
the general accommodations in the former
country.

About eight o'clock on the ensuing
morning we leftFornacetti; having break-
fasted on coffee, to which my female com-
panions, to my great surprize, added a
lew spóonfuls of rum. As to my new
Swiss friend, Iwas not at all surprized to
see him put the bottle to his mouth with-
out ceremony, but Ihad formed such
ideas of the extreme temperance of Ita-
lian women, that Imust confess the first
rather struck me. From Fornacetti,
seven or eight miles brought us to Castel
del Bosco ; and about the same distance
beyond that, to La Scala. Neither of
these towns is of much importance ;but
the whole road was rendered interesting
not only by the interchange of gentle hills
and vallies, but alsoby frequent views ofthe
Arno on our left. Although it might now

be considered as the depth of winter in
ibis country, it was easy to see how beau-

ri.ful and rich the views in spring or autumn



must here be. The river is now broad and
rapid, and its banks generally high, witha
foot path on the top, planted with rows of
poplars. The whole of the surrounding
country had also the appearance of being
well wooded, but varied by larga tracts of
.cultivation, yillages, and houses. The
whole reminded me more strongly of
England^ in its general character, than
any foreign country Ihad yet seen. De-
scending to particulars, however, thecom*
parison no lpnger held good. The vines
although now bare of leaves, drawn in
festoons from tree to tree, along the road
side, evinced the happy effects of a ch-
ínate to which England could not pretend.
On the other hand, asses and mules, em-
ployed inhusbandry, and along the road ;
the stiff forin of the carts and waggons ;
women occupied in acts of the most ser-
vile drudgery ;and swarms of beggars'
children at every village; were contrasts
lo the general picture. The Tuscan pea-
,?antry, however, are upoa the whole well



ciad ;ofa robust and healthy appearance ;

and afíbrd evident symptoms of having
been long under a government where pro-

perty and industry are respected and se-
care. Perhaps it may be the lot of no

very distant traveller to make a far dif.
ferent report. Soon after leaving La
Scala, the road -again turns suddenly to the
right, and we bid adieu to the Amo.
Occupied as Iwas by the impressions of
the morning, the whole of this succeed-
ing day appeared to me to present little
•«\u25a0or.hy of remark. We passed through
Cambiano and Castel Fiorentino to Peggi-
bonzi, a distance from La Scala of about
four and twenty miles. Here one of our

horses, who, during the whole day, had
conmmed an immoderate quantity of
blows, fell lame, and we carne to a halt.
We expected to have reached Sienna late

that night, but the idea was now of ne-

cessity given up. Finding here, however,

the same allowance of macaroni, scraped
cheese, and Tascan wine, as we had had



thepreceding night we quickly reconciled
ourselves to our situations. As usual, the
vettorino sat down with us at table, and
chased away the tedious hours by relations
which made our Italian ladies laugh, and
would have made an English servant
girlblush. After supper Ifound the bed-
chamber, and all the accommodations very
similar to those of Fornacetti, except,
and this except must for ever remain
a blank in the history ofmy travels.

Early on the ensuing morning we left
Peggibonzi, whence a winding wood of
«ight miles brought us to Castiglioncello,
a town, which though small, marked by
its bustle and appearance, our approach
to one of greater importance. After pass-
ing a range of low hills, another part
brought us to Sienna, where my Swiss
companion having business to transact,
9 had been previously determined we
should stop for the remainder ofthat day,
and the whole of the ensuing. Ihad thus
a« opportunity of viewing this town,



which, next to Leghorn, interested me

more than any which Ihad yet seen in
Italy. And yet nothing can be more

difFerent than Leghorn and Sienna. The

former owcs its greatness entirely to com-

merce and its happy situations for trad-

ing withSpain, France, and Italy. Placed

upon a flat, and surrounded by a marshy
eountry, by mountains at a small distance,

or by the sea, itcan only exist by maritime
commerce. But Sienna inland, without

even the semblance of a river, and placed
upon high ground, possesses difieren t

claims to our notice. We are struck by

its romantic situation* upon the summit,

and along the sides of severa! steep hills,

by the petty bustle of its inland commerce,

which reminds the Spanish traveller of

Manzanares, and by the symptoms ofits

departed grandeur, which recaí to him the

ruined towers and empty cathedrals of

Toledo. Connected with the hill on

which the principal part of the town

stands, is an abrupt rock, nearly sur-



rotmded by a deep valley, except where a
kind of isthmus joins it to the town.
This in its general character so closely
resembles the rock of Edinburgh Castle,
and that of the Alcázar of Segovia, that
there can be little doubt of their having
been produced by similar canses in the
íormer great operations of nature. The
valks round the ramparts of this castle
are kept in good order, and the views,
(cora most situations, are charming. We
stand with a kind ofpleasing dread on the
edges of the parapet, and behold beneath
us a deep valley, forming a natural fosse
at the base of the solid rock, with which
the walls seem to be in one piece.
The distant oountry is beautifully varied
with lofty hills and long vales, but the
whole appears well cultivated, though in-
termixed with woods. Even the valley
beneath us is fullofgardens; a valley which
the Italian philosophers uniformly assert
to have every appearance of having been
°'*ce the cráter ofan enormous volcano.



