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JOURNAL XXIV

1833

(From Pocket Note-books and Q)

AT SEA. Fanuary 2, 1833.

SaiLep from Boston for Malta, December 23,
1832, in Brig Jasper, Captain Ellis, 236 tons,
laden with logwood, mahogany, tobacco, sugar,
coffee, beeswax, cheese, etc. A long storm from
the second morn of our departure consigned all
the five passengers to the irremedial chagrins of
the stateroom, to wit, nausea, darkness, unrest,
uncleanness, harpy appetite and harpy feeding,
the ugly “sound of water in mine ears,” antici-
pations of going to the bottom, and the treasures
of the memory. I remembered up nearly the
whole of Lycidas, clause by clause, here a verse
and there a word, as Isis in the fable the broken
body of Osiris.:

Out occasionally crawled we from our several
holes, but hope and fair weather would not ; so
there was nothing for it but to wriggle again into
the crooks of the transom. Then it seemed
strange that the first man who came toseadid not
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4 JOURNAL [AcE 29

turn round and go straight back again. Strange
that because one of my neighbours had some
trumpery logs and notions which would sell for
a few cents more here than there, he should thrust
forth this company of his poor countrymen to
the tender mercies of the northwest wind.

We study the sailor, the man of his hands, man
of all work ; all eye, all finger, muscle, skill and
endurance: a tailor, a carpenter, cooper, steve-
dore and clerk, and astronomer besides. Heis a
great saver, and a great quiddle, by the necessity
of his situation.

The Captain believes in the superiority of the
American to every other countryman. “You will
see,” he says, “ when you get out here how they
manage in Europe ; they do everything by main
strength and ignorance. Four truckmen and four
stevedores at Long Wharf will load my brig
quicker than a hundred men at any port in the
Mediterranean.” Itseems the Sicilians have tried
once or twice to bring their fruit to America in
their own bottoms, and made the passage, he says,
in one hundred and twenty days.

P. M.

A crop of meditations in the berth. Thought
again of the sailor, and how superficial the dif-
ferences. How shallow to make much of mere
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18333 THOUGHTS AT SEA §

coatand hat distinctions. You can’t getaway from
the radical, uniform, interior experiences which
peep out of the new faces, identical with those of
the old. New tongues repeat the old proverbs,
primeval truths. The thought occurred, full of
consolation, that if he would deal towards him-
self with severest truth, man must acknowledge
the Deity. So far from being a conventional idea,
built on reason of State, it is in strict soliloquy,
in absolute solitude when the soul makes itself
a hermit in the creation, that this thought nat-
urally arises. This unavoidable acknowledgment
of God, this valid prayer, puts the soul in equi-
libriam. In this state the question whether your
boat shall float in safety or go to the bottom is
nomore important than the flight of a snow-flake.

Fanuary 3.
I rose at sunrise, and under the lee of the
spencer-sheet had a solitary, thoughtful hour.
All right thought is devout.

The clouds were touched
And in their silent faces might be read
Unutterable love.

They shone with light that shines on Europe,
Afric, and the Nile, and I opened my spirit’s
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6 JOURNAL [Ack 29

ear to their most ancient hymn. What, they said
to me, goest thou so far to seek — painted can-
vas, carved marble, renowned towns ! But fresh
from us, new evermore, is the creative eflux from
whence these works spring. Younow feel in gaz-
ing at our fleecy arch of light the motions that
express themselves in arts. You get no nearer to
the principle in Europe. It animates man. Itis
the America of America. It spans the ocean like
a hand-breadth. It smiles at Time and Space.
Yet welcome, young man ! The Universe is hos-
pitable. The Great God,who is Love, hath made
you aware of the forms and breeding of his wide
house. We greet you well to the Place of His-
tory, as you please to style it, to the mighty Lilli-
put or ant-hill of your genealogy, if, instructed
as you have been, you must still be the dupe of
shows, and count it mueh, the three or four bub-
bles of foam that preceded your own on the
Sea of Time. This str..; r-winged sea-gull and

striped sheer-water t!. © - “avewatched as they
skimmed the wz- - - vault, they are
works of art bet". husiasm, mas-
. terpieces of Eterr. ... ~: ' eternal be-
cause now active, an! - - .+.' . . .. so far to
seek what ye would not - . ... :°renot
within you. Yet welcome .n: ' =~ 7in
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1833] WIND AND CALM 7

my ear the silver-grey mists, and the winds and
the sea said Amen.

Thursday, Fanuary 3. N. lat. 37° 53.

Dr. Johnson rightly defends conversation
upon the weather. With more reason we at sea
beat that topic thin. We are pensioners of the
wind. The weathercock is the wisest man. All
our prosperity, enterprise, temper, come and go
with the fickle air. If the wind should forget to
blow, we must eat our masts. Sea-farmers must
make hay when the sun shines. The gale collects
plenty of work for the calm. Now are we allawait-
ing a smoother sea to stand at our toilette. A
head wind makes grinning Esaus of us. Happy
that there is a time for all things under the moon,
so that noman need givea dinner-partyina brig’s
cabin, nor shave himself by the gulf lightning.

Saturday evening, Fanuary s.

I like the latitude of 37° better than my bitter
native 42°. We have sauntered all this calm day
at one or two knots the hour, and nobody on
board well pleased but I, and why should I be
pleased ¢ I have nothing to record. I have read
little. I have done nothing. What then? Need
we be such barren scoundrels that the whole
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beauty of heaven, the main, and man, cannoten-
tertain us unless we too must needs hold a candle
and daub God’s world with a smutch of our own
insignificance. Not I, for one. I will be pleased,
though I do not deserve it. I will act in all up
to my conceit of last week, when I exulted in the
power and art with which we rode tilting over
this January ocean, albeit, tospeak truth, our in-
dividual valours lay very sick the while, lodged
each in the waistcoat pocket of the brave brig’s
transom. Sothateach passenger’s particularshare
in the glory was much the same as the sutler’s
or grocer’s who turns his penny in the army of
Leonidas or Washington. The southing latitude
does notyet make early mornings. The steward’s
lanthorn and trumpery matutinal preparations
are to me for the rosy ray, the silver cloud, or
chaunt of earliest bird. But days will come.

Poor book, this Scelta di Goldoni. He is puffed
in the Preface, and also by Sismondji, as the Re-
storer or Reformer of the Italian stage, etc., etc.
Not a just sentiment, or a well-contrived scene
in the book. His highest merit that of a good
phrase - book. Perrin might as well knit his
conversations into a dialogue and call it a
Drama.
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18337  SEA-LIFE. WRITING 9

Sunday, Fanuary 6.
Lat. 37° 23; long. 39° 59 W.

Last evening, fair wind and full moon sud-
denly lost in squall and rain. There are no at-
tractions in the “sailor’s life.” Its best things are
only alleviations. “ A prison with the chance of
being drowned.” It is even so, and yet they do
not run blind into unmeasured danger, as seems
to the landsman ; these chances are all counted
and weighed, and experience has begotten this
confidence in the proportioned strength of spars
and rigging to the ordinary forces of wind and
water, which, by being habitual, constitutes the
essence of a sailor’s fearlessness. Suppose a stu-
dent confined to aship, I see not why he might
not trim his lamp to as good purpose as in col-
lege attic. Why should he be less efficient in his
“vocation than the poor steward who ingloriously
deals ever in pork and beans, let the quadrant
or the chart or the monsoon say what they will.
The caboose is his Rome.

It occurred forcibly thismorning, whether sug-
gested by Goldoni, or Bigelow, or some falsetto
of my own, that the thing set down in wordsis
not affirmed. It must affirm itself, or no forms
of grammar and no verisimilitude can give it evi-
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dence. This isa maxim which holds to the core
of the world.

Storm, storm ; ah we ! the sea to us is but a
lasting storm. We have had no fine weather to
lastan hour. Yet I must thank the sea and rough
weather for a truckman’s health and stomach, —
how connected with celestial gifts !

The wind is the sole performer in these parts
of nature, and the royal Aolus understands his
work well, and to give him his due, shifts the
scene and varies the accompaniment as featly and
as often as the audience can desire. Certainly he
rings his few chimes with wondrous skill of per-
mutation. Sometimes we, his pets, are cross, and
say ’tis naught but salt and squalls, and some-
times we are ourselves and admit that it is divine
Architecture.

What is it to sail

Upon the calm blue sea,

To ride as a cloud

Over the purple floor

With golden mists for company ?
And Day and Night are drest

Ever in their jocund vest,

And the water is warm to the hands,
And far below you see motes of light
By day, and streams of fire by night.
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1833] THE PASSENGER I

What is it to sail upon the stormy sea,

To drive with naked spars

Before the roaring gale,

Hemmed round with ragged clouds,

Foaming and hissing and thumping waves ?

The reeking cabin is cold and wet,

The masts are strained, and the sail is torn,

The gale blows fiercer as the night sets in

Scarce can the seaman aloft master his struggling reef.
Even the stout captain in his coat of storms

Sighs as he glances astern at the white, white combs,
And the passenger sits unsocial

And puts his book aside

And leans upon his hand.

Yet is the difference less

Between this grey sea and that golden one

Than ’twixt the moods of the man that sails upon it
To-day and yesterday.

What is a passenger? He is a much-endur-
ing man who bends under the load of his leisure.
He fawns upon the captain, reveres the mate, but
his eye follows the steward ; scans accurately, as
symptomatic, all the motions of that respectable
" officer. The species is contemplative, given to
imitation, viciously inquisitive, immensely capa-
ble of sleep, large eaters, swift digesters, their
thoughts ever running on men and thingsashore,
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and their eye usually squinting over the bulwark
to estimate the speed of the bubbles.

Fanuary 7.
W. long. 36° 11; N. lat. 37° 4.

Sailors are the best dressed of mankind. Con-
venience is studied from head to heel, and they
have a change for every emergency. It seems to
me they get more work out of the sailor than out
of any other craftsman. His obedience is prompt
as a soldier’s, and willing as a child’s, and recon-
ciles me to some dim remembrances of authority
I wondered at. Thin skins do not believe in
thick. Jack never looks an inch beyond his
orders. “ Brace the yards,” quoth the master;
Ay, ay, sir,” answers Jack, and never looksover
the side at the squall or the sea that cometh, as
if it were no more to him than to the capstan.

