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PREFACE.

As the title-page fully expresses the nature of this little volume,
a few words only of Preface will be necessary. The Work
consists of three Parts, united by the thread of the subject. The
FIRST contains some observations on that wear and TeEAR of
mind and body, which we particularly remark in civilized life,
and especially in large cities; together with some suggestions as
to the antidote or remedy. The secoxp Part consists of reflec-
tions and observations made during excursions through France,
Switzerland, Italy, and Germany, in the years 1823 and 1829;
partly for recreation—but principally for renovation of health.
The THIRD division contains some remarks and speculations on
the moral, physical, and medicinal influence of foreign, and es-
pecially of an Italian climate and residence, in sickness and in
health. In each of these divisions, the author hopes that he has
been able to combine utility with some portion of amusement,

for those (and they are many) who, like himself, seek an oc-

casional renovation of health, in a temporary relaxation from the
toils and cares of avocation. i

Novelty in description is now quite out of the question—and
from description he has generally abstained. Impressions and
reflections will continue to be varied, till the mina> and features
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of human beings become similar to each other—and in this
respect only, can novelty, or rather variety of sentiment be
expected. The construction of this volume will shew that the
author estimated its value at a very low rate, and consequently
imposed but a very moderate tax on the public. He did not—
indeed he could not, travel as an Antiquarian, Painter, Architect,
Botanist, Geologist, or Politician. He roamed from place to
place, as a philosophic observer. It is well known that many
people migrate annually to Italy, in search of health—and there
find a grave ;—while a still larger class go thither in quest of
pleasure or improvement, and bring back the seeds of disease.
The observations of a medical traveller, not inexperienced in
the investigation of climatorial influence on the human constitu-
. tion, mental and corporeal, may prove useful to those who wander
or sojourn on the classic soil of Italy, for any of the above pur-
poses ;—while the reflections which he has hazarded on the
moral effects of foreign residence, or rather ezpatriation, may
possibly interest a still wider circle of readers.

The author is well aware of the many imperfections and verbal
errors of this little volume, which, the nature of his avocations,
after the bustle of travelling, gave him little time to rectify. But
he throws himself on the mercy of the critic and of the reader,
with a just confidence that they will make allowance for the
circumstances under which the work was composed. |

AL

Suffolk Place, Pall Mall,
1st March, 1831.
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RETROSPECTION.

As the carriage moved slowly up Shooter’s Hill, one fine autumnal
morning, I turned round to take a parting look at MopErN BaBYLON.
My eye ranged along the interminable grove of masts that shewed
her boundless commerce—the hundred spires that proclaimed her
ardent piety—the dense canopy of smole" that spread itself over her
countless streets and squares, enveloping a million and a half of human
beings in murky vapour. Imagination is always active, and memory
is her prompter. Thirty years had rolled away since the same me-
tropolis first burst on my view, in an opposite direction. Alas, how
changed were my feelings, as well as my features, by that lapse of
time! I can still distinctly remember the sensations that thrilled
through' my breast when London first expanded itself before me.
Fortune, fame, pleasure, were prominent features in the mental per-
spective, and sanguine HoOPE repelled every doubt of success !

for life itself was new,
And the heart promised what the fancy drew.

But when I mingled with the chafing  tide of human existence ” at

Charing Cross, my heart sunk within me—TI felt, as it were, annihi-

lated—Tlost, like a drop of water in the ocean—suddenly hurled from
2
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the giddy heights of imagination, and overwhelmed in the tumultuous
stream of living beings that flowed in all directions around me. I
believe there are very few who do not experience this feeling of
abasement on first mixing with the crowd in the streets of London.
Such, at least, was the depressive effect on myself, that all my fond
dreams of ambition fled—my moral courage failed—and I abandoned
that metropolis which a youthful imagination had pictured as the scene
of aggrandizement and happiness, to wander for twenty years, by sea
and land, over the surface of this globe—

‘Where Polar skies congeal th’ eternal snow,
Or Equinoctial suns for ever glow—

From regions where Peruvian billows roar,
To the bleak coast of savage Labrador.

To those who have approached the MiGHTY cITY, with more chast-
ened hopes, but more matured judgment—with less sanguine expecta-
tions, but with more steady courage—better qualified to plunge into
the vortex of competition, by inflexible resolution to ‘ conquer diffi-
culties by daring to oppose them,” the following observations, from
one who has experienced the influence of baleful as well as bene-
ficial skies—of civic as well as erratic life, may not be without some
interest. -

WEAR AND TEAR.

- There is a condition or state of body and mind, intermediate
between that of sickness and health, but much nearer the former
than the latter, to which I am unable to give a satisfactory name.
It is daily and hourly felt by tens of thousands in this metropo-
lis, and throughout the empire; but I do not know that it has
ever been described. It is not curable by physic, though I ap-
prehend that it makes much work for the doctors ultimately, if
not for the undertakers. Itis that wWEAR AND TEAR of the living
machine, mental and corporeal, which results from over-strenu-
ous labour or exertion of the intellectual faculties, rather than of the
corporeal powers, conducted in anxiety of mind and in bad air. Tt
bears some analogy to the state of a ship, which, though still sea-
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worthy, exhibits the effects of a tempestuous voyage, and indicates
the propriety of re-caulking the seams and overhauling the rigging.
It might be compared to the condition of the wheels of a carriage,
when the tyres begin to moderate their close embrace of the wood-
work and require turning. Lastly, it bears no very remote similitude
to the strings of a harp, when they get relaxed by a long series of
vibrations, and demand bracing up.

This WEAR-AND-TEAR coMPLAINT (if the designation be allowed)
is almost peculiar to England, and is probably a descendant of the
old “ ENcLISH MALADY,” about which so much was written a century
ago. And why should it predominate in London so much more than
in Paris? 'The reason is obvious :—In London, business is almost
the only pleasure—in Paris, pleasure is almost the only business. In
fact, the same cause which produces the WEAR-AND-TEAR malady,
namely, hard work, or rather over-exertion, is that which makes our
fields better cultivated, our houses better furnished, our villas more
numerous, our cottons and our cutlery better manufactured, our
machinery more effective, our merchants more rich, and our taxes
more heavy than in France or Italy. If we compare the Boulevards,
the cafés, the jardins, the promenades of Paris, with corresponding
situations in and around the British Metropolis, we shall be forced
to acknowledge that it is nearly *‘all work and no play” with Jonn
BuLL during six days of the week, and vice versd with his Gallic
neighbours. Does this “wear and tear” tell at last upon John’s
constitution, intellectual and corporeal ? I do not speak of the mere
labour of the body. The fatigue induced by the hardest day’s toil
may be dissipated by ¢ tired Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep ;”
—but not so the fatigue of the mind! Thought and care cannot
be discontinued or cast off when we please, like exercise. The
head may be laid on the pillow, but a chaos of ideas will infest
the over-worked brain, and either prevent our slumbers, or render
them a series of feverish, tumultuous, or distressing dreams, [rom
which we rise more languid than when we lie down !

But it will be asked—can this apply to the immense mass of sea-
soners or sojourners in Babylon, who have nothing to think of but
pleasure or dissipation—those “nafi consuinere Jruges,” who remain
as torpid as the owl while the light of Heaven is on the earth, and
flutter in foul air while all other created beings are asleep? Yes.
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They, too, experience the “ wear anp TEAR” of high civilization,
fully as much as those whose intellectual and corporeal powers are
worn down and expended in the most useful as well as the most hon-
ourable avocations. It would be a very unequal distribution of jus-
tice were it otherwise !

PREMATURE OLD AGE.

It cannot be necessary to minutely describe that WEAR AND TEAR
of the morale and the physique, which is too widely felt not to be
readily recognized. The experienced eye detects it at a single
glance in every street, in almost every habitation—in the senate and
in the theatre—-at the bar and at the altar—in the cabinet, the court :
in short, in every spot where art, science, literature, or civilization
can be found. One of the most striking features of this state is that
which indeed would be, @ priori, expected—PREMATURE AGE. KEvery
one knows that a precocious developement of the intellectual facul-
ties, generally winds up, in the end, with an early failure of the men-
tal powers. Now modern education, male and female, has a constant
tendency to do that artificially, which Nature, in a capricious mood,
sometimes does voluntarily ;—namely, to give birth to precocity of
intelligence—with this difference, that the artificial precocity stamps
its baneful mark on the physical organization as well as on the intel-
lectual capacities of the individual, thus urged forward too quickly
along the path of existence. The ¢ march of intellect,” then, is a
Jorced march—and military men well know that forced marches will
wear out the best troops that ever trode the field. The terrible com-
petition and struggle for pre-eminence, introduced into all systems of
male and female education, are not relaxed when scholastic discipline
is at an end. Alas,no! A new and destructive element is then
added—carE! The studies of youth are untinctured by anxiety, ex-
cept that of emulation; and they are sustained by that almost inex-
haustible elasticity of mind which is inherent in the juvenile constitu-
tion. But when the next act of the drama comes to be performed—
when the curtain is drawn up, and we step forward .on the stage of
life, the competition is not merely for honorary rewards, but, among
a large majority of society, for actual subsistence! This struggle,
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inductive of premature old age, is, of course, increased and rendered
more baleful by the crowded state of all the learned professions—
which redundancy of hands, or rather of heads, is itself produced, in
a great degree, by the taste or mania for excessive education. Man
naturally, and almost universally, aims at bettering his condition—
that is, at rising a step above his present station. This impulse is,
if possible, still more active with respect to his offspring. The con-
sequence is a general and unquenchable thirst for knowledge and in-
tellectual acquirements of all kinds, as the means of accomplishing
the great object in view. 'This, in fact, is the marcH, or rather the
RACE of INTELLECT, in which the progression is with the head instead
of the feet. Anditis not in the higher pursuits of literature and
science—of divinity, law, medicine, and politics only that this system
obtains ; in every art, from the most refined to the most mechanical,
one leading feature, one pervading object, is to work the brain in
preference to the hand. That man was designed by his Creator to
exercise both his intellectual and muscular powers, is as clear, from
the organization of his body, as it is evident, from the structure of his
teeth, that he was destined to live on animal and vegetable food. Nor
does it appear that Nature is very squeamish about the relative pro-
portions of intellectual and corporeal labour. We see people—almost
whole nations, enjoy health and compararive happiness with scarcely
any exercise of the thinking faculties—and we observe whole classes
of society, as, for example, LAWYERS, run through the usual range,
apparently, of human existence, with infinitely more work of the head
than of the body. Yet there is a certain limit to this disproportion
between mental and corporeal action, beyond which we cannot go
without offering a violence to Nature, which is sooner or later
resented.

sunt certi denique fines
Quos ultra citraque nequeat consistere rectum.

Compare, for instance, the coal-heaver on the banks of the Thames,
straining daily, like an Atlas, under a load of ¢ Northumbria’s entrails,”
and passing through his stomach and veins some three or four gallons
of porter, with the barrister, straining his brain during twelve hours in
the day, from beginning to end of term, with scarcely any exercise of
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his muscles.  Nothing can be more striking than the confrast between
these two classes of operatives, as far as complexion is concerned ;—
but strip them of their habiliments—wash off' the charcoal and hair-
powder—and examine their constitutions :—You will find that the
“WEAR AND TEAR ” of body and mind has forwarded each of them a
step or two, in advance, on the path of human existence. It will be
said, indeed, that many instances of longevity are found in the most
sedentary and literary professions, as well as in the most toilsome
trades. No doubt of it. Chelsea and Greenwich present us with
veteran soldiers and sailors of 80, 90, and 100 years. Butis it to be
inferred from these specimens, that a naval or military life includes no
extra wear and tear of the constitution, except what is connected with
battle? If the silent sea and tented plain could give up faithful records
of the past, it would be found that both cruizing and campaigning wear
down and wear out the powers of life, independently of gunpowder or
steel ; and that at a very rapid rate indeed! It is well known that the
soldier and sailor, especially the latter, appears to be 50 at the age of
40, and so on in proportion. The wear and tear of a sea life did not
escape the penetrating observation of Homer, who distinctly says that—

“ Man must decay when man contends with storms.”

To present the Chelsea and Greenwich pensioner as proofs of the lon-
gevity of a naval and military life, is to take the exception for the gene-
ral rule :—itis like pointing to the Pyramids, for proof that Time had
broken his scythe, while we shut our eyes to the mouldering ruins of
Egypt, Greece, and Italy. And so it is with the tens of thousands who
labour inordinately with the brain, whether in literature, law, science,
or art—the octogenarians and the nonogenarians whom we meet with,
are only the human pyramids that have withstood, somewhat longer
than usual, the extra wear and tear of avocation.

