conquuence the
more striking.

The building on the north side of the square contains the
Museum of the Capltol comprising a collection of works in
sculpture of considerable extent, among which are some spe-
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cimens of great excellence. On account of their inferior
accommodations, they are seen to far less advantage than
those in the Vatican. They are crowded into apartments of
moderate size and no architectural pretensions, and look as if
they were exposed in a warehouse for sale, rather than arranged
in a palace for exhibition. The eye asks in vain for those
noble spaces and splendid embellishments of the Vatican,
which enhance the merits of fine specimens and shield the
defects of inferior works.

The Ilall of theWase derivs its name from a fine vase of
white marble in the middle of the room. Here is also the
Iliac Table, a series of bas-reliefs illustrating the Iliad of
Homer; and, -perbaps, the most celebrated mosaic in the
world, ealled “ Pliny’s Doves,” repregenting four doves drink-
ing from a basin, surrounded by a border. The design is
simple and pleasing, and the workmanship ‘beautiful. The
revolutions of two thousand years have not changed the eye
or the taste of man; and this graceful composition is still
popular, and constantly rapeated by the mosaic-workers of
Rome, in diminished proportions.

On the walls of the Hall of the Emperors are two of the
most beautiful bas-reliefs which have come down to us from
antiquity ; one representing Perseus rescuing Andromeda, and
the other, Endymion sleeping with his dog by his side. In
the centre of the room is a female statue in marble, seated,
called by the name of Agrippina, remarkable for the dignified
ease of the position, and the minute folds an'a claborate carv-
ing of the drapery. Around the room are armnfred more
than seventy busts of Roman emperors and empresses, a collec-
tion of much interest, as many of them are uquestionably
authentic portraits; and the physisgnomist and the phrenolo-
gist may anmuse themselves in reading their virtues and their
crimes, in these, their marble presentments. There are among
them some most forbidding countenances; although we may
suppose that the court sculptor-did his best to soften the harsh
lines of cruelty and sensuality.
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In the saloon are two statues of centaurs, in nero antico, one
young and one in mature life, and both of excellent work-
manship and full of spirit; a colossal statue of the infant
Hercules, in green basalt, and a statue of Asculapaus in nerd
antico. In this rcom is also a statue, most unattractive in its
subject, but curious as an illustration of the ideas of the
ancients as to the limits of art. Xt represents a woman in
extreme old age and painfully ugly, Some suppose- her to
be a sibyl, some a Prefica, or hired mourner at Roman fune-
rals, while Winckelman belieses it to be a Hecuba. The
head is stretched forward, the body is bent in one direction,
and the face turned in another. The head is covered with a
cloth. It is a work in all respects the reverse of ideal.
There is not the slightest attempt to veil or soften the most
repulsive features of old age. The artist has aimed only at
truth, and in this he has succeeded perfectly. The execution
is wonderful. The expression of the face is that of stony
despair, and the figure is a wreck battered by time and sorrow.

The last room into which the traveller passes contains
several works of the highest excellence, and, above all, the
Dying Gladiator. A statue of such surpassing merit as this
should have a room by itself, for in its presence it is difficult
to look at anything else. It is now admitted by the best
authorities that the statue is a dying Gaul and not a gladiator,
but to the popular mind the old appellation will ¢ling for ever.
Byron’s immortal stanza—an exquisite creation of genius,
equal to the theéme which inspired it—is alone enough to
fasten it there with associations that can never be severed.
But there is no work of art respecting which such discussions
are more infrusive or unnecessary. We.do not ask whom
it represents, because we rre so_wholly absorbed with what
it is. Tts power and pathos are independent of .time, place,

* and eondition. . ‘

What is it that we see before us? A man dying; nothing
more. It is that which happens to all men; the only
inevitable fact in every life. Nor is it a marked or conspi~

Y
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cuous person, Ile is not a hero, or a poet, or an orator. The
form is not ideal, the head is not intellectual, the lips are not
refined. The shadows of great thoughts never darkened that
commonp'ace brow, nor did the touch of beauty ever thrill
along those coarse fibres. But the charm and power of the
statue consist in thd’amazing truth with which the two great
elements of humarity and mortality are delineated. A vigo-
rous animal life is suddenly stopped by the touch of death, and
the “sensible warm motion” becomes a  kneaded clod”
before our eyes. oThe artistqgives us all the pathos and the
tragedy of death without its ghastliness and horror. The
dying man is no longer a trivial person, stained with coarse
employments and vulgar associations, but an immortal spirit
breaking through its “a]ls of clay The rags of life fall
away from him, and he puts on the dxgmty and grandeur of
death. 'We feel ourselves in the presence of that awful
power, before whose icy sceptre all mortal distinctions are
levelled. Life and death are all that for a time we can admit
into the mind. .
As the sentiment and %xpression of this statue are admir-
able, so is the mechanical execution of the highest merit. The
skill with which the physical effects of death upon the human
frame are represented is most strongly felt by those whose.
professional training and experience make their judgment
upon such points the most valuable. The hair short and
crisp, and matted by the sweat of the death .struggle, the
wrinkled brow, the drooping lid, the lips distended with pain,
and the sinking languor of the whole frame, give proof of a
patient eye and a skilful hand. No statue was ever more
marked by simplicity, or more free from anything like extra-
vagance or caricature. Such a subject presents many tempta-
tions, and, unleas an artist’s taste *and judgment were equal to
his g'emus, he would hardly have escaped falling into the
weakness of overdoing the tragic élement, and of laying such
a weight upon our sympathies that they would have given
way under the pressure. But here nothing has béen done for

L3
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effect. No vulgar applause is courted, and the decency and
dignity of truth are scrupulously observed.

If it be right to judge of works of art subjectively and not
objectively—that is, exclusively by the effect which they leave
upon the individugl who contemplates them—I should put
this work at the head of all the statues in she world. To me,
none others were so expressive, so significant, so full of deep
meaning. At each successive visit it seemed to be a new work,
to reveal something which before had been unspoken, to
awaken echoes which before had been glent. Though a
solitary figure, taken in and comprehended by the eye at a
single glance, it involves a broad circle of experience and sug-
gestion. Such is ever the case with the®creations which
genius gives us when it walks in the way of truth, and, dis-
daining the morbid, the fantastic, and the grotesque, gives
shape 1o our common visions, and reality to the universal
dream.
® This statue is indissolubly associated with Byron’s immortal
stanza, which, familiar as it is, can no more become hackneyed
than the relations of hLusband and father on which it is
founded. From lines like these, which everybody reads and
everybody remelnbers—especially when connected with objects
of permanent and general interest—we learn how much we
owe to the poets. Who, that has ever seen snow falling upon
water, has not had a distinct pleasure in the sight, from the
fine illustration of the brief duration of sensual pleasures
which Burns has drawn from it?*  Who, that has ever
beheld a s.arlet maple in our autumn woods, has not felt that
anew charm was given to it by the lovely image which it
suggested to Bryant?{ So we, who look upon the statue

# « Or like the snow-fall in the river,
A moment white—then melts for ever.”

+ ¢ But 'neath yon crimsop tree,
Lover to listening maid might breathe his flame,
Nor mark, within its roseate canopy,
Her blush of maiden shame,”
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since the stanza was written, see it by a finer light than ever
shone upon it before. For us alone, the rude hut by the
Danube is reared, and those young barbarians are sporting
upon its banks. ¥We may form some notion of our obligations,
by imagining what would have been the emotions of a man of
cultivation and seisibility, if the poet had suddenly put the
lines into his hands, while he was standing before the statue.
Would not something like the miracle of Pygmalion have
taken place before his eyes? Would not the marble breast
have appeared tagheave with emotion, and the drooping brow
to be darkened with suffering ?

In the same apartment with the Dying Gladiator are
several works of great merit; which, in justice to the spec-
tator and themselves, should be rescued from a proximity so
trying. Inaroom of moderate size the central and promi-
ment statue should be the flowers, and the others only act as
leaves and buds.

The statue of Antinous is not merely beautiful, but it"is
beauty itself. Like all his busts and statues, the expression is
that of ¢ Elysian beauty; melancholy grace.” He has the air
of a man ever looking into his own grave._ The limbs, the
figure, the turn of the head, which droops as'if with a weight
of unshed tears, are so admirable that they can only be
praised in superlatives. The contrast between his form and
aspect and that of the Dying Gladiator is very striking. The
former is a soft flower ; the latter, a sturdy weed. The former,
born with a fine organization, was reareddn the sheltered air
of luxury and splendour, and shielded from every blast of trial or
trouble: the latter was thrown upon the rocks of life, to strug-
gle over them with toil and pain, and escape by a violent and
bloody death. The Gladiator gives the impression of a manly
nature, though coarse, who had acted according to his small light
50 lorg as he lived, and met his fate without flinching, from pride
and courage, and not from weariness of life. But the Antinous
wears an air of languor and satiety, as if he were weary of
the sunshine in which he basked, and felt the serpent’s sting
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’
under the flowers. Unlike as they were in their lives and
fortunes, the magic of art has given them an identity of in-
terest as levelling as the grave itself.

RUINS IN ROME.

The traveller who visits Rome with a mind at all inhabited-
by images from books, especially if he come from a country
like ours, where all is new, enters it with certain vague-and
magnificent expectations on the: subject of.ruins, which are
pretty sure to end in disappointment. The very pame of
a ruin paints a picture upon the fancy. We construct at
once an airy fabric which shall satisfy all the claims of the
imaginative eye. We build it of such material that every
fragment shall have a beauty of its own. We shatter it with
such graceful desolation that all the lines shall be picturesque,
and every broken outline traced upon the sky shall at once
charm and sadden the eye. We wreathe it with a becoming
drapery of i ivy, and crown its battlements with long grass,
which gives a voice to the wind that Wwaves it to and fro. We
set it in a becoming position, relieve it with some appropriate
background, an I?touch it with soft, melancholy light—with
the mellow hues of a deepening twilight, or, better still, with
the moon’s idealising rays.

In Rome, such visions, if they exist in the mind, are rudely
dispelled by the touch of reality. Many of the ruins in Rome
are not happily piaced for effect upon the eye and mind.
They do not stand apart in solitary grandeur, forming a shrine
for memory and thought, and evolving an atmosphere of their
own. They are often in unfavourable positions, and bear the
shadow of disenchanting proximities. The tide of population
flows now in different channels from those of antiquity, and in
far less volume : but Rome still continues a large capital, and
we can nowhere escape from the debasing associations of
actual life. The trail of the present is everywhere over the
past. The Forum is a cattle-market, strewn with wisps of

4
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hay, and animhted with bucolical figures that never played
upon the pipe of Tityrus, or taught the woods to repeat the
name of Amaryllis. The pert villa of an English gentleman
has intruded itself into the Palace of the Ceesars—as dis-
cordagt an object fo a sensitive idealist as the pink parasol of
a lady’s'maid which‘put to flight the reveries of some romantic
traveller under the shadow of the great pyramid. The Temple
of Antoninus Pius is turned into the custom-house. The
Mausoleum of Augustus is encrusted with paltry houses, like
an antique coin dnbedded imlava, and cannot even be disco-
vered without the help of a guide. The beautiful columns of
the Theatre of Marcellus—Virgil’s Marcellus—are stuck upon
the walls of the Drsini Palace, and defaced by dirty shops at
the base. Ancient grandeur is degraded to sordid modern
uses. “ Mummy is become merchandize; Mizraim cures
wounds, and Pharaoh is sold for balsams.”

To most men, ruins are merely phenomena, or, at most
the moral of a tale; but to the antiquary they are texts.
They have a secondary interest founded upon the employ-
ment they have given to the mind and the learning they have
called forth. We value everything in proportign as it awakens
our faculties, and supplies us with an end an% an aim. The
scholar, who finds in a bath or a temple a nucleus for his
vague and divergent reading to gather around, feels for it
something like gratitude as well as attachment ; for though it
was merely a point of departure, yet, without it, the glow and
ardour of the chase would not have quickened his languid
energies into life. Scott, in his introduction to th ¢ Monas-
tery,” has described, with much truth as well as humour, the
manner in which Captain Clutlerbuck became interested in
the ruins of Kennaquhair—how they supplied him with an
object in life—and how his health of body and mind improved
the mbment he had something to read about, think about, and
talk about. Every ruin in Rome has had such devoted and
admiring students; and many of these shapeless and moulder-
ing fabrics have been the battle-grounds of antiquarian con-
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troversy, in which the real points at issue have been lost in
the learned dust which the combatants have raised. The
books which have been written upon | the antiquities of Rome
would make a large library ; but when we walk down, on a
sunny morning, to look at the Basilica of Constantine, or the
Temple of Nerva, we. do not think of the folios which are
slumbering in the archives of the Vatican, but only. of 'the
objects before us.

THE FORUM.

3 .

Ancient Rome contained no less than nineteen fora of im-
portance. This will not seem strange when we remember
that under that designation were included thé¢ modern market-
place, court of justice, town-hall, and exchange. Among the
Romans, as among the taodern Italians, much more of the
business of life, both publi¢ and private, was transacted out
of doors than the climate of a northern latitude will allow.
The forum, in its primitive idea and original signification,
was merely an open space surrounded by buildings and
porticoes. S

The piece of ground between the Capitoline and Palatine
Hills, irregula®in its outline, and comprising some seventy or
eighty thousand square feet in extent, bore the proud name of
“ Forum Romanum ”"—tke Forum of Rome. No spot on
earth is more imposing, for it is overshadowed with the power
and majesty of the Roman people. Here were laid the founda-
tions of that wonderful political system, which lasted so long
and worked so well; which was strong enough to hold the
whole world in its grasp, and wise enough to exercise a con-
trolling influence over the legislation and jurisprudence of the
civilized world down to the present day, It is a place illus-
trated equally by the wisdom of great statesmen and the
eloquence of great orators. Iere was trained that unri—alled
power of constructive legislation which was the great redeem-
ing feature in the Roman mind, and which has bequeathed to
posterity that precious bequest the Roman law, a gift quite

.
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equal in valud to the splendid legacy of Greek literature.
Who, that has the least sense of what the present owes to the
past, can approach such a spot without reverence and enthu-
siasm? Especially, what member of the legal profession,
unless his heart be dry as parchment, and wyorn as the steps of
a court-house, can #il to do homage to the genius of a place
where jurisprudence was reared into a perfect system, while
Druids were yet cutting the misletoe on the site of West-
minster Hall! The Roman Forum is indeed the Mecca of
the law ; and wheg I stood upon it I felt that the ground was
as holy as merely secular interests and associations could
make it,

No one, unle§ forewarned by books and engravings, can
have any conception of the change and desolation which have
come over this illustrious spot. An unsightly piece of ground,
disfeatured with filth and neglecs, with a few ruins scattered
over it, and two formal rows of trees running through it, is
all that we see with the eye of the body. A few peasants
wrapped in their mud-coloured cloaks, a donkey or two, a
yoke of the fine gray oxen of Italy, or perhaps a solitary
wild-eyed buffalo, are the only living forms ‘n a scene once
peopled with wisdom, valour, and eloquence. Nothing gives
a stronger impression of the shattering blows which have
fallen upon the Eternal City than the présent condition of the
Forum. Mr. Cockerell, an English architect, has published a
print which he calls the Restoration of thg Forum—a crowded
assemblage of temples, porticoes, and publi¢ structures of rich
and showy architecture ; but on the spot I never culd recall
the, past, or see the natural relatlon between his architectural
creation and the forlorn waste around me.

The reader of Virgil will remegnber the visit which Aineas
makes to Evander, as described in the eighth book of the
/Eneil; one of those quiet and pastoral pictures so congenial
to the graceful and tender genius of the poet. Evander is
represented as occupying the very spot which was afterwards
Rome, and while doing the honours of hospitality to his dis-
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tinguished guest he conducts him to the Tarpdian Rock and
the Capitoline Hill, then brown with woods 'and overrun with
bushes, and in the course of their walk, we are told in lines
which must have been read with peculiar pleasure by his
contemporaries, they saw herds of cattle wandering over the
Forum and the splendid streets in its neiglibourhood.
“ Talibus inter se dictis ad tecta subibant,
Pauperis Evandri, passimque armenta videbant,
Romanoque Foro et lautis mugire Carinis.”
/EXEID, viii. 359,

The whirligig of time has brought round changes of which
Virgil little dreamed, and given to his fanciful picture the
stern lineg of truth. Flocks and herds now wander over the
solitude of the Forum, and crop their food from the very
heart of ancient Rome. ' '

In the Forum every foot,of ground has been the field of
antiquarian controversy. Every ruin has changed its name
two or three times. Indeed, it is a matter of controversy as
to which was the direction of the length, and which of the
breadth of the Forum; the Italian antiquaries taking one
view, and the Germans, backed by the great name of Niebuhr,
another. The Peason of this confusion and ignorance is to be
found in two circumstances; one, that the buildings in the
Forum were very numerous in proportion to the small space
which they occupied ; and the other, that the original surface
has been covered to the depth of twelve or fifteen feet by the
accumulated soil of z:ges, so that the foundations of the struc-
tures are uo longer to be seen. The removal of this deposit,
and the entire clearing out of the Forum, were among the
plans of improvement projected by the French, during the
occupation of Rome in the time of Napoleon; and in this
‘instance actually begun. At a later period some further ex-
cavations were made, under the direction of Cardinal Goasalvi,
the only man with any life in him that has been stirring in
the papal states for the last century: but nothing has been

done for many years, nor is there any hope for the immediate
4
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future. Anno'ying as this must be to the antiquary, with
whom truth is the first and only consideration, yet the general
sentiment of the place is not affected by the twilight of igno-
rance which still broods over it. To nine travellers out of
ten, of what«consequence -is it whether a®particular ruin is
called by the name of the Temple of Fortune or the Temple
of Vespasian, the Temple of TPeace or the Basilica of Con-
stantine? In all cases, indeed, accurate knowledge is not a
gain. There is a solitary column in the Forum, which Byron
calls “ the nameless column with a buried base,” the history
and origin of which were long unknown. Recent excavations
have shown it toshave been erected by the Exarch Smaragdus
to the Emperor Phocas—the venal offering of a servile cour-
tier to one of the most unmitigated monsters that ever stained
the pages of history. .Has not the column lost something of
its charm? Before, there was a beauty and a mystery around
it; there was room for conjecture and food for fancy; it was
a voice that sounded from a dim and distant past, and there-
fore all the more imprésive. But now the ideal light is
vanished, and the column loses half its grace, since it speaks
to us of the wickedness of tyrants and the weakness of
slaves,

I shall not attempt to describe the Forum, nor to enumerate
the several fragments of buildings which it contains. De-
scriptions of ruins are more unsatisfactory, even, than descrip-
tions of pictures and statues; and he:who, secks information
on these points will find it in learned works expressly written
for the purpose. The sentiment and spirit of the place can
never be communicated or ctirried away. They are too
volatile for language—too ideal for picture—too separate,
local, and unique for comparison or illustration. All en-
gravings dnd pictures of the Forum which I have seen are
too fine. They do not honestly reproduce the slovenly neglect
and the unsightly features of the scene. They make the
desolation more picturesque than the reality, The Forum is
not like the ruins of Pestum or Palmyra, in which decay is
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solemnized and idealized by solitude, and the I7t1°agic element
is not impaired by the touch of anything vulgar or degrading ;
but it more resembles some ancient palace which, in the
changes of time, has come to be occupied by beggars and
paupers ; in which-the eye is pained by j Jarnng .incongruities
at every turn ; antique splendour overborne by squalid poverty ;
rags ﬂuttenno' from stately windows; the plaster dropping
from frescoed walls ; gilded cornices blackened with smoke
and filth ; a desolation which is not bea.utlful a ruin which
is not picturesque. g

Those who can remember the Forum as it was at the be-
ginning of the present century, before any excavations had
been made, are now- but few in number; but the changes
caused by these excavations were looked upon, at the time, with
no favour by artists; and this feeling was shared with thém
by the common people in ‘Rome. What was gained to know-
ledge, say they, was lost to beauty. Formerly, there was a
certain unity and harmony in the whole scene. The mantle
of earth, which for centuries had been slowly gathering around
the ruins, had become a graceful and appropriate garb.
Trees and vines and green turf had concealed the rents and
chasms of time; and a natural relation had been established
between the youth of nature and the decay of art. But the
antiquarians had come, and with their pickaxes and shovels
had hacked and mangled the touching landscape as surgeons
dissect a dead body. They had turned up the turf and cut
down the vines and dug unsightly holes and opened deforming
treaches. The beauty of the Forum had vanished for ever.
No more would peasants come here to dance the saltarello;
nor artists to sketch. The antiquarians had felled the tree,
that they might learn its ave by counting the rings in the
trunk. They bad destroyed, that they might mterrorrate

In words like these the artists and sentimentalists of forty
‘years since lamented what they called the desecration of the
Forum. They were not all right; nor yet wholly wrong.
Each ’ope will judge of their regrets by his own taste and
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temperament.- Time has since- done much to repair the dis-
figurement of which they then complained.*

THE PALACE OF THE CiES;\RS.

Imagine a hill, l?pwards of a mile in circuit, and less than
two hundred feet high, strewn with shapeless ruins and yawn-
ing with excavations, to such an extent that the original soil
is almost displaced by fragments of brick and mortar; inter-
sperse it with kitéhen gardens, for the growing of such matter-
of-fact vegetables as cauliflower, artichokes, and lettuce;
throw in occasiqpally the vine, the laurel, the cypress, and the
ivy; overshadow it with here and there a stately oak ; and
crown the whole with a smart mqdern villa; and you will
have some notion of the Palace of the Cwsars. The luxuri-
ance of nature, in this soft climate and upon a fertile soil, has
so successfully struggled with the decay of the works of man,
and so veiled it with foliage and verdure, that one hardly
knows whether to call thg scene a landscape or a ruin. It is
a labyrinth of vaults, arches, broken ‘walls, and fragments of
columns : a mighty maze of desolation without a plan. Por-
tions of stucco, mosaic, and fresco, are still found in many
places to attest the imperial splendour of a former age.
Thexe is no unity, and the mind brings away no distinct and
uniform impression ; but in the course of a half-day’s ramble
many noticeable’details may be observed, and some food for
reflection gathered. In many places the tlimbing and trail-
ing plants have so blended themselves with the ruined frag-
ments, as to present those happy combinations of form and
colour which the painter loves and the thoughtful poet does
not shun.

The Villa Spada, the comfortable residence of an English
gentleman, is shown to strangers, but T did not avail myself
of the privilege. Valery’s remarks upon this villa~—con-

* Sce"Mueller : Rom, Remer, und Remerinnen, vol, ii, p. 1%4.
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sidering that he was a Frenchman and a scholar—are very
creditable to his good temper and kindliness of disposition,
better travelling companions than sensitiveness and fastidious-
ness. He speaks of the roses growing in the garden. Surely,
roses springing froni such soil must be very unworthy of their
privileges, if they do not put on a bloom and fragrance be-
yond those which are the gift of the common earth.

THE COLCSSEUM.

The venerable Bede, who lived.in the eighth ce;ltury, is the
first person who is known to have given to the, Flavian amphi-
theatre its com‘paratively modern, and now universal designa-
tion of the Colosseum ; though the name, derived from a
colossal statue of the Emperor Nero which stood near it, was
probably then familiar to men’s ears, as we may infer from his
so calling it without explanation or remark. The splendid
passage in which Gibbon describes the extent and architecture
of this amphitheatre, and the magnificence of the spectacles
which wére exhibited in it, has become one of the commonplaces
of literature; combining, as it does, those two qualities, for
which that great historian is so remarkable, rhetorical pomp
of diction and careful accuracy of statement. When in its
perfect state, the exterior, with its costly covering of marble,
and its forest of columns, lost the merit of simplicity without
gaining that of grandeur. The eye was teased with a multi-
tude of details, not in themselves good ; the same defects were
repeated in each story, and the real height was diminished by
the projecting and ungraceful cornices. The interior arrange-
inents were admirable ; and modern architects cannot suffi-
ciently commend the skill with which eighty thousand specta-
tors were accommodated with seats; or the ingeaious con-
trivances by which, through the help of spacious corridors,
multiplied passages, and staircases, every person went directly
to his place, and immense audiences were dispersed in less
time tlmn is required for a thousand persons to squeeze through
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the entries of *a modern concert-room. Vast as the structure
was, it was not too great for the wants of Rome. At the time
of its erection it was the only amphitheatre there; nor had
any one previously been built of so durable a material as stone.
No similar building was subsequently er8cted, for none were
found necessary.
. The population of ancient Rome is variously estimated,
and is only a matter of conjecture; but, allow ing half of the
whole number to have been slaves, we may safely say that
in the age of Véipasian there were at least six hundred thou-
sand persons who had a right, in their turn, to witness the
games of the amphitheatre. In one of our modern cities, it is
probable that not more than five per cent. of the population
are ever found, on any one evening, in attendance upon
theatres, concerts, and other places of public amusements.
But in building the Flavian amphitheatre it was requisite to
provide accommodations for about fifteen per cent. of the
people, and that, too, although the performances were always
in the day-time, contin@ing many hours, and often through
several days. This difference arose from the fact, Which ex-
plains many things in Roman history, that the number of
persons in Rome, especially under the emperors, who had
nothing to do, was far greater in proportion to the whole
population, than in any modern, certainly any American,
capital. The want of books and newspapers was also another
cause of the greater comparative attendance upon places of
public amusement. ~

The interior of the Colosseum was decorated with great
splendour. The principal seats were of marble, and covered
with cushions. Gilded gratings, ornaments of gold, ivory,
and amber, and mosaics of precious stones, displayed the
generosity of the emperors, and gratified the taste of the people.
This substantial magnificence was rendered in some sort ne-
cessary by the disenchanting presence of sunshine, * Truth,”
says Lord Bacon, with great beauty, *“ is a naked and open
daylight, that doth not shew the masks and mumméries and
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triumphs of the world half so stately and daintily as candle-
lights.” Thanks to these * candlelights,” we want nothing
but stucco, gilded wood, and painted canvas to produce all the
illusions of the drama—to transport us, in the shifting of a
scene, to Rome, to Venice, or to Athens—to give to copper
and glass the lustre of gold and diamonds, and make the roses
of Pestum out of green paper and pink gauze. .