But though I do notfind much attraction in the
seaman, yet I can discern that the naval hero is
a hero. It takes all the thousand thousand Euro-
pean voyages that have been made to establish
our faithin the practicability of this our hodiurnal
voyage. But to be Columbus, to steer WEST
steadily day after day, week after week, for the
first time, and wholly alone in his opinion, shows
a mind as solitary and self-subsistent as any that
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18333 THE STARS. AZORES 13

ever lived. I am learning the use of the quad-
rant. Another voyage would make an astrono-
mer of me. How delicately come out these stars
at sea! The constellations show smaller, and a
ship, though with the disadvantage of motion, is
a fine observatory. But I am ashamed of myself
for a dull scholar. Every day I display a more
astounding ignorance. The whole world is a mill-
stone to me. The experiment of the philosopher
is but a separation to bring within his optics the
comprehension of a fact which is done masterly
and in harmony in God’s laboratory of the world.

Wednesday, Fanuary 9. W.long. 28° 8.

Still we sail well, and feed full, and hope to-
morrow to make St. Mary’s, the southernmost
of the Azores. When the abbey grew rich the
fat monk cut up all his quills for toothpicks.
So do we. )

Thursday eve at 9 o’clock passed St. Mary’s,
a dim, black hummock of land. Our dead reck-
oning agreed with its longitude in the bearings
to a mile.

Fanuary 13.

We have but fourteen degrees of longitude
to make to reach the rock of Gibraltar, but the
fickle wind may make those fourteen longer mea-
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sure than all we have meted. A gale, day before
yesterday ; yesterday a heavy sea,and acold head-
wind to-day. Yet still we hope and drift along.
In the ocean the vessel gains a large commission
on every mile sailed, even with awind dead ahead.
In a narrow sea much less. A sea voyage at the
best is yet such a bundle of perils and incon-
veniences that no person as much a lover of the
present moment as I am would be swift to pay
that price forany commodity which anything else
would buy. Yet if our horses are somewhat wild,
and theroad uneven and lonely and without inns,
yet experience shows us that the coward eye
magnifies the dangers.

Sunday. W. long. 17° 2.

¥ Let us insist on having our say. We but half
express ourselves, but ever draw diagonals be-
tween our own thoughtand the supposed thought
of our companion, and so fail to satisfy either.
Now God made the model and meant we should
live out our idea. It may be safely trusted as pro-
portionate and of good issues, so that it be faith-
fully expressed, but God will not have his work
made manifest by cowards. And so it takes a
divine man to exhibit anything divine, Socrates,
Alfred, Columbus, Wordsworth, or any other
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brave preferrer of the still voice within to the
roar of the populace— a thing very easy to speak
and very hard todo for twenty-four hours. The
rest are men potentially, not actually, now only
pupas or tadpoles, — say rather quarries of souls,
heroes that shall be, seeds of gods.

Sunday, Fanuary 13.

In the wonderful store of the memory carry
we power and peace. It is the monument of how
high antiquity. The sides of the pyramids can-
not contain the story of half so much time, nor
be inscribed with anything like the magic of its
method. Its method is myriad-fold. Its order
comprehends a thousand lines, right, left, ob-
lique, curved,and waving. Every point lives,and
is centre or extreme in turn. As the lightning
shineth out of one part of heaven even unto the
other part, so one thought in this firmament
flashes its light over all the sphere.

A man looks upon himself as a mere circum-
stance and not as the solid, adamant, mundane
ground-plan of a universal man. He thinks his
internals are evanescent opal shades, and won’t-
bear criticism and description. Let him turn the
telescope on them. Let him compare them with
durable things. He will find they outshine the
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sun, and will grind to powder the iron and the
stone of outward permanence.

Fanuary 14. W. long. 14° 14.

Well, blithe traveller, whatcheer? What have
the sea and the stars and the moaning winds and
the discontented thoughts sung in your atten-
tive ears? Peeps up old Europe yet out of his
eastern main hospitably, ho? Nay, the slumber-
ous old giant cannot bestir himself in these his
chair days to loom up for the pastime of his up-
start grandchildren, as now they come, shoal after
shoal, to salute their old progenitor, the old Adam
of all. Sleepon,oldsire, thereis muscleand nerve
and enterprise enow in us, your poor spawn, who
have sucked the air and ripened in the sunshine
of the cold west, to steer our ships to your very
ports and thrust our inquisitive, American eyes
into your towns and towers and keeping-rooms.
Here we come, and mean to be welcome. So be
good now, clever old gentleman.

I comfort the mate by assuring him that the
sea life is excellent preparation for life ashore.
No man well knows how many fingers he has
got, nor what are the faculties of a knife and a
needle, or the capabilities of a pine board, until
he has seen the expedients and the ambidexter-
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ous invincibility of Jack Tar. Then he may buy

an orchard, or retreat to his paternal acres, with
a stock of thrifty science that will make him
independent of all the village carpenters, masons,
and wheelwrights, and add withal an enchanting
beauty to the waving of his yellow corn and
sweetness to hisshagbarks in his chimney corner.
No squally Twelve o'clock! Call the Watch!
shall break his dreams.

Tuesday, Fanuary 1.
W. long. 13° 27.

Calm, clear, warm, idle day; holiday to the
senses, rest to the sailor, vexation to the cap-
tain, dubiously borne by the passenger.

Yesterday, or day before, saw three sail, one
Englishman. To-day, one French brig, and sa-
luted them both by exchanging the sight of our
colours. John Bull, they say, is very sulky at
sea, or assuredly sometimes very rude. But how
comes my speculative pencil down to so near °
a level with the horizon of life, which commonly
proses above?

I learn in the sunshine to get an altitude and
the latitude, but am a dull scholar as ever in
real figures. Seldom, I suppose, was a more in-
apt learner of arithmetic, astronomy, geography,
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political economy, than I am, as I daily find to
my cost. It were to brag much if I should there
end the catalogue of my defects. My memory
of history—put me to the pinch of a precise
question—is as bad; my comprehension of a
question in technical metaphysics very slow, and
in all arts practick, in driving a bargain, or hid-
ing emotion, or carrying myself in company as
a man foran hour, I have no skill. What under
the sun canst thou do then, pale face? Truly
not much, but I can hope. “In a good hope,”
said Bias, “the wise differ from the unwise.” I
am content to belong to the great a//, and look
on and see what better men can do, and by my
admiration realize a property in their worth. I
did not put me here; yet God forbid I should
therefore decline the responsibility into which I
am born. Space and Time and venerable Nature
and beautiful stars and all the various fellow
beings, I greet ye well, and will not despond,
but even out of my acre God shall yet rear him-
self some tardy fruit. If not, still is it not sub-
lime unprofitably to pray and praise?

Wednesday, Fanuary 16.

I rose betimes and saw every fold of the ban-
ner of the morning unrolled from starlight to
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full day. We are as poor as we are rich. We
brag of our memory, but in the lonely night-
watch it will not always befriend us, but leaves
the scholar’s brain as barren as the steward’s.
But that I sat in the confessional last night, I
should parade my rags again. The good Cap-'
tain rejoices much in my ignorance. He con-
founded me the other day about the book in the'
Bible where God was not mentioned, and last,
night upon St. Paul’s shipwreck. Yet I com~
forted myself at midnight with Lycidas. What
marble beauty in that classic pastoral. I should
like well to see an analysis of the pleasure it
gives. That were criticism for the gods.

The inconvenience of living in a cabin is that
people become all eye. 'T'is a great part of
well-being to ignorize a good deal of your fel-
low man’s history and not count his warts nor
expect the hour when he shall wash his teeth.

/
Fanuary 17.
Lat. 36° 29 N.; long. 9° 48 W.

Another day as beautiful as ever shines on the
monotonous sea, but a wind so soft will not fill
oursails, and we lielike a log, so near our haven
too. 'A7pvyrnr) Balaooa; the seais a blank, and
all the minstrelsy of nature rings buta few changes
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on the instrument. The more it should send us
to the inner music; but that is a capricious shell
which sometimes vibrates wildly with multitu-
dinous impulses,and sometimes is mute as wood.
Theinnershell is like its marinearchetype, which
murmurs only where there is already noise.

Friday, Fanuary 18.
Lat. 36° 36 N.; long. 8° 20 W,

Well, thou navigating muse of mine; ’t is now
the hour of Chinese inspiration, the post-tea-cup-
time, the epical creative moment to all thinking
heads of the modern world ; and what print have
the ethereal footsteps of Night and Morn left
upon your tablets ? Another day, profusion of
the divine munificence, yet taken and spent by
us as by the oysters. The boar feeds under the
tree, and never looks up to see who shakes down
the mast, and I glide in leisure and safety and
healthand fulnessover this liquid Sahara,and the
Invisible Leader, so venerable, is seldom wor-
shipped and much a stranger in the bosom of
his child. We feel sometimes as if the sweet and
awful melodies we have once heard would never
return ; as if we [were deaf?] and fear we shall
not again aspire to the glory of a moral life, of
a will as punctual as the little needle in the bin-
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nacle over my head. The sea tosses on the horns
of its waves the framework of habits so slight and
epicurean as mine, and I make the voyage one

long holiday, which, like all holidays, is dull.

Saturday, Fanuary 19.
Mem. No trust to be put in a seaman’s eye.
He can see land wherever he wishes to see it, and
always has a cloud, and “ the stuff” ready to
cover up a mistake. No word suits the sea but

I bope. Every sign fails.

STRAITS OF GIBRALTAR,
Fanuary 20.

Last evening they saw land from the masthead,
and this morn broke over the bold and pictur-
esque mountains of Africa behind Cape Spartel
and Tangiers. On the left was Cape Trafalgar
and Spain. The passengers greeted each other
and mused, each in his own way, on this animat-
ing vision. Butnow, as Tarifa light opened upon
us, we have encountered an adverse current, a
thing unknown in the books, or to the sailors in
these waters, where they say the current always
sets from the ocean into the Mediterranean.
Meantime all the other craft, great and small,
are flying by us and we seem anchored in the
middle of the stream. What is this to me beyond
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my fellow-feeling for the master ¢ Shall not I be
content to look at the near coast of Andalusia
and Morocco ? I have seen this morn thesmokes
of Moorish fishers or mountaineers on one side
and of Spanish on the other. We could not quite
open Tangier Bay enow to see that Maureta-
nian town, butthe watch towers and the cultivated
enclosures and the farm-houses of the Spaniard
are very discernible. Not many weeks ago I
should scarce have been convinced that I should
so soon look on these objects, yet what is their
poetry, or what is itnot? Isnot a hut in Amer-
ica a point that concentrates as much life and

sentiment as a hut in Europe or on the ragged
side of Mount Atlas? Ah!it is all in the

| anointed eye. Yetwill not I refine overmuch on
the love of the remote and the renowned, nor
affirm them both to be only a mixture of colors
upon the retina of the eye, nor say of a man, He
is mammiferous, and of beauty, It is but gelatine
and oxygen.
Fanuary 21.