The actuary and the statistical enquirer may tell us that the dura-
tion of human life is greater now than it was a century ago. This may
be the case ; but it does not affect my.argument. It only proves the
diminution of some of those physical agencies which curtailed the
range of existence among our ancestors—and holds out the probabili-
ty, that our successors may be uble to check the influence of many of
those moral ills which shorten, or, at all events, embitter life among us.
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If three score years and ten be the number allotted to man, and we
find that the average range of his existence is little more than half that
number, there must surely be ¢ something rotten in the constitution,”
(independent of the mere accidents to which civilization exposes us)
to abridge so tremendously the short span of being to which man is
doomed in this transitory scene ! But granting, for the sake of argu-
ment, what I deny, in point of fact, that this wear and tear, this over-
exertion, this super-excitement, made no appreciable difference in the
ratio of mortality, so as to be tangible in the calculations of an actua-
ry, will it be inferred from thence that health and happiness are not
sufferers in the collision? Are not whole tribes of maladies, mental
and corporeal, thus engendered, which may not materially shorten life,
but must render it a burthen rather than a blessing? Yes! The dev-
astation which is worked in this way far exceeds calculation or belief.
‘We may safely come to the conclusion, then, that the weARr and TEAR
of avocation induces the semblance, if not the reality, of PREMATURE
OLD AGE.

CARE-WORN COUNTENANCE.

Whether the seat of our feelings and our passions be in the head or
in the heart, one thing is certain, that their expression is in the coun-
tenance. To mask or conceal this expression is the boast of the vil-
Jain—the policy of the courtier—the pride of the philosopher—and the
endeavour of every one. It may appear remarkable that it is much
easier to veil the more fierce and turbulent passions of our nature, as
anger, hatred, jealousy, revenge, &c. than the more feeble and passive
emotions of the soul, as grief, anxiety, and the various forms of CARE.
The reason, however, is obvious.  Vivid excitement and tempestuous
feeling cannot last long, without destroying the corporeal fabric. They
are only momentary gusts of passion, from the effects of which the
mind and the body are soon relieved. But the less obtrusive emotions
resulting from the thousand forms of solicitude, sorrow, and vexation
growing out of civilized life, sink deep into the soul, sap its energies,
and stamp their melancholy seal on the countenance, in characters
which can neither be prevented nor effaced by any exertion or inge-
nuity of themind! The tornado, and the cataract from the clouds,
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wear not such deep furrows in the mountain’s rocky side, as the faint-
ly murmuring rill, whose imperceptible but perpetual attrition effectu-
ates more in the end, than the impetuous but transitory rush of the
roaring torrent engendered by the storm, not fed by the spring.

Gutta cavat lapidem non vi sed sepe cadendo.

This care-worn countenance, in short, is a more obvious mark of the
WEAR AND TEAR of mind, in modern civilized life, than premature
age :—for age is relative, and its anticipated advance can only be ap-
preciated by a knowledge of its real amount, which can seldom be at-
tained.

ETIOLATION, OR BLANCHING.

The inhabitants of a city may easily be distinguished from those
of the country, by the pallor of their complexions. The care-worn
countenance, last alluded to, is generally ¢ sicklied o’er with the pale
cast of thought,” but the etiolation or blanching which I am now to
notice, takes place independently of much thinking or mental anxiety.
It cannot, in fact, boast of such an intellectual origin as the other. It
is the result of physical, rather than of moral causes—more especially
of bad air, inexposure to the light of heaven, sedentary avocations,
inactivity, late hours, &c. I have used the word etiolation, because
I think it perfectly appropriate. 'When a gardener wishes to etiolate,
that is, to blanch, soften, and render juicy a vegetable, as lettuce,
celery, &c. he binds the leaves together, so that the light may have as
little access as possible to their surfaces. In like manner, if we wish
to etiolate men and women, we have only to congregate them in
cities, where they are pretty securely kept out of the sun, and where
they become as white, tender, and watery as the finest celery. For
the more exquisite specimens of this human etiolation, we must survey
the inhabitants of mines, dungeons, and other subterranean abodes—
and for complete contrasts to these we have only to examine the
complexions of stage-coachmen, shepherds, and the sailor * on the
high and giddy mast.” Modern Babylon furnishes us with all the
intermediate shades of etiolation, from the ¢ green and yellow
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melancholy” of the Bazar MarbeN, who occupies somewhat less
space in her daily avocations and exercise, than she will ultimately do
in her quiet and everlasting abode, to the languishing, listless, lifeless
Avrpinos of the boudoir, etiolated in HoTHOUSES, by the aid of
 motley-routs and midnight madrigals,” from which the light as well
as the air of Heaven is carefully excluded! Thus penury and wealth,
obscurity and splendour, industry and idleness, the indulgence of
pleasure and the endurance of pain, all meet at the same point, and,
by the mysterions workings of an over-ruling Providence, come to
the same level, in this respect, atlast! That voluntary dissipation
should suffer all the evils attendant on necessary and unavoidable
avocation, no one can regret :—but that useful toil and meritorious
exertion should participate, and more than participate in the miseries
which follow in the train of the ¢ gay licentious proud,” is a melan-
choly reflection. 'The longer we live in this world, however, and the
more narrowly we watch the ways and the fate of man, the more we
shall be -convinced that vice does mot triumph here below—that
pleasure is invariably pursued by pain—that riches and penury incur
nearly the same degree and kind of taxation—and that the human
frame is as much enfeebled by idleness as it is exhausted by labour.

But to return to etiolation. What does this blanching indicate ?
In the upper classes of society, it indicates what the long nails on the
fingers of a Chinese indicate—n~o avocaTioN. In the middling and
lower orders of life, it indicates UNHEALTHY AVOocATION—and among
the thinking part of the community, it is one of the symbols or
symptoms of WEAR and TEAR of constitution. But different people
entertain different ideas respecting etiolation. The fond and fashion-
able mother would as soon see green celery on her table as brown
health on the cheek of her daughter. When, therefore, the ladies
venture into the open carriage, they carefully provide themselves with
parasols to aid the dense clouds of an English atmosphere in prevent-
ing the slightest intrusion of the cheerful, but embrowning rays of
Pheebus. In short, no mad dog can have a greater dread of water,
than has a modern fine lady of the solar beams. So much does this
Pheebophobia haunt her imagination, that the parasol is up, even when
the skies are completely overcast, in order apparently, and I believe
designedly, to prevent the attrition of the passing zephyr over her
delicate features and complexion !

3
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I have alluded to the mark of gentility in the male sex of China—
long nails on their fingers. I would strongly recommend the British
fair to imitate the Chinese ladies, by compressing their feet into pretty
little toys, for ornament rather than for use. As they never walk
during the day, the crippling process will not be attended with any in-
convenience—while it will prevent them from jumping (or to use a
more fashionable term, gallopading) six hours every night, in an
atmosphere somewhat similar to that of the black-hole in Calcutta, by
which a prodigious weAr and TEAR of their constitution will be saved.

RECIPROCITIES OF MIND AND BODY.

Does ETioraTioN merely indicate the nature of avocation and
dissipation in civilized life ? It indicates much more than these ; but
the complete investigation of the subject cannot be undertaken in this
place. This etiolation is but the external sign of a host of internal
modifications, if not changes of vital powers and functions, that exert
a greater influence over our health and happiness, than is generally
known or imagined. Is it to be supposed that the pallid cheek, the
lack-lustre eye, the care-worn countenance, the languid gait, the
flaccid muscle, and the indisposition to exertion, are purely insulated
phenomena, unconnected with deep-rooted deviations from sound
health of body and mind ?—No, verily ! = Man'is a curious and com-
pound machine, animal and intellectual. He, in company with other
living beings, has organs that are not under his command, and which
digest his food, circulate his blood, and repair the wear and tear of the
day, without his knowledge or consent. He has voluntary muscles,
by which he transports himself from place to place—erects edifices—
constructs manufactures—and becomes equally expert in cultivating
the fields in peace, and covering them with the dead bodies of his
fellow-creatures in war! But he has a sentient and intellectual
system. His senses, like faithful videttes, convey to the mind in-
telligence of every thing that passes in the world around him; and
from these impressions the minND forms its ideas, its judgments, and
its determinations. 'That man excels all other animals in his intel-
lectual system,. there can be little doubt ; but it would not be difficult
to shew that, for this superiority, he pays a heavy tax in health and
happiness!
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The animal and intellectual—in other words, the sririTUAL and
MATERIAL portions of our being may be distinct essences, and the
former may survive the latter in ¢ another and a better world ;”—but
here below, they are linked in the strictest bonds of reciprocity, and
are perpetually influenced, one by the other. Thus, let certain
substances be applied to certain sensible parts of our material fabric—
as antimony or Prussic acid to the nerves of the stomach. The
muscles become enfeebled—and the mind, even of the proudest hero,
falls prostrate with its suffering companion in the animal life! Shaks-
peare was too observant of human nature not to notice this ; and he
repeatedly exemplifies it. An invisible, but a material agent, MALARIA,
is made to annihilate the courage of Cesar.

He had a fever when he was in Spain ;
And when the fit was on him I did mark
How he did shake
His coward lips did from their colour fly ;

Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books,
Alas! it cried—¢ Give me some drink Titinius,”
As a sick girl.

SEA-sickNESS is another familiar illustration. Whoever has cross-
ed the Channel, for the first time, in stormy weather, and felt the
horrors of Neptune’s seasoning, must remember its depressing influ-
ence on every faculty of the soul! But does the mind fail to repay
these acts of civility received from the body ? No, indeed. More
than half of our corporeal discomforts, and even diseases, are pro-
duced by perturbation and tribulation of mind. Look at the great
commercial world. It may be compared to a monstrous animal
whose brain or sensorium is placed on Cornhill, but whose nerves or
feelers extend to the four quarters of the globe. Every event, politi-
cal or commercial, that occurs on any one point of the earth’s surface,
vibrates along these nerves, and is tremblingly felt by the sensory
« on CHANGE”—whence it radiates to every part of the capital and of
the kingdom! What must be the consequence of such a state of
things, when it is well known that even in the most quiet and domes-
tic circles of life, a sudden gust of passion, a transient sense of: fear,
an unexpected piece of intelligence—in short, apy strong emotion of
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the mind, will cause the heart to palpitate, the muscles to tremble, the
digestive organs to suspend their functions, and the blood to rush in
vague and irregular currents through the living machine? The de-
tection of Antiochus’s passion for Stratonica by the pulse, is a proof
how early the influence of the mind on the heart was remarked. It is
well known that Philip the Fifth, of Spain, died suddenly on learning
the disastrous defeat of the army near Plaisance. Zimmerman states
that, on opening his body, the heart was found burst. The minutest
capillary tube through whicn the vital current flows, is under the influ-
ence of mental perturbation. Shame will crimson the cheek :—Let
the emotion be changed to fear, and the lily usurps the seat of the
rose—the face is blanched and bloodless. ANGER can rouse the
vital organs into such preternatural activity as to overcome, for a time,
habitual bdecripitude. Thus Muley Moloc, though Iying on the bed of
death, worn out by an incurable disease, and not expected to live an
hour, started from his litter during the imiportant crisis of a battle be-
tween his troops and the Portuguese—rallied his army—Ied them to
victory—and immediately expired! These and a thousand instances
that might be cited, may enable us to form some idea of the wide range
of physical effects resulting from the almost unlimited ¢ play of the
passions” among so thinking, so reading, so commercial, and so po-
litical a people as the English.