The history of the Colossecum wounld form a work of much
interest, reflecting the character of the successive periods
through which it has passed. Its form, presenting every-
where a solid shield to the assaults of time, was of that kind
which most ensures durability ; and for many centuries it re-
mained very little changed. After Christianity had banished
the barbarous spectacles ol paganism, it was still used as the
scene of more inpocent entertainments, Bunsen remarks that
the Emperor Charlemagne, who was crowned in Rome in the
year 800, probably saw the building in its original magnitude
and splendour. TIn the civil commotions of Rome, during the
following centuries, it was used as a‘fortress. Situated as it
is in a soTt of valley, and commanded by at least three eleva
tions, it would be quite unsuited for such an 6bject in our
times, but, before the invention of artillery, its massive walls
must have easily dashed aside the tide of assault. In 1332 a
splendid bull-fight was exhibited in the arena, for the amuse-
ment of the Romans, of which Gibbon has given an elaborate
description near the close of his great work.

How, or 1t what perjod, the work of ruin first began, does
not distinetly appear. An earthquake may have first shattered
its ponderous arches, and thus m.ade an opening for the destruc-
tive scythe of time. There can be no doubt that it suffered
violence from the hands of civil and foreign war. But more
destructive agencies than those of earthquake, confiagrotion,

sor war, were let loose upon it. Its massive stones, fitted to
each other with such nice adaptation, presented a strong
' temptation to the cupidity of wealthy nobles and cardinals,
with whom building was a ruling passion; and, for many
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ages, the Coldsseum became a quarry. The Palazzo della
Cancelleria, the Palazzo Barberini, and the Palazzo Veneziano
were all built mainly from the plunder of the Colosseum ; and
meaner robbers emulated the rapacity of their betters, by
burning into lime the fragments not available for architectural
purposes. *

After one pope had endeavoured to degrade it intoa woollen
manufactory, and another into a manufactory for saltpetre,
Benedict X1V., in the middle of the last century, threw over
it the protecting nfantle of refigion, and consecrated it to the
memory of the Christian martyrs who had perished in it. The
work of restoratign, begun by Pius VII., has been continued
by his successors, and we have now only to hope that it may
not be carried so far as to impair ghe peculiar and unique
character of the edifice. It is now watched over by the govern-
ment as it should be. A sentinel is always on guard to see
that no mischief is done, but the visitor is never annoyed by
impertinent or intrusive supervision, and ¢ anything in reason”
is permitted. TLady Morgan relates that at the time of her
visit in Rome it was no unusual circumstance for parties of
gay young pedple, after a ball in the palace of the Princess
Borghese, or the Duchess of Devonshire, to adjourn to the'
Colosseum, and there, under the beams of the moon, and in
the soft air of a Roman night, finish the quadrille which had
been begun in the blaze of an illuminated saloon. To turn
the Colosseum into a ball-room seems putting it to a strange
use. The thoughts which it awakens haye music in Jhem, but
by no means of that kind which inspires dancing. But the
English do what they please at Rgme, and Italian remonstrance
rarely goes beyond an expressive shrug of the shoulders.

If as a building the Colosseum was open to criticism, as a,
ruin it is parfect. The work of decay has stopped short at
the exact poiut required by taste and sentiment. The mo-
notonous ring of the outer wall is everywhere broken, and,
iustead of formal curves and perpendicular lines, the eye rests
upon those interruptions and unexpected turns which are the
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essential elements of the picturesque, as distinguished from
the beautiful and the sublime ; and yet so much of the original
structure is left, that the fancy can without effort piece out
the rents and chasms of time, and line the interior with living
forms. When a building is abandoned to decay, it is giten
over to the dominion of Nature, whose works are never uni-
form. When the Colosseum was complete, vast as it was, it
must have left upon the mind a monotonous impression of
sameness, from the architectural repetitions which its plan
included ; but now that it is a vast ruin, it has all that variety
of form and outline which we admire in a Gothic cathedral.
Not by rule and measure have the huge stones been clipped
and broken. No contriving mind has told what masses should
be loosened from the “all or where they should lie when
fallen. No hand of man has trained the climbing plants in
the way they should go. All has been left to the will of time
and chance, and the result is, that, though there is everywhere
resemblance, there is nowhere identity. A little more or a
little less of decay—a chasm more or less deep—a fissure more
or less prolonged—a drapery of verdure more or less flowing
-—give to each square yard of the Colosseum its own peculiar
expression. It is a wilderness of ruin in which no two frag-
ments are exactly alike.

The material of which the Colosseum was bm]t is exactly
fitted to the purposes of a great ruin.” It is travertine of a
rich, dark, warm colour, deepened and mellowed by time.
There is_nothing glgring, harsh, or abrupt in the harmony of
tints. The blue sky above, and the green earth beneath, are
in unison with a tone of colouring not unlike the brown of one
of our own early winter landscapes. The travertine is also
of a coarse grainand poroys texture, not splintering into points
and edges, but gradually corroding by natural decay. ~ Stone
of such a texture everywhere opens laps and nooks for the
rezeption and formation of soil. Every grain of dust that is
borne through the air by the lazy breeze of summer, instead of
sliding from a glassy surface, is held where it falls. The rocks
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themselves crumble and decompose, and thus turn into a fertile
mould. Thus, the Colosseum is throughout ‘crowned and
draped with a covering of earth, in many places of considerable
depth. Trailing plants clasp the stones with arms of verdure :
wild flowers bloom in their seasons, and long grass nods and
waves on the airy baftlements. Life has everywhere sprouted
from the trunk of death.: Insects hum and sport in the sun-
shine : the burnished’ lizard darts like a tongue of green flame
along the walls, and birds make the hollow quarry overflow
with their songs. There is sométhing beautiful and impressive
in the contrast between luxuriant life and the rigid skeleton
upon which it rests. Nature seems to have been busy in
binding up with gentle hand the wounds and bruises of time.
She has covered the rents and chagms of decay with that
drapery which the touch of every spring renews. She has
peopled the solitude and the silence with forms and voices.
She has clothed the nakedness of desolation, and crowned the
majesty of ruin, She has softened the stern aspect of the scene
with the hues of undying youth, and brightened the shadows
of dead centuries with the living light of vines and flowers.
As a matter of course, everybody goes to see the Colosseum
by moonlight. The great charm of the ruin under this condi-
tion is, that the imagination is substituted for sight, and the
mind for the eye. The essential character of moonlight is
hard rather than soft. The line between light and shadow is
sharply defined, and there is no gradation of colour. Blocks

"and walls of silver are bordered by, and,spring out of chasms

of blackness. But moonlight shrouds the Colosseum in mystery.
It opens deep vaults of gloom where the eye meets only an
ebon wall, but upon which the fancy paints innumerable
pictures in solemn, splendid, and ,tragic colours. Shadowy
forms of emperor and lictor, and vestal virgin and gladiator
and martyr, come out of the darkness, and pass before us in
long and silent procession. The breezes which blow through
the broken arches are changed into voices, and recall the shouts
and cries of a vast audience. By day, the Colosseum is an
VOL. L. M
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impressive fact; by night, it is a stately vision. By day, it is
a lifeless form ; by night, a vital thought.

The Colosseum should by all means be seen by a bright
starlight, or under the growing sickle of a young moon. The
fainter ray and deeper gloom bring out more strongly its
visionary and ideal character. When the full moon has blotted
out the stars, it fills the vast gulf .of the building with a flood
of spectral hfrht, which falls with a chllllno' touch upon the
spirit ; for then the ruin is like a ¢ corpse in its shroud of
snow,” and the moon is a pale watcher by'its side, DBut when
the walls, veiled in deep shadow, seem a part of the darkness
in which they are lost—when the stars are seen through their
chasms and breaks, and sparkle along the broken line of the
battlements—the scene becomes another, though the same;
more indistinet, yet not so mournful ; contracting the sphere of
sight, but enlarging that of thought ; less burdening, but more
suggestive.

It was my fortune to see the Colosseum, on one occasion,
under lights which were neither of night nor day. Arrange-
ments were made by a party of German artists to illuminate it
with artificial flames of blue, red, and green. The evening was
propitious for *the object, being dark and still, and nearly all
the idlers in Rome attended. Ewverything was managed with
taste and skill, and the experiment was entirely successful. Tt
was quite startling to see the darkness suddenly dispelled by
these weird lights, revealing a dense mass of animated counte-
nances, and hanging a broad sheet of green or crimson upon.
the wall. The magic change was a sort of epigram to the eye-
But from the association of such things with the illusions of
the stage, the spectacle suggested debasing comparisons. It
seemed a theatrical exhibition unworthy of the dignity and
majesty of the Colosseum. It was like seeing a feded counte-
nance repaired with artificial roses, or a venerable form clothed
in 3ome quaint and motley disguise, suited only to the bloom
and freshness of youth. Such lights, far more than sunshine,
* gild but to flout the ruin gray.”
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But under afl aspects, in the blaze of noon, at sunset, by the
light of the moon or stars—the Colosseum stands alone and
unapproached. It is the ‘monarch of ruins. ~ It is a great
tragedy in stone, and it softens and subdues the mind like a
drama of Eschylugor Shakespeare. It is a colossal type of,
those struggles of humanity against an irresistible destiny, in
which the tragic poet finds the elements of his art. The
calamities which crushed the house of Atreus are symbolised in
its broken arches and shattered walls. Built of indestructible
materials, and' seemingly for eternity-—of a size, material, and
form to defy the * strong hours” which conquer all, it has
bowed its head t& their touch, and passed into the inevitable
cycle of decay. . “ And this too shall-pass away’*—which the
Eastern* monarch engraved upon Mis signet-ring—is carved
upon these Cyclopean blocks. The stones of the Colosseum

" were once water ; and they are now turning into dust. Such
is ever the circle of nature. The solid is changing into the
fluid, and the fluid into the solid; and that which is unseen is
alone indestructible. He?does not see the Colosseum aright,
who carries away from it no other impressions than those of
form, size, and hue. It speaks an intelligible language to the
wiser mind. It rebukes the peevish and consoles the patient.
It teaches us that there are misfortunes which are clothed with
dignity, and sorrows that are crowned with grandeur. As the
same blue sky smiles upon the ruin which smiled upon the
perfect structure, so the same beneficent Prqvidence bends over
our shattered hopes and our answered prayers. '

THE BATHS OF CARACALLA,

The heat of the climate, the gen®ral use of woollen clothing,
and the wearing of sandals on the naked feet, made frequent
bathing more a duty than a Juxury with the ancient Romans:
but the magnificent baths erected by so many of the emperors,
Were structures unknown to the simplicity of the republic.
The Tiber, whose yellow waters present no very tempting

M 2
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aspect, answered for many generations all the purposes of
health and exercise; and the iron muscles which subdued the
Samnites, and defeated Pyrrhus, had been braced by frequent
struggles against its arrowy stream. As the city increased in
.. size, especially after the aqueduicts hdd begun to distribute the
pure element drawn from the veins of the distant hills, public
bathing-places were erected ; at first, little more than reservoirs
of cold water, which served merely for the purposes of ablu-
tion.” But with the rapidly increasing population, and more
luxurjous habits of the empire, arose those splendid establish-
ments which are among the most remarkable facts in Roman
civilization. -

We are constantly liable to make mistakes in regard to the
past, by not adverting to the changes of language. Our word
bath no more ropresents the therme or balnea of the Romans
than the word market-place is a fit translation of forum. As
with the Romans the forum was the representative of business,
government, and leglslatxon, so the bath, under the emperors,
included all forms of amusement and entertainment, whether
bodily or mental. The Roman thermz were no more exclu-
sively devoted to the act of bathing than is a modern coffee-
house to the drinking of coffee. They comprised the modern
club-room, billiard-table, card-room, racket-court, public
garden, concert-hall, and lecture-room. Here musicians
played, philosophers discoursed, and poets recited. Here
were shady groves for the contemplative, libraries for the
studious, and gymnasiuins for the athletic. The finest statues, -
the richest frescoes, and the costliest mosaics were lavished
upon them. Within the enclosure embraced by their outer
wall, every taste could ﬁnd gratification. There was com-
panionship for the sociable, and solitude for the moody ; there
were books and teachers for the lover of knowledge, end the
noblest works of art for the lover of beauty; there was gossip
for the vacant mind, and refreshment for the overtasked brain,

Upon the eastern slope of the Aventine—in a spot of con-
genial seclusion—stand the extensive ruins of the Baths of |
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Caracalla, occupying an area of a mile in circuit, and more
resembling the remains of a city than of a single pile of build-
ings. These ruins present a very different aspect from the
shattered ring of the Colosseum. The latter is a great pano-
rama, taken in at a glance : the former, a book of sketches, of
which the leaves must be turned over, one by one. In the
Baths of Caracalla there is no unity of impression, but only a
mass of details, trundled together like rubbish shot from a
cart. They are a town-meeting of ruins without a moderator.
The eyes of antiquaries, which make what they do not find,
are able to trace in this maze of decay all the complicated
arrangements of the ancient thermee, with as much certainty
as Scott’s Antiquary could find the intrenchments of a Roman
camp in the Kaim of Kinprunes; but to common vision much
of it is as indistinct as the ditch was to the observation of
Lovell. There is so great an extent of space, occupied with
such a variety of objects, that a wide field is open to specula-
tion and conjecture. In many places the walls are standing,
and the lines of spacious 2partments can be distinetly traced.
Floors encumbered with huge fragments of the fallen ceiling,
masses of brickwork, patches of mosaic, vaults half filled with
rubbish, enormous blocks of stone and marble, attest, like the
bones of a buried mastodon, the colossal nature of the original
Structure, )

A considerable portion of the roof is still remaining, and
may be reached by 2 narrow stdircase in the wall. The soil
has here so much accumulated, that it looks more like a neg-
lected garden than the top of a building., It is as if some
"volcanic force had thrown up a’portion of the plain beneath,
and by some mysterious power it had been arrested and fixed
in the air. . We seem to be wzilkir:g upon one of the terraces
of that hanging garden; which the king of Babylon reared for
the gratification of his Median bride, who pined for the breezy
mountain slopes of her native land. The turf beneath our
feet is fresh and elastic, and flowers and trailing-plants grow

"in abundance, and veil all the rents and scars of time. The
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view.from this spot is one of the finest in Rome, embracing a
great number of beautiful and impressive objects, and none
that are disenchanting or unsightly. The hour before sunset
is the best for this landscape; when the air is quiet, and the
shadows are lengthening, and the day lies in the past, like the
life- of the scene on which we gaze. Stretched upon the
luxuriant grass, and looking out upon a landscape, made up
of nature and art—mountains dotted with towns and hamlets,
plains stripped and spanned by aqueducts, silent ruins, gardens,
vineyards, and the churches and palaces of a populous city—
the traveller will feel the great vision of antiquity pass before
his face. He may leave his books and his friends at home,
and find nobler companionship in that silent but inspiring
Egeria, who smiles uponthim from the sky, and whispers to
him in the breeze. If his moments drag heavily along—if
the visionary nymph have no power to charm or stay—there
is no Rome for him: to him the great enchantress will not
unveil her countenance.

A number of men were occupied in excavating these ruins
while I was in Rome, but their labour was rather a rehearsal
of work than work itself. Their inefficiency was at once
pitiable and ludicrous. They moved like flies that crawl
about in the faint beams of a November sun. I have never
seen a more forlorn set of human beings. They were like
wrecks and waifs of humanity, for the iron years had pressed
all heart and hope out of thent, and left nothing but the husk
and shell of man. They did not look even dangerous, and
evidently had not energy enough to do wrong. They were
sadder ruins than those in the shadow of which they moved.
Most of them were wrapped in a loose, cumbrous, woollen
cloak—a legitimate descendant of the Roman toga—and each
one was provided with a wheelbarrow, ‘primitive enough in its
construction to have gone out to Mons Sacer with the seceding
pop\ﬂace, in the days of Menenius Agrippa.
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THE PANTHEON.

The best preserved monument of ancient Rome, and one of
the most beautiful buildings of the modern city, is most un-
happily placed. The Pantheon stands in 2 narrow and dirty
piazza, and is shofldered and elbowed by a mob of vulgar
houses. There is no breathing space around, which it might
penetrate with the light of its own serene beauty. Its har-
monjous proportions can be seen only in front, and it has on
that side the disadvantage of 'being approached from a point
higher than that on which it stands. On one side is a market,
and the space before the matchless portico is strewn with fish-
bones, decayed vegetables, and offal.

Forsyth, the sternest and most fastldlous of archltectura.l
critics, has only “large draughts of unqualified praise” for
the Pantheon ; and where he finds nothing to censure, who
will venture to do anything but commend? The character of
the architecture, and the sense ¢0f satisfaction which it leaves
upon the mind, are proofsef the enduring charm of simplicity.
The portico is perfectly beautiful. Tt is one hundred and ten
feet long and forty-four deep, and rests upon sixteen columnus
of the Corinthian order, the shafts being of granite and the
<apitals of marble. Eight of these are in front, and of these
eight, there are four (including the two on the extreme right
and left) which have -two others behind them; the portico
being thus divided into three ,portions, like the nave and side
aisles of a cathedral, the middle space leading to the door
being wider than the others. The granite of the shafts is
partly gray and partly rose-caloured, but in the shadow in
which they stand, the difference of hue is hardly perceptible.
The proportions of these columnsare faultless, and their mas-
sive ghafte and richly-carved capitals produce the effect, at
once, of beauty and sublimity, The pediment above is now
a bald front of ragged stone, but it was once’ adorned with
bas-reliefs in bronze; and the holes made by the rivets with
which it was fastened are still to be seen.
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The aisles of the portico were once vaulted with bronze,
and massive beams or slabs of the same metal stretched across
the whole structure; but this was removed by Urban VIII.,
and melted into a baldachino to deface St. Peter’s, and cannon
to defend the Castle of St. Angelo; and not content with this,
he has added insult to injury, and commemorated his robbery
in a Latin inscription, in which he claims to be commended
as for a praiseworthy act. But even this is not the heaviest
weight resting on the memory of that Vandal pope. e shares
with Bernini the reproach of having added those hideous
belfries which now rise above each end of the vestibule; as
wanton and unprovoked an offence against good taste as ever
was committed. A cocked hat upon the statue of Ilemos-
thenes in the Vatican would not be a more discordant addi-
tion. The artist should have gone to the stake, before giving
his hand to such a piece of disfigurement.

The cell, or main portion of the building to which the
portico is attached, is a simple structure, circular in form, and
built of brick. It was formerly engrusted with marble. The
cell and the portico stand to each other in the most harmonious
relation, although it seems to be admitted that the latter was
an addition,.not contemplated when the cell was built. But
in the combination there is nothing forced or unnatural, and
they seem as necessary and as preordained complements, one
to the other, as a fine face and a fine head. The cell is a type
of masculine dignity, and the portico of feminine grace: and
the result is a perfict architectural union.

The interior~—a rotunda, surmounted by a dome—is cons
verted into a Christian Church, a purpose to which its form
and structure are not well adapted, and the altars and their
accessories are not improvements in an architectural point of
view, But in spite of this—in spite of all that it has suffered
at the hands of rapacity and bad taste—though the panels of
the ;najestic dome have been stripped of their bronze, and the
whole has been daubed over with a glaring coat of whitewash
—the interior still remains, with all its rare beauty essentially



Chap. X. ARCHES, 249

unimpaired. And the reason of this is, that this charm i the
result of form and proportion, and cannot be lost except by
entire destruction. The only light which the temple receives
is from a circular opening of twenty-eight feet in diameter
at the top, and falling, as it does, directly from the blue sky, it
fills the whole space tvith the purity of the heavens themselves.
The magical effect of this kind of illumination it is impossible
to describe. Sweep away the altars with their tawdry deco-
rations, erase the tasteless ornaments of the cornice, restore
their plundered bronze to the panels of the dome, or at least
paint them of an appropriate colour, dispose a few statues
and busts of fitting excellence around the wall, and the result
would«be absolute perfection.

The pavement of the Pantheon,, composed of porphyry,
pavonazzetto, and giallo antico, though constantly overflowed
by the Tiber, and drenched by the rains which fall upon it
from the roof| is the finest in Rome. There is an opening in
the centre, through which the water entering by the dome is
carried off into a reservoir.s

The Pantheon has a peculiar interest in the history of art,
as the burial-place of Raphael. His grave was opened in
1833, and the remains found to be lying in the-spot which
Vasari had pointed out. Annibal Caracei and Cardinal Gon-
salvi were also buried here.

ARCHES.

Triumphal Arches were obvious offerings to the vanity of a
hvmg emperor, and equally avajlable as expressions of grati-
tude and respect reared to the memory of those who had so
lived as to be regretted after death, In their form and struc-
ture, the resources both of architecture and sculpture were
called into exercise, and the decline of art was marked by
multiplicity of details and redundancy of ornament. In its .
original destination, the arch was meant to do honour to a
successful general ; and it was so contrived that every man of

M 3



250 ARCHES. Chap. X.

the yictorious army should pass under it, and for a moment
dwell in the shadow of a monument which his own merit had
helped to call into existence. That the form of the arch,
caught from the covering heavens above, is the expression of
a universal instinct, the experience of to-day shows in those
fragile structures of wood or canvas with” which we do honour
to our governors and presidents, They spring from the same
impulse as the massive and marble piles of Rome.

The Arch of Constantine is the most imposing and the best
preserved of these structures, VWhen this was reared, the
pernicious habit had already begun of piecing out new build-
ings with patches torn from old ones, and- the fragments of
earlier works are wrought into this. Its general architectural
design, in common to a greater or less degree with all the
Roman arches, is open to the objection that the columns on
each front have nothing to support, and are merely ornamental
appendages, which columns should never be. The sculptural
details are numerous, and not of uniform merit, the earlier
portions—supposed to have been*taken from a demolished
arch of Trajan—being much superior to the works of Con-
stantine’s own age.*

The Arch of Titus is the most graceful in its form of all
the Roman arches. The great interest which attaches to it
arises from the representations which its bas-reliefs contain of
the spoils of the temple at Jerusalem—the golden table, the

* It wa- under this arch of Constantine that the Emperor Charles V.
made his entry into Rome, April 6, 1536. Although his visit was not par-
ticularly welcome to the Pope, he was received with a degree of splendour
proportioned to the power which he wielded and the terror which he inspired.
Rabelais, who was then in Rome in the suite of Cardinal du Bellai, states that
two or three hundred houses and*three or four churches were levelled to the
ground, in order to widen the streets through which the imgerial procession
was to pass, and that no compensation was paid to the owners of these houses.
Theré is probably some exaggeration in this account, Robertson, as usual,
takes refuge in flowing generalities, and tells us that it was ¢ found necessary
to remove the ruins of an ancient temple of Pence, in order to widen one of
the streets through which the cavalcade was to pass.”
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seven-branched candlestick, and the silver trumpet of the
jubilee. The Jews to this day, it is said, never pass ‘under
this arch; avoiding the sight of this mournful record of the
" downfall of their country, and the desecration of their religion.

The Arch of Janus Quadrifrons was probably not a votive
offering or memorirtl, but a mere structure of convenience. It
is an immense cube, with an arch on each side, forming a
vault in the centre. It is built of blocks of marble, scooped
out into niches and stuck over with paltry columns, showing
a period of very indifferent taste in art. In the middle ages
this arch was turned into a fortress, and occupied by the
Frangipani family ; and the top is still defaced by the ruins of
the building they added.