The gothic cathedral of Sienna,
although in a very bad style, is still ve-
nerable from its antiquity, loftiness, and
extent. The principal front is most cu-
riously adorned, or rather loaded with
carved work, and appears to be cased all
over with marble. In the interior, how-
ever, many of the decorations are beau-
tiful, and in the purest taste. Among
other curiosities is shewn a picture of the
HolyVirgin, painted by St. Luke, and of
course an undoubted likeness. Icould
not do less than make my obeisance
before the work of so great a master, and
so great an original, whilst my young
Italian friend let go my arm to cross

herself, and mutter a pious prayer. After
wandering for an hour through this vener-

able pile, which Idid not leave without

regret, Iresumed my survey of the

town. In the afternoon, however, the

streets became almost impassable. The

carnival had begun at Sienna also, -*-*

Ibeheld a repetition of the same folhes



or amusements, whichIhad already seen
atLeghorn. Inany other times, perhaps
these follies might at least not disgust ;but
in the present state ofItaly, what thinking
mind can behold, without astonishment, a
people thus abandon themselves to the most
childish diversions ;and yet we wonderthat
the French so readily overrun this country.

However this may be, the manners of
the Siennese are remarkably polite and
engaging. The Italian here spoken is
puré, and pronounced in so clear and
musical a manner, that Ihave never, in
any town, or in any country-, before or
since, heard a language which sounded so
pleasing to the ear of a stranger. The
Grecian language alone is superior to it in
music and expression, but it is only by
scattered individuáis that we hear that
spoken as it ought to be, and never by a
whole town or district, as is the case with
the Italian of Sienna.

My Swiss companion having transacted
his business, we set out from Sienna by



day-break in the morning of the lith.
Near the gate through which we passed,
were whole streets almost abandoned,
besides several extensive mansions without
the walls, which appeared to have been so
long shut up, that the doors and windows
were falling to decay. This has a me-
lancholy look, but it is the lot which
nwaits

'all towns where a population has
been accumulated by transitory causes, and
which in the fluctuation of time must
cease to opérate.

We travelled the greater part of this
morning over a country tolerably diver-
sified by nature, but poorly cultivatéd ; and
after a ride cf about eighteen miles, and
passing through San Monteroni, halted
at Buon Convento, seated upon rising
grounds. Here they produced to us some
wine of Montepulciano, said to be the
best in all this part ofItaly, but we found
littleinit to boast of. One of our horses
was now so fatigued, that we were with
diíficulty dragged six or seven miles farther



this night to Torrinieri, where we slept,
and where though Itraversed part of the
town before dusk, Iobserved littleworthy
of noticé.

Early the ensuing morning, we were
again on our road, and our lame horse
having been exchanged for another, we
proceeded with some alacrity. Ten miles
brought us to La Scala, béing the second
town of that ñame through which we had
passed. The road was for the most part
rough, with a constant succession of small
hills; the soil of which appeared to be
poor and hungry. Eleven miles from La
Scala, after passing through the small
town of Ricorsi, we reached Redicofani,
a considerable town, romantically situated
upon a steep hill, and the last in this di-
rection in the Tuscan dominions. Having
stopped here a short time to refresh his
horses, our vettorino again summoned us,
and we quickly descended the hill of
Redicofani. Thence for seven or eighfc
«ules, untilweapproachMonteCentino, the



country is broken into many steep hills,

and has a more barren and uncultivated

appearance than any part of Tuscany

through which we have passed. AtPonte

Centino we enterad upon the ecclesiastical

state, through a toll where baggage and

passports were strictly examined, and many

vexatious attempts made to extort money

on account of the former, but which the

young Swiss, from having frequently tra-

velled this road, knew how to avoid.

Scarcely have we passed the frontiers of

Tuscany, when we behold in the face of

the surrounding country, the powerful
efíects of difFerent governments. We

are now no longer cheered with the fre-

quent sight of farms, seats and villages,

thickly scattered over large cultivated
tracts; a healthy, stout, and decently

cloathed peasantry, and the animáis em-

ployed in agricultura sleek and fat. On

the contrary, few houses are to be seen,

the peasantry already begin to have a poor

and eager look, and large tracts natural!)*



fertile are abandoned to sterility. From
Ponte Centino to Aquapendente, is a
distance ofeight miles, along a good road,
but through an almost uncultivated counr
try. The approach to Aquapendente is
charming. After passing a small stream,
which falls into the Chiana, and forms
with it the principal source of the Tyber,
the road ascends, we begin to behold on
the left, symptoms of cultivation around
Aquapendente, while on the right are ro-
mantic clips, crowned with trees, and
their various clefts adprned with bushes.
As we approached the gates, we heard the
sound of the cascades, waterfalls from
which the town derives its ñame, but itwas
now too dark to see them to advantage.
The town itself is built principally upon
theslopeof a hill,and had no appearance of
life or bustle, on the contrary, according
to the evidence of our vettorino it was
fallen from its ancient splendour, nearly
as much as Sienna. We passed through
't,and stopped the night at a small inn, at



the foot of a hill, which our vettorino
assured us tobe preferable to any in Aqua-
pendente. Ifso, they must be there very
miserable, our entertainment being in-
ferior to any we had met with, and the
wine wretched. Ifthis be ajust specimen
of what we have to expect, Ido not

wonder at the juice of the Tuscan grapes
having been so highly praised in Italy.