It is by the brain, or organ of intellect, that man is distinguished and
raised above all other animals. The nerves of sense, by which im-
pressions are conveyed to this organ, are not so acute in the lord of
the creation as in many of the inferior orders of animated beings. He
is surpassed by the eagle in sight—by the hare in hearing—and by
almost all other animals in faste. But when the human species began
to congregate in cities, it was soon obvious that the exertion of the
anlellect must predominate over that of the body. As civilisation
advanced, intellectual labour came more into demand, and the labour-
ers multiplied in proportion. At the present period, as was before
observed, the employment of a very large class of human beings, es-
pecially in cities, consists almost entirely of mental exertion. To
such an extent is intellectual labour now arrived, that a very large and
influential class of society live entirely, and support themselves hon-
ourably, by ¢ teaching the young ideas how to shoot”—while others,
who have no actual occupation, rack their minds with inventions,
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schemes, and projects, that fade away as fast as they are engendered.
It is well known that, the more a voluntary muscle is exercised,
within a reasonable limit, the stronger and more capable of exertion it
becomes. Itis so with the intellectual faculties. - The more these fac-
ulties are brought into play, (within a certain bound of moderation,) the
more extensive becomes the sphere of their power. 'The senses of
touch, smell, hearing, all acquire acuteness in proportion as they are
exercised. But this extra developement and sensibility of the in-
tellectual faculties cannot take place but at the expense of some cor-
poreal function or structure. ~An attentive examination of every class
of society from the prime minister down to the attorney’s clerk, will
convince us that, in proportion as the intellect is highly cultivated, im-
proved, and strongly exerted, the body suffers—till a period at length
arrives, when the corporeal deterioration begins to re-act on the mental
powers, and then proud man finds that the elasticity, even of the im-
mortal mind, may be impaired by pressure too long continued—and
that, like springs of baser metal, it requires occasional relaxation.
Civilized, and more especially civic life, by rendering the senses
more acute, makes the passions more ungovernable. In congregated
masses of society, every kind of food for the passions is not only
superabundant in quantity, but of the most stimulating quality. Hence,
in all the upper classes of society—in all indeed, who work with the
head rather than with the hand—and also among those who have no
work at all—we find an unnatural and insalutary degree of excitement
kept up in the brain and nervous system by the ¢ play of the passions.”
The extent of injury which our health sustains in this way is beyond
all calculation! Plato was not very far wrong when he asserted, that
« all diseases of the body proceed from the mind or soul :”—¢“omnia
corporis mala ab anima procedére.” Unquestionably a very great
proportion of them originate in this source. In this country, where
man’s relations with the world around him are multiplied beyond all
example in any other country, in consequence of the intensity of in-
terest attached to politics, religion, commerce, literature, and the arts
—where the temporal concerns of an immense proportion of the popu-
lation are in a state of perpetual vaccillation—where spiritual affairs
excite great anxiety in the minds of many—and where speculative
risks are daily run by all classes, from the disposers of empires in
Leadenhall Street down to the potatoe-merchant in Covent Garden,
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it is really astonishing to observe the deleterious influence of these
mental perturbations on the functions of the corporeal fabric. The
operation of physical causes, numerous as these are, dwindles into
complete insignificance, compared with that of anxiety, tribulation,
discontent—and I may add Ex~Nur of mind.

EDUCATION.

Before concluding the subject of WEAR and TEAR of civilized life,
and adverting to one or two of the principal means of repair, I shall
take the liberty of making a few brief remarks on modern education,
and its influence on mind and body. I shall not be ranked among the
¢ Laudatores temporis acti,” when I avow my conviction that the mode
as well as the amount of modern education, as far as male youlh is
concerned, are as much superior to those of former times, as our car-
riages, machinery, and ships excel those of our ancestors. The only
objection is, that youth is forced, by competition, to an exertion injuri-
ous to health,and consequently to the ultimate and complete develope-
ment of the intellectual powers. The MARcH of INTELLECT compels
a competition in universities, colleges, public schools, and private
seminaries of education, just as much as among individuals. Let us
take, for example, the Lonpon UniversiTy. The rigid, and T will
say, the fair, honourable, and impartial system of examination into the
acquisition of knowledge, as well as theadjudication of honours, leaves
mediocrity of talent no chance of distinction, however assiduous may
be the application. Emulation is so stimulated (encouragement is not
a sufficiently strong term) that none but the higher order of spirits, in
our age, can hope to bear off the prizes of merit—and then only when
assisted by unremitted labour. Can this system be objected to ?—Cer-
tainly not. It is the necessary consequence of the unrestrained thirst
after knowledge—the unshackled liberty of the press and of the peo-
ple—the exuberance of population-—and the universal consciousness
that “ KNOWLEDGE 1s POWER.”  Still this tremendous competition and
exertion of the intellect, at a period of life when Nature points to and
demands exuberance of corporeal exercise, must have a deleterious in-
fluence on mind and body—and this injury, though acquired at first by
external circumstances, will, in time, be propagated from parent to pro-
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geny hereditarily. There appears to be no remedy for the evil at pre-
sent, except that of employing the holidays of youth in bodily exercize
as much as possible in the open air in the country. Parents ought to
look to this before the health of their offspring is undermined.

FEMALE EDUCATION.

Modern refinement appears to be doing more injury through the
medium of female than of male education. In the lalter, the study of
ancient literature and modern science, must tend, if not carried to ex-
cess, to elevate the mind and strengthen the intellectual facultres.
But surely this cannot be expected from a system which constantly
aims at the cultivation and indulgence of certain senses—as, for in-
stance, those concerned in music and painting. From ample obser-
vation, I am satisfied that the degree of attention bestowed on these
acquirements, or accomplishments, is incompatible with an adequate
study of the more useful, not to say dignified branches of education,
and a proper amount of bodily exercise. I am, indeed, prepared to
maintain, and I do not hesitate to assert, that the present system of fe-
male education is a system of SENsUALITY, in the broadest—I had
nearly said the worst signification of the word! Few are acquainted,
or capable of becoming acquainted with the baneful consequences of
this system ; but many are doomed to feel them. The poisoned ar-
row, in this case, leaves no wound ; but the venom meanders slowly
through the veins, and effects its destructive work unseen and un-
known! What but evil can be expected from a system of education
which enervates the mind and enfeebles the body—which polishes the
external senses, and leaves the intellect a prey to rust and moth—
which excites the imagination and obtunds the judgment—which, to
speak out plainly, fosters mere ANIMAL FEELING and discourages
MORAL SENSE !

I speak of the abuse and not the use of music. If the concord of
sweet sounds ” were made a rational and moderate recreation and rel-
axation from abstruser and severer studies, it would be all well. ~ But
Music is now esteemed the prime accomplishment, and to make any
figure in this, the young female must spend four or five hours of the
day, and as many of the night, in thrumming the piano and straining
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her lungs. But this is not all. The musical mania engenders the
desire, and indeed creates the necessity, for a constant round of con-
certs, operas, and festivals, by which the health of the body is en-
feebled—the energies of the soul paralyzed——and the moral principle
itself undermined ! But as this piece of philosophy is not so likely to
gain the female ear as

the note
That pants or trembles through the eunuch’s throat,

I shall take leave of the subject altogether, and proceed to matters of
a very different complexion.

THE ANTIDOTE TO WEAR AND TEAR.

Having thus glanced at some of the more prominent features of the
Wear and TEeAR of civilized, and especially of civic life, it is natural
to enquire if there be any remedy or antidote. There is an ancient
maxim which says—¢ contraria contrariis medentur ”—that is—evils
or disorders are cured by their opposites. Thus the lassitude of exer-
cise is removed by rest—the feelings of EnNul are dissipated by em-
ployment—the effects of intemperance are overcome by abstemious-
ness—and, by a parity of reasoning, we should expect that the wear
and TEAR of the Liondon season, resulting from dissipation in the high-
er ranks, and avocation, mental anxiety, and a thousand moral and
physical ills in all ranks, might be repaired, in some degree at least
by pure air, rural relaxation, and bodily exercise. What reasoning
would predicate, experience confirms. Letany one, who has a month
to spare in the Autumn, take his daily seat on the further extremity of
the chain-pier at Brighton, and examine the features of the numerous
faces which present themselves on the platform there. He must note
the individual countenances. He will perceive these individuals, at
first pale and sickly—gradually improve in their looks—and at length
MoperN Basyron. Froma “week at Margate” to a ¢“tour among

. disappear—the chasms perpetually filled up by importations from
the Alps,” or “travelsin Italy,” what an infinite variety of ways and
means for the recovery of health or the pursuit of pleasure, are laid un-
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der contribution by the wealthy, the idle, the laborious, or the luxuri-
ous inhabitants of this great metropolis!! The valleys of Wales, the
lakes of Cumberland, the lochs and mountains ‘of Scotland, the green
hills of Erin—all furnish their quota of health and recreation for the
¢« EverrastiNGg Crry ” of the British Isles! And no people on the
face of this earth more dearly earn, or more richly deserve this au-
tumnal treat—or retreat, than the Lonpon citizexs. Their proud
aristocratic neighbours of WesTMINISTER are entitled to these indul-
gences by prescriptive right——and probably eye, with some degree of
jealousy, the power which industry gives the inferior orders of society
to participate in the luxury. \

Be that as it may, it is fortunate that the fury of politics, the pursuit
of pleasure, the riot of dissipation, the madness of ambition, the thirst
of gold, the struggles of competition, the cares of commerce—nay
even the confinement of the counter, find one annual interval of rel-
axation beyond the smoke, and dust, and din of the metropolis. - It is
probably of little importance to what point of the compass the tourist
steers his course. Health and recreation are not confined to North,
South, East or West; but may be found in every intermediate radia-
tion from the scene of exhaustion. Why the writer of this volume
should direct his steps to the Alps or to the Apennines, for change of
air or for health, the reader has no right to inquire ;—but why he
should tax the public with a Book on this occasion, is a very legiti-
mate query—much more easily asked than answered. It must be
confessed that between the Tuames and the Tiser—between Ben
Nevis and Mont Blane, there is not a hill or a dale—a palace’ or a
ruin-—a city or a village—a cliff or a cataract—a river or a forest—a
a manner, custom, or character—scarcely an animal, mineral, or
vegetable, that has not been minutely described over and over again.
There remains, therefore, but one source of VARIETY, leaving ORIGIN=
ALITY out of the question. The objects of survey, animate and in-
animate, continue the same, or nearly so—the impressions made on
the mind by these objects, and the reflexions growing out of these
impressions, are as various, and often as opposite, as the characters
of the observers, or the features of their faces. Let us advert to one
or two illustrations. How many hundred thousand people must have
crossed London Bridge and ascended Fish-street Hill, eying the

4
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Monument as they passed, without hitting on such a pithy sentiment
or reflexion as that with which it inspired Pope ?

“Where yon tall column towering to the skies,
Lifts its proud head, and like a bully lies.”

What a crowd of complex ideas is called forth by these two lines !
The dreadful fire of London—the shocking insinuation resulting from
political prejudice—the melancholy reflexion that a public monument
should record a scandalous falsehood—the contempt and detestation
of Bully, &ec. all flash on the mind in an instant, and furnish food for
a long train of contemplation.

Even the same or very similar objects strike the same class of
people—for instance poets, in a very different manner. Thus the
summits of the highest mountains in the old and the new world—the
Avrrs and the AxpEs, excited very dissimilar trains of thought in two
cotemporary poets of first rate genius.

Byron—

Above me are the ALps,
The palaces of Nature, whose vast walls
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps,
And throned Eternity in icy halls
Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls
The Avalanche—the thunderbolt of snow !
All that expands the spirit, yet appals,
Gather around these summits, as to shew
How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave mean man below.

CAMPBELL—

Afar,

‘Where AnpEs, Giant of the Western Star,

‘With meteor standard, to the winds unfurl’d,
Looks from his throne of clouds o’er half the world.

This variety of impression from same or similar objects, is not peculiar
to poets, but is found among writers of every class. Camper wrote
a very amusing and interesting essay onthe *shape of a shoe”—
Cowper on the pleasures of a sofa—and every one knows how much
Sterne made of a short trip to Paris. But without aiming at either

L
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poetry or sentimentality, I may be permitted to state, that the main
object of the following tour was HEALTH—and that the observations
and reflexions which grew out of the impressions received on the road,
were noted as mere amusement. I do not recommend this plan as
an example to be followed by all others. After the weAR and TEAR
of metropolitan drudgery, it would probably be wiser to make such a
Journey (whether North or South) as a passive rather than an active
spectator—thus letting the mind rest, while the body is whirled
through the fresh air, and the senses are regaled with a constant suc-
cession of new scenes. But there are many whose organization and
temperament will not permit them to be inactive under any circum-
stances :—and this, I fear, is my unfortunate case! If that which
has furnished amusement to myself, should not prove amusing to
others, (technically speaking, should the book be damned,) the detri-
ment will not be very great to society at large—and I can assure the
compassionate READER as well as the conscientious critic, that the
disappointment will not deprive the WRITER of a single night’s rest.
He may be permitted to add, in conclusion, that he has passed off
nothing as his own which he has drawn from books. Any descrip-
tions which he may have ventured on, are copied from Nature—nor
are the reflections arising from scenes or circumstances the echo of
other men’s thoughts. He is not without a hope that this unostenta-
tious little volume may prove useful, even where it fails in amusement,
to many who, like the author, seek health or relaxation in a temporary
abstraction from the weARr and TEAR of metropolitan drudgery.

As a preliminary to the Tour which forms the subject of the remain-
der of this volume, I think I shall be forgiven in laying before the
reader a few observations on the SALUTARY EFFECTS of TRAVELLING,
from a medical work lately published. The extract is rather long, but
itis so very germain to the object in view, that I shall make no apolo-

gy for the insertion of it in this place.
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SALUTARY EFFECTS OF TRAVELLING EXERCISE.
“Viresque acquirit eundo.”