The Cloa%a Maxima i8 carried, along near the Arch of
Janus, and opens into the Tiber. Modern seepticism, which

hag overturned so much of the old faith, has not laid its
" withering touch upon this venerable monument. Romulus
and Numa have been changed into thin shadows, the twilight
ghosts of tradition that disappear before the dawn of history,
but the .stones of the Cloaca are still alive to speak of an
antiquity of at least twenty-four hundred years. In Egypt, a
monument no older would be esteemed a mere babe; but in
. Europe, twenty-four centuries seems a good old age. The
structure of the Cloaca bears witness to two things, In the
first place, it shows much mechanical skill and considerable
knowledge of masonry. It is composed of immense blocks of
stones, nlcely fitted together, and without cement. The
material used is not the travertine limestone, so common in
Rome, nor yet the piperino, of which the tomb of the Scipios
is built, but a coarse volcanic compound, which was doubtless
found on the spot. The solidity and faithfulness of its con-
struction-are shown by the fact, that neither floods nor earth-
quakes have done it any perceptible injury; and, old as it is,
it is quite as likely to be in at the death of Rome, as anything
that has since been built by the hand of man. In the next
place, it shows that ivhatever might have been the form of.
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government in Rome at the time, it was a government en-
lightened enough to project a work of great public utility, and
strong enough to enforce its execution upon the people. The
conception and completion of such a work presuppose the
elements of a state*in a considerable degree of development,
the relations of law, gradations of rank, and subordination of
classes—a legislative head, an executive arm, and an obedient
body. '

Opposite the Arch of Janus Quadrifrons—at the extremity
of a low passage which leads to the Cloaca Maxima—issuing
from beneath an arch of brickwork—is a spring of the purest
water, translucent as air, still flowing.with ~very beat of the
pulse of nature, as it has flowed for thousands of years. Neither
time, nor flood, nor earthquake, nor the crash of® falling ruins
have broken this silver vein that runs back to the detp heart
of the hills. Vaulted and embedded in antiquity, this living
stream shares in the youth of the sunbeams that shine upon a
ruin, and the breezes that blow over it; and its brow is as
unwrinkled as when the thirsty labouter upon the Cloaca
stooped to drink of its wave. This spring was to me sne of
the pleasantest objects in Rome; partly because I had -never
heard of it, and came upon it unexpectedly, and felt something
of the satisfaction of a first discoverer; and partly from the
wonderful clearness and purity of the water, which was never
stained by dust, or falling leaves, or the feet of animals. It is
a mistake to suppose that the beauty of water depends upon
its being presented in large masses. Where it is muddy and
turbid, as is the case generally with the rivers -in, Italy, it
requires bulk, form, and movement to make us forget the want
of clearness and sparkle; for a small quantity of dirty water,
if flowing, is a ditch ; if stagnant, is a puddle. But a spring
of pure water, however small, has a gem-like value; and a
slender stream, sauntering and singing through a meadow, is
a constant pleasure both to the eye and the ear.

To this spring the Nausicaas of modern Rome resort for
the same object as that for which the ‘daughter of Aleinous
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drove out from ther father’s palace, on the day when she met the
many-wandering Ulysses. Birs. Barbauld has written a "very
pleasant mock-heroic poem on washing days, and with our
associations, resting upon our in-door life, this useful domestic
ceremony will bear no other treatment ;e but:in southern
Europe, where wash?ng is done in the open air, by fountains
and running streams, and enlivened with chat, laughter, and
singing, it may be fairly said to have as inuch of the poetical
and artistic element as is accorded to such occupations as hop-
picking or hay-making. I have certainly seen groups around
a fountain in Italy which an artist need not have disdained to
transfer to his shetch-book, and I presume a Spanish or an
Italian scholar reads the eplsode in the Odyssey, to which I
have alluded, ®ithout any sehse of i ity incongruity and unfitness
for poetical purposes.

MAMERTINE PRISON AND TARPEIAN ROCK. *

There are so few things in Rome that carry us back to the
days of the Kings, that a pecuhar interest attaches itself to two
objects, one artificial and one natural, simply because of the
venerable associations that belong to them ; and these are the
Mamertine Prison and the Tarpeian Rock.

The Mamertine Prison is a hideous vault, divided into an
upper and lower portion, scooped out of the solid rock, on the
declivity of the Capitoline, and lined with massive blocks in
the Etruscan style of architecture; the very appearance of
which vouches for their great antiquity, A more heart-
breaking place of confinement it is not easy to imagine. Ac-
cording to the traditions of the Church St. Peter was impri-
soned here by the order of Nero; and the pll]ar to which he
was bound, and a fountain which sprang up miraculously to
furnish the water of baptism to his gaolers whom he converted,
are shown to the visitor. Whatever might have been my
doubts, I did not make them known to my conductor—re-
specting his convictions, if T did not subscribe to them. I
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needed no other impressions to solemnize my thoughts than
those derived from classical history. There is no reason to
doubt that Jugurtha was starved to death in these pitiless
vaults. What a death to a soldier who had passed half his
life on horseback -on the burning plains of Aftica! Here,
too, the companions of Catiline were strangled. It is a curi-
ous fact that the chances of literature and history should have
carved two such names as those of Cicero and Sallust on these
Cyclopean walls. The upper room is now fitted up as a
chureh, or oratory.
- The Tarpeian Rock is on the southern side of the Capito-
line Hill, and is covered with a thick growth of shabby houses,
and gardens which are not exactly “trim.” The soil has
gathered round the basg in considerable quafRities ; so that
the formidable impressions derived from Roman writers are
not confirmed by the sight. But a very respectable precipice
may still be seen, and a traitor who should now leap from the
top would probably be as harmless, ever after, as Clodius or
Catiline, s

On the banks of the Tiber, near the spot where the Cloaca
Maxima empties into the river, stands the circular building
called the Temple of Vesta, though many antiquaries insist
that this is a misnomer. Its form is simple, consisting of a
circular core surrounded by a peristyle of columns, 8riginally
twenty in number, of which nineteen yet remain. The co-
lumns are of marble, of the Corinthian order, and fluted. The
entablature is gone, and a very ugly roof of red tiles is crushed
down directly upon the capitals of the columns. It is a pretty
toy of a building; too small, to borrow an expression of
Horace Walpole’s, to live in, and too large to hang at one’s
watch-chain. Its form ang. features are multiplied in an im-
mense progeny of bronze models and inkstands, 0 which it
has given birth.
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Basilicas and Churches —. St. John Lateran — Sta, Maria Magyiore ~— Sta,
Maria degli Angeli — San Pietro in Vincoli — Ara Cali — San Clemente
~—- San Pietro in Montario — Trinith de’ Monti — San Onoftio — Sta.
Maria della Pace — San Agostino — San Gregorio — Sta. Marja sopra
Minerva — Sta. Maria del Ponolo — Sta. Agnese — Sta, Cecilia in
Trastevere,

THE process by which Christianity supplanted Paganism in
the Roman empire was, of course, gradual. The new religion
found an offl faith rooted in the popular mind, supported by
wealth and power, hallowed by the traditions of a dim anti-
quity, and graced with the finest tributes of poetry and archi-
tecture. Christianity could not destroy without at the same
time reconstructing. The instinet of reverence, already formed,
was to be diverted to higher and purer objects. The links of
association, already woven, were not to be rudely snapped, but
to be gently unwound, and attached to new forms. Chris-
tianity addressed, with more authoritative voice and higher
sanctions, the religious principle—the sentiment of worship—
in the heart of man; but to this Paganism had also appealed,
and upon this it had rested. The errand of the new faith was
not one of extermination, but of exaltation and purification.
It was obliged to accept and recognize existing ideas and
existing forms. The exquisite skill with which the apostle
Paul, in his address to the Athenians, availed himself of the
religious instincts of his hearers, as a foundation on which to
rear the nobler faith which he brought, and the tact with
which he-made these instinets a starting point from which to
soar to & purer region, have been often noticed with admira-
tion. Thus the early preachers of Christianity were obliged
to use a persuasive and conciliatory tone whenever they ap-
proached a polished and intellectual community, and to admit
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that God had not, in times past, utterly hidden his face from
his children. These obvious considerations should modify the
extreme severity of tone into which Protestant writers are apt
to fall whenever they notice any resemblance between thes
ceremonies of the Church of Rome and the rites of Paganism.

The temples in Rome were not adapted to the uses of
Christian worship.” With the ancients worship was a ceremony
addressed to the eye, in which the priest was the performer,
and the people were the spectators. Ience in the ancient
temples the architectural splendour is on the exterior, and the
interior is simple and unadorned. Sacrifices, also, formed a
large part of religious observances among the ancients, and
these consisted principally of burnt meats: an opening at the
top was therefore necessary that the .powerful odour might
not be too offensive. This is undoubtedly the explanation of
the open dome of the Pantheon. But Christian worship was
spiritual in its character, and social in its form. The sermon
or exhortation, the prayer and the hymn, required a place
favourable to hearing rather than seeing. Thus, when Chris-
tianity became the dominant faith, and large audiences began
to gather round its teachers, the old temples were found not to
be suited for the purposes of churches. But there was a class
of buildings which, in their plan and construction, were ad-
mirably adapted to the requisitions of Christian worship, and
these were the basilicas.

Without going into the learning, historical or architectural,
of this subject, it is enough to say, that a basilica, in its pri-
mitive sense, was that part of a royal residence in which the
monarch, either in person or by deputy, transacted the business
of his office. It was—to compare great things with small—
like the hall in which an English country gentleman and
justice of the peace hears complaints against vagrants and
poachers. In Rome this appellation was applied to those

» buildings erected, usually in the forum, for the transaction of
. Judicial business; in which the preetor heard causes and re-
ceived complaints; and for this purpose its plan and propor-
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tions were admiirably adapted. The form of the basilica is,
indeed, one of the natural and inevitable forms of architecture.
As the problem how to dispose of a crowd in such a way that
the greatest number of persons possible may see the same
thing at the same time, is solved by the aniphitheatre ; so the
arrangements of a basilica are precisely those which will best
enable the magistrates forming a court of justice to hear causes,
to deliberate upon them, to pronounce their decision, and at
the same time give to suitors, advocates, and the public their
fair share of accommodation, A rectangular space was marked
out by two rows of columns which supported a roof. Qutside
of and on either hand of these columns a wall was reared, of
inferior height, and attached to the columns by a lean-to roof,
and leaving a space above for air and light to enter, between
the capitals of the columns. These side structures were
divided into an upper and lower, part. At the end of the
rectangle, opposite the entrance, was the tribunal for the
Iagistrates, rectangular or circular, sometimes on the same
level with the general fleor, and sometimes raised above it.
Thus we have seats for presiding magistrates, an open space
in front for parties and their advocates, a gallery for the
accommodation of the public, and side passages to pass in and
out, A portico was generally added in front.

The early Christian churches, borrowing the name of the
basilica, imitated with very little change its form and arrange-
ments, putting the altar in the place occupied by the tnbunal
By some writers it has been surmised that this was hecause the
bishops and priests were regarded as clothed with the power of
administering spiritual justice in-the form of rebuke or penance,
but the fact is sufficiently explained by the fitness of the basi«
lica for the purposes of public worship, without going in search
of any more recondite motives. Though the old basilicas
themselves were not used as churches, yet their sites were often
selected as the spots on which to build them, in’order that the
reverence which had gradually gathered round the soil, as
devoted to the administration of justice, might be transferred
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to the new structure. The modern basilicas have undergone
considerable changes, but they retain the essential features of
the altar, the nave, and the side aisles, to vindicate their origin
and descent.

There are seven basilicas in Rome,* and upwards of three
hundred churches. It is commonly stated,and perhaps without
exaggeration, that the Pope might say mass every day during
the year in a different church. The foundation of many of
these goes back to a very early period in the history of Chris-
tianity, but, in. consequence of ‘the restorations and additions
made necessary by natural decay and the hand of violence, all
of them, with hardly an exception, have ‘ost the stamp of
antiquity and become, substantially, modern edifices. Those
which are the least changed, and on that account among the
most interesting, are St. Clemente, St. Lorenzo, and St. Agnese
(the two last without the walls), Sta. Maria in Trastevere, and
St. Georgio in Velabro. The round form of the pagan temple
is preserved in St. Stefano Rotondo, St. Bernardo, and Sta.
Costanza. The simple plan of the basilica was variously
modified in the course of time. The transept was added,
forming a Latin or Greek cross, according as it divided the
nave into unequal or equal portions; piers were substituted
for columns ; the roof was vaulted, and the whole crowned

* These are, within the walls, St. Peter’s, St. John Lateran, Sta, Maria
Maggiore, and Sta. Croce in Gerusalemme; beyond the walls, St. Paul’s,
St. Sebastian, and St. Lorenzo. Five of these, St, Peter’s, St. John Lateran,
Sta, Maria Maggiore, St. Paul’s, and St. Lorenzo, are also called patriarchal
churches. The Christian world was originally divided into five patriarchates.
The first and most important was that of Rome, comprising Europe, Africa,
and afterwards America. The others were of Constantinople, Alexandria,
“Antioch, and Jerusalem. The jurisdiction of the Pope, as patriarch of Rome,
was confined within the limits of his patriarchate; but, ns sovereign pontiff
and successor of St. Peter, it extended over the whole Christiar world The
eastern patriarchs have long since disappeared, but their memory is preservod
in Rome in these,patriarchal churches.,

The churches of San Marcello, Santi Apostoli, and Sta. Agnesé are some-
times, on account of their antiquity, considered as basilicas.—GAUME, Les
Trois Rome, tom. i. p. 260.
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with a dome. * Nothing recalling the sublime cathedrals of
* Germany, France, and England is to be found in Rome. The
only specimen of Gothic architecture—and that an indifferent
specimen—is the Church of Sta. Maria sopra Minerva.,

It need hardly he said that the churches in Rome will
furnish constant interest and occupation to the traveller, and
contribute in large measure to the stock of recollections which
he carries home. Whether devotional feeling, love of art, or
the study of history and antiquities be the ruling passion of his
mind, he will find in these churches and their contents a world
of matter, not to be exhausted in the term of an ordinary life.
Tombs and moniments of illustrious men; pictures painted
and statues carved by hands that trembled with devotional
fervour; rich chapels decked with sgold, marble, and gems;
mosaics, venerable from antiquity or exquisite from workman-
ship, present their boundless attractions to those who are drawn
to them by merely secular tastes. Nor can even a Protestant
and a layman be insensible to the spirit which hangs over them
all, and is felt by every ¢ne who crosses the threshold of the
humblest and plainest, unless he be the lightest of scoffers or
the sourest of puritans, They are open at all times, spreading
out their benignant arms of invitation, and in the spirit of the
Saviour, bidding all who are weary and heavy-laden to come
to tfem and seek rest. No surly official stands at the entgance
to scowl away the poor Christian that does not wear the wed-
ding garment of respectability. The interior is not cut up
into pews, protected by doors that are slow to open and often
guarded by countenances that are slow to expand into a look
of invitation. The deep stillness, felt like a palpable presence,
falls with a hushing power upon worldly emotions, and permits
whispers, unheard in the roar of-¢otamon life, to become audible.
The few pérsons who are present are either kneeling in silence
or moving about with noiseless steps. In the windless air, the
very flames of the tapers do not tremble, but burn like painted
flames upon painted candles. If there be a touch of worldly
thrift in a picture covered by a curtain, which will not be with-
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drawn except on payment of a fee ; if tawdry ornaments offend
the taste, or even the sense of propriety ; if tinsel, spangles, and
artificial flowers sometimes recall a milliner’s shop rather than
a church—who will not consent, in the spirit of candour which
is the spirit of wisdom, to overlook these discordant append-
ages and say, “ What is the chaff to the wheat?” Of those
who have spent any considerable time in Rome, at least of
those who have lived long enough to feel the dangers and
duties of life, there are but few, I think, who will not be
disposed to thank the churches of Rome for something more
than mere gratifications of the taste ; for influences, transitory,
perhaps, but beneficent while' they last;” for momentary
glimpses of things spiritually discerned ; for a presence that
calms and a power that elevates, Protestant ideas and
convictions are, in ;ny opinion, not weakened by a residence
in Rome; but Protestants, in aiming at the reverse qf wrong,
have not always hit upon the right. The Romish Church,
especially, is wiser in providing so much more liberally for
that instinct of worship which is a’deep thirst of the human
soul. I envy not the head or the heart of that man who, when
he sees the pavement of a Catholic church sprinkled with
kneeling forms and faces rapt with devotional feryour, is con-
scious of no other emotion than a sneering protest against the
mumyneries of superstition. We walk in darkness, among
pitfalls and snares, and the riddle of the life that is around us
can only be solved by looking above us, If the swinging of
a censer and the tinkling of a bell can help men to lift their
thoughts from the dust of earthly passions, let us accept their
aid, and let the end consecrate che means.

As I have no purpose of writing either a guide-book or a
history, I shall pass lightly over the churches of Rome, and
record only such points of interest as were set down a‘ the
time, or as are recalled by an unforced effort of memory.

In studying the plan of Rome from the tower of the Capitol
(which should be done the first fair day after the traveller’s
arrival), an imposing mass of buildings is seen towards the
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south-east, oveg the wall of the Colosseum, marking the ex-
treme boundary of the Calian Hill. These are the Basilica
of St. John Lateran, with its cloisters, baptistery, and Scala
Santa, and the Lateran Palace. They form nearly an equi-
lateral triangle with the Colosseum and the Baths of Caracalla.
Their situation is béhutiful, but it is the beauty of desolation.
The tide of population has ebbed away from them, and left
them surrounded with the silent and open spaces of the country.

The Basilica of St. Joha Lateran is held in peculiar rever-
ence from its venerable antiquity, and from its having been
long regarded as the mother church of Christendom. The
original edifice, founded- by Constantine, was greatly injured
by fire in the fourteenth century ; and it has since been so
altered and enlarged that hardly a, stone of the old fabric
remains ; but, as there'has never been a total demolition and
reconstruction, the chain of association remains unbroken, and
the reverend form of the first Christian emperor, whose statue
stands in the vestibule, is still the presiding genius of the place.
The fagade is of a style oft architecture kindred to that of St.
Peter’s, but superior in beauty and simplicity ; the perpen-
dicular of the columns and pilasters, which support the massive
entablature, being broken only by the horizontal line of the
balconies, running across nearly in the middle. The interior
is rich and imposing, though not in the purest taste. JThe
features of the basilica have disappeared; as the columns
which once separated the nave from the aisles are imprisoned
in piers, patched over with ornaments in stucco and marble.
Twelve colossal statues of the apostles, in marble—six on either
hand—occupy niches scooped out of these piers, The execu-
tion of these works fell upon evil days in art, and they are
characterized by flutter and extravagance. The draperies
look ag if tie wearers had been out in a high wind and sud-
denly stiffened into stone: and their attitudes are painful to
the eye, for they seem to be maintained by muscular effort.
But they show great skill and mechanical cleverness. They
are in art what Darwin’s Botanio Garden is in poetry ; and in
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making this comparison, I recognize the merits both of the
statues and the poem.

The high altar of gilded bronze, resting on four columns of
granite, resembling the diminished spire of a cathedral, recalls
these Gothic forms so rarely seen in Rome. The venerable
mosaics of the tribune, executed by a contemporary of Cimabue,
show in the attitude and expression of the figures the gleams of
the new dawn of art, but they are not in harmony with the
objects around them.*

The Basilica of Santa Maria Maggiore has little to be com-
mended externally ; but the interior, through all the changes
which it has undergone, still retains the featnyres of the basilica
essentially unimpaired; and a single glance at its noble and
harmonious proportions vindicates the taste and judgment of
those who adapted that form to the purposes of Christian
worship. An immense nave is divided from the side aisles by
a row of thirty-six marble columns, of the Ionic order, sup-
porting a simple entablature, on which rests the upper wall of
the nave, where alternate windows,and niches are separated by
pilasters. The flat roof, covered with sunken panels, is ela-
borately carved, and blazes with gilding. There is no con-
fusion of details, no incongruity of parts, no crowd of tasteless
ornaments. The lines and surfaces are not crossed and en-
tangled, but all breathe the air of simplicity. The great
extent of the inclosed space gives the impression of sublimity,
whilé the separate features are all beautiful.

The Church of Santa Maria degli Angeli has a magnifi-
cent interior, of which the shell was once the great hall of the
Baths of Diocletian. The form is a Greek cross, witha vesti-

* Pope Sylvester II., who died in 1003, was buried in this church. When
the church was repaired, or rebuilt, in 1648, his tomb was cnened, and the
rcnnms of the venerable pontiff appeared unchanged ; the features distinet, and
th¢ arms crossed upon the breast. But at the approach of the air the figure
melted away, and in a few moments nothing was left but a handful of dust.
Mrs. Gray relates a similar occurrence as having happened at the opening of
an Etruscan tomb.
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bule in a cireuler form. The original adaptation of the hall to
the purposes of a church was by Michael Angelo; and the
changes and additions by subsequent architects are not deemed
improvements. The pavement, though raised several feet by
reason of the dampn&s of the soil—to the great disfigurement
of the columns, the bases of which are buried out of sight—is
still quite low. Standing at the central point, where the lines
of the nave and the transept cross éach other, the effect is
incomparably fine. The four radiating arms, which here meet

_and blend, leave the impression of simplicity and regularity,
without formal monotony, and typify the spirit of Christianity
which binds together the four corners of the globe by the ties
of a common love and a common faith.

Attached to the church is the convent of the Certosa, with
its spacious cloisters running round four sides of a square, and
enclosing an open space of considerable extent. These cloisters
are among the things for which we have reason to envy the
old world. They are merely arcades or piazzas round a quad-
rangle, and seem to have been designed for the benefit of
monastic institutions in hot climates; so that their inmates
might have the benefit of air and exercise, without exposure
to the sun, They are a proof of how much may be done in
architecture by adherence to simplicity and loyalty to nature.

_ Milton, whose exquisite tastes were never allowed to triumph
over his stern convxctlons of duty, sdys, in a well-known, pas-
sage of his Il Penseroso,

¢¢ But let my due feet never fail
To walk the studious cloister’s pale.”’

To a man of scholarly babits and imaginative temperament,
these walks would be a constant~source of refreshment and
inspiration.~ The roof, the pavement, the wall, and the open
arches, which look out into the quadrangle, afford ample scope
to architectural invention ; and the quadrangle itself may be a
flower-garden, or a patch of green turf with a fountain in the
centre. These cloisters blend together the beauty of art and
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the beauty of nature; the solemm monotony of stone and
marble with the bloom and verdure which the touch of every
spring renews. As the musing dreamer paces along, the
enclosed landscape which he sees through the arched loopholes
of his retreat astumes every moment a new aspect, and pre-
vents the sense of sight from becoming tofpid and unobservant
by constantly falling upon the same combination of objects.

In the centre of the square, around which the cloisters of this
church are built, is a fountain; and overshadowing the foun-
tain is a group of three cypresses, which are said to have been
planted by the hands of Michael Angelo. There were origin-
ally four, but one has been destroyed by lightning. They are
of immense size, and strikingly picturesque; all the more so
from the fact that they begin to show, in their broken outlines
and in the gaps made in their verdurous bulk, the marks of
time and decay. Dark, solitary, and motionless, they are
vegetable monuments carved in green. The breeze does not
bend their spiry tops, and they have no share in the life that
beats in the pulses of the mountain pine. They look like
a group of monks standing in bodily proximity, but mental
isolation.

San Pietro in Vincoli is one of the noblest churches in
Rome, comprising a nave separated from two aisles by fluted
marble columns of the Doric order. Here is the celebrated
statue of Moses, by Michael Angelo, about whlch so much has
been. written, and which is viewed in so different a spirit by
different observers. In criticising 2 work of art, reference
should always be had to the objects which the artist had in
view in executing it. This statue was originally intended to
form a part of an immense monumental structure, designed by
Pope Julius II. for himself, and urged on with characteristic
ardour and impatience. But death called hin zway before
his colossal mausoleum was ready for his reception ; and his
costly project was never carried into execution by his successors.
Ahe plan proposed was a massive parallelogram of marble, of
some forty feet by twenty, adorned with niches, pilasters, and
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emblematic statiies, and surmounted by a cornice. Abovg the
cornice, at each of the corhers, a colossal statue was to have
béen placed. The Boses was to have been oune of these. A
smaller parallelogram was to have rested upon the larger, and
the whole was to haye been crowned by two figures, represent-
ing Heaven and Earth, supporting a sarcophagus. A plan
like this, carried out by the genius of Michael Angelo, would
have resulted in the most magnificent combination of sculpture
and architecture that the world has ever seen; but if the pope
had lived, it is probable that the clashing of his own character
with that of the artist would have prevented its completion.
They were too niuch alik& to act together in harmony. Both
were haughty and impatient ; the one too ready to command,
and the other not always willing to obey. The pope’s prxde
of place was opposed to the artist’s pride of genius; and their
meeting, like that of flint and steel, broke into angry sparks
of controversy.

Thus, the statde of Moses was meant to have formed a part
of & colossal structure, to Have been raised considerably above
the eye of the spectator, to have had a foreground and back-
ground of architecture and sculpture, and to liave been topped
with a mass at once dome-like and pyramidal. Torn as it
is from its proper place; divorced from its proportionate com-
panionship ; stuck against the wall of a church ; and brought
face to face with the observer-~what wonder that so many of
those who see it turn away with no other impressions than
those of caricature and exaggeration! But who, that can
appreciate the sublime in art, will fail to bow down before it
as embodied in this wonderful statue? The majestic character
of the head, the prodigious muscles of the chest and arms, and
the beard that flows like a torreat to the waist, represent a
being of more than mortal port and power, speaking with the
authoyity, and frowning with the sanctions of incarnate law.
The drapery of the lower part of the figure is inferior to the
anatomy of the upper part; and remarkable as the execution.
of the statue is, the expression is yet more remarkable. Not-

VOL. I. N
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withstanding its colossal proportions, its prominent charac-
teristic is the embodiment of intellectual power, It is the
great leader and lawgiver of his people that we see, whose
voice was command, and whose outstretched arm sustained a
nation’s infant ste'ps. He looks as if he might command the
energies of nature as well as shape the mould in which the
character of his people should be formed. That any one should
stand before this statue in a scoffing mood is to me perfectly
inexplicable. My own emotions were more nearly akin to
absolute bodily fear. At an irreverent word, I should have
expected the brow to contract into a darker frown, and the
marble lips to unclose in rebuke.* "

In the sacristy are an indifferent picture by Domenichino,
the Deliverance of St. Pcter; and a female head, with eyes
upturned, by Guido, to which the name of Speranza, or Hope,
is given; though it is probably an idealized portrait. This is
a very pleasing work ; superficial and sentimental, and there-
fore popular. There were several copies, in various stages
of progress, in different parts of the”room, all very bad. The
sacristan, who seemed to have a quiet sense of humour, as well
as a sort of personal pride in the picture, appeared to take
much satisfaction in exhibiting these unsuccessfid copies, and
in comparing them with the original. IHe would bring one
and show it to me, and, after a while, produce another, with an
expression in his face which seemed to say, “ You think that is
as bad as it can be, but here is one a great deal worse.”