A squall with copious rain helped us out of
our straits, and last evening I saw the lights of
the barracks at Gibraltar on one sideand at Ceuta
on the other. The summit of the hill at Gib-
raltar is 1500 feet high.
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This day we sail bravely five, six, and seven
knots. Sunrise was charming; the Pillars of Her-
cules astern, the Barbary coast on the lee quarter,
and the mountains of Granada covered with
snow, having white villages half-way up their
sides on the left hand. A grand show they make.
The Sierra Nevada is the name of the range, and
the easternmost summit which we saw is the
highest in Spainand, exceptthe Alps, in Europe;
to wit, 11,690. We glided by Malaga, the coun-
try of the finest grape, but were too far seaward
to spy the town. Twenty-one sail werein sight
at sunrise.

These cold Alpine hilltops remind us of New
England, though far higher than any of our
snowbanks. Noble Sierra Nevada | All the after-
noon we have watched the sublime peak of Cum-
bre de Mulahacen, and, fast as we go, we scarce
change our bearings from it.

Fanuary 22.

Off the snowy mountains blew not so cold
breath yesterday as this day from the north-
east. “ Fire,” well said the ancient, “is the sauce
of life.” If you diminish the temperature, it in-
fuses ague into my inner as well as outer self.
Yetsince the first ten days of the voyage I have
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scarce worn my great-coat except at evening, or
to sit still in the shade.

Fanuary 2.
Lat. 37° 31 N.; long. 1° 20 E.

Head-winds are sore vexations, and the more
passengers, the sorer. Yesterday the Captain
killed a porpoise and I witnessed the cutting up
of my mammiferous fellow creature.

When men and women sit mum by the hour
and week, shall I doubt the doctrine that every
natural character is interesting? By no megns;
there is always sweet music in the pipe, but it
needs a skilful player to draw it out, else month
by month we may be packed in the same closet,
and shall be all only so much ash and ebony.

If the sea teaches any lesson, it thunders this
through the throat of all its winds, “ That there
is no knowledge that is not valuable.” How I
envied my fellow passenger who yesterday had
knowledge and nerve enough to prescribe for
the sailor’s sore throat, and this morning to bleed
him. In this little balloon of ours, so far from
the human family and their sages and colleges
and manufactories, every accomplishment, every
natural or acquired talent, every piece of infor-
mation is some time in request. And a short
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voyage will show the difference between the man
and the apprentice as surely as it will show the
superior value of beef and bread to lemons and
sugar-plums.@onour.cvermore aboard ship to
the man of action,—to the brain in the hand.
Here is our stout master, worth a thousand _
philosophers,—a man who canstrike a porpoise,
and make oil out of his blubber, and steak out
of his meat, who can thump a mutineer into
obedience in two minutes; who can bleed his
sick sailor, and mend the box of his pump; who
can ride out the roughest storm on the American
coast, and, more than all, with the sun and a
three-cornered bit of wood, and a ¢hart, can find
his way from Boston across three thousand miles
of stormy water into a little gut of inland sea,
nine miles wide, with as much precision as if led

by a clu%

MALTA
February 2.
Made St. Elmo’s light at 1 o’clock this morn-
ing; lay toin a gale till daylight, and then sailed
into St. Paul’s bay. The pilot-boat was quickly
followed by a procession of boats who, after a
short, loud wrangling with the unflinching cap-
tain, came into his terms and took the rope and
brought us in. So here we are in Malta, in the
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renowned harbor of Marsa Muscette, the quar-
antine roads for a fortnight, imprisoned for poor
dear Europe’s health, lest it should suffer preju-
dice from the unclean sands and mountains of
America. The truthis, itis all pro forma on the
part of the English government, this quarantine
being enforced in accordance with the rules of
Naples and Trieste, merely that vessels quaran-
tined here may be admitted to full prasigue in
those ports.

We were presently visited by the Harbor-
master, then by the boats of the grocer and ship-
chandler presenting their cards at the end of a
pole to us leprous men, then the clamorous spen-
ditori to offer their services, then by the mer-
chant, Signor Paul Eynaud.

This afternoon I visited the Parlatorio, where
those in quarantine converse with those out,
across barriers. It looked to me like the wildest
masquerade. There jabbered Turks, Moors,
Sicilians, Germans, Greeks, English, Maltese,
with friars and guards and maimed and beggars.
And such grotesque faces! It resembled more
some brave antique picture than a congregation
of flesh and blood. The human family can sel-
dom see their own differences of color and form
so sharply contrasted as in this house. I noticed,
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however, that all the curiosity manifested was on
our part. Our cousins of Asia and Europe did
not pay us the compliment of a second glance.

In quarantine, our acquaintance has been con-
fined chiefly tothe Maltese boatmen,a great mul-
titude of poor, swarthy, good-natured people,
who speak their own tongue, not much differing
from the Arabic, and most of them know very
few words of Italian and less of English.

(From Q)

HarBorR oF MALTA,
Marsa MusceTTE, February 3.

Here in the precincts of St. John, the isle of
old fame under the high battlements, once of the
Knights and now of England, I spend my Sun-
day, which shines with but little Sabbath light.
“Tout commence,” as Pére Bossuetsays. Itis hardly
truer of me at this point of time, when I am set-
ting foot on the Old World and learning two
languages, than itis of every day of mine, so rude
and unreadyam I sent into this world. Glad, very
glad, to find the company of a person quite the
reverse of myself in all these particulars in which
I fail most, who has all his knowledge, and it is
much and various, at his sudden command. I

’
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seem, on all trivial emergencies, to be oppressed
withan universal ignorance. If I rightly consider
that for this point of time which we call a Life,
tout commence, 1 shall rejoice in the omen of a
boundless future and not be chagrined. Oh
heavens ! no. It is, however, a substantial satis-
faction to benefit your companions with your
knowledge, —a pleasure denied me. * Time,”
said friend Carlyle, “ brings roses ”’; a capital
mot, putting a little rouge on the old skeleton’s
cheek. ‘
February 10.

Perhaps it is a pernicious mistake, yet, rightly
seen, I believe it is sound philosophy, that wher-
ever we go, whatever we do, self is the sole
subject we study and learn. Montaignesaid, him-
self was all he knew/ Myself is much more than
I know, and yet I know nothingelse> T he chem-
ist experiments upon his new salt” by trying its
affinity toall the various substances he can com-
mand, arbitrarily selected, and thereby discloses
the most wonderful propertiesin hissubject. And
I bring myself tosea, to Malta, to Italy, to find
new affinities between me and my fellow men, to
observe narrowly the affections, weaknesses, sur-
prises, hopes,doubts, which new sides of the pan-
orama shall call forth in me. Mean, sneakingly
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mean, would be this philosophy, a reptile un-
worthy of the name, if self be used in the low
‘sense, but as self means Devil, so it means God.*
I speak of the universal man towhose colossal di-
mensions each particular bubble can by its birth-
right expand.{s it the hard condition upon which
the love of highest truth is given, such extreme
incapacity foractionand common conversation as
to provoke the contempt of the bystander, even
of kindred and debtors¥ Or is it that we will put
off upon our nature the bad consequence of our
faults ? Hang out your temperance, my friend,
as your amulet, your benevolence as your shield,
your industry as your advocate,and perhaps you
will not have so much reason as you think to
complain of your reception among men. I am
a full believer in the doctrine that we always
make our own welcome,

MAL"rA, February.

I am now pleased abundantly with St. John’s
church in Valetta. Welcome these new joys. Let
my American eye be a child’s again to these glo-
rious picture-books. The chaunting friars, the

1 This passage should be borne in mind in reading the Essay
Self-Reliance, of which The Ogersoul is the explanation and
correction.
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carved ceilings, the madonnas and saints, they
are living oracles, quotidiana et perpetua. Silver
gates. Louis de Beaujolais.

You have oneinnerrule. You leave that and
measure your actions by a laxer rule of others.
In vain. They won’t judge you by theirs, but
will hold you to your own. Spite of themselves,
they will find out and use that secret inner rule
of yours, cobwebbed up in thickest darkness of
nature as you thought. Everything intercepts
us from ourselves.

LA VALETTA, February 16.

Yesterday we took pratique,and found lodg-
ings once more on dry ground with great joy.
All day with my fellow travellers I perambulated
this little town of stone. It is from end to end
a box of curiosities, and though it is very green
and juvenile to express wonder, I could not hin-
der my eyes from rolling continually in their
sockets, nor my tongue from uttering my plea-
sure and surprise. It is an advantage to enter
Europe at the little end, so we shall admire by
just degrees from the Maltese architecture up
to St. Peter’s. 1 went to St. John’s church, and
a noble house it is to worship God in, full of
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marble and mosaic and pictures and gilding; the
walls are eloquent with texts and the floor cov-
ered with epitaphs. The Verger led me down
into a dim vault full of solemn sculpture and
showed me the tomb of L’Isle Adam, the Grand
Master of the Knights of St. John, to whom
Charles V gave theisland of Malta when heand
his knights had been driven by the Turks from
Rhodes. Next to him rests the body of La
Valette, who so bravely defended the island
against the Sultan.

But I shall have more to say about this
fine temple when I have paid another visit.
Everywhere as I went, the wretched beggars
would steal up beside me, with, ¢ Grazia, Signore,
somo miserabile. Uno grano per carita.” Look
hard at a Maltese,” said my friend, Mr. H.;
“and he instinctively holds out his hand.” 1
went to the churches of St. Popilius and St.
Thomas. The first is no other than ¢ Publius,
the chief man of the island,” in Acts xxviii, and
much honour hath he in Malta, at least on the
walls of his church.

In all these churches there were many wor-
shippers continually coming in, saying their
prayers, and going their way. I yielded me joy-

1 A Mr. S. P. Holbrook.
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fully to the religious impression of holy texts
and fine paintings and this soothfast faith, though
of women and children. How beautiful to have
the church always open, so that every tired way-
faring man may come in and be soothed by all
that art can suggest of a better world. when he
is weary with this. I hope they will carve and
paint and inscribe the walls of our churches in
New England before this century, which will
probably see many grand granite piles erected
there, is closed. To be sure there is plenty of
superstition. Everywhere indulgence is offered,
and on one convent on our way home I read
this inscription over the gate, “ Indulgentia ple-
naria, quotidiana, perpetua, pro vivis et defunc-
tis.” This is almost too frank, may it please
your holiness.
February 17.