Early the ensuing morning, a ridé of
five short miles brought us to San Lo-
renzo, a neat village upon the flat summit
ofa hill, and consisting principally of one

very broad street. Itwas built on account

of the inhabitants of an oíd town, near the
lake Bolsena, where the air in summer and
autumn is most pernicious, and they were

accordingly removed hither. As it was

a fine morning, and we were now ap-
proaching the borders of this famous lake,
Igot out ofthe carriage and proceeded on

foot, as was indeed my general custom,

having bitherto "walked much more than

Ihad ridden. Soon after leaving Sao



Lorenzo, the road begins to descend from
the heights, appearing inmany parts deeply
cut in the solid rock, and we even obtain a
view of one córner of the lake, through
theopenings, or even the tops of trees, pro-
ducing a charming efFect. Lower down
we pass on the left, the ruins of the town,
which has been abandoned, and which
being mingled with bushes, and even
young trees, has already an antique and
venerable air. About a mile írom the
bottom of the hill, an excellent and level
road conducís to the lake, and is continued
for several miles along its borders to the
town ofBolsena. This beautiful lake ap-
pears to be about twenty-five miles in its
circumference, and is surrounded by hills,
some of considerable height, and advanc-
ing boldly into the water, whilst others
appear to recede from it, leaving large
marshy flats, evidently denoting the for-
mer extent of the lake. The fineness of
the morning, the excellence of the road,
the woody prospects on my left, and tha



broad lake and its mountains on my right,
all contributed to render my walks de-
lightful. But in summer or "autumn the
case is widely difFerent.- The banks of this
lake are then the abode of death. The
marshy exhalations which arise from
it, are almost certainly fatal to the rash
stranger, who venturas to pass a single
night in its immediate vicinity,and even in
the middle of the day, the carriages which
pass are closely shut up, and driven as
hastily as possible. The sickly looks of
the inhabitants of Bolsena evinced, that
the short period of the healthy season
is not suffieient to counterbalance the per-
nicious efFects of these summer heats.
Similar districts, where the mal aria', or bad
air prevails at late season s, are not uncom-
mon inItaly,especially fartherto the south-
ward, in the two Calabrias. Perhaps these
bad efFects ofmarshy air in all climates are
here increased by a mixture of sulphure-
ous exhalations which arisé from the bosom
ef this volcanic country.



Whatever may be the defects of its
situation, Bolsena interests from its anti-
quity. The ítalians like the Spaniards, use
the letters B, and V indiscriminately, and
keeping this in view, Bolsena. or Volsena,
clearly points out the ancient Volscen-
nium. The houses are lofty, and the
streets narrow, as is the case vvith most of
the towns of Italy, and notwithstanding
the unhealthy air of the lake, it is still
tolerabiy populous. In the church yard
going out of the town, is a very curious
and ancient sarcophagus, on the outside of
which are carved a number of figures, but
the subject of which Iwas not antiquarian
enough to unravel.

As the road, after leaving Bolsena, still
continued, for some distance, along the
border of the lake, Iagain quitted the
carriage, and proceeded on foot;ñor was
it long before Ihad fresh reason to con-
gratúlate myself for having done so.
Scarcely had Iadvanced a mile from the
town, when Iwas struck with the singular



appearance ofsome of the hills, on the left
of the road, and on examination found
them to be entirely composed of basaltic
pillars, mostly lying as if piled up, in a
horizontal direction, with their base to
the lake. In some places, these pillars,
whether pentagonal or hexagonal, were so
eompactly fitted to each other, that no
extraneous substance could intervene^
whilst the interstices ofothers were filled
up with lightly yellowish mixed earth. It
was ¡mpossible to contémplate this sin-
gular mass of basaltes, without interest,
and reflecting on the violent disputes
which had arisen among learned men,
concerning the origin of similar pheno-
mena. Iran to the side of the hill, I
scrambled over the broken fragments
which were scattered about, and being
alone, embraced those which stood up-
right, as ifIcould thereby arrive at the
secret of their formation. Ifound that
they easily broke off, for inattempting to
elimb up, large portions yielded to my



grasp, or gave way under my feet, by
which means Ireceived several severa
falls. At length the carriage carne up,
and Iquitled this most singular rnass,
which my companions regarded with little
curiosity. The whole ofthe upper surface
is covered withwood, and trees even grow
between many of the columns, producing
to the casual observer, a wonderful efFect,
and to the natural philosopher affbrding.
matter for profouild speculation and in-
quiry.