On aprroaching the Capitol, a flight of one hundred and
twenty-four steps of marble leads, on the left, to the church of

* This statue, as is well known, has the hair so disposed in front as to
resemble horns projecting from the top of the forchead. This was a common
'representation of Moses in early aud medizval art, and was founded upon an
erroncous translation in the Vulgate Bible of the twenty-ninth verse of the
thirty-fourth chapter of Exodus. In the Vulgate it reads, ¢ Ignorabat quod
cornuta esset facies sua,” ¢¢ He knew not that his face was horned™ The
reccived version, ¢ He wist not that the skin of his face shone,” is the correct
translation of the passage. See Sir Thomas Browne’s observations upon the
subject, in his ¢ Inquiry into Vulgar and Common Errors,
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Ara Celi, one of the oldest and the ugliest in Rome. But no
oneis Leld in greater reverence by the people, and none is more
frequented by throngs of worshippers. This is mainly owing
to its possessing a miraculous wooden image of the infant
Saviour, which is reputed to be of great efficacy in the healing
of diseases. The pillars and walls of the church are covered
with little votive pictures, commemorating escapes from acci-
dent and illness—a practice which the classical student may
trace back to the custom of snuspending similar tablets in the
temple of Neptune, by those who had been rescued from the
perils of shipwreck. On the twelfth day after Christmas a
curious and charaéteristic spectacle is presented at this church.
A kind of stage is erected behind a curtain, which, slowly
rising, reveals a group of figures as large as life, of wood or
pasteboard, of the Holy Family and the.Adoration of the
Magi. The Virgin, with pink cheeks and a very fine gown,

* holds the miraculous Bambino on her lap. St. Joseph is looking
on+: the three magi kneel or bow in attitudes of reverence and
worship, The disposition of the group and the arrangement
of the lights are managed with considerable skill. On this
occasion the church is always thronged, especially by peasants
from the country, who testify the liveliest admiration, and the
most unquestioning faith in what they see.

In this church reposes the dust of Pietro della Valle, the
Oriental traveller of the seventeenth century, one of those
enterprising and adventurous spirits that from time to time
break out of Europe to breathe the freer air, and expatiate in
the broader ficlds of the East. Wrom his twenty-eighth to his
fortieth year his life was as restless as a wave, After running
over Turkey, Asia Minor, and Egypt, he travelled across the
desert to Aleppo and Bagdad. At the latter place he fell in
love with aid married Sitti Maani Gioerida, a young Georgian
lady, in whom he found a congeuial spirit. With a man’s
endurance and a woman’s love, she followed him in all his
subsequent wanderings, shrinking neither from toil nor danger.
He entered into the service of the Shah of Persia, and fought

N 2
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in his armies against the Turks, his faithful cbmpanion never
leaving his side. DBut this rough life of peril was too much
for the delicate frame which enclosed her brave spirit and
loving heart, and she dicd after a union of five years. Ier
inconsolable husband could not prevail ppon himself to part
with the remains of one he had so fondly loved. He caused
them to be embalmed, and they attended him in all his subse-
guent wanderings, which extended over the peninsula of India,
whence he returned over the desert to Aleppo, and after visit-
ing Cyprus, Malta, Sicily, and Naples, he reached Rome, his
native place, on the 28th of March, 1626. He some time after
deposited the remains of his wife in the church of Ara Celi,
and pronounced a funeral oration in her honour. In Rome,
Della Valle became a Lon of the first magnitude, was pre-
sented to the pope, who gave him an office about his person.
The wild habits of the East still clung to him, for in a fit of -
rage he killed a coachman who had offended him, in the pjazza

‘of St. Peter’s, at the very moment of the papal bencdiction,
for which no harsher punishment thin a temporary banishment
from Rome was awarded to him. Truth compels me to add,
that, like many inconsolable husbands, he lighted the nuptial
torch a second time, marrying a young lady, a relation of his
deceased wife, whom he had brought with him into Italy.
Upon his deathbed he requested that he might be laid by the
side of his first love, and here they both sleep, and a modest
tomb marks the spot of their repose.

In a e‘reet which goes from Saint John Lateran to the Co-
losseum is the church of San Tlemente, one of the most curious
and venerable in Rome, and® perhaps, more than any other,
carrying us back to the early ages of the Church. Though
we may reject the tradition which dates its foundation from
the first century, there is no donbt that it is at least as old as
the beginning of the fifth. Through a small porch or vesti-
bule a court or atrium is entered, with a portico running

‘round it. Through this the church is approached. The inte-
rior consists of a nave and two side aisles, without a transept.
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The altar, crovned by a tabernacle resting npon four columns
of violet-coloured marble, and the ambones or reading-pulpits
of white marble, are raised above the floor of the nave by steps
and enclosed by a low wall of marble, sculptured with crowns,
crosses, and other Christian symbols. At the end, opposite
the entrance, is thé absis or tribune, of a semicircular form,
containing the ancient altar and the bishop’s throne: This
tribune is raised above the floor of the nave, and shut off from
it by two gates. The vault is adorned with curious old mosaics.

Every part of this church nad its meaning or significance.
The external court was for those who, by a course of penance,
were washing avay the sins of guilt or unbelief; and they
were in the habit of entreating to be reniembered in the prayers
of those who were privileged to enter the church. In the in-
terior, the two aisles were appropriated to the two sexes; and
they were occupied by those who had been baptized, or were
in preparation for that holy rite. The bishop and priests sat
on seats in the absis. The enclosed space in the centre was
filled by the acolyths, or subordinate ecclesiastical officers, who
read or chanted the gospels and the epistles from the two am-
bones.

The church of San Pietro in Montorio, or Monte Aureo,*
was erected to mark the spot where, according to the traditions
of the Church, St. Peter suffered martyrdom. There is nothing
in the architecture, external or internal, to attract attention,
unless it be the circular rose window of the fagade, a Gothic
embellishment which is a rare exotic in' Rome. The chief
interest of this church is derived from the paintings by Sebas-
tian del Piombo, contained in.the first lateral chapel on the
right hand. The principal subjects are the Transfiguration
and - the Flagellation, the latter, one of those painful subjects
to which no amount of reverence or skill in the artist can ever
reconcile us, They are painted by laying the oil-colours upon
stone, after & manner said to have been invented by Sebastian

* Monte Aureo, or Mons Aureus, so called from the golden yellow of its
gravelly soil.
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del Piombo himself. The designs were furnished, in whole or
in part, by Michael Angelo, Sebastian del Piombo being a
Venetian, and a great master in- colour, in which Michael
Angelo felt himself to be weak. Tt is said that this combina-
tion was formed-in the hope that the result of their labours
might impair the popularity of Raphael, at that time the
favourite of the pope and the delight of the people. *The
story résts upon the authority of Vasari, among whose many
merits that of accuracy of statement is not conspicuous, and
it is not supported by what we know of DMichael Angelo’s
lofty pride and stern self-esteem. Iu the figure of the Saviour,
in the Flagellation, connoisseurs detect the.powerful drawing
and profound knowledge of anatomy of the great Florentine.
In these pictures the shadows are blackened by time, and, as
the chapel is not strongly lighted, the whole effect is sombre
and dingy ; and though their power as works of art is readily
acknowledged, they are not attractive.

A door on the right-hand side of the nave leads into the
cloister belonging to a Franciscar convent, attached to this
church. In the centre of the area, marking the exact spot of
the apostle’s martyrdom, is a small circular temple of traver-
tine, surrounded by sixteen granite columns of the Doric order,
supporting an entablature, upon which rests a dome crowned
by a cross. It was designed by Bramante, and is generally
esteemed a very elegant building ; but it seems to me to have
been overpraised. The plan is simple, the proportions are
barmonious, and there is always something in a circular enta-
blature, supported by eolumys, which attracts and contents the
eye. DBut the dimensions are so small that it looks like an
architectural toy, too pretty and finical for a church, and better
adapted for a summer-house ; and even suggesting to a profane
eye those structures of sugar which are designed hy inspired
confectioners for central ornaments to supper-tables.*

* Raphael has introduced this temple of Bramante into his cartoon of Paul
predching at Athens. His eye, formed upon the study of the antique, had a
peculiar predilection for dircular forms. See the round temple in the cartoon

-
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The Trinith.de’ Monti is familiar to all visitors in Rome
from its conspicuous position,.crowning the magnificent’stair-
case of travertine which leads from the Piazza di Spagna to
the Pincian Hill, and which most'travellers ascend, once every
day at least, durmrr their residence in Rome. This church,
formerly belonomn"to the Franciscan monks, suffered severely
from the wantonness of the French soldiers who were quar-
tered in the adjoining convent, during the French occupation
of Rome, in the first revolution. MMany of the pictures were
destroyed or irreparably injured, and the building itself was
abandoned and closed from 1798 to 1816, when it was restored
by Louis XVIIL., after the designs of a French architect.
The old pictures which had been destroyed were replaced by
new ones, painted by students of the French academy in Rome,
a compensation which will remind ‘the classical reader of the
old joke of Lucius Mummius.

Since 1827 this church and convent have been in the pos-
session of nuns of the French order of  Les Dames du Sacré
Ceeur,” who devgpte themsglves to the education of girls. It
is only opened on Sunday during matins and vespers, and on
account of the music, which is performed by the nuns, itis a
good deal resorted to on those occasions by strangers. The
public are admitted at a side-door, ppened by a demure-lovking
female, who was instructed (so the story ran) to exclude all
gentlemen who were young and handsome. The interior is a
single nave, with three wide and deep chapels on either hand.
Above the entrance is a gallery with an°organ, and here the
music is performed by the nuns, who are concealea’behind a
curtain. Their voices are swegt and pleasing, and the music
selected is usually simple and appropriate; but the highest
effects of church music can by ng means be reached by female
voices alone. The transept and choir are divided from the
nave by a lofty iron railing, through which the pupils of the
of Paul and Barnabas at Lystra, and the beautiful architectural design in the
background of the Spozalizio at Milan. I fear the great painter would not

have looked upon the pointed arches, the slender columns, and the lancet
windows of York Minster or Strasburg Cathedral with proper admiration.
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couvent are indistinctly seen in attendance upon the services.
Their dress is simple but not unbecoming—a gown of dark
colour and a white veil. As they came in by twos and threes,
gliding with noiseless steps over the pavement, in the dim re-
ligious light whicn revealed only the common elements of
youth and womanhood, without any individual traits, there
was something in the sight which touched both the imagination
and the heart. The vague, romantic interest which clings to
the monastic dress, the floating veil, and the iron grating—
of which that cunning magician, Mrs, Radcliffe, has so skil-
fully availed herself—was enough -for those who were suffi-
ciently young and untried to look upon thewhole thing as a
mere piece of poetry; while those who were older and more
versed in the way of life found in the simple facts, the plain
prose of the case, the cue for sympathy and interest. The
sentiments which Mrs. llemans has embodied in her very beau-
tiful poem, entitled ¢ Evening Prayer at a Girls’ School,’
were always in my mind on those occasions. That man lives
to little purpose, in my judgment, who doesvnot gather from
increasing years and enlarged observation a stronger sense of
the peculiar perils to which woman is exposed— of her unequal
chances in the lottery of happiness, and of the sterner sentence
passed upon her wrong doings. In thoughts like these there
was a power that lifted the heart above the atmosphere of
.sect, and I never omitted to offer a silent prayer that these
fair young creatures might be shielded from the snares that
¢verywhere lurk in the path of woman, and, if they failed of
happiness, might at least notwpart with peace.

This church contains one of thje most celebrated pictures in
Rome, the Descent from the Cross, by Daniele da Volterra, a
work of great power and ceep feeling. The composition is
animated and expressive, and the drawing hardly mferior to
that of Michael Augelo.*

Upon the Janiculum, about half way up the slope, stand the

hd el‘he picture exhibited is an oil copy of the original fresco, which was

detached from the wall some years since and removed into the sacristy, and is
pot now usually shown,
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church and convent of San Onoftrio, at right angles to each
other, and with a portico common to both. Upon the wall,
under the portico attached to the convent, are three frescoes
by Domenichino, carefully protected by a covering of glass,
representing the BaJ)tlsm. Flagellation, and Temptation of St.
Jerome. But the great and absorbing interest of this church
and convent is derived from théir association with Tasso. The
great poet, in the spring of the year 1593, was attacked by an
Jllness which he felt would be fatal, and lie desired that his last
breath might be drawn in the sacred retreats of this convent.
fle brought with him a frame prematurely old and a heart -
broken by the wight of the burden of life, and his greeting
to the monks who helped him from his carriage was comprised
in the simple words, “I am come gto die among you.” Ile
lingered but a few weeks, soothed by friendly offices and nursed
with tender care, his time principally oceupied in those devo-
tional exercises always so congenial to his religious sensibility.
The close of his life of struggle and sorrow was tranquil and
peaceful. The elouds wete lifted up at sunset, and this great
“orb of song” sank to his rest in unshadowed glory. A
small slab, set into the pavement of the church near the en-
trance, and containing a brief, Latin inseription, marks the spot
where his remains were laid. And what need is there of any-
thing more? 'Why lavish the luxury of architecture and sculp-
ture upon a name which is its own monument? Can the
costly cenotaph which is said to be erecting for him ever have
the interest of the simple stone which designates his dust? In
the library are some mterestmg emorials of him—a mask in
wax, moulded from a plasteg-cast taken after death—the fea-
tures sunken and wasted, but the brow noble and intellectual —
an autograph letter, an inkstand,« girdle, and a sort of vase
which once belonged to him. The windows of the room in
which he died were also pointed out.

The garden in the rear is a spacious enclosure, planted with
oaks and cypresses; with plots and beds of homelier vegeta-
bles. In one corner is a semicircular range of seats, cut in

N 3
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the living turf, where Nie¥Arcadian Academy sometimes held
their sessions, and where, otcasionally, I believe, a religious
fraternity still meets. A more attractive place of gathering
can hardly be imagined, for it commands an enchanting view,
fitted either to suggest poetical images or awaken devotional
feeling. Near it was-orice a venerable oak, known all over
Rome as Tasso’s oak, and héld in« due honour accordingly.
It was blown down a few years ago, but not entjrely destroyed ;
for when I saw it there were some vigorous shoots growing,
out of the shattered stump.

Many of the Roman churches are visited by strangers ex-
clusively for the works of art which they ¢ontain. In Sta.
Maria della Pace, in the first chapel on the right, is a cele-
brated fresco by Raphael—the Cumean, Persian, Phrygian,
and Tiburtine Sibyls, represented in the fervour of inspiration,
and surrounded by angels holding tablets on which to record
the glowing words of poetry and prophecy. It is a com-
position of great beauty and dignity, The figures are of
colossal size, painted upon the wail below the cornice and
above the arched recess of the chapel, and they are disposed
with much judgment and. skill. In expression and arrange-
ment, in the character of the heads, and the simple flow of the
draperies, they are stamped with the finest impress of Raphael’s
genius ; but the original colouring has been impaired. About
the middle of the seventeenth century, in the time of Pope
Alexander VII., some rash hand undertook to retouch and
restore it, with oil colours, From these it was skilfully
cleansed in 1816, but, between the two processes, the fresco
unavoidably suffered some wrcng.*

* These frescoes were painted at the expense of Agostino Chigi, the founder
of the Chigi family; one of those princely bankers and merchants of the
middle ages, like the Medici in Florence and the Fuggers in Augsbury, who
did business in that lordly way which, in these days of competition and five
per cent. commissions, we can form hardly a conception of. His annual
incom (; was estimated at seventy thousand ducats of gold. The ducat was in
actual value about equivalent to a Spanish dollar, but at that time its ex-
changeable value was probably ten times as great as that of a dollar is now.
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In the Church of San Agostino is also a fresco by Raphael,
the prophet Isaiah between two angels. The prophet holds a
roll in his hand, and the angels a tablet; both containing
inscriptions. This is not considered one of Raphael’s happiest
works. The shadow of Michael Angeld’s genius was upon
him at the time, °and, in endeavouring to catch the peculiar
style of his illustrious rival, he gave up some of his own cha-
racteristic traits without gaining a proper equivalent in return.
He ceased, in some measure, to be Raphael, but did not suc-
ceed in becoming Michael Angelo. That Raphael should
have been greatly struck with the grandeur and sublimity of
the prophets id the Sistine Chapel—that he should have
endeavoured to profit by such a revelation in art and heighten
his own style by a study and eyen imitation of them—is
honourable to both artists, and perfectly in keeping with that
many-sided pursuit of excellence which was so marked a trait
in Raphael. This fresco has also suffered much from restora-
tion.

In one of the chapels ©f the Church of San Gregorio are
the two celebrated frescoes, so well known in the history of art,
painted by Domenichino and Guido, in rivalry with each
other; the former representing the Flagellation of St. An-
drew, and the latter the same saint adoring the cross as he is
led to execution. The circumstances under which these works
were painted have given them a reputation beyond their
intrinsic merits. - As between the two, the superiority of
Domenichino in power and correctness of drawing, and dra-

Raphael had received five hundred scudl for these frescoes, but made a demand
upon Chigi’s cashier for a further sum, which he maintained to be due to him
therefor, The cashier—probably a dry man of business who thonght thes
whole thing & most absurd waste of moBey—refused to honour the painter’s
draft; and Thereupon the matter was referred to Michael Angelo as arbitrator,
When he had looked at the figures he remarked that for the heads alone
Raphael ought to be paid a hundred scudi a-piece. Chigi, on hearing this,
directed his cashier to pay the whole sum demanded without any further
demur ; adding, that he should have become bankrupt if Michael Angelo had
gone on to value the draperies.
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matic truth of expression, is very obvious; but he is inferior
to his rival, certainly in colouring, and perhaps in fancy.
Neither of them can be called imaginative. In this work of
Domenichino’s, as in many others, the merit of the subordinate
parts is greater than that of the principal subject. A group
of women in the foreground thrust back by soldiers, and a
frightened child hiding his face in his mother’s lap, are espe-
cially admired.

This church was founded by Gregory the Great in the
seventh century, and he was for many years a monk in the
convent attached to it. The late pope, Gregory XVI., was
also for many years abbot of this same convent; a fact no
otherwise noticeable than as showm«r in how many ways, in
this wonderful Rome, thecpast is lmked to the present; and
how a space of more than a thousand years is spanned by a

+ bridge of which every arch is perfect.

The churches of Rome are not rich in works of sculpture of
a high order. Christian art has not manifested itself to any
great extent in marble, and for readons inseparable from the
nature of the material. The spiritual element in Christianity
speaks through expression, but sculpture can never emancipate
itself from tyranny of form. When a statue becomes too ex-
pressive, it ceases to be statuesque and begins to be picturesque.
Before the idea of the Saviour, or even of the Virgin, sculp-
ture drops, or ought to drop, its chisel in reverential awe.
The venerable forms of saints and martyrs are not ideal enough
for its purnpses. .And as for angels, the wings present great
difficulties. Cut out of marble, and stuck upon the shoulders
where there are no muscles to’ move or support them, they
become unsightly excrescences. The angels of our visions
float, and speed on their ertands of blessing, by their power of
will alone, without mechanism or muscle.

In the Church of Sta. Maria sopra Minerva is a full-length
statye of Christ by Michael Angelo; a work admirable so far
as the handling of the marble is concerned, but by no means
successful in overcoming the essential difficulties of the subject.
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In the Churéh of Sta. Maria del Popoli isa work in marble,
which has a rare and peculiar interest—a statue of “Jonah
sitting upon a whale—designed by Raphael, and probably,
also, executed by him. The whale is hardly larger than the
man : a disproportign explained by the fact that the subject
was early chosen by Christian artists as a type of the resurrec-
tion, and was meant to be a symbol, and not a representation.
For the same reason, the prophet appears in the bloom of
youth. Its merit as a work of art is more than respectable,
The block from which the statue is carved is said to have
fallen from the so-called temple of Jupiter Stator, in the
Forum. ?

In Sta. Agnese, in the Piaza Navona, the chapels are
decorated with elaborate bas-reliefs instead of paintings, and
another work of the same kind, but of higher pretensions, by
Algardi, is in the subterranean chapel. The same criticism
may be passed upon all of them, that they overstep the
modesty of sculpture. They aim at the illusions of perspec-
tive, and light and shade? In short, they try to be pictures,
and cannot; and form a sort of hybrid in art between sculpture
and wax-work.

In the Church of Sta. Cecilia, in Trastevere, is one of the
most beautiful and interesting statues in Rome, that of the
saint to whom the church is dedicated, who suffered martyrdom
in the third ceitury. It was her dying request that the house
in which she dwelt might be converted into a place of worship
for Christians; which was accordingly done. Upon the decay
of the houss, a church was bpilt on the site in the ninth cen-
tury. It was renewed aud repaired in 1725; at which time
many of its interesting antiquities and works of art were
removed or destroyed. Further changes in the interior were
macde during the reign of the late Pope Gregory XV1I.

The remains of the saint were deposited in this church in
the year 820, and exhumed in 1599. They were found in a
coffin of cypress-wood, cased in a sarcophagus of marble,
lying on the right side, and covered with a simple drapery.
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The wooden coffin was enclosed in silver, and recommitted to its
resting-place with great solemnity. Stefano Maderno, a sculp-
tor and architect, was commissioned by Cardinal Sfondrato to
execute a statue which should preserve the attitude in which the
saint was found; a work which he performed with great skill,
delicacy and feeling. It lies in a sarcophagus, adorned with
agate, lapis lazuli, and gilded bronze, in a very costly but very
tasteless manner ; the side next the spectator being open to
the view. It is reclining on the right side, the position
natural, and modest. The arms are extended, and the hands
marked by delicacy and refinement. The person is entirely
covered in simple and beautifully wrought drapery. The
head, enveloped with a linen cloth, rests upon the forehead,
and is therefore so turned ghat the side-face only is seen. A
gold band round the neck marks the wound of the executioner’s
axe. The whole air of the figure represents death and not
sleep. The feminine delicacy and purity, the tenderness of
feeling and depth of sentiment which breathe through it, are in
the highest degree admirable, and make it one of the most
touching and beautiful works of modern sculpture. It is a
subject of wonder that an artist, capable of conceiving and
executing such a statue, should have left no other conspicuous
monument of his genius, and should be remembered only by
this solitary creation.
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CHAPTER XIL

Palnces: Borghese — Barberini — Colonna — Doria-Pamphili — Farnese —
Farnesina — Spada — Rospigliosi — Sciarra,  Villas: Ludovisi — Bor-
ghese — Albani — Pamphili-Doria — Madama — Melini — Magliana —
Torlonia,

PALACES AND VILLAS.

“ THERE is a Youl of goodness in things evil,” says Shake-
speare. This is only another form of expressing that principle
of compensation which runs through the world and its works.
Viewing the Romish Church ‘as an instrument, or an assem-
blage of instruments, to accomplish certain ends, without
reference to the nature of those ends, or to the effect produced
upon the individual instruments themselves, it may be pro-
nounced the most perfec® institution the world has ever known,
Nothing was ever so admirably devised to cause the energies
of its members to work together to accomplish a great com-
mon object. The citizen, in Sparta, was not so much absorbed
by the state, as the individual, be he priest, bishop, or cardinal,
is by the Church. « The Church is the stream, and the indivi-
dual members but drops that swell its tide dand increase its
current. No one can deny that there is something grand, as
well as terrible, in this universal self-anmhxlatlon, and the
commanding position of the Romish Church at this ‘moment is
a proof of the prodigious power which it gives.

To produce this result—to secure to the Church the undi-
vided energies of its children—she celibacy of the clergy was
an gssential condition precedent. It was only by annihilating
the natural ambition of founding a famlly that the Church
could monopolize all those impulses and affections which in
ordinary cases flow out upon a man’s children and flow no
further. And this great distinction between the Catholic and
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the Protestant clergy is shewn in the different ways in which
the wealth drawn by both from the revenues of the Church is
expended. The great ambition of an English bishop, com-
monly springing from the middle classes. and whose descend-
ants will return to them, is to lay up money for his children
and bequeath them wealth if not rank. Thus he lives far
within his ineans, eats the bread of carefulness, and gives no-
thing to luxury or splendour; and the records of Doctors’
Commons shew that there is no class of persons who leave
fortunes so large, in proportion to their incomes and the time
they have enjoyed them, as bishops. On the other hand, a
Roman prelate, having no sons to establish in life, and no
davghters to portion, seeks to link his fleeting existence with
the enduring creations of.genius. Ile builds a chapel, and
adorns it with gems and marble; he repairs a church, he orders
pictures and statues, and bestows them upon the public. If
he be a cardinal and very rich, his ambition soars higher. e
founds a palace or a villa; fills it with works of art and pre-
cious remains of antiquity; designiag it to be not only his
abode while living, but his monument' when dead.

Thus, without the celibacy of the Roman clergy, we could
not have had the palaces and villas of Rome and its vicinity,
for most of them avere built by cardinals or popes, and from
the revenues of the Church. They form marked points of in-
terest and attraction, and are among the peculiar and charac-
teristic features of the Eternal City. The distinction between
a palace and a villa does not depend upon situation, for, though
there are no palaces without the walls, yet there are villas
within them. A villa is a palaze with & garden. A palace is
a villa without a garden.