Visited St. John’s again and attended mass.
The bishop, a venerable old man, was present,
but did not officiate. This noble temple was
built by the Grand Master La Cassiera, and
chiefly adorned with painting by Preti, who lies
buried here. (Vide Abela.) Mrs. Davy told me
it was built about 1560. The lordly heads of
the Grand Masters still command the eye in
marble or on canvas around the walls, and their
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notched cross surmounts or underlies every
ornament. The music of the organ and chaunt-
ing friars very impressive, especially when we -
left the kneeling congregation in the nave, and
heard it at a distance, as we examined the pic-
tures in a side oratory. I went into several
churches, which were all well attended. How
could anybody who had been in a Catholic
church devise such a deformity as a pew?

Went at 11 o’clock to Mr. Temple’s plain
chapel on the third storey of his dwelling-house,
and heard with greedy ears the English Bible
read, and Watts’s psalms sung, anda good ser-
mon. A small congregation of English; one
Armenian, who is translating the Bible into his
tongue. Mr. Temple and Mr. Halleck conduct
the missionary press here and print in modern
Greek, in Italian, in Armenian, and Turkish.

The Malteseis Arabicwith a mixture of Italian.
They have translated Adams’s Aritbmetic and
Peter Parley’s Geography (Ilérpov “OpihsiTov) and
the best tractsinto Greek. The names look odd
enough. ‘H 8dvapis s dMjbeas, and ‘H Gvy-
drnp Tov <yalaktomdlov, are droll masks for
Scott’s Forceof Trutband The Dairyman’s Daugb-
ter. 1 brought away Scougal’s Life of God in the
Soul of Man, in Italian.
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The missionary press for the Mediterranean
is established here for the sake of the protection
of this government. Thereis only protection, no
countenance. Itwas a stipulation of the Maltese
in their capitulation to the English in

that the scriptures should not be printed in the
Maltese (7). [sic]

February 20.

I went to the terrace on the top of Mr. Tem-
ple’s house. All the roofs areflat, and afford this
valuable accommodation. 1 saw many persons
walking on the tops. Last Friday, Mr. Temple
said he saw Mt. Etnavery distinctly from hence,
and it is very frequently seen. Itis one hundred
and fifty miles distant. He is sure the atmos-
phere is much more transparent than with us;
that Venus and Jupiter give more light.

Mr. Temple rents his lofty house for one
hundred and forty dollars, containing his Chapel
and Press. It rented oncefor 1000 scudi=$400.
Noble houses everywhere, thanks to the beau-
tiful material for building which constitutes the
soil of the island. The Maltese stone is very soft
and easily wrought, and when well selected, the
house will last a thousand years. The architec-
ture is in fine taste, the apartments twenty or
thirty feet high,— floors, walls, stairs, all of this
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cold, clean, sightly stone; the balconies sup-
ported with sculptured work, and the openings
adorned with vases. Instead of paper, the walls
and ceilings are covered with ordinary frescoes,
wherein ZAsop and the Old Testament furnish
the subjects. Visited the Armoury in the Palace,
and saw the arms of the old knights, of every form
and size, much the same show, I suppose, as
is in the Tower of London. The hall might be
two hundred feet long.

The library of the knights contains 40,000
volumes, and a venerable Ptolemaic bookstall
it is. I sat down and read in Abela’s old folios,
Melita 1llustrata.

Through the politeness of Mr. Eynaud, the
American consul, I received a card of invita-
tion from Sir Frederick Ponsonby, the governor,
to attend a fancy dress ball at the Palace. A very
gay and novel scene, but hardly equal to the
place and expectation. As the consul did not
appear very early, my friends and I presented
each other to Sir Frederick, who conversed a few
moments very pleasantly. We thought he re-
sembled George IV. A few beautiful faces in the
dancing crowd ; and a beautiful face is worth going
far to see. That which is finestin beauty is moral.
The most piquant attraction of a long-descended
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maiden is theimputation of an immaculate inno-
cence, a sort of wild virtue (if I may so term it),
wild and fragrantas the violets. And the imagina-
tion is surprised and gratified with the strong con-
trast, meeting the Divinity amidst flowers and
trifles.

The days pass over me

And I am still the same;

The aroma of my life is gone

Like the flower with which it came.*

Called upon Mrs. Davy, a very agreeable
woman. Dr. Davy (brother to Sir Humphry)
is given to chemical pursuits. Much younger
than I expected, and of simple manners. 1 was
sorry I could not accept of their invitation to
dine, as they were well named, well educated,
well mannered, and well acquainted with Malta.

Visited the workshop of Sigismundo Dimeck,
a sculptor in Maltese stone: beautiful work. If
I had a great house in America, I would send
to the Signor for a pair of vases which I saw,
four feet high, two feet diameter, richly carved
with ornaments 2 /a Raffaelle ; price, eight dol-

1 These lines are found in Journal ¥ (1831), but in a
book in which Mr. Emerson copied his verses he gives the
date as 1833, so it is here introduced.
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lars apiece. Another pair of the same size and
as good to my eye, though with less costly orna-
ment, price, five dollars. Venetian oil is put in
them to make them hold water. A Bocale one
foot high and beautiful, seventy-five cents. Vaso
Etrusco, one dollar.

Convicts in chains sweep the streets in Malta.

The Maltese milkman drives hisgoats through
the street, and milks you a pint at your door.
Asses and mules passim.

February 21.

At 8 o’clock p. M. we embarked for Syra-
cuse in a Sicilian brigantine, I/ Santissimo Ecce
Homo, and a most ridiculous scene our ship’s
company offered, they to us and we to them.
The little brig was manned with fourteen men,
who were all on a perfect level with each other.
The steersman sat down at the helm, and when
they brought him his supper, the captain affec-
tionately took his post whilst he ate. The boy
was employed in sitting down by the steersman
and watching the hour-glass so that he might
turn it when it ran out. But the whole interest
of master and men was concentrated on us, his :
five passengers. We had hired for thirty dollars
the whole cabin, so they put all their heads into
the scuttle and companion-way to behold all

Google



38 JOURNAL [AcE 29

that we did, the which seemed to amuse them
mightily. When anything was to be done to
sails or spars, they did it who had a mind to it,
and the captain got such obedience as he could.
In the morning the mate brought up his gazet-
teer to find Boston, the account of which he
read aloud, and all the crew gathered round him
whilst he read. They laughed heartily at the
captain and passed jokes upon him, and when
the little boy did something amiss everybody
gave him a knock. A cask of blood-red wine
was on tap, from which everybody drank when
it pleased him, in a quart measure. Their food
was a boiled fish called purpo (which looks like
an eel and tastes like lobster), with bread and
green onions eaten raw. T heir little vessel sailed
fast, and in sixteen hours we saw the ancient
city of Syracuse. Abundance of fuss and vexa-
tion did the Sanita and the Dogana give us be-
fore we were suffered to land our baggage, but
our captain and mate helped us all they could,
and our money opened all the gates at last.

SICILY
SYrAcUSE, February 23.

Shall I count it, like the Berber at Rome, the
greatest wonder of all to find myself here? I
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have this day drank the waters of the fountain
Arethusa and washed my hands in it. I ate the
very fragrant Hyblean honey with my break-
fast. I have been into the old Temple of Mi-
nerva, praised for its beauty by Cicero, and now
preserved and concealed by having its pillars
half buried in the walls of the cathedral. A
modern fagade conceals the front, but the severe
beauty of a Parthenon peeps from the sides in
projecting flutes and triglyphs. It was seven in
the morning, and I found the priests saying
mass in the oratories of the church. The Amer-
ican consul called upon our party in the fore-
noon, and we rode with him into the country.
We stopped at a crumbled arch, reputed as the
spot where Cicero found the globe and cylin-
der, the tomb of Archimedes. Did I hold my
breath for awe? Then went we to the catacombs,
old enough, nothing else, mere excavations in
the living rock for cemeteries, but the air was
soft and the trees in bloom, and the fields cov-
ered with beautiful wild flowers to me unknown,
and amidst ruins of ruins Nature still was fair.
Close by, we found the aqueduct, which once
supplied the magnificent city of Hiero, now
turning a small grist-mill. Then we went to
Dionysius’ Ear; a huge excavation into the
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hard rock which I am not going to describe.
Poor people were making twine in it, and my
ear was caught on approaching it by the loud
noise made by their petty wheels in the vault.
A little beyond the entrance the floor was cov-
ered with a pool of water. We found a twine-
maker who very readily took us, one after
another, on his shoulders into the recess 250
feet, and planted us on dry land at the bottom
of the cave. We shouted and shouted and the
cave bellowed and bellowed; the twine-maker
tore a bit of paper in the middle of the cave,
and very loud it sounded ; then they fired a
pistol at the entrance and we had our fill of
thunder.

I inquired for the tyrant’s chamber in the
wall, the focus of sound where he was wont to
hear the whispers of his prisoners,—but in this
unvisited country it is inaccessible. High up the
rock, seventy or eighty feet, they pointed to a
little inlet to which once there was a stair, but
not now. If we had time and spirit would we not
go up thither in baskets, as sundry English have
done? I affirm not. A little way off, along the
same quarry of rock, we found another great ex-
cavation in which they were making saltpetre.
It was the place from which the great pillars of
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the Temple of Minerva, it is said, were taken.
Then we visited the Theatre, or rather the rows
of stone benches which are all of it that remains.
From this spot we looked down updn the city
and its noble harbour, and a beautiful, sad sight
it was. The town stands now wholly within the
little peninsula, the ancient Ortygia, (not a third
of the size of the peninsula of Boston, I judge)
and the three great suburbs, or parts, Neapoli,
Tycha and Acradina, have almost no house or
church where they stood. And Syracuse is very
old and shabby, with narrow streets and few
people and many, many beggars. Once 800,000
peopledwelt togetherin thistown. Itswallswere,
according to historical measurements, twenty-
two English milesin circuit. Of itstwo ports, the
northern was called the Marmoricus, because
surrounded with marble edifices. The southern
is five miles round, and is the best harbour in
the Mediterranean Sea.

In the old time every Sicilian carried honey
and wheat and flowers out of the port, and threw
them into the sea as soon as he lost sight of the
statue of Minerva aloft on her temple. Once
Dion, once Timoleon, once Archimedes dwelt
here, and Cicero dutifully visited their graves.

I lodge in the Strada Amalfitana.

&
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In a Caffe in our street, they have had the
good taste to paint the walls in very tolerable
frescoes, with Archimedes drawing the famous
galley by ‘means of a windlass, and a sign over
our Locanda contains this sentence of Cicero’s
4th oration in Verrem, “ Urbem Syracusas elege-
rat.”’