Three or four miles from Bolsena, we
begin to quit the lake, and a farther
distance of five miles brings us to tbe
gates of Montefiascone, a considerable
town on the top of a steep hill, and
defended by thick ancient walls and towers.
My mind, however, was stillentirely oc-
cupied by the hill of basaltos, and the
Bolsena lake, and Icould pay but little
attention to Montefiascone, whence a ride
of about twelve miles brought us to

Viterbo, also romantically situated on the



summit, and down the slope of two or
three hills. It was quite dark, and rained
hard when we arrived, but we found our
inn, at least, as comfortable as any we had
yet seen on the road, and this quickly
made us forget all hardships. As we did
not set ofFtill the next morning, two hours
after day break, Ihad that time to ex-
amine Viterbo. It appeared to me the
largest town through which we had passed,
since leaving Sienna, the principal streets
are of considerable width, and one of the
publie squares is adorned with fountains,
in a curious taste. Icould not but notice
the broad flags with which the streets are
paved, and which are evidently formed of
a dark lava, and found near the place.

From Viterbo toRonciglione, a distance
of thirteen miles, the country is constantly
varied by hill and dale, and thickly
covered with wood. These forests, in-
deed, are said to be ofthe highest antiquity,
and are ahnost regarded as sacred by the
neighbouring peasantry. Four miles from



Viterbo we pass upon our left the Mons

Ciminces of the antients', a mountain with
a peaked summit, and well cloatbed with
woods, whilst, at iutervals, we behold

heneath us, on the right, one.or two small
lakes, sunk as it were at the foot of steep

surrounding hills. Three .miles fromRon-
ciglione, our carriage broke down, and al-
though, just at that time, itbegan to rain
very hard, my Swiss companion andIhad
no resource, after helping the vettorino to

patch up his coach, except to make the
best of our, way forward. As the rain
never intermitted, even for a moment, we

arrived at Ronciglione, thoroughly drench-
ed. Here we found, that the coach
could -not be repaired before evening,
which, joined to the badness- of the
weather, obüged us to halt for the day,
although it was yet scarcely one o'clock.
From the time of our arrival, tillnearly
midnio-ht, the rain continued to fall in
torrents, which not only effectually con-

fined us within doors, and prevented all re-

marks upon the town, but also afForded a



melancholy prospect of our roads for the
next day.

Early on the ensuing morning Wequitted Ronciglione, which we had now
an opportunity of observing to be a townof some magnitude, situated chiefly on theslope and at the bottom ofa hill,near the
small, but beautiful lake of Vico. Many
of the streets are wide, the houses lofty,
and the whole bears the appearance of
having been formerly a place of impor-
tance, but now in decay. Aroad of eight
miles brought us to Monte Rosi, and
about as many fartherto Baccano. Here
% for the first time, saw French soldiers,
being the rear of the stragglers of a co-
lumn, which had already reached Rome.
A far more interesting object was the
eross of St. Peter's church, which our
vettorino pointed out to us, soon after
Ieaving Baccano, appearing at a distance
over the plains, as mariners first observe the
mast heads of ships at sea. From Bac-
cano, ten miles brought us to La Stprta.



a place consisting of a few houses, where
westoppedto eat, and in the afternoon
resumed our road, being now only nine
miles from Rome. As we approached that
city, Idescended from the carriage, and
proceeded on foot, feasting my eyes with
the view of that antient metrópolis ofone
halfof the world, seated near the Tyber,
on its seven hills, amid heaps of sur-
rounding ruins. On both sides of the
road, and in evéry direction, appeared mo-
numents ofantiquity, arches, tombs, bro-
ken aqueducts, the remains of temples, and
mouldering towers. Atlength we crossed
the Tyber, on an ancient bridge, my
bosom filled with a thousand various emo-
tions, and • soon afterwards entered the
gates. We are immediately struck with
the appearance of an immense obelisk,
standing in a large open space behind the
gates, composed of a single block of
Egyptian granite, covered with hiero-
glyphics, and of the most remote an-
tiquity. At present, however, Ihad no



time to examine this interesting monu-
ment. Our passports were examined,
during which time, Iobserved that the gate
was thronged with French soldiers, on
guard, mingled with a few of the Papal
troops, which, for form's sake, were said
to do the duty of the town in concert.
We were obliged togo with our baggage to
the Douana,or the Custom-house,whence,
after paying a few triflingdemands, it was
quickly released, and we drove to an Al-
berge, recommended by our vettorino.
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CHAP. III.

Rome.

1o visit Rome, to stay there even a few
days, and to pass itover insilence, would
be considered inexcusable ; yet what can
the short residence of a week enable or
entitle me to say upon so vast a subject,
and which has already affbrded materials
for so many volumes ? To connect my
observations without useless digression is
the solé object of the present chapter.