The Roman palaces, mostly of later date than.those of
Florence, are of a more showy style of architecture s and they
differ more among themselves. The Palazzo Veneziano, the
oldest of them, built in the latter half of the fifteenth century,
is the only one which, by its simple fagade, its small windows,
and its heavy cornice, recalls the massive structures of Flo-
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rence. This palace marks the starting-point of simplicity in
the history of Roman palatial architecture. The style} as it
goes on, becomes more rich and gay. The period of its highest
excellence, at which we see invention under the control of good
taste, may be placed during the first part of the sixteenth cen-
tury, when Bmman%e, I’erunl, and San Gallo were lawgivers
in architecture. The Palazzo della Cancellaria, the Palazzo
Giraud, the Palazzo Sora, all by Bramante; the Palazzo Sac-
chetti, and the Palazzo Farnese, by San Gallo; the Palazzo
Massimi and the Farnesina, by Peruzzi, are the best specimens
of their class—offering the most to admiration and the least to
criticism,

From the middle af the sixteenth century civil architecture
in Rome begins gradually to decling. New palaces are built,
in which the taste of powerful patrons demands the attractions
of novelty. Architects like Ammanati and Pirro Ligorio,
confident in themselves, and unwilling to move in paths which
others had opened, aimed at more showy effects and more
striking combinations. 2n their designs, however, there is so
much genius and inventive power, that the results which they
produce are worthy of great praise; and faults in detail are
overlooked in the dazzling effectiveness of the whole. It would
have been well if architecture could have stopped here ; but that
law of progress, or,rather of movement, which will not allow
an enduting pause at the point where beauty and simplicity
meet, is an ever propelling impulse when the downwaid path
of decline has once been taken. In the ‘iniddle of the seven-
teenth century architecture had reached its lowest stage of
degeneracy, under the corrupting influence of Borromini, g
man of inventive power, but of wayward and fantastic taste—
whose fancy ran riot in frivolousydetails and grotesque embel-
lishmentss—who had an antipathy to right angles and straight
lines, and delighted in curves, twists, and splnls——who deco-
rated his fronts ir the style of a jeweller or confectioner, and
gave to stone and marble the flimsy and unsubstantial look of
stucco. The side of the Doria Palace facing the Corso, the
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work of Valvasori, represents in its vicious style and puerile
ornan.ents the marked defects of this school of architecture.
It is of immense extent, but so overloaded with details which
have no character, and embellishinents which have no grace,
that there is nothing of massiveness or grandeur in the effect.
The line of the cornice is so broken and interrupted, that the
building seems to rest upon a yielding foundation, or to have
been strained by an earthquake. In the.eighteenth century
so few works were constructed that no distinct character in
architecture can be assigned to it. The Consulta and Corsini
Palaces, built by Fuga, were improvements upon some of
their predecessors, and the Palazzo Braschi, -he newest of all,
erected at the close of the last century, has the finest staircase
in Rome. e .

Of late years, so far as can be judged from the little that
has been done, architecture seems to have been under the guid-
ance of a better taste. Classical models, especially, have been
much studied under the influence of Canina, a practical archi-
tect, profoundly versed in the learning of his profession; and
there is a growing disposition to retiirn to the regularity of
_classical forms. But there is a want of vital power and inventive
genius. Architecture, in its present aspect, resembles the
paintings of Camuccini. We recognise the study of good
models ; we find little to object to; but we do not look at the
pictures or the buildings a second time.

The palaces of Rome, which have been estimated to be
seventy-five in nmmber, though differing in details, in.the
extent of ground which they occupy, and in the splendour of
their decorations, have certain features in common. They are
usually built of stone, of a style of architecture showy and
effective, if not always in good taste; blending the charac-
teristics of a fortress and a dwelling-place. Their form is
generally that of a quadrangle, built round a cortile or court-
yard, into which a staircase of stone or marble opens. The

. apaftments of each floor, which are often of immense size,
communicate with each other, and are now frequently occu-
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pied by persons of widely different pursuits and social rank.
The lower floor is perhaps a sculptor’s studio, or a stablé, or a
furniture warehouse. An English or American family takes
a suite of rooms in the upper part, or a German or French
painter revels in the luxuries of light and space in apartments
where acres of canvas can be displayed without crowding. The
staircase’ is the only thing in common, and that is often as
filthy as the street itself; and ladies who would preserve the
purity of their drapery intact must walk circumspectly, and
show themselves mafnanimous in the matter of ancles.
Though these palaces make fine pictures, yet to a northern
taste, at least, fetv of them would be comfortable residences.
They wear an air of dreary splendour and desolate magni-
ficence. The immense apartments,have but little furniture,
and that generally of an iuferior description. The floors of
marble or brick are without carpets, and no cheerful- fireplace
displays its hospitable and domestic blaze, though in winter
the rooms are often deadly cold and damp. The ‘marble
columns chill the eye, anc the gilded cornice mocks the shiver-
ing visitor like the playof the morning sun upon a field of ice.
Many, perhaps a large proportion, of the owners of these stately
structures have become greatly reduced in their fortunes,
and hide their faded grandeur in some corner of their lordly
mansion, like the snail in the lobster’s shell. In such cases a
melancholy air of decay and neglect hangs over the scene.
Broken windows, dilapidated furniture, tarnished gilding,
niches without statues, spaces on the wall where once were
pictures, betray to the hasty glance the forlorn condition of
the impoverished nobleman. In the anti-chamber, perhaps a
throne and canopy of velvet and gold attest the high rank of
the family, but its splendour is over-dusted and be-cobwebbed,
and fromeits rickety appearance it looks as if a single vigor-
ous kick would bring it down in a mass of ruin. The custode
who shows the apartments is probably an ancient servant of the
house—perhaps a faithful Caleb Balderstone—whose faded
livery and subdued manner téll a tale of changed fortunes as
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forcxbly as the aspect of the palace itself. This is a form of
ruin not uncommon in Rome, more saddening than fallen
columns, broken arches, and shattered pediments. These last
are out of the pale of human sympathy, like sarcophagi in an
Egyptian pyramidi The men that reared them—that moved
about in the buildings of which they formed a part—are mere
shadows—hollow names—Ilike Belus, or Ninus, or the brave
- heroes that lived before Agamemnon. They are nothing to
us and we are nothing to them. These ruins of antiguity are
no more than pictures, and we judge of them and feel about
them as about the ivy that wraps them in its melancholy
beauty. It is impossible to waste much compassion on a man
who lived, two thousand years ago, wore a toga, and had three
names ending in ws. But when a living man is suffering the
mortifications of decaying fortune, or the sorrows aud annoy-
ances of poverty, whose ancestor two hundred years ago was
rich—to see a cobbler mending shoes in rooms where nobles
have feasted and beauty has smiled—beggars taking their
stand upon marble staircases—the®spider spinning his web
upon gilded ceilings—these are ruins which have no compen-
sating or reconciling element. They have neither dignity nor
grace. From them neither the poet nor the painter can gather
the materials of his art. The sharp compassion which they
awaken is unrelieved by glimpses of the heroic or touches of
the imagination. .

Many of these palaces contain extensive collections of paint-
ings, arrayed u-ually in show apartments with special reference
to exhibition, and the public are admitted to view them, at all
reasonable hours, with the utmast liberality, on the payment of
a small fee to the custode.

The Palazzo Borghese, a huilding of immeuse size, contains
the finest private collection of pictures in Rome, upwards of
six hundred in number, distributed through nine apartments,
on, the” ground floor. The public are freely admitted, for
several hours of every day, to view the collection, and artists
are allowed to make copies. In short, every visitor of decent
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appearance and.decent behaviour can get as much satisfaction
out of these pictures as the owner himself. The Bofighese
family is still rich, and the suite of apartments devoted to the
collection is taken good care of. There are some handsome
and costly tables of marble distributed through them, and in
one of them a little Yountain sports and sings—a very pretty
plaything for a grown-up child.

Here is a celebrated landscape of Domenichino, the Chase
of Diana, well known by Raphael Morghen’s engraving. It
represents a fine wooded scene with a stream flowing in the
foreground. Diana stands in the centre with hands upraised,
holding in one & bow, and in the other a quiver, a figure
not entirely free from affectation. Of her attendant nymphs,
some are sporting in the stream, some are undre-sing, some
are grouped together and shooting their arrows at a bird which
is tied to a pole, and otie on the right, a fine animated figure,
is holding back a greyhound by the slip. The composition is
studied and skilful, but not always refined, nor in all parts
entirely free from academic stiffness. The figures are well
drawn, but the draperles rather mannered. The colouring
struck me as very good. The whole air of the pictire is
fresh, breezy, and joyous, like that of an old English ballad or
Chaucg’s ¢ Flower and the Leaf,’ and, though it can hardly
be called an imaginative work, it comes very near being so.

The gem of this collection is the Entombment of Christ by
Raphael, painted by him in his twenty-fourth year. There is
considerable difference of opinion as to the merits of this cele-
brated work. The exclusive admirers of Christian art so
called—the disciples of the pr‘;-Raphaelite school, who value
an angular virgin, with limbs that look as if they had been
cut out of tin, beyond the best, forms of Guido or Domeni-
ching—esteem it one of Raphael’s highest efforts, and one of
the last expressions of his uncorrupted pencil. On the other
hand, the more genial and terrestrial critics pronounce it stiff
and feeble, at least in comparison with the artist’s later works.
Rumohr denies to it the merit of pathos, asserts that there is
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more power and feeling in the original drawings preserved ‘at
Florence, and doubts whether it was painted entirely by Ra-
phael’s hand.* Platner appeals from this harsh sentence with
much earnestness, and intimates that it may fairly claim a rank
above the Transfiguration or the Madonna di Foligno. Truth,
as usual, will be deemed by the majority of judgments to lie
between these extremes. A certain hardness of outline, and a
little stiffness in the flow of the drapery, show that in technical
skill and mere handling of the pencil the artist had not
reached the full stature of manhood; and there is perhaps
somne exaggeration in the action. But the figure of the Sa-
viour on the left, borne in the arms of two nten, is admirable
both in drawing and expression. The fainting Dadonna on
the right, and the three females who support her, form a
touching and pathetic group. The heads and faces are such
as Raphael only could have painted ; and its combination of
dignity with dramatic energy is also peculiarly his own., In
the background is a striking landscape, with the Mount of
Calvary in the distance.t :

This picture is painted upon wood, which has been pro-
tected on the back by iron sheathing, as it was found to have
been gnawed by worms, and cracked in two places.

In another room is a picture by Titian, whose wqrks are
rare in Rome. The subject is allegorical. A fine landscape
is bounded on the right by a village and a lake, and on the left
by a mountain castle. In the foreground is a fountain, near
which two female tigures are seated, one richly dressed and
holding Howers in her gloved hand ; the other with only a red
scarf over her shoulder, with a.cup or small drinking-vessel in
her left hand. Between the two, a young Cupid appears to be
reaching after some flowers which have dropped into the foun-

L2l

* Italienische Forschungen, Th, iii. p. 60,

1 ¢ Dieses Gemiilde gehirt unstreitig unter die vortrefflichsten Werke
Raphaels ; und man konnte geneigt sein ihm den Vorzug vor allen iibriger
Odlbildern dieses grossen Kiinstlers in Rom, selbst nicht mit Ausnahme der
berithmten Transfiguration und der sogenannten Madonna di Fuligno, zu
ertheilen.” —Beschreibung der Stadt, Rom. B. iii. Th. 3, p. 283.
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tain. The two female ﬁgu}es_are supposed to represent Divine
and Farthly Love, but this seems to be by no means a riatural
or satisfactory explanation, and we should be puzzled to deter-
mine which was meant to be the divine and which the earthly
emblem. Neither of them are celestial in their expression,
but both are full of warm, terrestrial life. Whatever be iis
subject, it has that magic of colour so peculiar to Titian, espe-
cially in the red scarf and rich carnation tints of the undraped
figure, which is also beautiful both in attitude and expression.

In the same room with the Titian is a remarkable portrait,
representing a handsome man in the bloom of early manhood,
dressed in black, ®nd with a cap and feather also black. It is
set down in the catalogue as a portrait of Cewesar Borgia, by
Raphael ; but probably the artist and the subject are both
misnomers. It is certainly not in Raphael’s usual style, nor
does the face respond to our conceptions of the mouster Borgia.
It is the face of a handsome, smiling, seductive, unscrupulous
man-—against whomn both men and women would do well to be
on their guard—reckless, pleasurable, and inventive—a sort of
medizval and Italian Lovelace—but not absolutely a devil
incarnate like Cesar Borgia, the worst character in history,
whose name is linked to no virtue and a thousand crimes. It
was prgbably painted by an artist of the Venetian school,
perhaps a pupil of Titian, and is an admirable work of art.

The celebrated Danaé by Correggio did not please me much.
The expression is wanton, the figure lean, and the countenance
vapid and simpering. The peculiar fascination of Carreggio’s
manner, his luxurious softness of touch, and his indescribable
play of light and shade, are not wanting, but the colouring
seems to have been impaired by injudicious cleaning. The
two Cupids in front, who are trying the points of their arrows,
are charmingly painted.

In the Barberini Palace is the world-renowned portrait of
Beatrice Cenci, commonly ascribed to Guido, though about
that, I believe, there is some doubt. At any rate, it is a
beautifully painted picture, representing a young and lovely
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face, wrecked and shattered by storms of suffering.s The
head-dress is peculiar and rather trying to an artist’s power of
colour, consisting of heavy folds of white cloth wound round
the head. from which a few locks of yellowish brown Yhair
escape. There is a deeply touching expression in the eyeg,
which are large, soft, and lustrous. They look as if they had
wept away all their power of tears. The lips are delioate,
full of tremulous sensibility, but absolutely rigid and frozen
from intense suffering. The outline of the face is fine and the
features regular. The portrait represents a young creature of
exquisite organization, full .of imagination and sensibility,
capable of receiving and bestowing happiness in its rarest and
finest forms, but out of whom all the life had been pressed by
hideous calamity and unspeakable suffering. A sweet, soft,
and gentle nature, born to be loved, sheltered, and caressed, is
driven to madness, and loses its very essence, from outrage and
wrong. It was a lily growing in a garden; an aérolite fell
upon it and crushed it to the roots.

The power and pathos of tlus portrait exceeded my highest
expectations. It has been fu,quently engraved and copied,
but no engraving or copy that I have ever seen retains the
peculiar character of the original: For many years no artist’
has been allowed to copy directly from the picture; and the
many transcripts which are found all over the world are but
répetitions at second hand ; but, were the rule relaxed, the
charm of the original is so delicate and airy as hardly to be
brought away by the most skilful pencil.*

* A brief and good account of the Cenci tragedy is contained in the supple-
ment to Michaud’s ¢ Biographie Univeiselle,” art, CExct. The character of
the father was more detestable, and his crimes more hideous, than is generally
apprehended ; but the particular outrage which is supposed to darken his
memory was not proved against nim. The character of Beatrice was not
quite 8o exalted as, through sympathy with her misfortunes, has been com-
monly imagined. The motives of the Pope, Clement VII1., have also not been
fuirly stated. He seems to have acted conscientious]y, and waited long before
signing the fatal sentence ; and a part of the family would probably have been

pardoned, but that, unhappily, during his deliberations, two cases of parricide
occurred in the Papal States. This determined him against an act of mercy.
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Iny thiS palace is also another celebrated picture ; a portrait
of the Fornarina, by Raphael. It represents a female naked
to, the waist, with a turban on her head. The eyes are black
and bright, and the countenance has some animal beauty, but
an expression the reverse of elevated or intellectual. The
aris and bosom are _beautiful and carefully painted, but it is
not a pleasing work, nor does it represent an attractive person.
Some writer has remarked that a man in choosing his wife
should ask himself what are her resources for a rainy day in
the country. Judging from her countenance, the Fornarina
would seem to be very indifferently supplied with such capa-
cities and accomYplishments; in short, an artist’s model, a
sensual toy, whose power over an intellectual man, if she had
any, would be yielded to with something like self-contempt.

In one of the rooms is a magnificent cabinet of wood and
carved ivory, of which the central subject is Michael Angelo’s
Last Judgment, wrought with a minute patience and elaborate
-skill which mukes the heart ache to look at it. It was the
work of two ‘German artists, and is said to have occupied
. thirty-four years in the execution.

The garden of the Colonna Palace extends along the slope
of the Quirinal Hill. It is of moderate extent, planted with
ilex, box, and pine, and commanding very pleasing views.
Here are many interesting ruins and fragments, especially
some vaults of the baths of Constantine, now used as granaries,
and two enormous masses of marble, belonging to an edifice of
the Corinthian order. Thé building of which they were a part
must have been of stupendous magnitude, and, placed on so
commanding a position, must Lave formed a most conspicuous
object ; yet nothing is known with certainty upon the subject ;
and antiquaries can only guess ¢hat these colossal fragments
have, falleu from the Temple of the Sun built by Aurelian.

In the great hall of the Palazzo Colonna, one of the noblest
rooms I have ever éken, an amateur concert was given on the
fourth day of February, 1848, in aid of the funds of some
charitable institution. The prima donpa was Mrs. Sartoris

VOL. I, o
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(nee Adelaide Kemble), whose voice is fine and rich, and, who
sang with great taste, feeling, and expression. Two things
struck me in her performance. One was the extreme ease of
her execution, without the slightest appearance of pulling,
straining, or” stretching; and the other was the solid good
sense of her singing, if I may so apply the phrase. There was
not the least nonsense about it. Good sense, if not the foun-
dation of good singing, is an important element in it, and it
was as marked a trait in Mrs. Sartoris’s singing as it is in her
sister Mrs. Kemble’s reading. None of the other performers
were more than respectable. The company, about four hun-
dred in number, was mostly English ; a large ‘proportion ladies,
whose fine forms and’ blooming complexions were well set off
by the statues and frescoes of the noble apartment in which
they were gathered. .
The Palazzo Doria-Pamphili has an immense fagade on the
Corso, in which, however, there is nothing to commend but
the rich plate-glass in the windows. Ilere is a very large
collection of pictures, but few of first-rate excellence. Two
celebrated landscapes of Claude Lorraine are among its most
valued treasures. In one a smiling rural region is depicted,
and in the background a stream and a mill ; from which it is
usually called the Mulino. . In the other the sun is refiected
from a sea-mirror ; in the background trees are waving; in
front and on the right is a temple, into which a procession is
passing. 'When T saw these Jandscapes I had not read ¢ The
Modern Painters,’ and T admired them heartily, and perhaps
ignorantly, and, though I have since read thgt most eloquent
and original book, I cannot renounce the feeling altogether.
Claude’s figures are worthless, his foregrounds wanting in
"distinctness and individuality, and his general transeript of
forms incorrect, but the character of his foliage is excellent,
and his atmospheric effects are matchless. The erisp sparkling
aud dancing light which he pours over Iis scenes produces an
almost intoxicating effect, and takes away from the eye, for a
time at least, the power of perceiving the want of formal
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accuracy. The author of ¢ The Modern Painters’ is g great
iriter wn art, and, when he is wrong, it is often.only from
pushing right principles to an extreme. Iis book is a golden
-book, steeped in the poetry and the religion of art, just in-
theory and exquisjte in spirit, and the young artist should
clasp it to his heart, and wear it like a phylactery upon his
brow ; but the author will undoubtedly live to admit that all
its vehement and impetuous judgments are not correct.

The Palazzo Farnese, one of the finest palaces in Rome, is
a shameless receiver of stolen goods. The stones of which it
is built were torn from the Colosseum. The granite basins of
the fountains wére found in the baths of Caracalla. In the
portico of the cortile is a sarcophagus of Parian marble, taken
from the tomb of Cecilia Metella;®a stupid and tasteless act
of spoliation, since, in its present condition, it has o appro-
priateness or significance, but is merely a piece of furniture
—a pretty thing to look at; as if the owner of a fine house
in DBoston should have a monument from Mount Auburn
brought in and put into Ris entry.

The great hall or gallery is painted in fresco by Annibale
and Agostino Caracci and theif scholars. The subjects are
taken from mythology, most of them having reference to the
passion of love. The central piece is the Triumph of Bacchus
and Ariadne, and among the others are Cephalus and Aurora,
Venus and Anchises, Perseus and Andromeda, Hero and
Leander, Syrinx and Pan, Polyphemus and Galatea. Eight
small subjects over the windows are by Domenichina.  Abont
half of Lemprié¢re’s Classical Dictionary is painted on the walls
and ceiling of the hall,—an immense labour, which occupied
the unbroken toil of eight years, and is said to have been
rewarded with the paltry pittance of five hundred scudi! A
certain ubity and significance are sought to be given to the
whole cycle of subjects by four groups at the corners, each of
which is composed of two figures, symbolizing celestial and
terrestrial Love, represented in various attitudes of struggle,
and finally clasped in a reconciling embrace.

o2
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These frescoes are very fair representation’s alike of the
powers of the Caracci and of the school of art of which they
were the founders. The very name of Eclectic which they
adopted, or which was fastened upon them, involves an essential
impossibility. Every great and original artist makes use of
canvas and colours as instruments to embody certain-ideal con-
ceptions. These conceptions are formed according to an innate
law of his nature, and they can no more help being what they
are than a rose-bush can help bearing roses. To the eye of
Michael Angelo, form was the prominent essence of objects ;
while to that of Titian, the impressions of colour superseded
all others; and in their paintings each developed his own per-
ceptions. An attempt to combine the form of Michael Angelo
with the colouring of Titian, as Tintoretto aspired to do, is
simply to aim at an impossibility ; like an attempt to combine
a man and a horse together and make a centaur. All delinea-
tion upon a flat surface, with colours, is an imitation, neces-
sarily more or less imperfect; and if the idea of form is to be
50 strongly impressed as is done in the paintings of Michael
Angelo, something must be sacrificed in point of colour. The
artist must make his election, and give up some things, in
order to attain others more completely.

The Caracci, living at a period when art had much declined
from the height it had attained at the beginning of the six-
teenth century, were inspired with a generous ambition to
elevate it ; and they devoted themselves to this object with
great indnstry and honourable singleness of purpose. But
they wanted not only the Promethean touch of genius, but
also a wide range of general cultivation, and that grace and
accomplishment of mind which spring from early liberal train-
ing, and the right to mingl€' freely and on terms of equality
with refined and lettered society. Their works, as compared
with the works of the best age of drt, are like a manufacture
ad compared with a growth. Their drawing is singularly
correct, but wanting in vital power. Raphael seemns to have
gone about the streets, and, whenever he saw a marked and
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expressive attltude, to have daguerreotyped it upon his brain
and reproduced it like a birth. The Caracci appear tp have
always drawn from an academic model, and not to have im-
proved upon the particular position in which he might have
stood. With the former, the idea came-first and forms and
groups were used %o embody it; but, with the latter, forms
and groups were disposed in the hope that out of such a dis-
position ‘an idea might spring. I have, before, occasionally
illustrated painting by literature, and I will here venture to do
it again, When we pass from the works of Raphael and
Michael Angelo to those of the Caracci, it is like going from
Shakespeare’s ¢Julius Casar’ to Addison’s ¢ Cato,” or from
Spenser’s ¢ Fairie Queene ’ and Chaucer’s ¢ Canterbury Tales’
to Wilkie’s ¢ Epigoniad;’ or Glover’s ¢ Leonidas.’ By this
illustration I do not mean to say that there is the ssme amount
of difference in the two cases, for that would be unjust to the
Caracci, but merely that the inferiority of the latter is similar
in kind.