Was it grand or mournful that I should hear
mass in this Temple of Minerva this morn?
Though in different forms, is it not venerable
that the same walls should be devoted to divine
worship for more than 2500 years? Is it not
good witness to the ineradicableness of the re-
ligious principle? With the strange practice that
in these regions everywhere confounds pagan
and Christian antiquity, and half preserves both,
they call this cathedral the church of * Our Lady
of the Pillar.”

Abundance of examples here of great things
turned to vile uses. The fountain Arethusa,
to be sure, gives name to the street, Via Are-
tusa, in which it is found ; but an obscure dark
nook it is, and we walked up and down and
looked in this and that courtyard in vain for
some time. Then we asked a soldier on guard
where it was. He only knew that “Questa ¢ /a
batteria,” nothing more. At last an old woman
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guided us to the spot, and I grieve, I abhor to
tell, the fountain was bubbling up its world-re-
nowned waters within four black walls, serving
as one great washing-tub to fifty or sixty women,
who were polluting it with the filthy clothes of
the city.

It is remarkable now, as of old, for its quantity
of water springing up out of the earth at once,
as large asariver. Its waters are sweet and pure
and of the colour of Lake George.

All day from the balcony, Mount Etna is in
sight, covered with snow. From the parlour win-
dow I look down on the broad marshes where
the Carthaginian army, that came to rescue
Syracuse from the Romans, perished.

They say in this country you have but to
scratch thesoil and you shall find medals, cameos,
statues, temples.

February 24.

Visited the Latomie of the gardens of the
Capuchins, a strange place. It is a large and
beautiful garden, full of oranges and lemons and
pomegranates, in a deep pit, say 120 feet below
the surrounding grounds. All this is a vast ex-
cavation in the solid rock, and we first came upon
it from above and peeped down the precipice

-
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into this fragrant cellar far below us. “ Opus est
ingens magnificum regum ac tyrannorum. Totum
ex saxo in mirandam altitudinem depresso,’ etc.
Cicero. ‘All this excavation is manifestly the
work of art,— Cyclopean all. After circumam-
bulating the brink above, we went to the Con-
vent and got admission to the garden below.
A handsome and courteous monk conducted us,
and showed us one huge arch wherein he said
the Athenian prisoners recited the verses of
Euripides for their ransom; wild and grand
effect. All Syracuse must have been built out
of this enormous quarry, traces of works on a
vast scale in oldest time.

Went into the Convent, and the Fathers set
before us bread, olives, and wine. Our conductor
then showed us the dormitories (over each of
which was a Latin inscription from the Bible or
the Fathers), the Chapel, etc., of the House.
There is no better spot in the neighborhood of
Syracuse than the one they have chosen. The
air, the view, the long gallery of the chambers,
the peace of the place, quite took me,and I told
the Padre that 1 would stay there always if he
would give me a chamber. He said, “I should
have his,” which he opened, a little neat room
with a few books, Theologia Thome ex Charmes,
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and some others. My friend’s whip-cords hung
by the bedside.

There are only twenty-two or twenty-three
persons in this fine old house. We saw but four
or five. I am half resolved to spend a week or
fortnight there. They will give me board, I.
am informed, on easy terms. How good and
pleasant to stopand recollect myself in this worn-
out nook of the human race, to turn over its
history and my own.

But, ah me! |

Hence we went to the Campo Santo where
several Americans have been burted; and thence
to other Latomie, the gardens of the Marquis
di Casal. Similar to those we had left, but the
rich soil is now filled with flowers in wildest
profusion of scent and colour. The bergamot
lemon, the orange, the citron, we plucked and
ate; and lavender and rosemary and roses and
hyacinths and jasmine and thyme, which were
running wild all over the grounds, we filled our
hands and hats with.

Here we found the Marchesino, or son of the
Marchese, who was very polite to us, and Mr.
Baker, the English consul, and his family,whom
we greeted warmly for the love of the father-
land and language. Well pleased, we came back
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to the Locanda, where we received the American
consul, Signor Nicosia, and his friend Signor
Giuseppe Ricciardi to dine.

February 2.

Still, melancholy old metropolis! under the
moon, last eve, how wan and grey it looked.
Took a boat this morning and crossed the Porto
Maggiore and sailed up the mouth of the river
Anapus; full of canes and bulrushes and snails,
and a very little, narrow, mean puddle to be
famed in song. We did not go up so far as the
fountain Cyane, but disembarked about three
miles lower, where the stream was an oar’s
length wide. It was a pretty fable of Pluto’s
metamorphosis of Cyane, and if we had more
time should have stamped on the very ground
where “ gloomy Dis” stamped, and the rather
that our “plan” afterwards showed us this was
the spot of the Athenian encampment. No
wonder Proserpine gathered flowers; they grow
everywhere of prettiest forms and liveliest col-
ours now in February, and I stopped ever and
anon to pick them. On the banks of the Anapus
grows the papyrus, the immortal plant. Itis a
sightly clean, green triangular stem, 20 feet high,
surmounted by a bunch of threads which the
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people call parroca (periwig). We cut down a
good many, and then crossed the fields to the
columns of the Temple of Olympian Jove.

Here stand the broken shafts, the sole remains
of the temple which Gelo enriched with the spoils
of the Carthaginians 2500 years ago. The site
is a comnranding one, facing the centre of the
mouth of the Great Harbor. Seven of these
fluted columns were standing in the last century,
but earthquakes are added to Time here in the
work of destruction.

We crossed the bridge of the Anapus and
went home by way of the catacombs. We sat
down on the benches of the Theatre, which was
entire in the days of Nero. We askeda goatherd
who smoked his pipe on the same bench what
they were for?  Per il mulino, mulino ;”° we could
not easily get him by our questions beyond the
mill ; at last he said, “antichita.” On the low-
est circuit of benches we read the inscriptions
BAZIAIZSIAS, PIAISTIAOS, and BASIAIZIAY,
NEPHIAOS. There are medals with the first
inscription, supposed to denote the daughter
of Philistas, wife of the elder Dionysius.

In the afternoon, I went to the Museum and
saw the Venus Kallipyge, dug up here in 1810,
a headless beauty.
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February 27.

At dinner, a Frate dei Padri Capuccini was
announced, who brought olives and lemons in
his hand, and would accompany us to the Lato-
mie of the church of St. John. Thither wewent,
and descended into subterranean caverns cut
regularly in the living rock. Two Fathers and
two boys attended with torches. On each side of
the main passages were catacombs, some larger,
some less. Occasionally the ceiling was vaulted
up to admit light and air. I asked how far these
long passages extended ; - the friar said, he knew
not how far, but the air was bad, and no one
went further than we. Cicero visited them be-
fore us.

Then went to the church, very old, small and
poor, but by stone stairs descended into one far
. older, which they say is St. John’s church, and
coeval with the planting of Christianity in Sicily.
The bold carving of the granite all around made
me think itof Greek ageand afterward converted
to this use.

Signor Ricciardi, a friend of the consul Nico-
lini’s, was very civil to us and spoke good Eng-
lish. At parting he gave each of us a handful
of sugar plums.
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CaTaNia, March 1.

Fine strange ride and walk yesterday coming
by mules from Syracuse hither, 42 miles, thir-
teen hours. Our party (three gentlemen, two
ladies) were accommodated with seven beasts, —
two for the /ettiga containing the ladies, two for
the baggage, one for each saddle. The morning
road led us by catacombs without number. What
are they butevidences of animmense ancient pop-
ulation that every rock should be cut into sep-
ulchres. The road, a mere mule-path through
very stony soil, was yet not so rough but that
I preferred walking to riding, and for an hour
or two kept up easily with the caravan. Fine
air, clear sun. Mount Ztna right before us,
green fields, laborers ploughing in them, many
flowers,all the houses of stone. Passed the trophy
of Marcellus, a pile of broken masonry, and yet
it answers its purpose as well as Marcellus could
have hoped. Did he think that Mr. Emerson
would be reminded of his existence and victory
this fine spring day 2047 years to come?

Saw the town of Melilli. Dined from our own
knapsack at the strangest tavern; hills of olive
trees all around, an oil-mill or press adjoining,
and a dozen big Morgiana jars thereby; what
seemed the remains of some most ancient church
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or temple, with the stumps of pillars still stand-
ing, in the rear, and the hostelry itself a most
filthy house, the common dwelling of men, wo-
men, beastsand vermin. ““S§iamopronti, Signore,”
then said the muleteer, which he of our party to
whom it was said, misapprehending to be a call
for brandy, we waited yet a little. The afternoon
ride was pleasanter much, —flowers abounding,
the road smooth, and Atna glorious to behold
with his cap of smoke, and the mountainettes
like warts all over his huge sides. Then wound
the road down by the seaside, and for many
miles we traversed a beach like that of Lynn
paved with pretty shells. We crossed the Sime-
thus in a ferry, and going a little inland, we
tramped through miles of prickly pears gigantic,
but, though Catania had been in sight much of
the time since twelve o’clock, nothing could be
ruder than this mule-path from Syracuse to a
city of 70,000 souls. Had I opened my eyes
from sleep, here, almost under the shadows
of the town, I might have thought myself near
Timbuctoo. Yet has nature done all it could
for this drowsy nation. I suppose the bay of
Naples cannot be so beautiful as the spacious
bay, round the shore of which we straggled and
stumbled with tinkling mules, and sighing and
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shouting drivers. Tzar, tzar, gia, bm, and many
an odd, nondescript, despairing sound they utter
to that deliberate animal. As the day went down
the mules began to tire, and one slipt into the
mud, and was with difficulty got out. Another
fell down with the /ettiga. Thesun set, the moon
rose, and still we did not reach the town, so
near at noon, till eight o’clock.

Town of lava of earthquakes; the mountain
is at once a monument and a warning. Houses
are built, streets paved with lava; it is polished
in the altars of the churches. Huge black rocks
of it line the shore, and the white surf breaks
over them. A great town full of fine old build-
ings ; long regular streets thronged with people,
a striking contrast to the sad solitude of Syra-
cuse. Cathedral church of St. Agatha. What ex-
hilaration does the mere height of these prodi-
gious churches produce! We feel so little and
so elated upon the floor. All the interior and
exterior of this edifice is costly, and the cost
of ages. The ancient Roman amphitheatre was
robbed for the columns and bas-reliefs of its
porch and much of its walls. Its niches and altars
shine with many colored marbles, and round
the whole ample square whereon the church
stands runs a large marble fence.
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But what is even this church to that of the
Benedictines? Indeed, my holy Fathers, your
vows of poverty and humility have cost you
little. Signor Ricciardi of Syracuse gave me a
letter to Padre Anselmo Adorno, the Cellerdjo
of this monastery, and this morn I waited upon
his reverence in his cell, and the kings of France
and England, I think, do not live in a better
house. The Padre with great courtesy showed
us the church and its paintings, and its organ,
here reputed the finest in Europe. It imitates
sackbut, harp, psaltery and all kinds of music.
The monk Donatus who built it, begged that
he might be buried under it, and there he lies.
To my ignorance, however, the organ neither
appeared very large nor very richly toned. But
the church shall be St. Peter’s to me till I behold
a fairer shrine. Have the men of America never
entered these European churches, that they
build such mean edifices at home? Contini was
the architect, but Father Anselm only knew
that it was more than a hundred years old. But
oh the marbles! and oh, the pictures, and oh the
noble proportions of the pile! A lessinteresting
exhibition was the Treasury of the Convent,
some silver richly wrought, seats and stools em-
broidered and gilt, and a wardrobe,— drawers
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full of copes and things of cloth-of-gold and
silver. Then the long lofty cloisters, galleries
of chambers, then gardens, too artificially laid
out. About §0 monks are laid up in cloverand
magnificence here. They give bread twice in a
week, one roll to every comer. I saw hundreds
of women and children in the yard, each receiv-
ing her loaf and passing on into a court, that
none should come twice to the basket.