“ Since the Continent has been open to the English, there has been
no lack of this species of exercise; but there are different kinds of
travelling now, as there was different kinds of travellers in the days of
Sterne. It is one thing to travel for health, and quite another thing
to travel for the sake of studying architecture, viewing pictures, ran-
sacking libraries, collecting antiquities, exploring geological forma-
tions, or collecting rare and beautiful specimens of plants. It is en-
tirely with the first kind of travelling that I have to do—namely, that
mode which conduces most to the restoration of health, leaving
every other consideration entirely out of the question, with the excep-
tion of amusement, which I.consider as essentially connected with the
subject of health.

Six individuals, three in health (domestics) and three valetudina-
rians (one a lady), travelled, in the months of August, September and
October, 1823, about 2500 miles, through France, Switzerland,
Germany, and Belgium, for the sole purpose of mEALTH and such
amusement as was considered most contributive to the attainment of
that object.

The experiment was tried, whether a constant change of scene and
air, combined with almost uninterrupted exercise, active and passive,
during the day—principally in the open air, might not ensure a greater
stock of health, than slow journies and long sojourns on the road.
The result will be seen presently.  Butin order to give the reader some
idea of what may be done in a three months’ tour of this kind, I shall
enumerate the daily journeys, omitting the excursions from and around
those places at which we halted for the night, or for a few days. Our
longest sojourn was that of a week, and that only thrice—at Paris,
Geneva, and Brussels. In a majority of places, we only stopped a
night and part of a day, or one or two days, according to local interest.
But I may remark that, as far as I was concerned, more exercise was
taken during the days of sojourn at each place, than during the days
occupied in travelling from one point to another. The consequence
was, that a quarter of a year was spent in one uninterrupted system of
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exercise, change of air, and change of scene, together with the men-
tal excitement and amusement produced by the perpetual presentation
of new objects—many ofthem the most interesting on the face of this
globe.

The following were the regular journeys, and the points of nightly
repose :—1, Sittingbourn—2, Dover—3, Calais—4, Boulogne—5,
Abbeville—6, Rouen—7, Along the banks of the Seine to Mantes—
8, Paris, with various excursions and perambulations—9, Fontain-
bleau—10, Auxerre—11, Vitteaux—12, Dijon, with excursions—13,
Champagnole, in the Jura Mountains—14, Geneva, with various
excursions—15, Salenche—16, Chamouni, with various excursions
to the Mer de Glace, Jardin, Buet, &c.—17, Across the Col de
Balme to Martigny, with excursions up the Vallais—18, By the Valley
of Entrement, &c. to the Great St. Bernard, with excursions—19,
Back to Martigny—20, Ivian, on the Lake of Geeneva, with excursions
—21, Geneva—22, Lausanne, with excursions—23, La Sarna—24,
Neuf-Chatel—25, Berne, with excursions and perambulations—26,
Thoun—27, Valley of Lauterbrunen, with various circuits—28,
Grindenwalde, with excursions to the Glaciers, &c.—29, Over the
Grand Scheidec to Meyrengen, with excursions to waterfalls, &c.—
30, By Brienz, Lake of Brienz, Interlaken, and lake of Thoun, with
various excursions, to the Giesbach and other waterfalls, back to
Thoun—31, Berne—32, Zoffengen—33, Lucerne, with various ex-
cursions—34, Zoug and Zourich—35, Chaufhausen and Falls of the
Rhine—36, Neustad, in the Black Forest—37, By the Vallé d’Enfer
to Offenburgh—38, Carlshrue, with excursions—39, Heidelburg—
40, Darmstadd—41, Frankfort on the Maine, with excursions—42,
Mayence, with excursions—43, Coblentz, Bingen, Bonn, &c.—44,
Cologne—45, Aix la Chapelle, with excursions—46, Liege—47,
Brussels, with a week’s excursions—48, Ghent and Courtray—49,
Dunkirk—50, Calais—51, Dover——52, London. i

Thus, there were 52 regular journeys during the tour, and 32 days
spent in excursions and perambulations. And as there never was so
much exercise or fatigue during the journeys as during the days of
sojourn and excursions, it follows that the whole of this tour might be
made with great ease, and the utmost advantage to health, in two
months. As far as natural scenery is concerned, it would, perhaps,
be difficult to select a track, which could offer such a succession of



22 SALUTARY EFFECTS OF TRAVELLING EXERCISE.

the most beautiful and sublime views, and such a variety of interest-
ing objects, as the line which the above route presents.* It would
be better, however, to dedicate three months to the tour, if time and
other circumstances permitted, than to make it in two months 3
though, if only two months could be spared, I would recommend the
same line of travel where health was the object. Perhaps it would
be better to reverse the order of the route, and to commence with the
Rhine, by which plan the majesty of the scenery would be gradually
and progressively increasing, till the traveller reached the summit of
the Great St. Bernard, the Simplon, or Mont Blanc.

The foregoing circuit was made, as far as the writer is concerned,
entirely in the open air ; that is to say, in an open carriage—in char-
a-bancs—on mules—and on foot. The exercise was always a com-
bination, or quick succession of the active and passive kinds, as
advantage was often taken of hills and mountains, on the regular
journeys, to get down and walk—while a great part of each excursion
was pedestrian, with the char-a-banc or mule at hand, when fatigue
was experienced. This plan possesses many advantages for the
invalid, over the purely active or purely passive modes of travelling.
The constant alternation of the two secures the benefits of both,
without the inconvenience of either. As the season for travelling in
Switzerland is the hottest of the year, and as, in the valleys, the
temperature is excessive, so, great danger would be incurred by the
invalid’s attempting pedestrian exercise in the middle of the day. But
by travelling passively in the hot valleys, and walking whenever the
temperature is moderate or the ground elevated, he derives all the
advantage which exercise of both kinds can possibly confer, without
any risk to his health.

The journeys on this tour varied from 20 to 50 or 60 miles in the
day, and were generally concluded by sunset—often much before that
period.T The usual routine of meals was, some coffee at sunrise,
and then exercise, either in perambulations, excursions, or on the first

* The tour which follows the one now in question (1829), is probably over
a still more interesting tract, as far, at least, as intellectual excitement is
concerned.

t The same applies to the tour which follows.
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stage of the day’s journey. At noon, a dejeuné a la fourchetie, and
then immediately to exercise or to travel ; concluding the journey and
the exercise of the day by dinner at the 8 o’clock table d’héte, where
a company, of all nations, varying from 10 to 50 or 60 people, were
sure to assemble, with appetites of tigers rather than of men. By
ten, or half-past ten, all were in bed, and there was seldom a waking
interval from that time till six in the morning, the punctual hour of
rising.

In this circuit we experienced great and sometimes very abrupt
vicissitudes of temperature, as well as other atmospheric changes ;
but, as will be presently seen, without any bad consequences.—Before
I give any exposition of the moral and physical effects of this kind of
exercise, [ may be permitted to premise, that I made it one of my
principal studies during the whole course of the tour, not only to in-
vestigate its physiological effects on my own person and those of the
party (six in number), but to make constant enquiries among the
numerous and often intelligent travellers with whom I journeyed or
sojourned on the road. Many of these were invalids—many affected
with actual diseases—a considerable portion had had dyspeptic com-
plaints previously, and all were capable of describing the influence of
travelling exercise on their mental and corporeal functions. What I
am going to say on this subject, therefore, is the result of direct
personal experience and observation, in Europe, and in almost every
quarter of the globe, unbiassed by any preconceived opinions derived
from books or men. I am not without hope that my observations will
be of some service to the physician as well as to the invalid, by putting
them in possession of facts, which cannot be ascertained under any
other conditions than those under which they were investigated in the
present instance, or under similar circumstances.

Moral Effects. If abstraction from the cares and anxieties of life,
from the perplexities of business, and, in short, from the operation of
those conflicting passions which harass the mind and wear the body,
be possible under any circumstances, it is likely to be so on such a
journey as this, for which previous arrangements are made, and where
a constant succession of new and interesting objects is presented to
the eye and understanding, that powerfully arrests the attention and
absorbs other feelings, leaving little time for reflection on the past, or
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gloomy anticipations of the future. To this may be added, the’hope
of returning health, increased, as it generally will be, by the daily
acquisition of that invaluable blessing, as we proceed.

One of the first perceptible consequences of this state of things is a
greater degree of serenity or evenness of temper, than was previously
possessed. There is something in the daily intercourse with strangers,
on the road, and at the TABLE-D’HOTE, which checks irritability of
temper. We are not long enough in each other’s society to get into
argumentation, or those collisions of sentiment which a more familiar
acquaintance produces, and too often raises into altercations, and even
irascibility, where the mind and body are previously irritable. These
short periods of intercourse are the honeymoons of society, where
only good humour and politeness prevail. We change our company
before we are intimate enough to contradict each other, and thus
excite warm blood. Besides, the conversation generally turns on
scenes and subjects with which we are pleased and interested on the
road—while political and religious discussions are studiously avoided
by all travellers, as if by a tacit but universal compact. One of the
best remedies, then, for irritability of temper, is a tour of this kind. A
few hundred pounds would be well expended, annually, by many of
our rich countrymen, in applying this pleasant remedy to the mind,
when soured and unhinged by the struggles after wealth, rank, or
power!

I have already portrayed the influence of bad health, and especially
of disordered states of the digestive organs, in producing depression of
spirils, or mental despondency, far worse to bear than corporeal pain.
For the removal of this kind of melancholy, there is no other moral or
physical remedy of half so much efficacy as a tour conducted on the
plan which I have pointed out. It strikes directly at the root of the
evil, (as I shall presently shew, when speaking of the physical effects
of travelling,) by removing the causes on which this sombre and
irritable state of mind depends. It is true that, in some cases of
confirmed hypochondriacism, no earthly amusement, no change of
scene, no mental impression$ or excitement, no exercise of the body,
can cheer the gloom that spreads itself over every object presented to
the eye or the imagination! With them, change of place is only
variety of woe—ccelum non animum mutant. Yet, from two or three
instances which have come within my knowledge, of the most in-
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veterate, and apparently indomitable hypochondriacism being mitigated
by travelling, (though the mode of conducting the journey was far
from good,) I have little doubt that many cases of this kind, which
ultimately end in insanity, or at least in monomania, might be greatly
ameliorated, if not completely cured, by a system of exercise con-
ducted on the foregoing plan, and urged into operation by powerful
persuasion, or even by force, if necessary. The change for the
better, in such cases, is not perceptible at the beginning of the tour;
but when the functions of the body have once begun to feel the
salutary influence of the journey, the mind soon participates, and the
gloom is gradually, though slowly dispelled. ~Where the mental
despondency is clearly dependent on disorder of the digestive organs,
and has not yet induced any permanent disease of the brain, an almost
certain cure will be found in a journey of this kind, for both classes of
complaints. It is hardly necessary to observe that beneficial effects,
to a greater or less extent, will be experienced in other sombre and
triste conditions of the soul, resulting from moral causes, as sorrow,
grief, disappointment, crosses in love, &ec. by a tour conducted in
such a manner as strongly to exercise the body, and cheerfully excite
the mind.

In a former part of the work has been shewi. the powerful influence
of moral causes in deranging the functions of the body through the
medium of the intellectual functions. The same functions may be
made the medium of a salutary influence. In the greater number of
nervous and hypochondriacal complaints, the attention of the individual
is kept so steadily fixed on his own morbid feelings as to require strong
and unusual impressions to divert it from that point. The monotony
of domestic scenes and circumstances is quite inadequate to this
object; and arguments not only fail, but absolutely increase the
malady, by exciting irritation in the mind of the sufferer, who thinks
his counsellors are either unfeeling or incredulous towards his com-
plaints. In such cases, the majestic scenery of Switzerland, the
romantic and beautiful views in Italy and the Rhingau, or the keen
mountain air of the Highlands of Scotland or Wales, combined with
the novelty, variety, and succession of manners and customs of the
countries through which he passes, abstract the attention of the
dyspeptic and hypochondriacal traveller (if any thing can) from the
hourly habit of dwelling on, if not exaggerating, his own real or

5
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imaginary sensations, and thus help to break the chain of morbid
association by which he is bound to the never-ending detail of his own
sufferings. This is a paramount object in the treatment of these
melancholy complaints ; and I am convinced that a journey of this
kind, in which mental excitement and bodily exercise are skilfully
combined, would not only render many a miserable life comparatively
happy, but prevent many a hypochondriac and dyspeptic from lifting
his hand against his own existence. It would unquestionably preserve
many an individual from mental derangement.