These observations may be continued further by comparing,
for a moment, the subjects of these works with those of the
frescoes in the Vatican and Sistine Chapel. Raphael and
Michael Angelo invent such designs as illustrate events in
religious history, or in the life of the soul, and thus have an
unchanging interest to all who have been baptized into the
name of Christ. Their works are consequently not merely
paintings, but also symbols. They address the soul as well as
the eye. They have a vital significance as well as a formal
beauty. The Caracci, invited to decorate the residence of a
grave ecclesiastic, cover the whlls with a profusion of mytho-
logical love-stories, which express nothing beyond what they
really are. They are not even allegories, but only fables or
myths lopg since dead with the faith that gave them birth.
In point of execution, there is certainly great merit in these
frescoes: drawing always correct and sometimes powerful;
varied grouping ; animated movement; and a rich, sober tone
of colour, neither gay nor sombre. But there is no such
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grandeur as we bend before in Blichael Angelo’s prophets,
and no such beauty as followed Raphael’s inspired pencil.
Over the whole a cold, formal, and academic atmosphere is
breathed. 'We look, we admire, but we turn away and forget.
The expression of the heads and facés want individuality.
The general character of the groups is meant to express a
joyous abandonment to sensuous emotions, but the rich and
frolie life which the ancients could put into a bacchanalian
procession sculptured on a frieze is wanting here. Itis a
sort of make-believe rapture. Some of the subjects are coarsely
treated—Diana and Endymion, for instance. The best thing
is the drunken Silenus riding upon an ass, in *he Triumph’ of
Bacchus and Ariadne ; and this fact alone, in a composition in
which there are so many figures meant to be dignified, and
so many meant to be beautilul, involves an emphatic criticism.
The Palazzo Farnesina, the splendid monument of the taste
and magnificence of Agostino Chigi, is a pilgrim-shrine in art,
because it contains the finest expressions of Raphael’s genius
when manifesting itself in purely secular forms. It isalso a
palace well known in what may be called the gossip of history,
on account of the luxury and extravagance with which Chigi
lived here during the pontificate of Leo X. The stories which
are preserved of his entertainments reveal a sort of insanity of
profusion, like the ragoiit of pearls in the Arabian tale, or the
bank-note sandwiches'which are said to have been eaten upon
wagers. For one of these entertainments, given to the pope
and cardinals, an imposing structure, adorned with paintings
and other works of art, is said to have been reared in a single
night. To grace the board on tilis occasion, fish were brought
alive from France, Spain, and Constantinople, and dishes of
parrots’ tongues were served up to the guests. And it is
even said that the gold and silver dishes used wer> carried
from the table and thrown into the Tiber, that they mlght
never again be profaned by meaner lips or hapds. The mad-
ness of this act is lessened, but not its folly, by the testimony
of some authorities, who say that nets were carefully spread
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across the river, so that little of the precious jettison was lost.
The building erected for this entertainment was subseguent.ly
carried away by an inundation of the Tiber.*

In the large hall of this palace, facing the garden, the ceiling
is adorned with frescoes from the story of Cupid and Psyche,
designed by Raphagl, and executed for the most part by his
scholars, under his superintendence. The selection of this
most happy subject is a striking proof of the unerring taste
and judgment of the great artist. The story, first appearing
in the ‘Golden Ass’ of Apuleius, a writer of the silver age of
Roman literature, was not, however, the indigenous growth
of the unimagipative Roman mind. Its airy analogies and
delicate fancies, without doubt, first grew in the gardens of the
East. It is an allegory typifying, under the form of the
love adventures of an immortal gotl and a mortal maideu, the
struggles of the spul in its endeavours to reach spiritual per-
fection, its conflicts with debasing passions, its purification by
misfortunes, and its final triumph; but, like the ¢Fairie
Queene’ and the ¢ Pilgrim’s Progress,’ the allegory is often
forgotten in the narrative, and many incidents are introduced
simply for the sake of carrying on the story. Strictly speak-
ing, it is not so much an allegory as the record of an allegory.
The temptation to illustrate religious sensibility by analogies
drawn from the passion of love is very strong ; and religious
writers, Catholic as well as Protestant, have often debased
their effusions by yielding to it.{

* These stories are found in Bayle’s Dictionary, art. Cil161, and in the
description of the Farnesipa by Platner, in the ¢ Beschreibung dexsStadt Rom.,
vol. iii. Th, 3, p. 590, and there the original authorities are given. I confess
that such statements seem to me enterprising drafts upon the credulity of
posterity, which I, for one, am not disposed to honour. The narrative of this
entertainment, as Platner well remarks, is darkened with a tragic interest
from its osntrast with the horrors to which Rome was soon after exposed
through its capture and plunder by the imperial troops.

1 An abstract of the story of Cupid and Psyche may be found in Dunlop’s
* History of Fictiony’ vol. i, p, 114 (Phil. ed. 1842), and also in Sir George
Head’s ¢ Tour of*Many Days in Rome,” vol. iii. p. 120, It has also been repro-
duced in var'oys forms by Marino, La Fontaine, Molidre, and Mrs, Tighe.
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The ceiling of the hall is divided into three kinds of spaces,
* the flat surface on the top, the curved arches at the sides, and
the lunettes between the arches. The flat part of the ceiling
is odcupied by the two principal compositions completing the
cycle of the story ; one representing the judgment of the gods,
with Jupiter at their head, as to the fate nf Psyche, in which
Venus and Cupid appear as opposing counsel ; and the other,
the nuptial feast, after the decision in favour, of Psyche, and
her reunion with her immortal lover, and after her perishable
mortality has been purged away by a draught of nectar.
These frescoes have apparent borders, and are seemingly
fastened by painted nails, so that the whole has the effect of a
piece of tapestry !ztretched across the ceiling. The arched
spaces on the sides are occupied by various incidents in the
story. The lunettes betwen the arches are filled with subjects
illustrating the power of love over godsand demigods. Little
sportive Cupids, singly or in pairs, carry off in triumph the
thunderbolts of Jupiter, the trident of Neptune, the lance and
shield of Mars, the caduceus of Mercury, the club of Hercules,
and the hammer of Vulcan. These subjects are enclosed
in a graceful framework, composed of flowers, foliage, and
fruits.

Raphael’s genius, which, in the Vatican, expresses spiritual
grandeur and intellectual dignity by ideal forms, in these
lovely compositions arrests and embodies, in forms not less
ideal, the most ethereal graces of a poetical mythology. All
the fine visiong of the golden morning of the world are here,
sparkling in their unexhaled dew. They are painted as a
Greek might have painted themy who believed in the wonders
which he drew. They are no cold transeripts of dead forms.
The poetry of Homer is not more vital. The blue sky and
luminous air of Greece bend over and idealize every sgene and
every group. The nymphs that haunted the piny mountdins
of Arcadia, or danced upon the shores of the whispering
Zfzean, live once more in the Venus, the Psyche, and the
Graces of Raphael. These compositions are remarkable, not
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only for grace and beauty of design, for truth of expression
and for dramatic vivacity, but also for their purity of feelmg .
No coarse or unhandsome image, like a blot on a falr page,
disturbs the satisfaction awakened by such ideal loveliness.
This is especially observable in the little amorini in the
lunettes, They age full of frolic, and seem heartily enjoying
the pranks they play and the mischief they do; but their mirth
and their movements are both childlike. Fhey dally with the
innocence of love, in all the moods and caprices of a sportive
fancy.

In technical execution these compositions are not throughout
of uniform ex ellence. In some portions, critics detect a
heaviness of form, which is remarked &s characteristic of
Giulio Romano. The best groups are, Cupid showing Psyche
to the three Graces, which is partly painted by Raphael’s own
hand; Cupid complaining to Jupiter of the cruelty of his
mother, and receiving from him a kiss in token of good will ;
and Mercury carrying Psyche to Olympus. As to the colour
of the original compo§ition, no judgment can be formed.
As the arcades of the apartment next to the garden were
originally open, the frescoes soon began to suffer from the
damp occasioned by the proximity of the Tiber, and in the
time of Carlo Maratta they underwent a careful restoration
under his directions, in the course of which they were almost
entirely repainted. The arcades were then glazed.

In an adjoining apartment is an earlier fresco by Raphael,
not inferior in invention and superior in egecution, since
nearly all of it was painted by his own hand—the Triumph of
Galatea. In this charming «composition, this daughter of the
sea is borne over the waves in a shell drawn by two dolphins,
surrounded by tritons and nereids, while amorini flutter in the
air aboye her head and look’down upon her with beaming
smiles, The face of Galatea is one of the most beautiful ever
painted. It seems to glow with the delicious emotions of new-
born love, with which the figure appears also to be almost
winged. All the subordinate and attendant forms are instinet

o3



298 PALACES AND VILLAS. Chap. XII.

with the most graceful life and the most jubilunt movement.
It is a picture made of youth, beauty, sunbean's, and smiles.
It is so full of truth and reality, that one almost forgets that
it is all a dream, more unsubstantial than the shadow of smoke.
‘We look upon it as if it were the record of an actual transac-
tion; as if that lovely face had been really convulsed with
grief over the mangled form of her murdered Acis. Glowing
and luxuriant as the tone of the composition is, it is treated
with perfect delicacy of feeling, and its sweetness and grace
have no taint of the meretricious.

In one of the lunettes of this apartment is a colossal head
in charcoal, said to have been struck off at a heat by Michael
Angelo. Some traditions report that this great artist, going
to call upon Daniele da Volterra, who was at work there, and
not finding him, left this sketch as a sort of visiting card;
others, that he drew it by way of admonishing Raphael to
paint thereafter in a grander and broader style than he had
done in the Galatea. Platner, with that inexorable scepticism
so characteristic of the Germans, shakes his head in doubt
over the whole story, says that the head is not worthy of
Michael Angelo’s pencil, and that the incident is not mentioned
by any contemporary writer. I do not presume either to sup-
port or controvert his judgment as to the merits of the work,
‘but can only say that I recall it as a powerful and expressive
head. The tradition may or may not be trustworthy. It is
«certainly true that there are many floating stories about artists,
which are copjgd without inquiry from one book into another,
but which rest upon no authority whatever, and are generally
the absolute fabrications of som> wonder-monger. It seems
to me quite likely that Michael Angelo—supposing the head
to be his work—meant to express the tragical catastrophe of
that mythological drama which opened so smilingly in Raphael’s
fresco, and that this was the grim countenance of Polyphenius
scowling upon the beautiful being whose favour he could not
wid. The two togelher also represent most happily the con-
trasted images in the famous passage of Gray. On one side
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are the fair laughing morn, and the softly-blowing zephyrs,
the azure redlm, the gilded vessel, “youth on the prow and
pleasure at the helin;” and, on the other, the embodied whirl-
wind, ¢ that hushed in grim repose expects his evening prey.”

In the Palazzo Spada is a remarkable.colossal:statue, well
known not only for its intrinsic merit as a work of art, but
for the controversies to which it has given birth as to whom
it represents. It is generally admitted to be a statue of
Pompey, and perhaps the very one at the base of which “ great
Ceesar fell.”  On this last point the evidence is quite sufficient
to allow a willing faith to rest upon it, and in such cases faith
is always willipg. It is about.nine feet high, undraped, With
the exception of a short ehlamys hanging over the'left shoulder
and arm. In the extended left. hand is a globe with the re-
mains of a figure, probably a Victory, upon it. The right
arm is a restoration. The expression of the head and face is
stern, but not elevated or intellectual, corresponding to the
character of Pompey, a mtbre soldier, with very questionable
claims to the title of Gyeat, bestowed upon him by his coun-
trymen. This statue was found entire, with the exception of
the right arm, yet the head had evidently been separated from
the trunk, and seems not to have been’ that which originally
belonged to it. During the French occupation of Rome, Vol-
taire’s tragedy of Brutus was acted in the Colosseum, and this
statue was transported there, that the mock Ceasar might fall
at the foot of the real statue—though in doing this it was
necessary to saw off the restored right arm*—a piece of dra-
matic enthusiasm like that of the London manager, who, to
give due effect to a melo-drama founded upon the murder of
Weare, introduced into one of the scenes the very horse and
gig which belonged to him. s '

* Plataer relates a curious anecdote in regard to the statue. In 1812 Fea,
the antiquary, published a pamphlet, in which he maintained that it was a
statue of Domitian and not of Pompey; but there was no doubt that, in point
of fact, this was contrary to his real opinion, but put forth to disparage the

statue, for the purpose of preventing its threatened removal to Paris,—
Beschreibung der Stadt Rom.,, vol, iii. Th, 3, p. 448,
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In this palace there is also a tolerable collection of pictures.
Among them is a beautiful female portrait with a black veil
over the head, not noticed in the guide-books, two pretty,
laughing heads ascribed to Correggio, and a portrait of Paul I11.,
by Titian, looking like an old monkey. In the cortile is a
curious piece of architectural jugglery—a. cavered portico with
Doric columns, gradually diminishing in height, thus en-
hancing the real effect of the perspective, The success of
the experiment is quite complete, for, though' only about
thirty feet in length, the portico seems to the eye to be at
least twice as long ; and, after walking through it and ascer-
tammg its exact dimensions, we feel a little as if we had
been imposetl upon, somewhat in the same mood as when we
learn that our compassion had been roused by a feigned tale
of distress.

In the casino of the garden attached to the Palazzo Ros-
pigliosi is the celebrated fresco by Guido, representing Aurora
scattering flowers before the chaffiot of the Sun. This beau-
tiful work is full of life and movement. The forms are care-
fully drawn, and the character of the heads is soft and graceful,
without marked individuality, and sometimes bordering upon
insipidity. The figure' representing the Sun has a little foppery
in the expression, and there is a sort of theatrical strut in the
attitude and movements of some of the Hours, which seems to
demand our admiration and insist upon it. The colouring is
vivid and brilliant, though the blue, both of the sky and the
sea, Is rather ,cold and hard. The distant landscape lying
below and .slowly struggling out of darkness, is happily con-
ceived. This fresco i3 much the finest work of Guidé out of
Bologna, and is quite worthy of his often abused genius in its
best mood. It is one of the most popular subjects in art, and

- has everywhere been made known by the admirable epgraving
of Raphael Morghen. It is painted on the ceiling, and, though
at a moderate height from the floor, cannot be long examined
without vigorous remonstrances from certain muscles of the
neck galled upon to do very unusual work. There were several
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copies lying about the room, of various sizes, most of which
could hardly b# called tolerable.

In the adjoining rooms are several pictures in oil by "Dome-
nichino, Lodovico Caraccx, Guido, Daniele da Volterra, and
others, deserving more attention than they usually receive in
so trying a proximjty. Here is also an antique bust of Scipio
Africanus in green basalt, a fine expressive head, admirably
wrought and .remarkable for having a representation of a scar
on the forehead.

What is called the garden of this palace is & small enclo-
sure with a simple fountain in the centre, laid out in flower-
beds divided by gravel-walks, with trailing plants and lemon-
trees along the walls. I was there on a.gg'arm sunny day in
the latter part of January, and even then the breath of spring
was on the breeze. Iardy roses®were blooming in the open
air, and the mignonette and the early violets had begun to
diffuse their modest odours. The bright fountain, the vivid
sunshine, and the rich greerf made up a living picture more
glowing even than the Jurora of Guido. In sheltered spots
in Rome there is hardly such a thing known as winter. No
month is without its flowers—the orange and lemon trees, the
box, the ilex, and the laurel always retain their green life;
and every sunny noon calls out the lizards from their retreat.

In the Palazzo Sciarra is an excellent collection of pictures.
The most celebrated among them is the portrait by Raphael,
known by the name of Il Suonatore, from the bow of a violin,
crowned with laurel, held in the hand of the figure: the ori-
ginal is not known. This is one of the best portraits that ever
have been painted. There ere no masses of pulpy, boneless
flesh, no chalky lights and snuffy shadows, no running of one
feature into another, no attempt to get a staring likeness by
seizing ypon one or two promifent characteristics and letting
the rest go; but everything is distinctly rendered, and the
whole is animated by a living soul, which looks out of the
deep-set eyes, plays round the firm lips, and reposes on the
intellectual hrow.
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Here is also a well-known picture ascribed to Leonardo da
Vinci, containing two female figures in half-lenisth, and known
by the name of Vanity and Modesty, though there seems to
be no particular propriety in that appellation. Mrs. Jameson
suggests that the subject is * Mary Magdalene rebuked by her
sister Martha for her vanity and luxury.” ,One of the figures
is veiled, and the other has a smiling, unconcerned look.
It is very elaborately and delicately painted and richly
coloured.

Here, too, is one of the many repetitions of Caravaggio’s
Cheating Gamesters, a picture of much expression and con-
siderable merit in its way. There is great foree and character
in all the heads, and the colouring is bright and clear, free
from the charcoal shadows gnd chalky lights which so often
characterize the works of this .grim and sombre artist.

The Villa Ludovisi, though its grounds are a mile in cir-
cumference, is within the walls of Rome. 'Its owner, Prince
Piombino, forms an exception to the general rule of Italian
liberality, for he does not open his gatés to the universal
public, but permits his villa to be seen anly upon his written
permission, not always readily obtained. The principal build-
ing, inhabited by the prince, is not shown. A smaller structure
or casino is appropriated to sculpture, and- it contains one of
the finest private collections in Rome. Iere is the celebrated
colossal bust of Juno, one of the noblest works of antiquity.
When seen from the proper point of view,.the grandeur of the
head and the sublimity of the expression are beyond all praise.
She is the. only goddess I have ever seen: the others of her
class are women, some beautiful,7some majestic, some graceful,
but still women. There is a tranquil, passionless serenity in
the brow and lips—*the depth and not the tumult of the
soul”’—which seem brought from a region undisturbed by
mortal emotions and mortal changes. ’

1* A beautiful group, supposed by Winckelmann to represent
Orkstes recognised by his sister Electra, belongs to the best
age of Grecian art.  The expression is that of deep and tender
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feeling, without extravagance or caricature, quite worthy of
the poetry of Saphocles which it illustrates.

In the same collection is a painfully affecting group, in
figures of colossal size. A man is stabbing himself with a
sword in his right hand, and supports with, his left a woman,
dying, and sunk dgwn upon her knees. The group has been
called by many names, but it probably represents & barbarian
killing himself and his wife, to avoid being carried into slavery.
Such a subject, if tolerably well executed, has a certain power
over the feelings; but.as a work of art, the group did not
seem to me of very great merit, nor to have been executed in
the best periods of sculpture. Indeed the choice of so harrow-
ing a subject is inconsistent with that calmness and repose
which the Greek sculptors regarded as so essential to their art.

A group of Pluto and Proserpifie by -Bernini has the cha-
racteristic merits and defects of this artist. Its violent action
and theatrical expression are in strong contrast to the works
around it. )

In a smaller building, in another part of the grounds, upon
the ceiling of the ground-floor, is Guercino’s fresco of Aurora.
The geddess is in a car drawp by two piebald horses. Two
winged figures are near her, one holding a wreath, and the
other a basket of flowers., Female forms representing, accord-
ing to some explanations, the Hours, and according to others
the Stars, appear to flee before her coming. Tithonus behind
the car follows its progress with his eyes. It is a very ex-
pressive work, remarkable for its bold relief, and for its power-
ful colouring in Guercino’s peculiar style; but it has not the
life and charm of Guido’s sim¥ar composition. In one of the-
lunettes is Day, or the Dawn, represented as a youth with
flowers in one hand and a torch in the other. Opposite is
Night, a female figure sleeping; with two sleeping children,
and a bat and owl. This last is a beautifyl composition, full
of the languor and sweetness of a tropical night.

After the powers of attention had been so severely tried by
these works of sculpture and painting, it was a great relief to
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escape into the garden and recreate the exhausted faculties
with sunshine, fresh air, fountains, trees, and-flowers. The
garden itself, however, is a work of art, and is said to have
been laid out by Le Notre, by whom the park and grounds of
Versailles were designed. It is an admirable specimen of that
formal and stately style of gardening which is not without its
charm. The long broad alleys are scrupulously neat, and,
overshadowed as they are by magnificent trees, they present
those fine, converging lines of perspective, which combine in
some measure the beauty of architecture with the beauty of
nature. Such walks seem to require living figures appropriate
to their peculiar style. A stately lady in full dress should
come pacing down them with swan-like step—a greyhound by
her side—and a peacock should expand his gorgeous plumage
upon a balustrade. N

There are many statues scattered over the grounds, which
are in excellent condition, and evidently well attended to.
There are also a conservatory, a grotto, and a dairy-house.
The latter is newly-built, but the outside is painted so as to
represent ruin and dilapidation ; so that at a little distance it
looks, on a cursory glance, like § building falling to pieces and
gong to decay—an odd and rather poor conceit.

The entrance to the Villa Borghese is just beyond the Porta
del Popolo. The grounds, which are three miles in circuit,
are thrown open to the public as freely as if it belonged to
them. At all times numerous parties will be found availing
themselves of this generous privilege, some in carriages, some
on horsebeck, but mostly on foot; for as a place of resort it
is more popular with persons ofsmodest condition among the
Romans than with the favoured classes. This liberality on
the part of Prince Borghese is the general rule in Rome, and
is one of the many reasons which make that city so delightful
a place of residence to strangers. The magic word * fores-
tiere,” is an “ open sesame” at which all doors fly apart and
alV bolts are drawn aside. It was pleasant to see that the
hospitality of the prince was never abused. Often as I was
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there, I never saw the smallest act of spoliation or indecorum.
Every one seefned to feel that the bounty thus extengded in-
volved a corresponding obligation, and comported himself
accordingly.

In these extensive groundseevery variety of taste will find
its appropriate gratification. They contain many remains of
ancient art scattered through them—snch as sepulchral monu-
ments, vases, statues whole or broken, and bas-reliefs—a
temple, a hippodrome or circus, & mock ruin, a pretty lake near
the entrance, with a mimic waterfall, the delight of children
indigenous and exotic, and two or three fouritains. The
sketcher and thg lover of nature will be attracted by the rich
masses of oak and laurel, the lines of funereal cypresses, and
the broad-spreading canopies of the stone-pine. At appro-
priate hours of the- day, especiafly on Sunday, the middle
classes of Rome, the characteristic portion of its population,
are largely represented here, and he who is interested in mark-
ing the minute shades of difference which distinguish one
portion of Christian andcivilized man from another, will here
meet with large opportunities for observing the manners and
habits of these frank and amiable people. If a person’s tastes
are recluse and self-withdrawn, he can easily, by divegging
from the main avenues, find spots of solifude and seclusion
where the silence is primeval, broken only by the hum of an
insect or the chirp of a bird. As the grounds are so extensive,
and as they are also blighted with the curse of malaria, a large
portion of them is left undisturbed by the hand of man. 'The

. tree grows as it will, the leaves rot where they fall snd mingle
with the soil, and the grass is sthick and matted together ; and
the American, in the pleasure-grounds of a prince, dim with
the shadows of a remote antiquity, is not unfrequently re-
minded ¢f the untrodden forests of his own land.*

The principal building, or casipo, is rich in works of sculp-
ture, and is also well worth visiting from the number and size

* This is a description of the grounds as they were. They are now sadly
changed, having suffered great injury during the recent French invasion,
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of the apartments, their fine proportions, and the taste and
splendaur with which they are embellished. Combining as it
does so much beauty with the means of securing coolness in
warm weather, such as ample spaces, wide staircases, marble
floors, and lofty ceilings, it is unfortunately uninhabitable in
summer and autumn from malaria; and ic not used except as
a show-place or museum, kept up for the benefit of the public.
In winter, the apartments, especially those on the first floor,
are like an ice-house from dampness and cold, and only to be
visited by an invalid with great precaution.

The floor of the principal saloon or hall is occupied in part
by large pieces of mosaic, found upon an estate belonging to
the family, in the neighbourhood of Tivoli, in 1835. The
drawing and workmanship are inferior, and show it to have
been executed in the decdying periods of art. The subjects
are fights between men and animals. The names of the com-
batants are designated by letters. Though of little or no value
as a work of art, the mosaic is curious as an illustration of
costume and manners. Upon thé upper part of the wall,
opposite the entrance, is a colossal group in relief, representing
Marcus Curtius precipitating himself into the gulf in the
Forym. In this magnificent room, which is decorated with
equal taste and splendour, are many fine statues and busts ;
among the latter, those of the twelve Casars by modern
bands. In the gallery, a finely decorated apartment which
commupicates with the saloon, is a series of busts of Roman
emperors, in porphyry, with alabaster draperies, resting on
columns of red granite, They are by modern hands and
of good workmanship; but tle strong contrasts of colour
which they present degrade sculpture into mere decorative
furniture. ]

In one of the upper rooms is a very remarkable marble
group by Bernini, of Apollo and Daphne. It represents the

* moment when the flying nymph is seized by the god, and is
+ dalrbady beginning to be transformed into a laurel. The up-
raised hands are terminated by twigs and leaves instead f)f
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fingers. The feet are rooted in the ground, and the whole of
the lower part of the form is-barked about and euveloped in
foliage in a manner wonderful to look at and difficult to
describe. The face, thrown back, breathes the repose of
death. Apollo, a light, graceful figure, is in eager pursuit,
with arms outstretghed, and drapery flying back from the
rapidity of his movement.

In mere technical dexterity and mechanical skill, this group
excels anything of the kind I have ever seen. It is a miracle
of manipulation. It is such a work as would, beforehand,
have been pronounced an absolute impossibility ; and, as it is,
we look at it with a sort of incredulous wonder, as if there
must be some trick about it, and that it could not be what it
purports to be. The manner in which the flesh passes away
into foliage is something quite indescribable, and remains a
mystery after careful examination. Such a work would have
been esteemed very remarkable if cut out of pine-wood, but,
wrought as it is in marble, it appears rather the result of
magic than of mortal tools and fingers.

In the same apartment are two other works of Bernini,
David with a sling, and ZEneas carrying Anchises, both of
considerable merit. These, and the Apollo and Daphne, were
all executed by him between his fifteenth and eighteenth years,
an instance of precBeity in sculpture quite without parallel,
and at least equal to that of Chatterton in poetry.. These
statues show the natural vigour of his genius, as many of his
later works give proof of the false direction which it took
under the influence of bad, taste and corrupting patronage.
Had the path in which his powers moved been as true as their
moving impulse was strong, he would have surpassed every
name in modern sculpture, except that of Michael Angelo.
‘When we,turn from these works of the Villa Borghese to the
clumsy fountain in the Piazza Navona, the bronze covering of
the chair of St. Peter’s, and the vile statue of Sta. Theresa in
the Church of Sta. Maria della Vittoria, it is difficult to
imagine that they all proceeded from the same mind; still less
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that the works done in the green tree should so far surpass
those done in the dry.