Visited the Museum of the Prince of Biscari,
one of the best collections of the remains of an-
cient art. Bronzes, marbles, mosaics, coins, uten-
sils dug up all over Sicily, of Greek and Roman
manufacture, are disposed with taste and science.
A head of Scipio took my fancy, and some more
heads. The Prince of Biscari is a venerable name
here. He was the Roscoe, the Petrarch of the
town. Everywhere his beneficent hand is shown
in restoring the old and saving the new.

I have been under the cathedral into the an-
cient baths ; and into the subterranean ruins of
the ancient theatre ; and now I will leave this
primeval city, said to have been built by the
Siculi 80 years before the destruction of Troy!
and engage with the Vetturo for a visit to Mes-
sina.

I have been to the Opera, and thought three
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taris, the price of a ticket, rather too much for
the whistle. Itis doubtlessa vice to turn one’s
eyes inward too much, but I am my own comedy
and tragedy. Did ye ever hear of a magnet who
thought he had lost his virtue because he had
falleninto a heap of shavings ? Our manners are
sometimes so mean, our blunders and impropri-
eties so many and mulish, thatit becomes a com-
fort to think that people are too much occupied
with themselves to remember even their neigh-
bor’s defects very long.

MEssiNA, March.

From Catania my ride to this city was charm-
ing. The distance is but 60 miles, but that is two
days’ journey here. Mount Etna was the grand
spectacle of the first day, and a fine sight it is.
This monarch of mountains, they say, supports
a population of 114,000 souls, and is 180 milesin
circuit. And its ample sides are belted with vil-
lages and towers up almost to the snow. As the
wind blew fresh, I smelt the snowbanks. Village
of Giarre ; old country ; Catholic all over, scarce
a house or a fence but hath a shrine or cross or
inscription. “Basta a cbi non ba. Basta a chi
morra.”’ Another,  Viva la Divina Providenza,”
and a thousand more. It is a poor philosophy
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that dislikes these sermons in stones. But what
green fields, and trees in bloom, and thick vil-
lages the turns of the road showed ; and my Sici-
lian companions would break out, “ O cbe bella
vedutal” Thesecompanionswere four, the priest
of the church of St. Iago in Messina, named Itel-
lario, his two nephews Lorenzo and Gaetano,and
Francesco Nicolozi, a tailor.

I name them all because they were very kind
to me ; they speedily found I was a strangerand
took great pleasure in hearing my bad Italian and
in giving me the names of things and places.
They brought their vivers with them, and at
Giardini, where we spent the night, they made
me dine with them and paid all reckonings in the
morning. It was amusing enough, first, to see
how a Sicilian dines. Then their intercourse with
me was all a comedy (their pronunciation and
dialect are very different from Tuscan). When
I could not understand, they would raise their
voices, and then all say something, and then the
worthy priest after a consultation among them
inquired if I could understand Latin, and I de-
claring that I could, he essayed to communicate
in that tongue, but his Sicilian accent made his
Latin equally unintelligible to me. All the house-
hold collected gradually around us. At last I hit
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upon the sense of what they would say, and much
acclamation and mutual congratulation there was.
Coachey came in too, and he told them I wasa
sacerdote, a prete in my own country, a fact he
had picked upin Catania. This was wonders more.
Then at every sentence which I forged and ut-
tered was profound silence, followed by accla-
mations, “ che bravo signore!” so modulated as
only Italians can.

The little dark Locanda was on the beach of
Cape [Taormina or Schiso ?] and the roar of the
sea lulled me to sleep. Next morning I awoke
right early and found myself in the most pictur-
esque of places. High overhead was Taormina,
so high and steep that it seemed inaccessible, and
if men could get there, notsafe to live on the edge
of arock. Presently we set forth, and every step
of the road showed new beauty and strangeness.
The ruins of the amphitheatre at Taormina, in
very good preservation, I saw, and much I doubt
if the world contains more picturesque country
in the same extent than in the thirty miles be-
twixt Giardini and Messina.

PaLErRMO, March 7.

Yesterdayat noon I left Messinain the steam-
boat and passed betwixt Scylla and Charybdis,

Google



1833] PALERMO 57

which have long lost their terrors, probably fabu-
lous at first. Then saw I Stromboli, and the Li-
pari Islands, and smoke ascending from the crater
of the first, and as night grew darker,a faint light
of fire. Three very pleasant Englishmen recently
from Naples and about to travel in Greece were
on board. Allthe English I haveyet seen, I have
found courteous, contrary to report. Palermo is
afine sight from the sea. Bold, mountainouscoast
like all the northand east of Sicily. 160,000 in-
habitants. Arrived on shore at 9 o’clock and
passed the usual gauntlet of petty extortions.
My lessons cost me much. Visited the con-
sul.

I have visited the cathedral, built in 1148.
A rich and stately church with some fine bas-
reliefs. Saw the tombs of four sovereigns. The
first was Roger, the first king of Sicily, 1154 ;
Emperor Henry VI, 1197; Constantia, 1198
Frederic 11, 1250. |

At the Viceroy’s palace, I saw nothing but a
small chapel which they vaunted much. I went
to the Capuchin Convent. That pleased me
better. I like these Capuchins, who are the
most esteemed of the Catholic Clergy. Their
profession i3 beggary, but they distribute large
alms to the poor. You approach their houses
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through aregiment of beggars. The Fatherswere
at dinner, so I took a turn in their sober garden.
Then came a monk, and led me down into their
cemetery. A strange spectacle enough, —long
aisles, the walls of which on either side are filled
with niches, and in every niche the standing
skeleton of a dead Capuchin; the skull and the
hands appearing, the rest of theanatomy wrapped
in cerements. Hundreds and hundreds of these
grinning mortalities were ranged along the walls,
here an abbot, there a general of the convent ;
every one had his label with his name, when in
the body, hanging at his breast. One was near
300 years old. On some the beard remained, on
some the hair. 1 asked the monk how many
there were? He said, since 300 years half a mil-
lion ; and he himself would stand there with his
brothers in his turn.

My cicerone conducted me next to the Spe-
dale det Pazzi. I did not know where I was
going, or should not have visited it. I could not
help them and have seen enough of their sad
malady without coming to Sicily. Then to the
pleasant gardens of the Prince di Butera. At the
tavola rotonda of the Giacheri perhaps eight
persons dined. I believe no one but I spoke
English. So I sat mute. The same gentlemen
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spoke alternately French, Spanish and Italian.
A traveller should speak all the four, and his
pocket should be a well-spring of taris and
bajocchi.

Noble Flora or public garden ; parterres and
fountains and statues; and the Marina fine, far
better than the good one of Messina.

Mr. Gardner tells me there are 400 churches
and convents in Palermo. I have visited sev-
eral beautiful ones. Art was bornin Europe and
will not cross the ocean, I fear. In the university,
a good collection of casts and pictures ; one Ru-
bens, one Vandyke, one Domenichino ; and
many things from Pompeii, and Sicilian excava-
tions.

Mr. Gardner, the American consul, lives in
a fine house. Mrs. Gardner hasa rich collection
of shells and fossils. She tells me, all her society
is English ; none native. If you ask a Sicilian
to your house, he will bring twenty more. They
will always accept your invitations, but never
ask you in return to visit them, but at their box
at the opera. Their pride is in an equipage to
ride on the Marina. Even shoemakers and hair-
dressers will go hungry to keep a carriage.

No learned or intelligent men, or next to none.
Abate Ferrara is. The daughters are sent to 2
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convent for their education, and learn to make
preserves and needlework. The English here,
and now some Sicilians, send their sons to Swit-
zerland to excellent schools.

The steamboat must stay another day, and 1
must use philosophy. So I have been to the
Monte Reale on foot and I suppose the world
has not many more beautiful landscapes than
the plain and the port of Palermo as seen there-
from. Olive and orange and lemon groves wide
around. After visiting St. Simon’s church and
the Benedictine Convent, I followed my viva-
cious little guide Raimondo to his house and he
set before me wine and olives and oranges and
bread.

At the tavola rotonda with eight persons we
had five languages. At the opera in the evening
I had a thought or two that must wait a more
convenient page. I do not know whether I can
recommend my domestique de place, Michele Be-
- leo, to the patronage of my friends, but I promised
to remember his name. And now for Naples.

AT SiA IN THE STEAMBOAT RE FERDINANDO.
March 11.

I tried last night in my berth to recall what
had occurred at the opera. oinua; what is
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really good is ever a new creation. I could not
help pitying the performers in their fillets and
shields and togas, and saw their strained and
unsuccessful exertions and thought on their long
toilette and personal mortification at making such
a figure. There they are, the same poor Johns
and Antonios they were this morning, for all their
gilt and pasteboard. But the moment the prima
donna utters one tone, or makes a gesture of
natural passion, it puts life into the dead scene.
I pity them no more. It is not a ghost of de-
parted things, not an old Greece and Rome, but
a Greece and Rome of this moment. Itis living
merit which takes ground with all other merit
of whatever kind, —with beauty, nobility, gen-
ius and power. O trust to nature, whosoever
thou art, even though a strutting tragedy-prince.
Trust your simple self and you shall stand be-
fore genuine princes. The play was tedious, and
so are the criticisms.

Two pleasant young Englishmen, who had -
just ascended Etna, on board the boat. One
named Barclay, the other Hussey, fond of geo-
logy. Kind, domestic manners are more elegant
than too civil ones. “This is the most capital
place of all,” was better than twenty Sirs and
scrupulosities.
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NAPLES
Vedi Napoli e poi muori
NapLES, March 12.