This principle was well understood long before medicine was estab-
lished as a science. At the extremities of Egypt were two temples
dedicated to Saturn, and to these the melancholics or hypochondriacs
of ancient days were sent in great numbers. There the priests work-
ed on the body as well as the mind by the pretended influence of
supernatural, and the real influence of medicinal agents. The con-
sequence was, that miracles, or at least miraculous cures were daily
performed. The Romans sent their invalids to Egypt for change of
scene ; and Hippoerates has distinctly recommended those afflicted
with chronic diseases, to change the air and soil—¢In morbis longis
solum mutare.” It would be going out of my province to speak of
the benefits of travelling in any other moral point of view than that
which is connected with the restoration of health : I shall, therefore,
proceed to a consideration of the effects of this combination of mental
and corporeal exercise on our bodily functions.

Physical Effects.—The first beneficial influence of travelling is
perceptible in the state of our corporeal feelings. 1If they were pre-
viously in a state of morbid acuteness, as they generally are in ill
health, they are rendered less sensible. The eye, which was before
annoyed by a strong light, soon becomes capable of bearing it without
inconvenience ; and so of hearing, and the other senses. In short,
morbid sensibility of the nervous system generally is obtunded, or
reduced. This is brought about by more regular and free exposure
to all atmospheric impressions and changes than before, and that
under a condition of body, from exercise, which renders these impres-
sions quite harmless. Of this we see the most striking examples in
those who travel among the Alps. Delicate females and sensitive
invalids, who, at home, were highly susceptible of every change of
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temperature and other states of the atmosphere, will undergo extreme
vicissitudes among the mountains, with little inconvenience. I will
offer an example or two in illustration. In the menth of August,
1823, the heat was excessive at Geneva and all the way along the
defiles of the mountains, till we got.to Chamouni, where we were, at
once, among ice and snow, with a fall of 40 or more degtees of the
thermometer, experienced in the course of a few hours, between mid-
day at Salenche, and evening at the foot of the Glaciers in Chamouni.
There were upwards of fifty travellers here, many of whom were
females and invalids ; yet none suffered inconvenience from this rapid
atmospheric transition. This was still more remarkable in the jour-
ney from Martigny to the great St. Bernard. On our way up, through
the deep valleys, we had the thermometer at 92° of reflected heat for
three hours. I never felt it much hotter in the East Indies. At nine
o’clock that night, while wandering about the Hospice of the St. Ber-
pard, the thermometer fell to six degrees below the freezing point,
and we were half frozen in the cheerless apartments of the monastery.
There were upwards of forty travellers there—some of them in very
delicate health; and yet not a single cold was caught, nor any dimi-
nution of the usual symptoms of a good appetite for breakfast next
morning. :

This was like a change from Calcutta to Melville Island in one
short day! So much for the ability to bear heat and cold by journey-
ing among the Alps. Let us see how hygrometrical and barometrical
changes are borne. A very large concourse of travellers started at
day-break from the village of Chamouni to ascend the Montanvert and
Mer de Glace. The morning was beautiful ; but, before we got two-
thirds up the Montanvert, a tremendous storm of wind and rain came
on us, without a quarter of an hour’s notice, and we were drenched
to the skin in a very few minutes. Some of the party certainly turned
tail ; and one Hypochondriac nearly threw me over a precipice, while
rushing past me in his precipitate retreat to the village. The majority,
however, persevered, and reached the Chalet, dripping wet, with the
thermometer below the freezing point. There was no possibility of
warming or drying ourselves here; and, therefore, many of us pro-
ceeded on to the Mer de Glace, and then wandered on the ice till our
clothes were dried by the natural heat of our bodies. The next morn-
ing’s muster for the passage over the Col de Balme shewed no dam-
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age from the Montanvert expedition. Even the Hypochondriac above-
mentioned regained his courage over a bottle of Champagne in the
evening at the comfortable ¢ Union,” and mounted his mule next morn-
ing to cross the Col de Balme. This day’s journey shewed, in a most
striking manner, the acquisition of strength which travelling confers
on the invalid. The ascent to the summit of this mountain pass is
extremely fatiguing ; but the labour is compensated by one of the
sublimest views from its highest ridge, which the eye of man ever be-
held. 'The valley of Chamouni lies behind, with Mont Blanc and sur-
rounding mountains apparently within a stone’s throw, the cold of the
Glaciers producing a most bracing effect on the whole frame. In
front, the Valley of the Rhone, flanked on each side by snow-clad
Alps, which, at first sight, are taken for ranges of white clouds, pre-
sents one of the most magnificent views in Switzerland, or in the
world. The sublime and the beautiful are here protended before the
eye, in every direction, and in endless variety, so that the traveller
lingers on this elevated mountain pass, lost in amazement at the en-
chanting scenery by which he is surrounded on every point of the
compass. The descent on the Martigny side, was the hardest day’s
labour I ever endured in my life—yet there were three or four invalids
with us, whose lives were scarcely worth a year’s purchase when they
left England, and who went through this laborious, and somewhat
hazardous descent, sliding, tumbling and rolling over rocks and through
mud, without the slightest ultimate injury. When we got to the goat-
herds’ sheds in the valley below, the heat was tropical, and we all
threw ourselves on the ground and slept soundly for two hours—
rising refreshed to pursue our journey.

Now these and many other facts which I could adduce, offer incon-
testible proof how much the morbid susceptibility to transitions from
heat to cold—from drought to drenchings—is reduced by travelling.
The vicissitudes and exertions which I have described would lay up
half the effeminate invalids of London, and kill, or almost frighten to
death, many of those who cannot expose themselves to a breath of
cold or damp air, without coughs or rheumatisms, in this country.

The next effect of travelling which I shall notice, is its influence on
the organs of digestion. 'This is so decided and obvious, that I shall
not dwell on the subject. The appetite is not ‘only increased ; but
the powers of digestion and assimilation are greatly augmented. A
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man may eat and drink things while travelling, which would make
him quite ill in ordinary life.

These unequivocally good effects of travelling on the digestive
organs, account satisfactorily for the various other beneficial influences
on the constitution at large. Hence dyspepsia, and the thousand
wretched sensations and nervous affections thereon dependent, vanish
before persevering exercise in travelling, and new life is imparted to
the whole system, mental and corporeal. 1In short, I am quite posi-
tive that the most inveterate dyspepsia (where no organic disease has
taken place) would be completely removed, with all its multiform sym-
pathetic torments, by a journey of two or three thousand miles through
Switzerland, Germany, or any other country, conducted on the prin-
ciple of combining active with passive exercise in the open air, in such
proportions as would suit the individual constitution and the previous
habits of life.

There is but one other effect of travelling to which I shall allude,
before I close this section ; but I think it is a very important one—if
not the most important of all. It is the influence which constant
change of air exerts on the blood itself. Every one knows the bene-
fits which are derived from change of air, in many diseases, when that
change is only from one part to another, a few miles separated. Nay,
it is proved, beyond all possibility of doubt, that the change from what
is considered a good, to what is thought a bad air, is often attended
with marked good effects. Hence it is very reasonable to conclude,
that the mere change of one kind of air for another has an exhilarating
or salutary effect on the animal economy. Itis true, that we have no
instruments to ascertain in what consists this difference of one air
from another, since the composition of the atmosphere appears to be
nearly the same on all points of earth and ocean. But we know, from
observation, that there are great differences in air, as far as its effects
on the human frame are concerned. Hence it would appear that the
individual, confined to one particular air, be it ever so pure, languishes
at length, and is bettered by a change. The idea is supported by
analogy. The stomach, if confined to one species of food, however
wholesome, will, in time, languish and fail to derive that nutriment
from it, which it would do, if the species of food were occasionally
changed. The ruddy complexion then of travellers, and of those who
are constantly moving from place to place, as stage-coachmen, for
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example, does not, I think, solely depend on the mere action of the
open air on the face, but also on the influence which change of air
exerts on the blood itself in the lungs. I conceive, then, that what
Boerhaave says of exercise, may be safely applied to change of air.
‘Eo magis et densum, et purpurewn sanguinem esse, quo validius
homo se exercuerit motu, musculorum.” It is to this constant change
of air, as well as to the constant exercise of the muscles, that I attrib-
ute the superiority of the plan of travelling which I have proposed,
over that which is usually adopted-—where HEALTH is the entire ob-
ject.  On this account, I would recommend some of my fair country-
women, (who have leisure as well as means,) to improve the languid
states of their circulation, and the delicacy, or, more correctly speak-
ing, the pallor of their complexions, by a system of exercise in the
open air, that may give colour to their cheeks, firmness to their mus-
cles, tone to their nerves, and energy to their minds.”*

* Dr. Johnson on Indigestion.



(31 )

CHANGE OF AIR,

AN

AUTUMNAL EXCURSION,

&c. &c. &c.
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THE STEAMER.

On many a former occasion, the receding cliffs of old England
have called forth—

“The voice of sorrow from the bursting heart.”

When the vessel’s prow turned to foreign and unhealthy climes—
when the dangers of the sea and the violence of the enemy,” were
absorbed i the wretchedness of parting from all that human nature
holds dear—when the stern mandates of war compelled the youth of
Britain to spend the prime of life in traversing the ocean or campaign-
ing on hostile shores—then the separation from friends and native
home excited feelings which, in periods of peace, cannot be recognized
or appreciated. But it is a wise ordination of Nature that TiME and
the frequent repetition of impressions the most dolorous, render the
sensations thereby excited less and less vivid, till at length they are
scarcely perceptible. 'We may remember these impressions and sensa-
tions, but we cannot recal them—that is, we cannot renew them. There
is, perhaps, nearly as much pleasure in the mellowed recollection of
these triste emotions, after a lapse of years, as there was pain on their
first occurrence. The remembrance of storms weathered, dangers
escaped, battles survived, misfortunes overcome, excites a pleasing,
though somewhat melancholy musing in the mind, which those who
have not experienced human vicissitudes can never know. With the
assurance of this fact, Aineas cheered his terrified and desponding
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countrymen and shipmates, in the dreadful hurricane off the coast of
Carthage : —

———— Forsan et hee olim meminisse juvabit.

There was nothing, however, in the present voyage, if it deserves that
name, to call forth melancholy reflections. No passion perturbed the
mind—no cloud overcast the sky—scarcely a ripple was seen on the
surface of the ocean. Dover Castle and the neighbouring batteries
arrested not the attention ; but Shakspeare’s Cliff can never be dis-
sociated from one of the sublimest passages which the poet ever
penned. Never was description more exaggerated than in this in-
stance ! A cliff by no means perpendicular, and not more than 150 or
200 feet high, is painted as one of the most frightful precipices that
eye ever ventured to look over.

the murmuring surge
That on th’ unnumbered idle pebbles chafes,
Can scarce be heard so high!

Many a time have I saton the edge of this cliff, and distinguished the
smallest pebbles on the beach, though the bard diminishes the crows
and choughs ¢ that wing the midway air” to the size of beetles! The
only three places which I have ever seen to come at all near the poets’
representation of Dover Cliffs were the Eastern side of the Rock of
Gibraltar, the spectator being placed near O’Hara’s Tower—LADDER
Hirr in St. Helena, looking down from the Battery into the Sea—and
the Cliffs overhanging the Mediterranean, or several parts of the new
road between Genoa and Nice, especially near MoNacuo. These
precipices are at least six times the height of Dover Cliffs and ’tis
really “fearful and dizzy” to cast one’s eye over the horrid
boundaries ! .