¢¢ Coepisti melius quam desinis; ultima primis
Cedunt : dissimilis quam hic vir et ille puer!”’
n

. In another room of the upper suite is Canova’s celebrated
statue of the Princess Pauline Borghese, which has cnly been
shown to the public within a comparatively recent period, and
which enjoys a certain factitious interest from its supposed
history, beyond that which its intrinsic merits as a work of
art can claim. The statue is in a recumbent posture, re-
clining on a couch, which is also sculptured. out of marble,
and the upper part of the person is supported by marble
cushions. The costume, with the exception of a very light
scarf, is that of Eve before the fall, and there is a conscious-
ness of nakedness in the air and expression which.obtrudes the
fact offensively upon the attention. Its merits appeared to me
to consist rather in the satin-like softness and polish given to
the surface of the marble, than in the grace or proportions of
the figure. The subject, too, was of a kind caleulated to bring
out rather the shadows than the lights of Canova’s genius.
The Villa Albani is situated a short distance beyond the
Porta Salaria, upon a broad thoroughfare which forms one of
the most agreeable promenades in the neighbourhood of Rome.
The national pride of a Roman would probably select this
villa as the one most worthy to be commended to a stranger’s
admiration, from its combining, in the highest perfection, all
the elemonts most sought and valued in these suburban struc-
tures. The principal villa with its portico and wings, the
billiard-room, and summer-house, form a group of buildings,
beautifully situated upon a gentle eminence, commanding a
varied and extensive view of the Campagna and the Sabine
Hills ; and though not impervious to criticism in particular
details, the whole combination, when seen under the bright
illdmination of an Italian sun, and relieved by the splendid
panorama around it, forms one of the most smiling, airy, and
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graceful architectural plctures it is possible to look upon.
Nor is the enchantment which distance lends dissipated upon
a nearer view, Built in the middle of the last century, which
is'only yesterday in Rome, its whole aspect is youthful and
fresh, without disfeature and without decay. Everything is
on a scale of consistent magnificence. An unrivalled collec-
tion of works of art is lodged in spacious apartments, richly
but not gaudily decorated. The elaborate gardens are not
abandoned to neglect, and thus permitted to lose their distinc-
tive character without gaining the unbought charm of the
natural landscape. The villa is at once a rich museum and
an attractive abede; and presents a combination of splendour
and comfort which would meet the different requisitions of an
Italian prince and an English nobleman.

The collection of the Villa Albani is confined to works of
sculpture, and in number and value ranks next to those of the
Vatican and the Capitol: Several of the apartments are orna-
mented with fresco paintings, which are pleasing specimens of
decorative embellishment, but of no great value as-works of art.
As'the statues, busts, vases, and bas-reliefs of this collection *
are some hundreds in number, and as I never had an oppor-
tunity of visiting it but once, and then was hurried through
the rooms in company with a numerous party, by an impatient
custode, it is quite impossible for me to speak of its treasures
except in general terms of admiration. The bas-relief of
Antinous crowned with lotus-flowers, which BMurray calls
“the gem of the collection,” is a very beautiful work—the
marble polished almost to jetallic brightness, and’ the face
wearing that peculiar expressidn of voluptuous melancholy, so
common in the busts and statues of Antinous. T also remem-
ber an admirable statue in bronzg, the Apollo Sauroctonos; an
exquisite ‘bas-relief, representing the marriage of Peleus and
Thetis; a noble statue of Minerva; a curious and lifelike .
statue of a female satyr in the billiard-room ; and a bust of
Zigop in the coffee-house, very ugly but, very intellectual.

The gardens of the Villa Albani are of moderate extent,
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but very elaborately laid out with terraces, balustrades, and
ﬂmhts of steps, adorned with busts, statues, and vases, and
‘sparkhng with fountains. From the arena in front of the
casino a flight of steps leads to the first level, and from this
another flight concucts to the second. Formal beds of flowers
are laid out and kept mth care ;. and tlie usual appendages
of such gardens—borders of bex, smoothly swept walks, and
trees ranged in rectangular rows—are not.wanting. As these
grounds of the Villa Albani are a favourable specimen of the
Italxan style of gardemng, $0 called a few words of expldna-
tion on this point may nat be out of place
There are but two. styles of laying out gardens, or, more *
properly, pleasure-grounds—one English, and one Italian:
whatever changes have been introduced in other countries are
but modifications of ‘these two sjstems. The difference in
them.is the result mainly of differences in chmate, and of con-
sequent dwersxty of habits and tastes. The Englishman,
living in' a climate of uniform coolness, is led to ferm habits
of active exercise, and he delights" to surround his dwelling-
place with as much Jand as his means will allow, s6 that his
walks. and rides may be as extensive as possible. His house
becomes only a small part of the landscape, and he brings the
greenness and wildness of nature as near as poemble to hi¢ very
door. Ile dlsposes of his trees and shrubs in such a way as to
banish the idea of formality, and to create the impression that
they have been sown by the hand of-Nature herself. Living
under a'gray and overclouded sky, where lights and shadows
rapidly aiternate, and gleams of - watery sunshine fall in broken
fragments, he is obliged to forego the sudden contrasts of
broad. masses of light and shade, and to seek that gencral
effect, the combination of many particulars, which requires a
large space to be produced. The moisture of thé English
- climate is also highly favourable to the growth of trees and
shrubs, and is the immediate cause of that exquisite verdure
which is the great charm of an English landscape. A lawn
can only be seen in perfection in England ; and it is not sur-
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prising that an embellishnent so refreshing to the eye and
always so attairable should form an essential part in English
pleasure-grounds, On the other hand, the Italian, living in a
hot climate, does not fall into habits of bodily activity. Long
walks or rides are not tempting to him, and, for a portion of
the year at least, arq quite out of the Question. His purpose in
laying out his grounds is to enlarge his house. He seeks to
be led into the open air by insepsible ‘gradations and unob-
served intervals, His garden is to a cohsiderable extent an
architectural creation. . His terraces and balustrades are rooms
in the open air,, without walls or.roof. Not having a certain
portion of the dny appropriated to exercise, he seeks to secure
the power of going into the open air when the humour may
seize him, withont being éxposed to observation. The powerful
sun which burns up his grass credtes a necessity for shade,
and, instead of distributing his trees in clumps over a lawn, he
plants them in ‘rectangular ,rows, so that by the meeting of
their branghes they may make a suir-proof canopy.' As the
light falls in monotonous sheets from* a cloudless and dazzling
sky, he centrives by salient projections, by walls. vases, balus-
trades, statues, and by thick-foliaged trees like pines and
cypresses, to produce strong shadows, ‘and thus modify the
general glare. For the same reason—the prevalence of heat
and sunshine —fountains are added—if not to cool the air, to
awaken dreams of-cpolness, and refresh the thoughts if not the
senses. The English writers upon the subject have not dealt
quite fairly with Italian landscape gardening, nor judged of it
with reference to the ends proposed to be accomplisiied by it.
Their groves nodding at grovés—their fraternal alleys—~their
formal walls of verdure, are not caricatures of NatuYe, ‘intro~
duced from a perverse preferencg of what is quaint and fan-
tastic, but simply such a direction and use of the energies of
Nature as shall produce certain results which are required by
the climate, and which shall so blend with the features of the
palace or villa as to produce an architectural whole.

The Villa Albani has an interest in the history of art from
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its association with the name of Winckelmann, who resided
there more or less for several years, in the capacity of librarian
to Cardinal Albani. The relation between them was honour-
able to both parties, and is an instance of patronage extended
and received, withcut unreasonable exactions on the one side
or degrading subserviency on the other. The liberality of the
cardinal was directed by the taste and knowledge of Winckel-
mann, whilst, with the command of the cardinal’s resourees .
and the sense of security and mental self-possession given by
his delicate generosity, ‘the researches of Winckelmann were
prosecuted under the most favourable conditions, and led to
most successful results. It is a happy combipation, when the
streams of wealth are thus guided by the hands of genius and
taste. They.are sure to bring beauty and fertility in their
train, '

I visited this villa on the twenty-second day of February,
with a numerous party prepared to enjoy and not to criticise.
The day was of rare beauty, and the air full of that dreamy
softness so characteristic of an Italjan spring. The distant
hills stood up in the clear air, with their waving outlines dis-
tinctly cut against the warm blue sky. The sunshine turned
the spray of the fountains into a substance dazzling as itself.
Many flowers were already in bloom, and the day was warm
enough to make the shadows attractive to the eye, and the
sound of flowing and falling water musical to the ear. All of
the party would have frankly confessed, I think, that the
charin of the garden outweighed that of the collection. We
lingered »ften and long, sometimes over a knot of violets,
sometimes by a fountain, somctimes on the brink of a fairy
lake to look at the mimic heaven reflected in its depths, some-
times under a tent-like roof of foliage ; and we left the scene
with slow steps and oft-reverted glances.

The Villa‘Pamphili-Doria, beyond the Porta S. Pancrazio,
is the most extemsive of all the Roman villas; the grounds
being nearly six miles in circumference. The principal build-
ing I never visited, and I believe it contains nothing very
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remarkable. The grounds around it form a very atteactive
place of resor:, to which strangers are freely admitted at all
reasonable hours. They are laid out with terraces, clipped
avenues, walks of box, and forinal beds of flowers; but the
artificial character gradually disappears, and in the more
distant portions thg growth of bushes and trees is carcless and
natural. The surface of the soil is irregular, rising into eleva-
tions and depressed into valleys. From an open space, at no
great distance from the Casino, is one of the finest views of
St. Peter’s and the Vatican. The unsightly fagade is on the
other side and out of the way. The whole height of the
church from the base to the dome, is taken in at a glance ; and
the dome itself puts on its grandest and sublimest aspect.

The "grounds comprise an artificial lake of considerable
extent, with statues and a mimic waterfall. The banks of this
lake, on one side at least, are varied in surface and covered
with what seems a natural growth of trees and underwood ;
and a pleasanter spot to dream away an’ hour in cannot be
found in the neighbourhnod of Rome or any where else. The
reverie inspired by the genius of the place will rarely be
broken by the approach of human footsteps, but the falling
water and the rustling foliage will supply sound and move-
ment enough to awaken a sense of companionship, and quicken
the flow of thought.

But the finest ornament of these grounds is a noble grove of
pines—-lofty and venerable--whose spreading tops are so in-
terwoven as to form a plain of sombre verdure high in the air.
Beneath, the ground is covered with the fallen “spikes of
foliage ; and what with the weird aspect of the old trunks, and
the brown shadows, dark even in the blaze of noon, it is a
ghostly tabernacle, suggesting the gloomy superstitions of the
north and the grim rites of Druids, rather than the smiling
myths of Greece and Italy. These pines are so high, and the
ground on which they stand so elevated, that they form a con-
spicuous feature in the landscape, visible far and wide, espe-
cially from the Monte Pincio.

VOL. I. ° P
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ThesVilla Madama, which derives its name from its having
been the property of Margaret of Austria,~ daughter of
Charles V., ig outside of the walls on the southern slope of
Monte Mario. It was built from the designs of Raphael, and
completed by his pupils after his death. In the interior are a
frieze and ceiling painted in fresco by Givlio Romano, with
representations of mythological subjects. Its finest architec-
tural feature is the loggia, an open portico, with a roof divided
into arched compartments and terminated by a semicircular
vault, the whole -decorated, if I remember right, with fast-
fading frescoes of figures and arabesques.

From the Villa Madama to the Villa Melini. which crowns
the summit of the hill, there is a woodland path, nearly lost in
a tangled growth of shrubbery and underwood. The sturdy
branches meet above oune’s head, and the matted vines and
bushes, especially a thorn-bearing creeper, like the smilax,
present a wall of resistance not easily overcome. There was
nothing that gave any token that man’s hand had ever been
here, or that his foot had ever passed by the spot. And all
-this within a mile of St. Peter’s!

The Villa Melini is beautifully situated, and commands a
fine view of Rome, in some respects the finest that can be seen
from any point. The chief ornament of the grounds is a noble
walk of venerable cypresses, which look old enough to have
bent over the musing steps of Raphael and Michael Angelo.*

About five miles from Rome, on the road to Ostia, is the
Villa Magliana, a castellated buildihg of somewhat striking
aspect, witd battlemented walls and a tower. The court-yard,
adorned with a fountain, is entered through an imposing portal.
Inscriptions upon the fountains and walls recall the names of
Innocent VIII. and of Julius IL., by whom the villa was
built, and with whom it was a favourite place of resort.

* A pine-trec in the grounds of the Villa Melini, conspicuous from its size
and solitary position, is said to have been saved from the axe to which it was
doomed, by the liberality of the late Sir George Beaumont ; an incident com-
memorated by Wardsworth in one of his sonnets,



_Chap. XII. PALACES AND VILLAS. 315

Leo X. was also fond of it, and it is said that his death was
caused by a cold caught here. Tn one of the rooms, oxiginally
a chapel, are some frescoes by Raphael, or at least ascribed to
him, and, so far as their merit can be discerned in their faded
and ruined state, not unworthy of his genius. One of them
represents God the' Father surrounded by a glory of cherubim ;
and the other, the Martyrdom of S. Felicitas.* Through the
latter, some inconceivable Vandal has caused a window to be
cut. o

This villa, once the luxurious retreat of popes, is fallen from
its high estate, and is no more than a humble farm-house. Its
spacious rooms Ivere filled with grain and other agricultural
produce. Men in the garb of common labourers weré loung-
ing about; the court-yard was liftered with straw and filth;
and barn-door fowls were pecking and scratching around the
fountain. Though T was there on a bright morning in spring,
nothing could be more unattractive than the whole aspect of
the place and its immediate neighbourhood. The Tiber flowed
near by through a monotonous country, and the dreary plains
beyond presented nothing of interest to the eye.}

The Villa Torlonia, about a mile beyond the Porta Pia,
belongs to the great banker, who taxes all the world that
comes to Rome. The Casino is a Grecian structure of some
architectural pretension, but with the appearance of having
been hastily and slightly built. The interior, with a singular
disregard of the reguisitions of a Roman climate, is cut up
into a multitude of small, low rooms,, which are lavishly
adorned with costly marbles and mosaics, and with frescoes
which are not exactly good, but undoubtedly the best that
money can buy. Compared with the noble apartments, the
spacious corridors, and the stately terraces of the Villa Albani,

* Mrs. Jameson says, S. Cecilia.

* The frescoes of the Villa Magliana have been engraved by Lewis Gruuer,
an admirable interpreter of the genius of Raphael, who is engaged upon a series
of plates from the cartoons at Hampton Court, which will undoubtedly do fall
Justice to these great works, at least more than has yet been done.

P2
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the general effect is poor and mean. The large hall is a showy
room, with marble columns and a mosaic copiea from one at
Palestrina, representing an inundation of the Nile. In a
building in the garden is a theatre, quite pretty and tasteful
in its arrangements; and large enough to accommodate an
audience of eight hundred or a thousand.persons. In the
grounds, which are not very extensive, are a great variety of
objects—an artificial ruin, two granite obelisks, a column,
fountains, an amphitheatre, a Gothic stable, and a grotto, with
artificial stalactites, 'Wealth has been lavished with the most
reckless profusion, but the expenditures of good taste have
been upon the most parsimonious scale. Th~re is a want of
harmony, fitness, and proportion. Discordant objects are hud-
dled together, as in the landscapes of a china teacup; and the
whole effort suggests the combination of the wealth of a mil-
lionaire and the tastes of a cockney. The villa is not com-
pleted, or was not at the time of my visit. Many workmen
were busy in different parts of the grounds, and the unfinished
buildings and the extensive excavatinns in the soil presented
an aspect quite rare in the latitude of Rome, where man seems
to have done all his work, and to bhave nothing left but to fold
his hands and look on.
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CHAPTER XIII

Obelisks — Fountains — The Castle of St. Angelo — Historical Houses i
Rome — Campanag Muscum — The College of the Propaganda — The
Protestant Burying-ground — Valley of Egeria.

OBELISKS.

Tae standard of antiquity is set backward, as the traveller
moves towards the east. The scale of France and Germany
is fixed at an earlier date than that of England. The me-
dizval structures of Northern Italy are younger than the clas.
sical remains of Rome. These last are of later growth than
the ruined temples of Magna Greecia and Sicily. The Par-
thenon is a birth of yesterday, compared with the Pyramids ;
and now the Pyramids seem called upon to bow their vene-
rable heads and acknowiedge the older claims of Nineveh.

But the remote past—the infancy of the world—has sent
its representatives to Rome, that this wonderful city might be
wanting in nothing venerable and impressive. Of the eleven
Egyptian obelisks, which are such conspicuous objects in the
scenery of Ronte,. three at least are of an origin prior to the
conquest of Egypt by Cambyses. That of the Piazza del
Popolo, which is the oldest, is of the age of Moses, and those
of Monte Citorio and St. John Lateran, are not much younger.
The obelisk of the Vatican, though without hieéog?yphics, is,
according to Champollion, to De referred to the reign of the suc-
cessor of the great Sesostris, fourteen centuries before Christ.*
The obelisk before Sta. Maria Maggiore, and that on the Monte
Cavallo, are plain shafts without hieroglyphics, and were pro-
bably hewn from the quarries of Egypt while that country was
under the Roman rule. The five others, which are covered with

# Beschreibung der Stadt Rom, B. 2, Th. 1, p. 156.
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hierog]yphi‘cs, and stand respectively in the Piazza Navona
near the Church of Sta. Maria sopra Minerva, cn the Trinita
de’ Mouti near the Pantheon, and on the Monte Pincio, are
supposed to belong to the dynasty of the Ptolemies. All the
Roman obelisks are of red granite, a material, both in grain
and colour, extremely well adapted to such forms. The obelisk
of St. John Lateran is the largest, the shaft being upwards of
a hundred feet high ; buteit is broken in three pieces. Those
of Sta. Maria Maggiore and of the Piazza del Popolo, which
are the next largest, are also broken in several places. Of
those which are unbroken, that of the Vatican is much the
largest. The four last-named were all erected by Fontana
during the pontificate of Sixtus V.,

These obelisks, with hardly a single exception, .are well
‘placed, and in harmonious relations with the objects around
them.* That of the Vatican and that of the Piazza del Po-
polo are the happiest in their position and locality, for each
is the central point in an open and level space,—so that the
eye can do full justice to its height_and proportions. The
impression which they make upon the mind is in unity with
the gravity and melancholy of Rome itself. Such structures
would not suit a merchants’ exchange, or a place of gay
resort; but in Rome there is neither business nor gaiety.
They are architectural pilgrims that speak to us of the won-
ders of an older land; and the hieroglyphics carved upon
them are sermons in an unknown tongue, upon the changes of
time and the fleeting character of all things under the sun.
Brought fzom a conquered country to swell the temples of the
mistress of the earth, they have lived to see the land into which
they were borne suffer- the same decline, and fall into the
same decay, as that from which they came. The power which
hewed them from the quarry, and the power which trans-

* To this remark there is at least one exception. The obelisk which is
nearythe Church of Sta, Maria sopra Minerva is placed on the back of a marble
elephant—one of Bernini’s offences against good taste,
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planted them, are alike in the past; and their testimony comes
enforced with Lhe weight of two experiences.

There is a striking fact about these obelisks, that though
by far the oldest structures in Rome, they are not by any
means ruins. Their edges are sharp, ;and the characters
carved upon them are as legible as ever. Their form, and
the hardness of their material, seem to have defied the destruc-
tive agencies alike of nature and of man. No bronze or iron
could be extracted from them ; they could not be burned into
lime, and were not worth breaking up into blocks to build into
palaces. The circle of architecture began with the pyramids
and obelisks of Egypt, and with them it is likely to close. If
Rome should ever become what Palmyra now is, a naked and
melancholy waste, its obelisks will probably form the most
conspicuous objects in the sketchds which ‘the accomplished
traveller from Australia or New Zealand will carry home for
the amusement of his friends.

FOUNTAINS.

19

In two essential elements of social civilization the ancient
Romans have never been equalled. They constructed the most
durable roads, and made the most liberal provisions for a
copious supply of water. The nine aqueducts which, in the
time of Frontinus, poured their streams into Rome, furnished,
according to the calculations of Tournon, an amount of water
equal to that which would have been delivered by a river ten
metres * in breadth and two in depth, flowing at the rate of
thirty (French) inches a second. According to®the same
authority, the quantity of wdter supplied by these aqueducts,
every twenty-four hours, was one million, three hundred and
twenty thousand cubic metres,t an amount seven times greater

o

* A metre is 3281 feet. .

+ 1,320,000 cubic metres are 349,€35,000 wine gallons. The daily sup-
Ply of Cochituate water to the city of Boston, during the year 1852, was
8,126,000 gallons, being about J; of the amount furnished by the Roman
aqueducts. But the lake is able to supply about 17,000,000 gallons daily,
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than the Canal de I’Ourcq conducts to the city of Paris. Well
might Frontinus, with a just glow of national pride, claim for
these works of noble utility an emphatic superiority over the
pompous pyramids of Egypt, and even the unprofitable elegance
of Greek architecture! .

The wants of modern Rome are supplied by three aqueducts,
the Acqua Vergine, the Acqua Paola, and the Acqua Felice.
The Acqua Vergine, the source of which is near the Anio, a
few miles from Rome, yields sixty-six thousand cubic metres
of water every twenty-four hours, and furnishes thirteen large
fountains and thirty-seven smaller ones. Among the former
are the Fontana Trevi, the fountains of the Piazza Navona
and the Barcaccia of the Piazza di Spagna. Its water is the
best in Rome.

The Acqua Paola, the source of which is the Lake of Brac-
ciano, about twenty-five miles from Rome, yields nearly four
thousand cubic metres every twenty-four hours. The foun-
tains of St. Peter’s are supplied from this aqueduct. .

The Acqua Felice, the source of which is near the ruins of
Gabii, on the road to Palestrina, about twelve miles from
Rome, yields twenty thousand five hundred and thirty-seven
cubic metres every twenty-four hours, and supplies twenty-
seven. public fountains. The waters of this aqueduct, drawn
from a marshy source, are inferior to those of the other two.

There are one hundred and eight public fountains in. Rome.
The private ones are much more numerous, and all are most
copiously supplied with water by these three aqueducts. No
city in Clitistendom is so bountifully furnished in this respect
a8 Rome. Tournon calculates tifat the amount, in proportion
to the population, is forty times greater than that enjoyed by
Paris.*

* | am sorry to say that the Romans do not avail themselves of their
water privileger as they ought to do. Their streets are disgracefully dirty,
and jhieir persons do not show a very intimate acquaintance with the product
of their fountains, Edward Lear, the artist, in the entertaining letter-press
Jjournal which accompanies his ¢ Illustrated Excursions in Italy,’ relates that
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The fountains in Rome are among its most delightful
features. The stranger is never out of the sound of their
dash and play. In the blaze of noon they charm the eye with
their silver spray and feathery foam, and in the stillness of
night they soothe the ear with their monqtonous music, that
fills and "overflowy the silent streets and deserted squares.
They bring the life of the country into the hot and dusty city;
and the heart of the hills, from which their waters are drawn,
seems to throb through their pulse-like flow. They present
an image of perpetual youth, the more striking from its con-
trast with the venerable antiquity that is around them. By
that law of assaciation which is founded upon opposition, they
are especially linked to the obelisks, as they are often brought
together in local proximity. The obelisks are the oldest works
of men’s hands, but the fountain$ that play and murmur at
their feet are expressions of that immortal youth which painters
represent in their bodiless cherubs. The obelisks are heavy
with the weight of forty centuries; but the fountains are a
perpetual presenf—born with the upward jet, and dying with
the downward plunge.

In an architectural point of view many of these fountains

he heard, among the inhabitants of a town in the Abruzzi, of an Engliskman
who had been there many years before, and who was pronounced universally
to have becn insane, and on four distinct grounds: he often drank water
instend of wine; he more than once paid mere money for an article than it
was worth ; he persisted in walking even when he had hired a horse, and he
always washed himself, sometimes even twice a day ! Consistent and uniform
cleanliness is, indeed, an almost exclusively English grace, Pure hands, pure
teeth, and linen without reproach, are rather the exception thafl the rule on
the continent.

It may be here remarked that the water in Rome is not distributed over
the houses by’ pipes, but is drawn up from the fountain or reservoir in the
court by a peculiar contrivance. A rope or wire extends dingonally from the
window o the apartment to be supplied to the fountain: along this rope a
bucket descends, which, when filted, is drawn up by another rope passing
through a pulley fastened above the window. This piece of rigging is one of
the first objects which the traveller sees on looking out of his window in the
morning, and, unless he be forewarned, he will be somewhat puzzled to make
out jts meaning and purpose.

P3
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are in questionable taste; and, perhaps, most of them are
open to the general criticism that the water is pverborne by
the stone, marble, or bronze, through or over which it flows.
The frame is disproportioned to the picture. As I have re-
marked in another place, the fountains of St. Peter’s are an
exception to this éeneral rule. In them the architectural
framework is comparatively simple, and performs no more
than its proper function of displaying the water. On this
account these fountains, less striking at first than some of their
more ambitious brethren, constantly gain in favour, and are in
time preferred to all others, simplicity and good taste being
sure to vindicate their claims in the long run.