As it was dark when We arrived at the
albergo or inn, Ihad no opportunity of
examining its situation. In the evening,
when Iretired to my chamber, allbeing
still, Iheard the rushing of water, and
hastily opening my window, observed that
the Tyber ran cióse under it. Icould not
but congratúlate myself at thus hanging



over this immortal river, to which so great
a proportion of the world once paid tri-
bute, and the sight of which awoke
so many reflections on the past.
Upon the banks of this river were reared
the conquerors of one half the world.
This is the very stream into which Hora-
tius Cocles armed and wounded plunged,
after defending the bridge against the
troops of Porsenna ; over which Clelia
swam, leading the way for the escape -Of
her companions the virgin hostages ; into
which, in times ofdreadful famine, many
of the starving Romans threw themselves
in open day, with their heads covered, and
in death-like silence. Being swollen by
the late rains, it now rushed past with
great rapidity, and the stars were dimlyre-
flected from its turbid stream.

Like every stranger who comes to Rome,

Ivisited St. Peter's ; or rather once every
day, and often twice, Iwent to admire
that wonderful structure. Imust confess
thefirst sight disappointed my expectations,



but a littleexaminationfully equalled them,
and which was strengthened by every sub-
sequent visit. The curved arcades which
form the peristyle, supported on double
rows of pillars;the two beautiful foun-
tains in the court, which throw up per-
petually an astonishing quantity of water ;
the obelisk of ancient Egyptian granito,
in the centre, and the simple, but majes-
tic front, combine to produce a whole
which is probably no where equalled, and
certainly not excelled. Within, the gran-
deur and richness of the marble columns,
the statues, the paintings, the mosaics,
the shrines, the altars, strike us with asto-
nishment; yet even these cannot prevent
us from noticing the exact proportions of
the whole, where, as in the exterior, no-
thing intrudes beyond its proper bounds,
but all combines to form one great design.

Right under the <jsntre of the dome,
and sunk below the pavement, is a kind
of magnificent vault, constructed of the
finest marble, and ornamented with pre-



cious stones, lapis lazuli, jewels, and
gold. Here rests, or is said to rest, the
body of the Great Apostle ;gold or silver
lamps are kept continually burning round
the tomb ;and the pious votaries throw
themselves on their knees as they approach
the marble ballustrade which surrounds a
spot so sacred. A superb canopy, sup-
ported on four rich waved pillars ofbronze,
covers the vault, and although upwards of
one hundred and thirty feet high, it is so
lost in the greatness of every object round
us, that we can with difficulty conceive it
to be half of that height. Yet there is
one object in St. Peter' s which is littleei-
ther in itself or through the use made of it.
This is a bronze statue of the Apostle, to
the right of the aisle, sitting and holding
the key of Heaven in his hand. One foot
projects beyond the pedestal ;and no good
Catholic enters or leaves the church with-
out kissing it. Some repeat this ceremóny

three or four times ;some stroke it down
with their hands, as ifit was alive ;whilst



others stoop and rub their heads back-
vvard and forward against the solé of the
sandal. Inany other situationImight have

smiled ; but the grandeur of the place
prevented allintrusión of lighter thoughts ;

and Icould only pity this striking instance
of the degradation of the human charac-
ter. There must certainly be a pleasure in
superstition, otherwise the world could
not be so overrun with it. To by far the
greatest proportion of mankind it is a toil
to think;and whenever, either inreligión
or politics, they find one who will take
the trouble to think for them, they gire
themselves up to his guidance, with little
enquiry.

But it is not alone within the walls of

St. Peter's-, or among the lower ranks,

that we are to look for traces of gross su-

perstition. Almost every square, and
every church, demonstrates that this spirit
flows from the higher source of society.
Magnificent temples are dedicated to the
Virgin Mary, under the title of Equal



with God, Dei-parg Virgini. The two
beautiful columns ofAntonine and Trajan
have, as we are informed by Latin inscrip-
tions on their bases, been purified from
their ancient stains, and are now conse-
crated to the true faith. In confirmatioñ
of this we behold, with some astonish-
ment, a bronze statue of the apostle, to
whom it has anew been dedicated, stand-
ing on the top of a pillar carved round
withbattles and triumphsover theGermans
or the Daci. But perhaps the most strik-
inginstance is the great obelisk, which
stands near the principal gate, where we
enter the town from the northward. This
obelisk is of a singular block of granite,
and covered withhieroglyphics, the mean-
ing of which is now test. It was brought
from Egypt by Julius Cajsar ;and by him
purified and consecrated to the sun, du-
ring the time of his being high priest, as
appears by an inscription stillplaihly legi-
ble. When these times had passed away,
the Román pontifFof a new religión again



purified it frcm all its past impieties ; and

has for everand unchangeably consecrated
it to anotho* deity. The traveller pauses
and consícbrs with profound attention this
singular aid enormous tablet of stone, on

which ara recorded the superstitions of
three successive periods of human history,
and at vide intervals from each other ;

the idolatrous worship of Egypt, the sa-

crifices of Rome, and the corruptions of
the puré doctrines of christianity. Imust
confcss itappeared to me not merely an

Ég\ptian obelisk, or a Román trophy, but
a nionument of the human race, which,
if we consider its antiquity, its history,
and its inscriptions, is perhaps unique on
the face of the globe.