I have said there was scarcely a ripple on the surface of the ocean,
and yet the vessel was cleaving the tide at the rate of eight miles
an hour! He who has broiled for a fortnight or three weeks on the
Equator—

“ When not a breath disturbed the deep serene,
And not a cloud o’ercast the solemn seene,”

can hardly fail to bless the man who first invented sTEAM—who com-
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pelled into strange and unnatural union two conflicting elements, fire
and water, from which he conjured, with magic wand, a third element,
more powerful than either or both its parents ! Of the wonders which
steam has worked in the useful arts of PEACE it is unnecessary to
speak. Of the revolutions which it may effect in the destructive art of
WAR, yon solitary tower on the heights of Boulogne, with all its tu-
multous recollections, and certain late harangues in the CHAMBER of
Deruries, are calculated to awaken some feverish anticipations. A
martial deputy has hinted to an admiring audience, that sTEAM will
effect that which the elements have hitherto prevented—the subjuga-
tion of England. And how ? By bringing the physical strength and
moral courage of Frenchmen into immediate contact with the (inferior,
of course) physical power and personal courage of Britons! The
delicacy of such a conclusion need not be animadverted on ; but the
validity of it should be tried by sober history rather than by a heated
imagination. Putting aside the various collisions that have taken
place between the two nations, from the sands of Egypt to the plains
of Waterloo,

“ On stormy floods or carnage-covered fields,”

let us only glance at the naval side of the question. The first conflict,
in the revolutionary war, was between the NympHE and CLEOPATRA
—two frigates equal in metal, while the French ship had one-third
more men than the English. The action was fought ¢ yard-arm and
yard-arm”—then changed to boarding—and the terrific contest and
carnage terminated on the decks of the Frenchman, where the English
hauled down the tri-coloured flag :—but then there was no steain to
bring the GauL and the Briton into closer contact! From single
ships up to large fleets it was still the same—the invariable tactics of
the French were, to fight at “long balls”—that of the English at
sclose quarters.” Napoleon’s choicest fleet was moored within
cable’s length of the shore in Aboukir Bay. Nelson anchored a great
many of his ships between the Frenchmen and the shore. 'The battle
was fought ¢ yard-arm and yard-arm”—the French fleet was captured
of burnt—but the steam was wanting to bring the  physical strength
and moral courage” of Frenchmen to bear on Englishmen !
History seems to have yielded no wisdom to the martial Deputy.
It would be vain to tell him that a million of men in arms—-and those
6
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men Britons, on their own shores, fighting for their hearths and
altars, would not be easily subdued by the largest army which his
master Napoleon ever brought into the field. Steam only is wanting
to waft an army across the Channel, and victory is certain! Now
the aspirations after steam, must imply the superiority of the English
fleet at the moment of invasion ; for of what use would steam be, if
the invaders had possession of the sea, and could choose their own
time and place of landing? But, while the English fleet is superior,
steam cannot effect the purpose of the Deputy. Boulogne Harbour,
the only place where troops could possibly embark in flat-bottomed
vessels, can contain no ships of war, and if a flotilla, impelled by
steam, attempted to cross the Channel, it would be inevitably destroy-
ed. It could only make the attempt in a slorm, when the English
ships were blown into the Downs ; or during a calm, when their sails
were useless. The former is impossible—the latter would be dis-
comfited by steam itself—for English engines will never be wanting
to tow a sufficient number of frigates or line-of-battle-ships into the
track of the flotilla—and then their destination would be speedily de-
cided. Those who reached the British shore would land with their
arms reversed, and their hopes of conquest vanished into air——
thin air. Allowing, therefore, that Gallic muscle and nerve are
constructed of better materials than the same parts in Britain, steam
will never afford them a field for their superiority. Machinery will
be opposed to machinery ; and, for various reasons, the British is
likely to be best. Never will it be possible to construct men, of
war with the addition of steam machinery and paddles. A few
broadsides would soon render steam not only useless, but dangerous.
Steam may prove useful in towing ships of war—but never can mix
with cannon and gunpowder. Itis to be hoped, however, that two
nations of equal moral courage and physical force will only contend, in
future, for the mastery in arts, science, and literature—leaving war
and all its disastrous consequences to barbarians, who have little inter-
nal happiness to lose and all their martial renown to acquire. The proud
laurel will not grow on either side of the Channel, except beneath the
shadow of the mournful cypress or funereal yew—and that at the ex-
pense of the peaceful orLive! May the latter be cultivated ex-
clusively by France and England during the remainder of the present
century !



LA BELLE FRANCE. 35

CALAIS.

Is this the once celebrated fortress, where long sieges were sus-
tained and powerful armies repulsed? Yes! Let any one walk
round its ramparts, and he will acknowledge they exhibit a complete
picture of desolation and decay! The moats are choaked up with
mud and weeds—the walls are rapidly crumbling down into the fosse
—the outworks are scarcely cognizable among the grass with which
they are overgrown! Fuit Ilium! The interior of the town pre-
sents a very different aspect. English intercourse, or rather English
money, has paved its streets, and even placed some flags along their
sides—Ilighted its lamps——spread carpets on its floors—silver forks on
its tables—nay, constructed water-closets in its gardens, the greatest
wonder of all! Lastly, the English have introduced into this, and
many other towns of France, a certain noun of multitude; without a
name in the French language—comrort ; for which they are amply
re-paid in a certain article which they have generously presented to
their mother country—INGRATITUDE !

LA BELLE FRANCE.

Of all the countries which these eyes have yet beheld—

A gadibus usque
Auroram et gangem——

La BeLLe France is the most uninteresting. The flowers—nay
even the flatness of Holland—with all its smooth canals and shaded
dykes (those monuments of industry)—its fertile fields—its neat and
cleanly towns—its painted houses, varnished furniture, and broad-
based, thick-headed inhabitants, excite a variety of emotions, and
those generally of a pleasant kind, in the mind of the traveller—but
FraNce, from the Pyrenees to the Rhine, from the Jura to the At-
lantic, from Antibes to Calais, presents very few spots indeed, com-
pared with her vast extent of surface, on which the eye can rest, with
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either pleasure or admiration.* = Her mountains are destitute of sub-
limity—her vallies of beauty. ~Her roads are still, in most places, and
at the best, but narrow, rude, and rugged chaussées, bordered, on each
side, with mud in Winter, and sand in Summer ; less calculated to
“speed the soft intercourse” among her inhabitants, than to demolish
the springs of carriages, and to dislocate the joints of travellers—de-
signed, apparently, to check very effectually the ¢ march of intellect,”
by causing a concussion of the brain at every step! Her fields,
though fertile, are fenceless, and slovenly cultivated, presenting a bald
and frigid aspect. Her vINEYARDS, even in the Bordelais, along the
smiling borders of the Garonne, resemble plantations of turnips when
compared with these on the romantic banks of the Rhine, the sloping
glades of Italy, or the upland scenes of Madeira. Her gentlemen’s
country-seats are in Paris ; and their chateaus are—in ruins—

«With nettles skirted and with moss o’ergrown.” |

Her horses are rough, ugly, pot-bellied, ill-tempered, sour-counten-
anced, hard-working animals—the harness never cleaned or greased
from the moment of its first construction till its final dissolution by
winds and rains—her stage-waggons, y,cleped ¢ Diliger.ces,” are
loco-motive prisons or pontons, in which the travelleris pressed, pound-
ed, and, what is worse than all, poisoned with mephitic gases and nox-
ious exhalations evolved from above, below, and around.f Her pro-

* Even John Bell, from novelty and non-acquaintance with other countries, has
launched out in extrayagant praises of  fair and fertile France.” His description
of the scenery between Paris and Lyons is a caricature that will be very gratifying
to Frenchmen—but it isa false picture. Excepting the banks of the Saone, be-
tween Macon and Lyons, the country is any thing but interesting. The spirited
autheress of ““Rome in the 19th Century,” has drawn a more accurate picture, when
she tells us that—“France is the most unpicturesque country in Europe. It is
every where bounded by beauty, (the Alps, the Pyrenees, the Jura Mountains, &c.)
but the country these grand boundaries inclose is remarkably devoid of beauty and
interest. It is a dull picture set in a magnificent frame.”—Vol. 1. p. 36,

1 It is very seldom that we meet with a foreigner, and especially a Frenchman,
who has not a “ smoky chimney.” What with garlic dishes, rancid oils, everlasting
cigars, and total inattention to mouth-washing, our Continental fellow-voyageurs are
any thing but agreeable companions in a closed up diligence during the night !
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vincial villages, towns, and even cities, are emblems of dulness :—
long, narrow streets, with solitary lamps suspended at mournful dis-
tances in the middle, as if to point out the kennel that runs in the
centre below, fraught with every kind of filth—mnouses as if they had
been shaken in a bag, and then jumbled together without regard to
order, architecture, or any kind of regularity—tawdry painted exteriors,
and cheerless, gloomy interiors—rLoors without carpets, and hearths
without grates—windows admitting as much air as light—fires without
heat ; easily kindled, rapidly consumed, and dearly paid for !—bell-
ropes without bells, and servants without attendance—tables covered
with a profusion of ““dishes tortured from their native taste,” and ter-
rible to think of, much more to swallow !—vegetables drowned in oil
or butter for the third or fourth course, and, after the Englishman has
made a wretched dinner, like a cannibal—wine like vinegar in the land
of grapes ! ! —lastly, the srrr, (for I speak of hotels) a never-failing
dessert, and often as griping as the wine, is modestly and conscien-
tiously charged double, or nearly so, to the unfortunate Angrors, who
has not eaten a tithe of what his voracious Gallic messmates have
consumed and pocketed !

On the inhabitants of France it is not my intention to make many
remarks. When I acknowledge that the men are brave and the women
beautiful, I apprehend they will give me ample latitude to say any
thing else that I may choose respecting them.  If I were to qualify
the bravery of the male sex with a dash of the bravado—the beauty of
the females with a tincture of incontinence——and both with a tolerable
destitution of religious feeling, it would be no great deviation from
truth—and no great insult to either. But, in fact, I have no reason
to rail against the French. They are not only civilized, but a civil and
polite people by nature, or, at all events, by habit and education ; and,
considering the political animosity generated and fostered, not only by
a long and sanguinary war, but also by a humiliating peace between
the two nations, it is exceedingly creditable to the French to see the
urbanity and politeness with which they treat their rough and uncom-
promising British neighbours. ~After making all due allowance for the
influence of English gold, which is showered down on every province
of France, there is still an amenity in their manners which is very far be-
yond the confines of this metallic meridian, and which does great honor
to the domestic character of the French people. - In respect to intelli-
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gence, I am of opinion, notwithstanding the hardy asseverations to the
contrary, that, taking rank for rank, there is more scientific information
diffused among the French than among the English. ~ And why not ?
Education is of more easy access there than here—to which may be
added the fact that, the French have much less employment on hand
than their British neighbours, and far more time for the acquisition of
literature and science. It would be unreasonable, and I think unjust,
to assert that they have less desire to learn, or less capacity for knowl-
edge than their neighbours.

Be this as it may, with all their intelligence, ingenuity, and vivacity,
the French are a century behind the English in almost every art or
science which conduces to the comforts, the conveniences—nay, the
necessaries of life.

As to the religious and moral character of our Gallic brethren, I do
not feel inclined to speak. It has been somewhat keenly remarked
by an acute modern traveller that— It is the want of genuine piety
that is at the bottom of all the faults in the French character. Any re-
ligion is better than none ; and shuddering as I did at the total absence
of all such feelings in France, I looked back with less emotions of
disgust to the absurd superstitions of Italy—to her bones of martyred
saints, and the votive offerings that surround her altars.”—Sketches of
Italy.

That either or both these countries should be selected by so many
thousand English families for the education of their children during a
residence of years in succession, is one of the ¢ Sians of the TimEs.”
It is a culture which will bring forth blessed fruit for all parties in due
time! But more of this hereafter.

PARIS.

One would suppose, from the height of the houses and the narrow-
ness of the streets, that the value of ground, for building, was enor-
mous in France, and especially near Paris. Yet, for five or six miles
around the French metropolis, till you come close to the barriers,
there is scarcely a house to be seen! You are as much in the coun-
try when you pass the barrier of St. Dennis as if you were one hun-
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dred miles from Paris! In no one point of view is the contrast be-
tween the British and Gallic capitals so striking as in this.

The sociability of the French, and dissociability of the English are
read in the geographical faces of the two countries, without examining
the moral habits of the people themselves. The French are all con-
gregated into hamlets, towns, and cities—a detached house or cottage
being quite a rarity to be seen. The English, on the contrary, delight
and pride themselves on separation. Hence the whole surface of the
country is studded with villas and insulated dwellings of every descrip-
tion. The English concentrate in towns and cities chiefly for the sake
of BusiNEss, and sigh for the country whenever that business is trans-
acted. Even the metropolis affords an illustration of this proposition
—except during the season, when the IDLERs concentrate annually
from all parts of the kingdom to dissipate the health and wealth they
had acquired or accumulated in the country.

Pauis is rapidly improving in appearance since the termination of the
war, and the commencement of intercourse with the English. Several
portions of the larger streets are imitating London by the acquisition
of flag-stones for trottoirs, and gutters at the sides instead of the mid-
dle. Nothing, however, but a most destructive fire and a Gallic Nasu
can rescue Paris from the humiliation of presenting a striking contrast
to London in the breadth and cleanliness of the streets—the comfort
and security of pedestrians. The misery inflicted on the immense
class of peripatetics in Paris, by the sharp stones of the pavé, continu-
ally reminds one of the tortures experienced by Peter Pindar’s Pilgrim,
while hobbling along the road,

“Damning the souls and bodies of the peas,”

with which his shoes were filled as a penance for his sins! But the
Fire-insurance Companies are the Goths and Vandals that will keep
the streets of Paris in darkness for ages yet to come. There is now no
chance of the good old times of NERro, who warmed, widened, and il-
luminated the streets of Rome, while fiddling to the moving multitude
from his palace on the Palatine Hill !