Of all the fountains the Fontana Paolina and the Fontana
di Trevi are the most striking and the best known. The
Fontana Paolina is on the Janiculum, in a conspicuous posi-
tion, commanding a fine and extensive view. It is an imposing
though not altogether tasteful architectural structure, resem-
bling the gable of a church. Six Ionic columns support an
entablature, and between the columns are ‘five arches, the
three central ones being of the same height as the entablature,
while the two on either side are of smaller dimensions. Above
the entablature is an attic with an inscription, surmounted by
the papal arms in bas-relief, crowned with a cross between two
blazing urns. Through each of the large arches an exulting
and magnificent stream of water leaps into a wide and deep
reservoir in front; whilé in each of the smaller ones a smaller
jet descends through a carved dragon’s head. The whole
effect is very grand. The rushing streams of water are full
of the untamed strength of the mountains. They bound and
roar through the arches like young lions springing upon their
prey. They form an image of boundless, vivid, and unworn
energies; while the broad, deep pool into which they fall, is
equally expressive of tranquil and mellowed power. A consi-
derable stream flows from the reservoir, which empties into
the Tiher, furnishing moving power in its course to several
small manufacturing establishments. )
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The Fontana di Trevi is in the heart of Rome. A mass of
rocks is tumbled together at the base of the fagade of an im-
mense palace. In a large niche in the centre of the fagade is a
statue of Neptune in his car, the horses of which, with their
attendant tritons, are pawing and sprawling among the rocks,
On either side of Neptune, in 2 smaller niche, is an allegorical
statue, and above the head of each of the statues is a bas-
relief. All this is in bad taste—an incongruous blending of
fact and fable, chilled by the coldest of allegories; but it
sounds worse in description than it looks to the eye. The
water gushes up in sparkling and copious masses from the
crevices betwegn the rocks, spouts from the nostrils of the
horses and the conchs of the tritons, and gives to the whole
scene its own dancing and glittering beauty. The figures,
human and animal, seem to be do more than men and horses
enjoying their bath, and having a frolic at the same time. As
we look, we begin- with criticism, but we end with admiration.
The several streams and jets are united, and, forming a fine cas-
cade, flow over into a sppcious basin, which is below the level of
the piazza. This is the scene of the moonlight interview between
Corinna and Oswald, as described in the sixth chapter of the
fourth book of the novel ; and to this day, whenever the moon
has touched the trembling waters with her silver rod, the mind’s
eye sees the shadows of the lovers resting upon the stream.

TIIE CASTLE OF ST. ANGELO.

The Castle of St: Angelo—originally the Mausoleum of
Hadrian, the Pantheon, andethe tomb of Cecilia Metella, are
the best preserved monuments of ancient Rome; and this is
mainly due to the circular form which is common to them all.
This fogm presents no salient pomt either to the elements or
to the hand of violence, and offers no sharp corners for the
teeth of time to nibble upon.

In nothing does the mind of to-day more differ from the
mind of antiquity, than in the feeling in regard to the disposal
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of the dead: The emperor Hadrian, with the resources of a
world at hié command, erects a costly palace for his tomb, and
;awshes pon it all the luxuries of sculpture and architecture.
Such was the taste of those times. The Rogan tombs were
houses for the dead, ranged along the sides of travelled tho-
roughfares, as if the tide of life that rolled through them
might be’ felt by the mute clay on either hand. The Roman
clung to the substantial satisfactions of the earth. To be
weary of the sun is a modern disease. To be buried in a
place of rural seclusion seemed to add a new pang to the sting
of separation, and deepen the loneliness of the realm of shadows.
But in our days, our dreams and wishes in regard to our final
resting-place rarely take the form of architectural splendour.
We seek to lie down upon the lap of the common earth, and
not be thrust from her gentle embrace by stone or marble.
‘We wish the shadow of silence to rest upon our graves, and
that our own dust may pass into the life of nature and revolve
in her cycles of renewal and decay.

The most familiar view of Rome enbraces the Castle and
Bridge of St. Angelo and the Church of St. Peter’s. A thou-
sand times had I seen it in engravings, and it was with a
feeling—half recognition and half surprise—that I beheld the
real group in the smokeless air of a Roman December. The
combination is so happy and picturesque, that they appear to
have arranged themselves for the especial benefit of artists,
and to be good-naturedly standing, like models, to be sketched.
They make a picture inevitable.

The Mausoleum has undergone many changes, and a consi-
derable portion of the upper part has been added in modern
times ; but its primitive appearance and original form were so
remarkable, that it probably presents much the same aspect
to the eye as on the day when the remains of the master of the
world were committed to its trust. At first, it was merely a
magnificent sarcophagus, devoted to no object but to honour
the imperial dust that slept in its rocky core; but in the
stormy centuries that swept over Rome, it played many parts
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and was dedicated to many services. * With the first lowering
of the clonds of war over the doomed city it was turned into a
fortress —a character which it has never since lost. " No build-
ing in the world has probably lived through a more eventful
existence, and none, if there were tongues in stones, could tell
a tale of more vagied interest. Before the modern improve-
ments in artillery, its position and structure made 1t a place
of so much strength, that its gain or loss often decided the fate
of a civil contest. About the beginning of the sixteenth cen-
tury, the covered gallery was built which leads from the
palace of the Vatican; and in the middle of the seventeenth,
Urban VIII added a mound, ditch, and bastion, and a bat-
tery of a hundred cannon cast from the bronze of the Pan-
theon. .

For a long period, the Castle %of St. Angelo was the prin-
cipal state prison of the papal government. Here, in the year
1537, was brought and confined the fiery-hearted Benvenuto
Cellini, whose autobiographical memoirs contain not only a
most amusing account,of his own life, but presént a curious
and instructive picture of the times dn which he lived. After
narrating the circumstances of his arrest, he tells us—as if it
were Tather.a noticeable circumstance—that this was the first
time that he had known the inside of a prison, and that he was
then in his thirty-seventh year; and considering his stormy
temper, and that by his own showing he had committed at
least one homicide, besides having been frequently engaged in
duels and desperate brawls, we may well share in his surprise.
His adventures'in the castle, his account of the hypochondriac
governor who imagined himself to be a bat, the courage and
address he showed in making his escape, his unhappy accident
in breaking his leg just as liberty was within his grasp, his
reconsignment to prison, and his final deliverance—are all set
down in his memoirs, in “ very choice Italian,” and done into
very fair English by Mr. Roscoe.

To see the interior of the castle it is necessary to have the
permission of the governor. I went over it with a party of
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friends on a fine morning in January. We were received in
a sort of guard-room, and committed to the charge of an in-
ferior officer, who conducted us over the building with much
civility. By torch-light, and through narrow passages which
looked like shafts cat through a mountain of rock, we were
led into [the sepulchral vault, which is dimly lighted by two
windows plerced in the massive wall. The masonry is of the
most admirable description, and the blocks are like a solid,
unbroken surface of rock. In passing to the top of the build-
ing, we were conducted through a spacious and handsomely
furnished saloon, or drawing-room. A lady was there, en-
gaged in some feminine occupation, and a nicelittle girl was
practising upon the piano. Such a piece of domestic life was
in agreeable contrast with the grim monotony and solemn
gloom of the regions from‘which we had emerged. It was
pleasant to think that a family heart was beating within those
iron walls, and that children were romping over spots so long
associated with crime, violence, and death. I did not omit to
ask for the cell in which Cellini was cqufined, and it was duly
pointed out to me. It was a small and dark apartment, nei-
ther better nor worse than most places of imprisonment.

The top of the castle commands a beautiful view of Rome,
and especially of St. Peter’s, which nowhere else appears to
better advantage. The colossal statue of the archangel Michael,
in bronze, which is so conspicudus an object from below, is the
work of a Flemish sculptor, and was placed there about the
middle of the last century by Benedict XIV. He is repre-
sented in ti% act of sheathing a sword. The idea of a warrior-
angel, even as presented to the miud in the magnificent poetry
of Milton, is not exactly to our taste; but when we see this
conception set forth in bronze, and magnified to twice the
size of life, the incongruity of the two elements is strongly
forced upon us. Nor is there any peculiar merit in the statue,
as a work of art, to plead for the discord of the conception.
And yet, for all this, there is no person who has ever been to
Rome who would not be sorry to hear that it had been thrown



Chap. XIIL TISTORICAL HOUSES IN ROME. 327

down by a stroke of lightning. Tt is so familiar an object—
for it is visible from nearly all points, and one can hardly lift
his eyes without seeing it—that it forms a part of our aggre-
gate image of Rome, and the improvement would not be worth
the change. It is like an ugly weathercock which we have
been acenstomed to look at every day in boyhood and youth ;
and though in maturity or decline we recognize its"ugliness,
we protest against its removal.*

HISTORICAL HOUSES IN ROME,

There are mgany historical houses in Rome, and in spite of
the changes which several of them have undergone, they are
still objects of peculiar interest. In the Via delle Quattro
Fontane, at the corner made by’the street which leads from
the Quirinal Palace to the Porta Pia, stands an unpretending
house, conspicuous amohg its neighbours for the many green
blinds with which the front is adorned. This tradition points
.out as the house in whigh Milton was received and entertained
by Cardinal Barberini, and where he heard Leonora Baroni
sing, who, then . enjoying the reputation of one of the first
singers in Europe, little thought that her name would be im-
mortalized by an unknown youth from a remote region, a
stranger ahd a heretic, from whose exquisite genius her voice
called forth echoes sweeter than’ itself.

* The angel of the Castle of St. Angelo reminds me of a singular trait—
shall I say national, or personal 7—in M, Beyle, the author, under the assumed
name of Stendhal, of ¢ Promenndes dans Rome.’ In speaking of the angel and
its attitude, he says that it suggegted a fine reply to the French officer who
was in command of the fortress at the downfall of Napoleon, and who, when
summoned to surrender, said that he would ‘do so when the angel on the top
had sheathed his sword, All this is yery grand; but mark the result. He
did surrengler, and the angel did not sheathe his sword. Interpreted by the
event this fine speech becomes a mere picce of vapouring bravado, which, one
would think, a French writer would take particular care not to record. But
M. Beyle is so taken with this mouth-filling gasconade, that the practical
bathos of the conclusion quite drops out of his mind, and he accepts the brass-
gilt sublime for the true metal.
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Sir Walter Scott, during his brief residence in Rome, had
apartments in the Casa Bernini, in a street notefar from the
Piazza di Spagna, a house otherwise interesting as having been
the residence of the artist whose name it bears.

In the Via Sistina; near the. head of the splendid flight of
steps leading from the Piazza di Spagna tp the Trinita de’
Monti, at a short distance from each other, are three houses
which were occupied respectively by Salvator Rosa, Claude
Lorraine, and Nicholas Poussin® A finer situation for an
artist’s residence can hardly be found than this spot affords,
commanding, as it does, fine views of Rome, and with the best
advantages of light and air. Poussin, especially, could never
have looked from his window without seeing a varied and
glowing picture.

The house which stands af the point where the Via Sistina
and the Via Gregoriana unite their converging lines was built
and occupied by the brothers Zuccari.® It is a spacious dwell-
ing, beautifully situated, and at this moment one of the most
desirable habitations in Rome. Xt is also known by the name
of the Casa Bartholdi, the Prussian Consul-General of that
name having lived there some years since. Under his direc-
tion one of the rooms in the second story was painted in fresco
by four distinguished German artists, Cornelius, Veit, Over-
beck, and Schadow, the subjects being taken from the history
of Joseph. They may be regarded as the first steps of that
school of modern German art which has reached so large a
development in the frescoes at Munich; and on this account,
though the positive merit is not great, they ‘will always be
examined with interest, as being among the earliest works
which breathe a purity and elevation of feeling that makes us
tolerant towards hardness in drawing and coldness of colouring.
Upon the ground-floor—neglected and rarely seen—are some
decorations in fresco by Federigo Zuccari.*

* This house is said by Mr. Dennistoun, in his learned and interesting
¢Memoirs of the Dukes of Urbino,” to be still in the possession of the descend-
ants of the Zuccari, It will always be recalled by me with peculiar satisfac-
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The great name of Raphael is identified with two houses,
one in the Via Coronari, a street which runs in a westerly
direction from a point just north of the Piazza Navond. Here
he resided for many years, but removed before his death to a
beautiful palace, built by Bramante, in the street leading from
the Castle of St. Angelo to St. Peter’s, which is still standing.
The house in the Via Coronari is abandoned to neglect, and
left to take its chance of occupant® in a way that showsa
strange insensibility among the people of Rome to the memory
of that,illustrious artist, who has done more than any one man
that ever lived to make their city a place of attraction to
strangers.

CAMPANA’S MUSEUM.

The museumn of the Cavaliere®Campana is full of interest
and iustruction to all those Who are attracted to the subject of
Etruscan antiquities. A large portion of its contents has been
gathered from excavations made with great sagacity and
perseverance by the Cay. Campana upon his own estates. It
is arranged in a suite of several rooms, and is, on certain days,
shown to the public and explained either by the accomplished
owner himself, or by some other competent person. The
collection consists of vases, bas-reliefs, glass vessels, gold
ornaments, household and military utensils, coins, statues, and
sarcophagi. The glass vessels have been in some cases covered
with brilliant prismatic colours by the decomposition of their
elements, through time or some chemical agency. Some of
the bas-reliefs “ire very fine, especially a series rupresenting

tion as having been the,residence, at the time of my visit in, Rome, of & valued
friend and countryman—a young man who, resisting the temptations of an
ample fortune, devoted himself to the grts of puinting and music with a perse-
verance ard industry which could have been sustained only by high taste and
sincere love of the occupation. His genial and graceful hospitalities will
always be remembered with grateful pleasure by those who had the privilege
of sharing in them—commended, as they were, by intelligent conversation il
three languages, by the best of music, and that simple and cordial welcome
which bound all his guests in a chain of common sympathy.
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the labours of Hercules, showing evident marks of the influence
of Greek art. Some of the works in stone are very rude, and
have a family resemblance to those of Egypt. The household
implements are curious. Among them is a pair of scales like
the modern, with bronze animals for weights. There were
also bronze strigils for the use of bathers, t‘llld metal mirrors,
beautifully fashioned, turning on a pivot. The collection of
vases was, as might be exDected, large and curious ; some of
them embellished with designs of much beauty. The gold
ornaments, which are arranged in glass cases, formed the most
generally attractive portion of the museum. They consisted
of head-bands, necklaces, chains, bracelets, ringg and brooches.
The workmanship was very good, but not of such rare excel-
lence as I had been led to expect. The gold seemed to be
entirely pure, without any thixture of alloy. The whole col-
lection was like a leaf torn out ofa lost book of history. An
Etruscan bracelet made for an arm that has been dust for thirty
centuries, viewed by an American, in.a Roman house built,
perhaps, before his country was discovered! What a cycle,
embracing the past, the present, and the future, does’this state-
ment include! Etruria had reached a venerable antiquity
before Rome was born. Rome is to us what Etruria was to
Rome—a monument and a memorial. Will there be for us
a past as there is a present and a future ? Will our civiliza-
tion exhaust itself? Will the wild grape grow over the
arches of the Croton aqueduct, and antiquaries dispute over
the ruins of the Girard College ?

THE COLLEGE OF THIE PROPAGANDA.

This celebrated establishment was founded and liberally
endowed by Gregory XV. in 1622, for the purpose,of edu-
cating youths, born in heathen or heretic countries, in the
principles of the Catholic faith, and. sending them back as
missionaries to their native homes. The death of Gregory
followed within a year after, but his plans were zealously
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embraced by his successor Urban VIII. and the brother of
the latter, Cardinal Antonio Barberini, by whom ample funds
were bestowed upon the college. The building occupied by
the institution.in the Piazza di Spagna, a capricious and
‘irregular piece of architecture, was erected by Urban VIII.
from the plans partly of Bernini and partly of Boromini. It
includes the palace once occupied by Vives, a Spanish prelate
and ambassador, who bequeathed his whole fortune to the
‘establishment.

At the breaking out of the French Revolution, this founda-
tion, enriched by the bounty of devout Catholics all over
Christendom, was one of the most powerful and wealthy in
Europe. It enjoyed an annual income of three hundred thou-
sand Roman crowns. It appealed to the unconverted by the
written as well as the spoken wérd. Its printing-office was
one of the finest in the world, and had the means of publishing
books in twenty-seven different languages. But before the
storm which uprooted .so many venerable iustitutions, this
college also bowed its head. Its property was diverted to
other objects, by the government of republican France, after
its armies had taken possession of Rome.* Its types were
carried to Paris. Its pupils were scattered, and its doors
remained_closed for many years. The shepherd was smitten
and the sheep dispersed.

After the restoration of the Bourbons in 1818, the college
was reopened under the patronage and auspices of Pius VII.
and Cardinals Gonsalvi and de la Somaglia. Some fragments
of #ts former Pemessions were found and restored to it, and
fresh contributions were gathered in various parts of Europe.
Its resources are still inadequate to the expenses, and the
deficiency is made up by assistance derived from similar institu-
tions in other countries. It has now about sixty pupils at a
time, upon an average, within its walls, gathered from all
parts of the world, They wear a uniform dress, a long, black

* My authority for this statement is a French writer, 3. Poujoulat,
¢ Toscane et Rome,’ p. 281, ¢



332 COLLEGE OF THE PROPAGANDA. Chap. XIII.

robe, or cassock, edged with red, and a red girdle. Two
bands, like broad ribbons, depend from the shoulders behind,
representing leading strings, and, typifying a state of pupilage.
The scholars are not obliged to be at any expense ; the institu-
tion paying the charge of their journey to Rome, of their
entire support while there, and of their return to their native
country. No one is admitted who is over twenty years old,
and each one is obliged to give a pledge that he will devote
his life to the dissemination of Catholic doctrines among his
own people. : :

There is something very impressive to the imagination in
this institution, which gathers under its comprghensive wings
the natives of such numergus and distant lands, and sends them
back to preach the same faith in so many different tongues.
It is the centre of a circle, the circumference of which clasps
the whole earth. It seems to come, more «nearly than any-
thing since the apostolic age, to the fulfilment of the Saviour’s
injunetion, “ Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel
unto every creature.” The faces of the pupils, coloured with
every shade of hue known to the human family, and shaped in
every mould that ethnology has recorded, all wear the same
expression of serious and earnest devotion. It looks .through
the dark mask of the African, the copper skin of the Chinese
and Malay, and the blue eyes and blooming complexion of the
Scandinavian. The breaking up of a class in one of our
colleges is a serious occasion, though it is the first step in the
race for the prizes of life; but with what feelings must these
young me.. take each other by the haud for ti.c iast time, when
they are about to be scattered and dispersed, like the rain-drops
which fall on the watershed of a continent to go forth to
meet the chances of suffering and persecution, and to see each
other’s faces no more upon earth !* )

* M. Poujoulat, from whom I have before quoted, says, that in 1839 there
were seyenty pupils, He was informed that no‘one had ever desired to return
to his home before completing his studies, but that this had occasionally
become %ecessary on account of their health, though they bad sometimes
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‘On the 9th of January, 1848, 1 attended the annual per-
formances, or commencement of this institution, The apart-
ment in whicly the exercises were held was of moderite size,
furnished with rows of benches, which were closely packed
with spectators, and a raised platform at one end, from which
the pupils spoke. 'l he places of honour nearest the stage were
occupied by half a dozen cardinals, among whom was Cardinal
Mezzofanti, whose extraordinary knowledge of languages
.naturally led him to take a lively interest in so polyglott an
institution. As soon as the dignitaries were seated the per-
formances began with what we should call a salutatory address
in Latin, pronounced by a youth who name was*set down in
the progmmme as “Sig. Enrico Van Buren di Limburgo.”
His pronunciation was so unlike that to which my ear had
been trained, that his Latin sounded like an unknown tongue.
Then followed performances in ﬁfty-one different languages
and dialects, including Chinese, Persian, Arabic, Burman,
Cingalese, Turkish, Ethiopian, Coptic, Hindostanee, and
Syriac. They were generally very short, rarely exceeding
five minutes; and as soon as one had concluded he was in-
stantly followed by his successor, so that no tihe was lost.
Several of the exercises in the Oriental tongues were concluded
by a few straius of singing or chanting, which afforded much
.amusement to the spectators. The strange countenances and
the novel sounds made the whole aftair quite entertaining, and
many of the youths showed that their religious training had
not entirely extinguished the spirit of fun. Many of the
Oriental languages spoken hardly appeared to be composed
of articulatg, sounds, but to be made up of guttur'\k aspira-
tions, and a sort of faint shrlek A young man fiom Guinea,
preferred to die at Rome rather thnn go back prematurely, He was fold that
no one recalled their homes with longing, or a desire to return ; but those who
went backemost gladly were the natifes of Lebanon, Switzerland, and Scot-
Jand : even religious devotedness not being sufficient to efface the love of home,
when that home is among mountains, The rector also said that pupils from

Greece and America were peculiarly quick of apprehension, and that the
Chinese and the Egyptians, especially the latter, were the reverse,
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who was as black as it is possible for a human being to be,
recited some Latin hexameters. His manner was excellent,
and his hexameters smooth and flowing. The exercise in
Portuguese was also by a coloured youth, from Rio Janeiro,
apparently the youngest ‘of all the performers, looking not
more than fifteen years old. He had a clear, ringing voice,
and he spoke with great spirit and animation, praducing a
very general and hearty burst of applause. An English poem
was recited by Sig. Eugene Small, of Paisley, who spoke with
a strong Scotch accent, and very rapidly. His poem, so far
as I could follow him, was quite clever. In expr/essing his
hope that Sdotland might come back to the fold of the true
Church, he used the expression ¢ Religion’s Bannocklturn.”
He also recited a poem in the Scotch dialect, in a very ani-
mated manner. Two of the performers, John Roddan and
John Quin, were from Boston, and were the only representa-
tives from the United States. One of them spoke in Hebrew
and in the language of the aborigines of Chili, and the other
in that of Raraguay. Of all the languages, the Spanish struck
me as the finest in the quality of its sonnds.*

THE PROTESTANT BURYING-GROUND.

The Protestant burying-ground is within the walls, near,
the pyramid of Caius Cestius. The general appearance is

¢ No ladies were admitted upon the floor of the room in which the per-
formances were spoken, but a few of them were Vpresent in a sort of upper
corridor or gallery, from which they could see and hear only imperfectly.
Rememberilt: the vantage-ground enjoyed by the female sex .t home on alt
similar occasions, some of us were disposed to exult a little over those of our
fair countrywomen who were present, on acc.unt of our temporary superpority,
Rome being to so great an extent an ecclesinstical capital, women are often
made to feel that they are judged by & monastic standard. From many places
they are absolutely excluded, and the guide-books will make the cool announce-
ment that this or that spot is so holy that no woman is allowed to approach it.
To avomen fregh from America, where they enjoy the chief seats in the syna-
goges, the change is somewhat emphatic; but I'must do.them the justice to
say that they submit to their privations very amiably.
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pleasing, but hot striking ; and it has that charm of silence
and isolation which seems so appropriate to a cemetery., There
are two enclooures, of whicli one is no longer used, having
been filled up with graves. Within this latter are the resting-
places of John Bell, the author of an excellent work on Lialy,
and of the poet Keats. The epitaph upon the monument of
the lattegyis not in good taste, though striking and charac-
teristic; for it is a vehement expression of wounded sensibility,
unsuited to a tombstone, which should contain nothing trans-
ient or impassioned, but only, simple statements and solemn
truths. ¢ The malicious power of his enemies ” means nothing
more or less thep unfavourable reviews by prosaic eritics, who
wrote®with po personal feeling whatever, and were too ignorant
of the essential qualities of poetry to make their judgments
wounding to a healthy sensibility.

The new enclosure is surrounded by a wall, and contains a
small chapel. The monuments, which are numerous and
mostly of white marble, are columns, obelisks, broken shafts,
sarcophagi, or plain slabs, like those of our own cemeteries.
The moderate extent ofthe enclosure, not” more than two or
three acres, not only prevents any attempt to produce the
effects of landscape gardening, but for the same reason the
monuments are crowded together and disposed in a somewhat
formal and fectangu]al; fashion. But the monuments them-
selves are generally unpretending and in good taste, and the
inseriptions often simple and affecting. The papal govern-
ment, though it defrayed the expenses of the enclosure, will
not permxt any allusion to hopes beyond the grave to be carved
upon the mofument to a heretic; and for this s fason, the
inscriptions in this cemetery merely set forth the virtues and’
graces of the deceased, and say nothing of the resurrection and
a future life. Though a graveyard of strangers who have died
in a foreign land, many of them friendless and alone and
nursed by cold and mercenary hands, is an object to awaken
~ad thoughts, yet the general aspect of this cemetery is sooth-

'S, and even cheerful. Everything about it is kept with that
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exquisite neatness which makes it look like a bit of England
transplanted to Rome. The turf, even in the heart of winter
is freshly green, and there is-a profusion of flowers both wild
and cultivated. The common monthly rose of our conserva-
tories grows here with great luxuriance, and is always in
bloom, hanging its lowers over the monuments and filling the
air with a delicate and spiritual fragrance. The suglies long
and warm upon its southern slope; and the hum of insects and
the chirp of birds lend to the silence a pulse of life, while over
it the blue sky of Rome bends ljke a benediction.

A very large prdportion of the monuments bear the names
of natives of England. The most interesting of these is a
plain slab, which marks the grave of Shelley; that iftense
and ethereal spirit who was called away from earth before he
had completed his twenty-minth year—just as his wild visions
were yielding té truth and experience, and his fervid mind was
working itself clear by its own effervescepce—a fact which
should always be borne in mind, both i estimating his genius
and forming an opinion of his character. . A few Germans aré
also buried here ; ‘among others, the son of Goethe.

THE VALLEY OF EGERIA.

About a mile from the Porta San Sebastiano is a pretty
pastoral valley or gorge, as quiet and secluded as if in the
heart of the Apennines. On one side, is a wooded hill,
crowned with the ruins of a temple of Bacchus; and on the
other, at some distance, a gentle elevation on which there is a
g‘raceful z‘ructure which some call a temple, anc’some a tomb.
This. is the valley of Egeria—the spot where Numa met bis
shadowy counsellor. We must draw near to it in the spirit of
faith, and let no clouds of doubt darken its tranquil beauty.
We look around for the fountain by the side of which the
lovers sat and talked, expecting to see something in unison
with the simple grace of the tradition ; a natural spring of
pure water, clasped by a maigin of green, overshadowed by #
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