During my stay in Rome Itwice ascend-
ed the tower of the capital, and indulged
in the reflections which the views from
its summit .naturally excite. Henee we

have a clear view of all the seven hills of
the city; the remains of the amphitheatre
of Vespasian ;and of the triumphal arches,



the pillars, the temples, andthe tombs of
ancient Rome. No where cm a spot be
chosen more calculated to twaken the
most profound reflections ;waich, how-
ever, willvary aceording to the opinión of
the beholder.

"
View well the*ie monu-

ments of past ages," says the Stoic, "*be-
hold how fleeting is human giandeur-
and remember that virtue alone is perma-
nent."

"
View well these monuments of

past ages," says the Epicurean, "which
like ourselves are fast hastening to decay."
Lét us then, consider, that if lifebe so
frail, if youth be so transitory, we should
well enjoy the present hour, and lose no
part of so perishable an existence." Per-
haps in my future progress Imay have
occasion to note the general efFect which
these views produced upon myself. Mean-
time I.leave to others the task of enlarg-
ing the numerous lists of pictures, sta-
tues, medals, and vases, which this city
containst the Tyber, the capitol, the
Tarpeian rock, and the most ancient mo»



numents erected by the Romans, were the
first objeets ofmy curiosity. At the head
of the second may be placed the church
of St. Peter, together with several other
religious edifices, the publie fountains, and
the palaces. Having gratified my curiosity
on these heads, Iwas fearful of entering
too deeply into the examination of paint-
ings and statues, to which Iwas aware
there would be no end. Yet how many
master-pieces didInot behold in my hasty
survey !so many as to render Rome still
the most attractive city in the world to a
student and lover of the arts.

The palaces and other publie buildings
at Rome are generally in a puré and cor-
rect taste ;the inhabitants have a digni-
fied air and walk; and the women are
certainly the handsomest Ihave seen in
Italy. Here, as at Leghorn and Sienna,
the carnival was maintained with all its
liveliness, and a splendour greatly supe-
rior to whatIhad yet beheld. The prin-



eipal street was thronged with fine car-

riages ; and the ladies carried pouches full
of white sugar plums, which they threw
by handfuls at those of the passengers
whom they thought proper most to dis-
tinguish. So great is the quantity of these
carraways or sugar plums' thus thrown

about in the principal street, that the sca-

vengers every morning sweep them into
heaps, like hail, and shovel them into
their carts. As elsewhere, the subject of
French soldiers mounting guard at the
gates does not disturb this revelry. And
wby should it? Are not the French the
most polite people in the world ?

As to the appearance of the troops of
that nation, their general conduct, and
the sentiments of the inhabitants toward
them, Imight perhaps even now presume
to form some estímate. Iam surrounded
by them ; and the theatres, the. publie
walks, and the streets are full of them.

ButIam advancing still farther into Italy.



In the course of a few days Ishall proba-
bly be in the midst of their armies ; and
a residence even for a short time at Naples
willenable me to decide on these points
with more precisión.

V



Journey from Rome to Naples.

On the morning of the 22d February I
left Rome as Ihad enterad it, in a coach
drawn by two horses and a mulé, having
agreed with the vettorino to pay fourteen
dollars for my passage to Naples, and as

before to be fed at his charge. Being
taught by experience, Iwas careful to have
my passports properly endorsed before
setting out. My fellow-passengers con-

sisted of two ecclesiastics, a young woman,

and a commissary, with all of whom I
soon became acquainted. For several
miles after leaving Rome the road runs

over plains, bounded at a distance by high
hills. On every side we continué to ob-

serve monuments of antiquity ;particu-
larly the ruins of an immense aqueduct to



the left of the road, and the portions of
which appear scattered over the earth, at
wide intervals. The carriage proceeding
but slowly, Igladly embraced the oppor-
tunity of getting out to walk, and was
followed by the young lady, who before
wé had gone many paces, asked me ifI
was not an Englishman. This was not
the first time that such a question had been
put to me, and it was often afterwards re-
peated.

After proceeding about twelve miles, we
began, by a winding road, to ascend the
mountain, on the summit of which stands
Albano, the ancient Alba, and the rival
of infant Rome. Itis a long and tolera-
bly handsome town ; and even yet appar-
ently of considerable importance. As we
ascend this, by looking back we have a
fine, view of Rome, and, the immense
plains below. Two young Frenchmea
were also mounting the hillon foot, at the
same time, whiíe their cabriolet, drawn
by a small horse, followed them. They



saluted me asIpassed ; and we entered
into conversation. We were both bound
to Naples, and they ignorant of the road,
they therefore resolved at once to follow
the vettorino, and to stop where ver he
halted. By this means we became very
intirnate ; and one of them also asked me
ifIwas not. an Englishman. Ianswered
that Iwas an American by birth.