Considering that Paris is the general rendezvous of idlers, not only
from all parts of France, but from all parts of Europe—and seeing
with what ingenuity the inhabitants have contrived to render that live-
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ly metropolis the most attractive emporium of pleasure in the world,
and, at the same time, the cheapest ; it cannot be wondered at that so
many thousands of our countrymen and women, over whom indul-
gence of the senses bears greater sway than any feelings of patriotism,
should make Paris their abode. Whether this step be conducive to
the welfare of their families brought up under the influence of Conti-
nental habits and example, I shall enquire farther on. In the mean
time, it is to be hoped that a tax will be imposed on all expatriations
not dependent on ill-health, official duties, or narrow circumstances.

In walking from East to West, both in London and Paris, the march
of intellect, of architecture, of elegance, and of convenience, is plainly
perceptible. 'The contrast between Little East Cheap and Regent
Street, is not more striking than between the Cité and Rue Rivoli.
While following the stream of the Seine, narrow, dirty, and gloomy
streets often open out suddenly into lines of splendid palaces, still,
however, mixed, backed and flanked with the miserable lanes and
abodes of poverty. The Boursk, the rival of Neptune’s Temple at
Pcestum, is surrounded with filthy lanes and alleys.  Paris may well
be proud of this building. It is probably the most noble modern edi-
fice now existing.  The construction of this splendid fabric has pro-
duced a curious and very disagreeable effect. The moment it is en-
tered, a noise resembling that of the distant roaring of the sea in a
storm is heard, even when there are but few people moving about and
conversing on the floor. This noise is really distressing to the unac-
customed ear, and is heard fully as loud on the basement as in the
galleries above.

FONTAINBLEAU.

Already have we (for I speak of a party) broken through the mal-
habits imposed by the tyrant custom of Modern Babylon. Instead of
repairing to bed at one o’elock in the morning, and spending eight or
ten hours in fitful dreams and feverish excitement, without any real re-
freshment, we now dine, or rather sup, at 8 o’clock, when the Jjourney
is concluded—go to repose at 10—and sleep without interruption till
6 in the morning, when we are able to spring from our couches with
renovated strength and spirits. This systematic mode of living is prob-
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ably one of the principal causes of the salubrity of travelling. Among
the many curious effects resulting from this species of exercise, I shall
remark two which are deserving of notice. Travelling produces a
considerable diminution of weight in most people who combine the ac-
tive with the passive species of exercise—apparently by promoting ab-
sorption of fat. A little pampered dog that made one of the party, lost
flesh, or rather fat daily, while allowed to run up the hills when the car-
riages were proceeding slowly. = Our paunchy aldermen ought to trav-
el through Switzerland, eating little and walking much, by which they
would certainly return, in due time, to human shape.

The other effect of travelling is very curious, and has not been no-
ticed, as far as I am acquainted, by any writer. It is this—that the
exercise of body taken on the road, or while wandering about seeing
objects of curiosity, is not favourable to intellectual operations. Itis
probable that a high range of health, indeed, is incompatible with the
most vigorous exertion of the mind, and that this last both requires and
induces a standard of health somewhat below par. It would not be
difficult to shew that the majority of those who have left behind them
imperishable monuments of their intellectual powers and exertions,
were people of weak bodily health.  Virgil, Horace, Voltaire, Pope,
and a thousand others might be quoted in illustration. Be this as it
may, it is certain that travelling exercise, while it so much improves all
the bodily functions, unhinges and unfits the mind, pro lempore, for the
vigorous exercise of its higher faculties. I much doubt whether the
immortal effusions of Byron were penned immediately after the im-
pressions were made on his mind by the Rhine, the Alps, the lakes of
Helvetia, the ruins of Italy and of Greece, with all their classical and
historical associations. But the first excitement being over, the memo-
ry of scenes and circumstances, together with the reflections and rec-
ollections attendant thereon, furnish an ardent mind with rich materi-
als and trains of thought that may, by gifted individuals, be converted
into language, and thus conveyed to thousands.

Pure DESCRIPTION is, perhaps, the humblest species of mental ex-
ercise. It is little more than the notation or record of impressions re-
ceived through the medium of the senses—as those resulting from a
rugged road, a steep mountain, or a rapid river. It requires but see-
ing, hearing, feeling, tasting, and smelling, with moderate knowledge,
attention, and some command of language, to be able to convey to

7
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others descriptions of what we ourselyes have seen or felt, as far at
least as these can be conveyed in words. It indicates a more active
state of the intellect, when we come to reflect on the impressions con-
veyed by the senses. Thus, in some minds, the sight of a rapid stream
or a foaming cataract, would lead to a contemplation of that mysteri-
ous law by which every particle of matter on the surface of the globe
is urged towards its centre—and by which, of course, a fluid is com-
pelled to move onwards to the common destination, when the solid
body on which it rests deviates from the horizontal line. This, again,
would induce reflections on the wonderful operation of the same law
(gravitation) by which the waters that fall from the clouds are col-
lected from millions of divergent points, to re-unite in one common
central mass, the lake or the ocean, whence they are to ascend once
more into the clouds, and run the same perpetual round to the end of
time.

Such descriptions and reflections are, no doubt, compatible with the
bustle and distraction of TrRAVELLING ; but when we come to the high-
er intellectual operations—descriptions of human nature itself, with all,
its passions, and the consequences of those passions—such as we see
in Lord Byron’s works, then there is reason to believe that the said
operations required and had the advantage of leisure, repose, or even
solitude, with a certain degree of tranquility of mind, before they were
executed. That this was the case, may be inferred from his own
words. When alluding to the Lake of Geneva, he says,

“There is too much of man here, to look through
‘With a fit mind the might which I behold ;—

But soon in me shall loneliness renew

Thoughts hid, but not less cherished than of old!”

JOIGNY.

We were now in the very heart of the wine country—the head-
quarters of Baccuus—where generous Burgundy was flowing in every
direction, being the height of the vintage. Yet the towns and villages
presented the very image of desolation, poverty, and despair! Before
retiring to rest, I wandered over this ancient town ; and so squalid a
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picture of want and decay I never beheld on this side of the Alps. It
seemed as if the conscription of Napoleon was still in full operation—
as if all effective strength—every thing that could carry a musket,
serve for a mark to be shot at, or furnish any materiel of war, had been
swept away, and nothing left but old men and women, dirty children,
the sick and the lame, to cultivate the fields! The houses appeared
to be mouldering into dust, and the people to be half-starved. Doubt-
less the dreadfully depressed: state of the wine trade in France, for
many years past, has led to this superlative degree of misery and
poverty among the inhabitants of those provinces where the grape is
the staple commodity. It has been stated, on good authority, that, in
many of the vine-countries, the wine was not worth more than the cask
in which it was contained. If we may judge by the wretched appear-
ance of the people and of the towns in Burgundy, and more especially
by Joigny and the neighbouring villages, we might conclude that the
wine was not worth more than the hoops of the cask! I wish the En-
glish farmers, a race of beings that have been characterized for grum-
bling and discontent ever since the days of Virgil—

«( Fortunatos nimium si sua bona nbrint,”

could be dropped down in the heart of France, Spain, or Italy, for one
week, to stare, and starve, and growl, and gripe, on the sour wine and
sandy bread of their continental neighbours! Surely they would hail
the chalky cliffs of their native Isle with pleasure, and enjoy the roast
beef and brown stout of Old England with a better relish than they
had ever done before. ¢ Rem carendo, non fruendo, cognoscimus.”

THE JURA MOUNTAINS—PAYS DE VAUD.

To traverse “the long rough road” between Paris and Poligny, is
bad enough—to describe it would be worse—but the penalty of read-
ing such descriptions would be worst of all! Vet Reichard and Mrs.
Starke inflict this last punishment on thousands of their countrymen
and women annually ! Such descriptions are, after all, the only things
on the dull and dreary track, which are calculated to amuse the travel-
ler. It is really wonderful how these and other writers have been
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able to invest the country with beauties which have no existence but
in their own imaginations.

It was a great violation of the unity of French monotony and of the
Genius of Geeography, to annex the Jura Mountains to France. They
appear the natural boundary between that country and Switzerland,
and partake much more of the geological features of the latter than of
the former territory. This chain of mountains presents many beau-
tiful prospects—but none more joyful to the traveller than that which.
is seen from the heights above Poligny—because it is a farewell to
France! He who has pilgrimaged from Calais to this place, will feel
the invigorating influence of the mountain air, as soon as he begins to
ascend from the stupid, though fertile and vine-clad plains of Bur-
gundy and Franche Compté.  Should the route of the Rhine be pro-
hibited, I had rather go round by the Cape of Good Hope to Switzer-
land, than traverse France another time! It is really refreshing to
see even a goitre or a short petticoat (some approach to Swiss cos-
tume) after the clattering sabot, the bas bleu, the coarse jacket, the
mahogany complexion, the horrible caps, and the downright ugly fea-
tures which so generally meet the eye among the French peasantry.

The great military road winds up and along precipices—through
magnificent forests of beech and pine—the rivulets are heard foaming
over ledges of rock—while innumerable alpine shrubs and flowers un-
fold their varying tints and hues to Summer suns and Winter snows.
From Champagnole to Les Russes, the scenery is very interesting—
and, in several places, is even fine. The descent to Morez and the
ascent to Les Russes present some extremely romantic spots—espe-
cially a valley on the right hand soon after leaving Morez, where Ras-
selas might have been placed, and the picture, as far as geographical
scenery is concerned, drawn from Nature itself.

But the attractive points of the Jura are those from whence the
traveller catches the first view of the Lake of Geneva, the Pays de
Vaud, and surrounding Alps.

’T'was at this instant—while there glow’d
This last intensest gleam of light—
Suddenly through the opening road
The valley burst upon my sight!
That glorious valley, with its lake,
And Alps on Alps in clusters swelling,
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Mighty and pure, and fit to make
The ramparts of a Godhead’s dwelling!-——Moore.

The Savoy, or opposite side of the lake attracts most attention.
The immense chain of Alps, with the monarch of mountains (Mont
Blanc) at their head, presents three very different, and tolerably de-
fined zones or regions. The first is the snowy region, undulated like
white fleecy clouds, on an autumnal evening, and so much resembling
them, that it is only by waiting some time, that the distinction can be
ascertained. In this region Mont Blanc still preserves his superiority
—and from the Jura this superiority is more striking than from any
other point that I have seen in Switzerland. It is curious that the
higher the spectator is placed, the higher this monarch of the Alps
appears. Thus, from the Valley of Chamouni, at the foot of Mont
Blanc, the height of that mountain seems by no means remarkable ;
though the vasiness of the immense pile is peculiarly so. But from
the Jura, the altitude of the mountain is something incredible.

The next band or region is of a dark blue colour, interspersed with
many white points or perpendicular lines, and the naked eye cannot
distinguish the parts of which this region is composed. A good tele-
scope plainly shews that it is the region of wood, rock, glacier and
torrent. 'The woods, which are chiefly pine, together with the naked
rocks and the haze which hangs about the woods, give this region the
dark blue tint. The torrents, the glaciers, and the white cliffs reflect
the rays of the evening sun, and account for the bright points and per-
pendicular lines in the landscape.

The lowest range or zone is that of cultivation—or, more properly
speaking, of FERTILITY—for every spot of the middle region, on which
the hand of industry can bear, is cultivated in some way or other.
The Savoy side of the lake is neither so fertile nor so well managed
as the Pays de Vaud; but still the telescope, and even the naked eye
ranges over vineyards, corn fields, gardens, plantations—in short,
over every kind of agriculture, down to the waters’ edge—presenting
a succession of habitations, from the simple chalet perched on the
edge of a precipice, or hanging, as it were, over the edge of a cliff,
down to the beautiful villa reposing on the banks of the Leman, and re-
flected from the surface of the glassy lake.

The eye at length comes down to the lake itself, stretching, like an
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immense mirror, from Geneva on the right to Vevay and Chillon on
the extreme left. These last two reflect the beams of the setting sun,
and are clearly seen from the gorge of the Jura with the naked
eye. The lake itself, forty-seven miles in length, sweeps round in a
crescent, bearing on its smooth bosom a great variety of vessels,
gliding quietly along, loaded with the local commerce of the surround-
ing shores. Among these the sTEAMER daily ploughs its rapid course,
and without that long train of smoke which has given such a shock to
the sensibility, or rather sentimentality of northern tourists round the
borders of Loch Lomond. Wood is used instead of coal, and the
traveller has an excellent opportunity of thus viewing the magnifi-
cent scenery of Lake Leman in one day, with no fatigue and very
little expense.