And what if it is Naples, it is only the same
world of cake and ale, of men and truth and
folly. I won’t be imposed upon by a name. It
is so easy, almost so inevitable, to be overawed
by names, that on entering this bay it is hard
to keep one’s judgment upright, and be pleased
only after your own way. Baiz and Misenum
and Vesuvius, Procida and Posilipo and Villa
Reale sound so big that we are ready to surren-
der at discretion and not stickle for our private
opinion against what seems the human race.
Who cares?[ Here’s for the plain old Adam,
the simple, géiiuine self against the whole world.
Need is, that you assert yourself, or you will
find yourself overborne by the most paltry
things\ A young man is dazzled by the stately
arrangements of the hotel, and jostled out of his
course of thought and study of men by such
trumpery considerations. The immense regard
paid to clean shoes and a smooth hat impedes
him, and the staring of a few dozens of idlers
in the street hinders him from looking about
him with his own eyes; and the attention which
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he came so far to give to foreign wonders is con-
centrated instead on these contemptible particu-
lars. Therefore it behoves the traveller to insist
first of all upon his simple human rights of see-
ing and of judging here in Italy, as he would in
his own farm or sitting-room at home.

NarLEs, March 13.

Howbeit, Naples is a fine city, though it rains
very fast to-day,—a beautiful city beyond dis-
pute, but merely from its wonderful situation
and its Chiaja, and not from the magnificence of
streets or public buildings. I have not yet found
St. Martin’s, but have straggled into several
churches nowise remarkable.

When I was at home and felt vaunty, I pes-
tered the good folks with insisting on discarding
every motive but the highest. I said you need
never act for example’s sake ; never give pledges,
etc. But I think now that we need all the advan-
tages we can get, that our virtue wants all the
crutches ; that we must avail ourselves of our
strength,and weakness, and want of appetite, and
press of affairs,and of calculation, and of fear, as
well as of the just and sublime considerations of
the love of God and of self-respect. Not thatany
others will bear comparison with these, but be-
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cause the temptations are so manifold and so
subtle and assail archangels as well as coarser clay,
that it will not do to spare any strength.

The remembrance of the affectionate, anxious
expectation with which others are intent upon
your contest with temptation is a wonderful pro-
vocative of virtue. So is it when in a vast city
of corrupt men you ask, who are the elegant and
great men, to reflect that in all and by all you
may be making yourself the elegant, the great,
the good man, day by day.

AT NAPLES

We are what we are made; each following Day
Is the Creator of our human mould

Not less than was the first ; the all-wise God
Gilds a few points in every several life;

And as each flower upon the fresh hillside,
And every coloured petal of each flower,

Is sketched and dyed each with a new design,
Its spot of purple and its streak of brown,

So each man’s life shall have its proper light,
And a few joys, a few peculiar charms,

For him round in the melancholy hours

And reconcile him to the common days.

Not many men see beauty in the fogs
Of close, low pinewoods in a river town;
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Yet unto me not morn’s magnificence,

Nor the red rainbow of a summer eve,

Nor Rome, nor joyful Paris, nor the halls

Of rich men blazing hospitable light,

Nor wit, nor eloquence,— no, nor even the song
Of any woman that is now alive, —

Hath such a soul, such divine influence,

Such resurrection of the happy past,

As is to me when I behold the morn

Ope in such low, moist roadside, and beneath
Peep the blue violets out of the black loam;
Pathetic, silent poets that sing to me

Thine elegy, sweet singer, sainted wife!*

March 14.

I climbed up this morning to St. Martin’s
sumptuous church and saw the fine bold paint-
ings of Spagnoletto, excepting the dead Christ,
for that chapel was shut, and the keeper gone to
the city. But what pomp of marble and sculpture
and painting! A Nativity by Guido. Istaid long
alone. There isa famed view of the city from the
adjoining monastery and what a noise came up
from its 400,000!

1 In the Journal, a few lines were defective, and they are
here printed as Mr. Emerson later copied them into his Verse

book, and as given in the Appendix to the later editions of the
Poems.
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March 15.

A nation of little men, I fear. No original art
remains. I have been to the Academia and seen
the works of Raffaelle, Titian, Guido, Correg-
gio. A good many artists were making indiffer-
ent copies of the best. I hear nothing of living
painters, but perhaps there are. A rich collection
of marble and bronze and frescoes, etc., from
Herculaneum, Pompeii, and the Baths of Cara-
calla. Many fine statues, Cicero, Aristides, Sen-
eca; and Dianas, Apollos, etc., without end.
Nothing is more striking than the contrast of
the purity, the severity expressed in these fine
old heads, with the frivolity and sensuality of
the mob that exhibits and the mob that gazes at
them. These are the countenances of the first-
born, the face of man in the morning of the
world, and they surprise you with a moral ad-
monition as they speak of nothing around you,
but remind you of the fragrant thoughts and the
purest resolutions of your youth.

March 16.

Last night, stayed at home at my black lodg-
ing in the Croce di Malta and read Goethe. This
morn sallied out alone, and traversed, I believe
for the seventh time, that superb mile of the Villa
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Reale; then to the tomb of Virgil. But here the
effect of every antiquity is spoiled by the con-
trast of ridiculous or pitiful circumstances. The
boy who guided me was assailed by men, women
and children with all manner of opprobrium. A
gang of boys and girls followed me, crying, ¢ Sig-
nore, C'e un mariolo!”’* Yea,thevenerable silence
of the poet’s sepulchre must be disturbed with
the altercation of these Lilliputians. The tomb
is well enough for so great a name, but its rich
ashes are long ago scattered. It hasan aperture
which looks down into the entrance of the Grotto
of Posilipo. Then descending, I passed through
this Cyclopean excavation to the bright and beau-
tiful country of vineyards and olive groves be-
yond with the fine ridges of Camaldol.
Presently I met a company of muleteers who
set up a shout “ladre” and “mariolo’ when they
saw my cicerone; so I hasted to get rid of my
suspicious companion, and engaged another to
conduct me to the Grotto del Cane. Through
lanes of plenty he led me to the beautiful Lake
of Agnano and the Grotto where they expose
a dog to the sulphurous vapor, and the animal
in a short time loses all signs of life, but is re-

stored by being brought out. They offered the

1 ¢«He’s a cheat!”’
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poor dog for the experiment if I would pay six
carlines; I told them I would not; so the dog
was saved his fainting. A pleasant place is this
little lake.

Thence I followed my guide for two or three
miles to the Solfatura of Pozzuoli and saw these
volcanicsprings of ever-boiling sulphur. Thesoil
was hot under my feet and the mountain smoked
above at different openings. We always look at
volcanoes with great respect. Thence to Pozzu-
oli and the well-preserved remains of the Coli-
seum or amphitheatre. Here, underground, I
could have a lively recollection of that great
nation for whose amusement these fabrics were
reared, but above ground in Pozzuoli, it is im-
possible to connect the little dirty suburb full of
beggars, and beggar-boatmen, and beggar-coach-
eys with the most ancient city which the Cu-
means founded, the old Dicwarchia, and, long
after, the Puteoli of Cicero, his “little Rome,”
as he affectionately called this garden of palaces.
Alas! no! here by the Temple of Serapis, one
stout fellow tried to pick my pocket of my torn
handkerchief, and here, too, my guide worried
me with demanding three or four times as much
as his due, and a swarm of boys settled on me
with “ antiquities” to sell, old coins and frag-
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ments of brass and copper,and beggars, as usual
a regiment. Ah, sirs of Naples! you pay a high
price for your delicious country and famed neigh-
borhood in this swarming, faithless, robber pop-
ulation that surrounds and fills your city to-day.
I was very glad to see no more antiquities, but
to get home as fast as I could. I dined with
Mr. Rogers, and found some pleasant gentle-
men at his hospitable house.

One must be thoroughly reinforced with the
spirit of antiquity to preserve his enthusiasm
through all the annoyances that await the vis-
itor of these ruins. Long ago when I dreamed
at home of these things, I thought I should
come suddenly in the midst of an open country
upon broken columns and fallen friezes, and
their solitude would be solemn and eloquent.
Instead of this, they are carefully fenced round
like orchards, and the moment the unhappy
traveller approaches one of them this vermin of
ciceroni and padroni fasten upon him; a class
of people whose looks and manners are more
like those of MacGuffog and the Duke of Al-
satia than the vain and flippant character I had
imagined as the exhibitor con amore. 'What with
these truculent fellows, and the boys,and the
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beggars and the coachmen, all sentiment is killed
in the bud, and most men clap both hands on
their pockets and run.

March 17.

This morning under the kind guidance of
Mr. Durante I have visited six or seven churches,
the finest in the city. They are truly splendid
and compare with the best I have seen. The
Cathedral is a suite of churches, and there the
blood of St. Januarius is annually liquefied. Its
wealth must beimmense. They showed me thirty
busts of saints, large as life, composed of solid
silver, and lamps, and angels, and candelabra,
many more. Huge gates of brass richly carved
admitted us to this chapel. It was thronged with
worshippers ; so was the nave of the Cathedral.

Then the private chapel of the family of the
Severini, in the Strada St. Severino, contains
the famous veiled statues, which are wonders in
their way.

Then Santa Clara, Santo Geronimo, St. Lau-
rentio, Gesu Nuovo, St. Gaetano ; all which I
trust I shall find again, for they were superb
structures and of their ornaments was there no
end. Such churches can only be finished in ages.
They were all well attended this Sabbath morn.
Who can imagine the effect of a true and worthy
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form of worship in these godly piles ! It would
ravish us. I do not mean the common Protest-
ant service, but what it should be if all were
actual worshippers. It would have something
of this Catholic ceremony too, and yet not show
a priest trotting hither and thither, and buzzing
now on this side then on that.

T hese mighty dwelling-houses rise to five and
six tall stories, and every floor is occupied by a
different family. Opposite my window at the
Crocelle, on the fourth storey, a family lived with
poultry cackling around them all day, 40 feet
from the ground ; and to-day I observe a turkey
in the chamber across the street, stepping about
the second storey. A goat comes up stairs every
day to be milked. But the woes of this great
city are many and conspicuous. Goethe says,
he shall never again be wholly unhappy, for
he has seen Naples; if he had said sappy, there
would have been equal reason. You cannot go
five yards in any direction without seeing sad-
dest objects and hearing the most piteous wail-
ings. Instead of the gayest of cities, you seem
to walk in the wards of a hospital. Even Charity
herself is glad to take a walk in the Villa Reale,
and extricate herself from beggars for half an
hour. Whilst you eat your dinner at a tra:-
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toria, a beggar stands at the window, watching
every mouthful.
Mareh 19.