"
Oh,"

replied they,
"

that is the same thing, I
understand you. Ialso can talk a little
English." Upon my requesting to hear
him, he exclaimed, u Yes Sare, rost bif,
g

—dam, milord Jean." After this no-
table specimen of his proficiency in the
language, Ihad nothing farther to request,
and having now passed the summit of the
hill, we severally repaired to our vehicles.
For the remainder of the day our road
continued over a country charmingly di-
versified by hills ;but almost every where
miserably cultivated. It was after dark
when we arrived at Veletsi, a large and



well-built town, where we halted for the
night

Here Ibegan to experience some of the
efFects of following an army ; all the sup-
per we could procure consisting of some
macaroni, a small dish of meat, for six or
seven persons, the two Frenchmen sitting
down with us, and a salad. We made,
however, a virtue of necessity ; and for
my part the novelty, and the interest ex-
cited by travelling in such a country, re-
conciled me on all occasions to the most
indifFerent treatment. But my French-
men were not so patient.

t
They exclaim-

ed not only against every thing before
them, but also against every thing which
they had seen since leaving France. "• La
Belle Italie!" said they, Cí La Belle Italie !
Surely those who have given it that title
have never travelled in it."

We departed early the next morning,
in order to have time for crossing the
Pontine Marshes, of whichIhad formed
the most terrible ideas. Iwas aereeaUy



disappointed to find the road through them
excellent, frequently shaded with trees
and the water drained ofF forming two to-
lerably rapid streams. The range of the
Appennines were constantly on our left
and afibrded many romantic views, parti-
cularly several villages, singularly situated
as itwere, like nests in the clefts of rocks,
or on the very summit of steep hills. To-
wards the evening we arrived at Terracina,
where we gladly stopped, having procured
only one scanty meal through the whole
day. The ancient town originally built by
the Volsci is situated upon the top of a hill,
and still contains part of a temple sacred
to Júpiter/ and other vestiges of its former
splendour. A new town, however, is
building, between the foot of the hilland
the sea, which here forms a small bay.
Nothing can exceed the romantic appear-
ance of the rocks or rather mountains of
stone which form a branch of the Appen-
nines, and here termínate abruptly toward
the sea, leaving only a narrow road be-



yond thé lower town, which they con-
stantly overhang. We found Terracina
not only swarming with French officers
"id soldiers, but also fullof French tra-

vellers, both men and women, on their
way to Naples, who had been stopped
here for two days past, through fear of
proceeding. The whole oí the country

between Terracina and Itfi is said to be
fullof robbers, who murder every French-
man that falls into their hands, but sufler
Italians or those of other nations to pass
Jfenhurt. As the road almost as far as

Fondi is nothing but one continued pass,

this is no difficult matter. Iflarge bodies
of men jare passing, these robbers, who
are merely the peasantry of the country,

appear at work, or shew themselves at a

great distance, oit the summits of the hills;

but ad sooner do they observe -an opportu-

nity, than they resume their anns, and

make their attack. It must be coufessí.-..
this mode of warfare is somewhat Ye :-

deán ; and the French seein by no means



to approve of the .preference áfiewn to-
ward them ; but the pass must be at-
tempted or we must raturn to Rome.
We learn, however, that detachments of
troops are to march early in the momin-o*
and thus our road willprobably be cleared.
Besides, we now form a tolerable caravan •

and a guard of the Pope's eavalry may be
procurad to accompany us even as far as
beyond the boundaries of the ecclesiastical
state; and we may thus proceed in tolera-
ble security.

Such was the conversation of the nu*
merous party of travellers who sat down
together to supper at one long table of
the great inn at Terracina. A tall young
man, who Iwas told had excellent con-
nexions in France, was loud in his invec-
tives against the cowardly English, who
had hired (soudoyé) these brigandsto spill
the blood of Frenchmen ;

"however,"
said he, "

they are but a nation ofbrigands
themselves." On the other hand, an
officer of eavalry, who was present, said



that he had been taken prisoner by the
English in Egypt, and treated humanely
enough.

"
He had been," he said, "

in
every campaign with the French army in
Egypt ; and although he had suffered
much by the climate and fatigue, he had
escaped the plague, and without a wound.
Some one asked why so many of the offi-
cers and troops who had been inEgypt
were now in the advanced guard of the
French army.

" Because," replied he,
mstantly,

"
the views of our government

are still upon those countries, and we ara
not going to remain chained to Italy."
ihis idea Ifound very prevalent.