It rains almost every day in showers, to the
great discomfiture of all the inhabitants of the
town where people live out of doors. The streets
are full of tables and stands of all sorts of small
tradesmen. When the shower comes, the mer-
chant takes out his pocket-handkerchiefs and
covers up his table-full of goods. Then rises
the cry of “ La carozza! la carozza!’’ from the
thousands of hackney coachmen that infest every
street and square. _

It takes one “grand tour” to learn how to
travel.

Mareh 20.

And to-day to the Lake Avernus, to the
Lucrine Lake, to Baiz, the Arco Felice or gate
of Cuma; and at Bai to the Temple of Venus,
the Temple of Mercury and many, many name-
less ruins. A day of ruins. The soil of Baiz is
crumbled marble and brick. Dig anywhere,and
they come to chambers and arches and ruins.
What a subterranean taste these Roman build-
ers had. On each side I saw structures peeping
out of the ground that must have been originally
built into the side of the hill. Here and there
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could be traced for some distance in the hillside
the remains of a floor composed of small pieces
of white marble. I broke some out. It isamost
impressive spot. Before you is this ever beauti-
ful bay, and Capri (always more like a picture
- than a real island), and Vesuvius with his smoke;
and about you are the great remains of this
pleasure-ground of the Roman Senators, their
magnificent Nahant, not only broken by time
but by earthquakes,and covered even with new
soil by the volcanic action which has raised
Monte Nuovo, a large hill within a fourth of a
mile from this spot. Then, to what base uses
turned ! the Temple of Venus, which is almost
all standing, and even some delicate bas-reliefs
remain upon the ceiling, is now a cooper’s shop,
and asses bray in it. They turn the chambers
of the Roman ladies into little stables for the
goats, and all Baiz and Pozzuoli swarm with
the gang of ciceroni and beggars. I saw the lake
of Avernus, a beautiful little sheet of water, but
what gave it its evil classic name, it is not easy
to see. Nor did the Acherontian marsh at all
suggest the images of the sheeted dead and the
Judges of Hell. As to the Lucrine Lake, it is
not above three times the size of Frog Pond,
nor quite three times as pretty.
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March 21.

Well, I have been to Herculaneum and
Pompeii. Herculaneum is nothing but a speci-
men of the mode of destruction, a monument
of the terrors of the volcano. . . .

March 23.

Judge of your natural character by what you
do in yourdreams. If you yield to temptation
there, I am afraid you will, awake. If you are a
coward then, I jalouse of your courage by day.

Sunday.

Attended service in the English Chapel. Rev.
Mr. B. read the prayers very well, and the lit-
urgy sounded well and kindly in my ear. But
nothing could be more insipid, inane than the
sermon. It was a counterpart of the “ Noodle’s
Oration,” or the “ Song by a Person of Quality.”
I thought how always we are beginning to live,
and how perfectly practicable at all times is the
sublime part of life, the high hours, for which
all the rest are given.

March 2.

I left Naples in Angresani’s coach with my
townsmen Messrs. Grant and Warren, and two
English people. We dined at Molo di Gaeta;
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and I think I have seen nothing since I stood
on the Monte Reale at Palermo, which was
richer than the view from this pleasant Locanda.
Strange costumes upon the road at Fondi. But
we rode all night and passed in safety the Pon-
tine marshes, molested neither by malaria nor
by robbers. As we drew nigh to the imperial
city, the stately ruins of the aqueducts began
to appear, then the tomb of Cecilia Metella,
and we entered the city by the Gate of St. John.

ROME
Rowme, March 27.

It is even so; my poor feet are sore with
walking all this day amongst the ruins of Rome.

Alone in Rome! why Rome is lonely too ;
Besides you need not be alone, the soul
Shall have society of its own rank,—

Be great, be true, and all the Scipios,

The Catos, the wise patriots of Rome,
Shall flock to you and tarry by your side
And comfort you with their high company.
Virtue alone is sweet society ;

It keeps the key to all heroic hearts,

And opens you a welcome in them all.
You must be like them, if you desire them,
Scorn trifles, and embrace a better aim
Than wine, or sleep or praise;

Google



76 JOURNAL [Ace 29

Hunt knowledge as the lover woos a maid,
And ever in the strife of your own thoughts
Obey the nobler impulse. That is Rome.
That shall command a Senate to your side;
For there is no might in the universe .

That can contend with love. It reigns forever.
Wait then, sad friend, wait in majestic peace
The hour of heaven. Generously trust

Thy fortune’s web to the beneficent hand
_That until now has put his world in fee

For thee. He watches for thee still. His love
Broods over thee; and as God lives in heaven,
However long thou walkest solitary,

The hour of heaven shall come, the man appear.*

March 28.

We came hither Tuesday, a little after noon,
but that day I saw nothing but a passing view
of the Coliseum as we entered the city, and after-
wards the yellow Tiber. Yesterday morn at
nine I set forth with a young Englishman, Mr.
Kingston, and crossed the Tiberand visited St.
Peter’s. Another time I will say what I think
. about this temple. From St. Peter’s to the
Chambers of Raffaele and saw the pictures of

1 As in the case of the lines written at Naples, the better
form of these verses, as copied in the Verse book, is here given.
They are printed in the Appendix to the Poems.
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the great master. It was a poor way of using so
great a genius to set him to paint the walls of
rooms that have no beauty and, as far as I see,
no purpose. Then we threaded our way through
narrow streets to the Temple of Vesta, and the
house of Rienzi, “last of Romans,’”’ then to the
Forum and the Coliseum. Here we spent some
hours in identifying ruins and fixing in mind

the great points of the old topography.

\

March 29.

I went to the Capitoline hill, then to its Mu-
seum and saw the Dying Gladiator, the Antin-
ous, the Venus,—to the gallery, then to the
Tarpeian Rock, then to the vast and splendid
museum of the Vatican, a wilderness of marble.
After traversing many a shining chamber and
gallery I came to the Apollo and soon after
to the Laocoon. 'T is false to say that the casts
. give no idea of the originals. I found I knew
these fine statues already by heart and had ad-
mired the casts long since much more than I
ever can the originals.

Here too was the Torso Hercules, as familiar
to the eyes as some old revolutionary cripple.
On we went from chamber to chamber, through
galleries of statues and vases and sarcophagi and
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bas-reliefs and busts and candelabra — through
all forms of beautyand richest materials—till the
eye was dazzled and glutted with this triumph
of the arts. Go and see it, whoever you are. Itis
the wealthof the civilized world. Itisa contribu-
tion from all ages and nations of what is most rich
and rare. He who has not seen it does not know
what beautiful stones there are in the planet,and
much less what exquisite art has accomplished
on their hard sides for Greek and Roman
luxury.

In one apartment there were three statues of
Canova, the Perseus, and two fighting gladiators.
Then lions and horses and fauns and cupids and
cars ; then the sitting philosophers, and such Sci-
pios and Casars ! It is vain to refuse to admire;
you must in spite of yourself. It is magnificent.

Even all this unrivalled show could not satisfy
us. We knew there was more. Much will have
more. We knew that the first picture in the
world was in the same house, and we left all this
pomp to go and see the Transfiguration by
Raphael. A calm, benignant beauty shines over
all this picture and goes directly to the heart.
It seems almost to call you by name. How the
father of the poor mad boy looks at the Apos-
tles! and the sister ! And the sweet and sublime

Google



18333 THE TRANSFIGURATION 79

face of Jesus above is beyond praise, and ranks
the artist with the noble poets and heroes of his
species, — the first born of the earth. I had
thought in my young days that this picture and
one or two more were to surprise me with a blaze
of beauty, that I was to be delighted by I know not
what bright combination of colours and forms,
but this familiar, simple, home-speaking counte-
nance I did not expect.
March 30.

I have seen St. John Lateran’s and the Pan-
theon, and the Baptistery of Constantine, and
the sad remnants of the palaces of the Casars,and
many many ruins more. Glad I was amidst all
these old stumps of the past ages to see Lewis
Stackpole, as fresh and beautiful asa young palm
treein thedesert. Romeisvery pleasant tome,as
Naples was not, if only from one circumstance,
that here I have pleasant companions to eat my
bread with, and there I had none.

This morning went with young Warren and
Grant* to Thorwaldsen’s studio and saw his fine

1 Probably James Sullivan Warren, a friend of Dr. Holmes,
and in Europe all the time; he is mentioned more than once in
Morse’s Life and Letters of Holmes. Grant may have been Pat-
rick Grant, who graduated the year before Dr. Holmes at Har-
vard; he is pleasantly mentioned by Emerson a few pages later.
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statue of Byron. 'T is good as a history. I saw
three or four rooms of stone things, but nothing
else to look at. Then to the Barberini Palace and
saw the Beatrice Cenci of Guido and the Forna-
rina of Raffaelle.

Thence to the Borghese Palace and saw Raf-
faelle’s portrait of Casar Borgia and many fine
things, but nothing that pleased me more than
a Madonna by Andrea del Sarto. Whoso loves
a beautiful face, look at this.

Then tothe Colonna Palace, a proud old man-
sion of this ancient family,— the finest suite of
apartments I have ever seen, and hung around
with master pictures,and many of them portraits
of the heroes and the beauties of their own line.
Two fine portraits of Luther and Calvin by Ti-
tian, and the martyrdom of St. Sebastian by
Guido. But I liked the whole show, — the hall
itself, better than any part of it. William Pratt
very kindly acted the part of cicerone and intro-
duced me to his relatives.

Then I found under the Capitoline hill the fa-
mous Mamertine Prison, the scene of the death
of Cethegus and Lentulus, and of the captivity of
St. Peter and St. Paul, and the reputed dungeon
of the *“ Roman daughter.”

This p. M. I went to the palace of Cardinal
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Wield, where Bishop England delivered a dis-
course, in explanation of the ceremonies of the
Catholic Church to-morrow (Palm Sunday), to the
English and American residents. I was led in
the evening, so easy is it to be led, toa violin con-
cert. I was glad, however, to learn the power of
a fiddle. It wailed like a bugle, and reminded me
of much better things and much happier hours.

Sunday, March 31.

I have been to the Sistine Chapel to see the
Pope bless the palms, and hear his choir chaunt.
the Passion. The Cardinals came in, one after!
another, each wearing a purple robe, an ermine!
cape, and a small red cap to cover the tonsure.
A priest attended each one, to adjust the robes
of their eminences. As each cardinal entered the
chapel, the rest rose. One or two were fine per-
sons. Then came the Pope in scarlet robes and
bishop’s mitre. After he was seated, the cardinals
went in turn to the throneand kneeled and kissed
his hand. After this ceremony t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>