Afcer supper, the night being calm, we
heard the sound of heavy cannon firing
at a distance, which we understood t6
proceed from the fortress of Gaeta, now
almost the only place in Italy not occupied
by the French. Iwent down to the
beach, where Ifound a considerable num-
ber of persons collected, and listening to
the distant thunder, which carne almost at



regular intervals, in long hollow roarings
and mingled with the sound of the waves
breaking along the shore. The calmness
of the night, the wide and unruffled sur-
face of the sea reflecting the stars, the
lofty rocks of Terracina on the left, and
the crowd of silentorwhisperinglisteners
all tended to increase the interest of a
sound which, in so still an hour, even
without these concomitants, could not
have failed to possess something more or
less solemn. After a short and not un-
pleasing silence, the French soldiers, who
were present, were the first to interrupt
it. One swore he loved the sound of
cannon better than his breakfast. '.« Ay,'*
exclaimed a second, "

but this is too far
ofF;Ilike tobe so near that the fire singes
my whiskers ;" whilst a third declared**that the whistling of bullets was perfect
music to his ear." However interesting
and just these remarks might be, as they
did not exactly harmonize with the scene
which we were contemplating, Ileft the



spot, and having wandered for some time
along the beach, retirad at length to my
albergo, where a little truckle bed was
provided for me, on which Islept till
morning.

Shortly after day-break the carriages
were all in motion ;but there seemed to
be a considerable and general reluctance
to set ofF; and several travellers, who the
preceding night had scorned all dangers,
were now prudently silent..Even after a
guard of eight horsemen had joined us,
there were many causes of delay, of which,
being impatient, Iset out alone on foot.
In a short time Iarrived at a gatc, which
joined the lofty rock on one side, and on
the other almost touched the water. After
passing the gate, l.found the road excel-
lent, but closely hernmed in between the
mountains and the sea ; the latter being
on the right. Having proceeded about
two miles, í ¡ooked back, but although
Icould trace the whole road almost to the



carriage. Not deeming itprudent to pro-
ceed farther, and being tempted by the
elearness of the water in a small brook
which crossed the road, and quickly joined
the sea, Ihalted, and bathed myself in
thé little mountain stream. This mav
tend to give some idea of the mildness of
the air of some mornings during the
month of February in Italy. Soon after-
wards the line of carriages appeared, pre-
ceded by four dragoons, and followed by
as many with drawn swords ; and in this
manner we pursued our route. No jokes,
no loudlaughing; but silence and frequent
side glances at the deep glens, or the
mouldering grey rocks, behind which
whole bands ofmnrderersmight be crouch-
ing, with their muskets levelled. Hap-
pily, however, these fear_s were ground-
less. After travelling about twelve miles,

along a most romantic and ever-varying
road, we arrived at Fondi, the first town

in that direction in the Neapolitan terri-
tories. Here, although the streets were



full of French soldiers, our guard did not

cenceive us to be past all danger, but con- •
voyed us nearly half way toItri,a further
post of eight miles, -and over a country
equally various with that of Terracina.
From Itri, five miles brought us to La
Mola de Gaeta, a small place, situated
like Terracina, cióse upon the water, and
commanding a pleasant view of the citv,
and part of the fortress ofiGaeta. On
the right of the road we pass an ancient
monument, said to be the tomb of Cicero,
and erected upon the spot where be was
slain. This city stands upon a ridge of
moderately high land, running out into
the sea, and consequently well situated,
both for defence and commerce. Ihad no
opportnnity of seeing the works toward
the land;.but the town itself rising 'like
Cádiz, out of the sea, produces in all
points of view a striking eíFect.

At La MolaIwith difiicultyprocured'a
small ioaf of bad bread, a little salad,
and some. miserable (wine, which cons.ti-



tuted my dinner! Mycompanions were
loud in their complaints ;but the pc-.r
vettorino was louder than them all ; not
only because he could get no diímer fiar
himself, but his horses also were obliged
to stand out in the sun, with only a few
handfuis of hay to eat. The former evil
Iremoved by a share of my loaf and
wine pitcher ; but for the lattor there was
no remedy but patience, and getting away
as soon as possible. . To heighten the
pleasures of the repast, our host related
miserable stories of the siege-, andinformed
me, for my comfort, that in the very spot
where Ithen sat, a man had been kille-d
not many days ago, by a cannon shot from
Gaeta. This piece of information by no
means added to the flavour of the wine;
and when our horses were a little rested,
Iquitted Mola de Gaeta, with at least as
much pleasure as Ihad enterad it.

*

The road going to the left we almost
immediately began tp leave the sea, and
gradually lost sight of it. After riding



abut seven miles, we arrived near sun-set
at a ferry, on the banks of the Garigliano,
the Liris of the ancients, a river not very
broad, but of considerable depth and ra-
pidity. Here was a numerous guard of
French soldiers, the English, as they in-
formed us, having made several stron"-
descents in the neighbourhood, carried ofF
some prisoners, and- even the ferry boat,
which latter they had returned, as beino-
of no use to them, and the want of it
only tending to distress travellers. This
boat Ifound similar to those generalfy
used in Spain over deep but not very wide
rivers, being a large flat railed barge, ca-
pable of containing a carriage and horses,
and moved backward and forward bv
means of a rope, rove through two up-
right beams in the bark, and fastened on
each side of the river. Having got safely
over, after a long delay, we continued
along an excellent road to Santa Ágata, ten
miles from the Garigüano, and where we
arrived aooutnine o'clock. Here we found