Lastly, the Pays pe Vaup, one of the best cultivated and fertile
slopes in Switzerland, lies directly beneath us, stretching from the
Jura to the waters’ side—varying in breadth from six to eight miles—
covered with vineyards, corn fields, orchards and gardens—and inter-
spersed with towns, villages, and villas. The new road down the
Jura from Vattry to Rolle, is cut in such graceful windings, rather
than in acute zig-zags, that the horses go at full gallop along the
greater part of it—the traveller retaining a full view of the fairy scene
the whole way to the verge of the lake. From thence to Geneva, a
distance of about 14 miles, the drive is beautiful. The view of the
Jura on one side, and the Savoy mountains on the other—the pellucid
waters of the lake breaking, with gentle murmur, on the golden sands
along the very edge of the road—the beams of the setting sun gilding
the snowy summits of the high Alps, and playing on glaciers, cliffs,

“ And glittering streams high gleaning from afar’—

harmonizing with the freshness of the air, the serenity of the scene,
the neatness of the cottages, the honest and cheerful countenances of
the inhabitants, form a combination of magnificence and tranquility
that defies the power of description, either in prose or verse. It was
on this very spot, and at this time of evening, that Moore was excited
to the following effusion :—

No, never shall I lose the trace
Of what I've felt in this bright place;
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And should my spirit’s hope grow weak,

Should I, Oh God! e’er doubt thy power,
This mighty scene again I'll seek,

At this same calm and glowing hour,
And here, at the sublimest shrine

That Nature ever reared to thee,
Rekindle all that hope divine,

And feel my immortality!

The sun-beams hovered round the hoary head of Mont Blanc for
full half an hour after their parent source had sunk behind the Jura.
The “refulgent lamp of night” then rose in splendour, and poured
her column of silver light over the rippling wave direct upon us, while
we galloped along the winding shores to the gates of Geneva.

Although the physical character and costume of the Swiss people
do not exhibit such a striking contrast with the character and costume
of the French, as the geographical features of Switzerland with those
of France—yet the contrast is great, even in the Pays de Vaud,
where the two people touch. 'The complexions change to a healthier
tint, owing, no doubt, to air, exercise, and cleanliness. The Swiss
are ten times more industrious than the French, and had they half the
fertility of soil, they would be ten times richer than their prouder
neighbours. As it is, with all their rocks, and snows, and glaciers,
and lakes, and forests, they are infinitely more comfortable as to food,
drink, clothing, and most of the necessaries of life—and all this from
INDUSTRY, which invariably brings in its train HEALTH, WEALTH, and
HAPPINEss. 'That this industry is much connected with, or dependent
on religious and political institutions, there can be no doubt. Pror-
ESTANTISM seems to lead as naturally to PROPERTY, through the me-
dium of industry, as PoPERY leads to PoVERTY, through the medium
of idleness! The two sides of the Lake of Geneva exhibit this con-
trast, though on a small scale.

GENEVA.
The gates of this ancient and far-famed city recalled my attention

to one of the many vexations and taxations to which all are subject
on the Continent, but which the traveller feels more severely than
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any other class, for obvious locomotive reasons :—I mean the pass-
PORT SYSTEM. Europe is still, in this respect, what it was in the
days of RoMaN pomiNioN—one vast and dreary prisoN ! According
to all just and good laws, a man is considered innocent till he is proved
to be guilty. Not so under the passport system. There he is always
suspected of being guilty, after repeated proofs of innocence! An
Englishman undergoes all necessary scrutiny on landing at Calais,
and his passport is found to be ¢ quite correct.” Buta drive along a
road where it would be difficult to beg, borrow, or steal—a passage
over a crazy wooden plank, or under a tottering gateway, renders him
as great an object of political suspicion, as if he had crossed direct
in a balloon from the Cabinet of St. James’s—and again he undergoes
gendarmerie purification—generally at the expense of a franc for his
freedom to the next fortified town. This system is vexatious enough
in the “ GrEaT NaTion;” butit is still more taxatious in the fifty
little nations through which the traveller passes in rapid succession.
A drawbridge and a portcullis are not the only things that cast suspi-
cion of political conspiracy on the unfortunate traveller. A night-cap,
or the name of his meal, is a formal procés-verbal against him. He
may dine in a town or village on the Continent, and drink his bottle
of wine—mount his mule or his carriage, and proceed without molesta-
tion. But if he sup, put on his night-cap, and go to bed—he is a
suspected subject—and the master of the hotel is bound to have him
purified in the morning by a visit from a whiskered knight of the hal-
bert, who bows, begs, or perhaps blusters, till the traveller gets rid of
his accursed presence by a piece of money ! The more petty, paltry,
and subjugated the principality or state through which you pass, the
more rigorous the examination of your passport and baggage, lest you
should be plotting against its independence () or infringing on its
commerce! The Prince of Monaco, for example, (one of Napo-
leon’s imperial brood, I believe,) whose town and territory Gulliver
would have extinguished with the same ease, and by the same means,
as he did the fire in Lilliput, orders a half-starved sergeant, with a
cigar in his mouth, into your room, while breakfasting or dining
at MENTONE, to demand 75 cents for liberty to pass through his
empire !

But all this time we are standing at the gates of Geneva, with as
much doubt and anxiety as candidates for admission into the portals
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of Paradise, although our courier had long preceded us with all kinds
of documents, to prove that we were peaceable and not political
travellers—subjects of a friendly state—free-born as the sons of
Helvetia—and, what is more than all, believing as firmly as Calvin
himself, that—the Pore is Anticurist! Whether a senatus con-
sultus of watchmakers and musical snuff-box manufacturers had been
summoned to deliberate on the safety or ¢ danger of the republic” in
case we were admitted after 10 o’clock, I cannot tell—but there was
quite time enough for such.a procedure before the bolts were drawn,
and we were permitted to enter within the well-guarded walls !

Now it would be exquisitely ridiculous and laughable, if it were not
so “ frivolous and vexatious,” to see every little town or city, that can
boast of a mud wall or a weather-worn gate, aping, in the midst of
profound peace, all the military parade and precaution of Gibraltar,
Ceuta, Valetta, or Bergen-op-Zoom, with an enemy entrenched on
their glacis ! Yet this perpetual annoyance,‘ese senseless formalities,
this constant infringement on personal liberty, are the boast of
European rovLicE, though a disgrace to liberal poLicy—rendering, as
I said before, the whole Continent one dreary prison, divided into as
many cells as there are states, with surly turnkeys at every barrier, to
arrest the progress and pick the pocket of the traveller. For the
necessity or utility of this harassing passport system, especially in
the interior of kingdoms or states, no one ever could assign me, a
satisfactory reason. It supports a set of harpies, and keeps travellers
in constant fear of losing their credentials—THAT’S ALL !

GENEVA, though not the capital of Switzerland, nor even of the
Pays de Vaud, is decidedly the Athens of this ‘“land of mountain
and of flood.” It is a little EpiNgurcH in head, and Birmingham in
hand. The Genevans are as zealous in the pursuits of literature and
science, as they are ingenious in the construction of watches, gold
chains, and musical snuff-boxes. Still iNpusTRY is the prominent
moral character, even of the Helvetian Athens. There can be little
doubt that this character has been stamped on the people here, and
perhaps in many other places, more by physical than by moral causes.
A keen air, a scanty soil, a superabundance of snow, rock, ice, river
and lake, are circumstances that must conduce to industrious and
economical habits. The sharp mountain breeze excites feelings not
only of cold but of hunger—two powerful stimuli to labour, which,

8
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alone, can furnish raiment and food. The paucity of soil and
profusion of useless elements in Switzerland, lead to a careful cultiva-
tion of every inch of earth that is capable of yielding materials for
food, clothing, arts or commerce. Economy, too, is a very necessary
ingredient in the character of those who— '

“Force a churlish soil for scanty bread.”

In spite of all that has been written about the pastoral manners, the
simplicity and the hospitality of the Swiss, it is no more than truth to
state, that among those classes with which the traveller comes in
contact, there is a degree of Jewishness and selfishness, not much
surpassed by what is met with in most other parts of Europe. He is
not so much cheated, abused, and wrangled with as in Ttaly—but he is
not seldom over-reached by a people, who have made wonderful
advances, of late years, ig the arts, as well as the sciences of civilized
life! Over the magnificent military routes of the Jura and Simplon,
French and Italian morals have rushed, like two mighty torrents,
into the valleys of Switzerland—and, like torrents, are rapidly finding
their level between the two countries. What shape or form this
precious amalgamation, this tertium quid, may ultimately assume, it
is not for me to predict.

GeNEva itselfis singularly well situated for health, cleanliness, and
many of the mechanical arts, independently of the romantic and
beautiful scenery surrounding it. A small island having split a
magnificent river into two streams, immediately as it issues from one
of the finest lakes in Europe, the town is thrown across this island
and occupies the four opposite banks. Four level bridges maintain
an easy communication between all parts of the town ; and, as the
houses project on piles over the river, the stream runs with a rapid
course, not only through, but under a considerable portion of the
streets and houses. Advantage is taken of this peculiarity of situation
to abridge labour and save expense. It is not less curious than
delightful to see the blue and * arrowy Rhone” leap joyous through
the streets of Geneva, ever ready and willing to lend its powerful aid
to industry. It grinds their corn, washes their clothes, spins their
cotton, cards their wool, turns their lathes—and, in short, is to the
inhabitants a gigantic steam-engine, of inexhaustible power, voluntarily
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and gratuitously supplied by a thousand glaciers and ten thousand
mountain streams.®

Society is very cheap in Geneva. In England, although the press
is free, there is a tremendous tax on the tongue, which is the true
cause of John Bull’s taciturnity, even when he quits his native land.
In London, for example, a lady or a gentleman can no more open
their mouths in company, without previously undergoing a heavy con-
tribution to a host of trades-people, than a country member can make
a speech in Parliament, without first getting it by heart. In Geneva,
and many other places on the Continent, words are merely wind, and
cost little more than the exertion of utterance. In English society it
is much more expensive to swallow bad air in a crowded drawing-
room, than turtle-soup and champagne in the Albion Tavern. In
Geneva, a pair of pattens and an umbrella serve for carriage and
horses—while the housemaid who has assisted to dress her mistress,
performs the office of footman, in conducting her to the SorrEE.
There, conversation is enlivened and sweetened by music, tea, and
bon-bons—the gentlemen, in groups, discussing foreign or domestic
politics—while the stranger, from nine till twelve o’clock, has the
supreme felicity to—

Hear the pretty ladies talk
Tittle tattle, tittle tattle,
Like their pattens, as they walk,
Prittle prattle, prittle prattle.

About midnight, the female footman, with her lantern, is announced
in a whisper to each fair visitor ; and, at this dread hour, the clattering
patten, the murmuring Rhone, and the hollow-toned watchman, often

* The amiable and highly-gifted authoress of ¢ Sketches in Italy,” has allowed
herself sometimes to embellish a little. Thus, she compares the noise of the
Rhone passing through Geneva to that of thunder, and its velocity to that of
lightning. The fretting of the strcam against the wooden pillars of the bridges
and the numerous piles on which the houses are erected, causesa wild and not
unpleasing murmur, especially during the stillness of night, which is as unlike to
that of thunder, as its velocity is to that of the electric flash. 'The Rhone may run
here about six or seven miles an hour.
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combine to break the slumbers of the weary tourist at the Ecu, or
Bavrance, by an unwelcome serenade——

“ Resounding long in listening Fancy’s ear.”

Englishmen, who travel with their families, should avoid Geneva,
where their wives and daughters are liable to be seduced and them-
selves ruined. This species of seduction has not hitherto received a
name ; but I shall venture to call it BrsouTERIE. I am sorry to say
that, although the Britisn is reputed a moral nation and the French
a dissolute one, the ladies of the former are endeavouring, by every
means in their power, to introduce this same BIJoUTERIE into their
native land; while, to our shame be it spoken, the French have
stationed certain moral censors, called DOUANIERS, In every avenue
through the Jura Mountains to prevent its passing into France.

LAUSANNE—VEVAY—CHILLON.

The drive from Geneva to Lausanne, and thence to Chillon and
the entrance of the Vallais, presents some of the finest scenery on
the surface of ‘the globe. It has been described, in glowing colours,
by Rousseau, Byron, Gibbon, Moore, and a hundred others—but by
none more faithfully than by Mr. Burford, who has laid Englishmen
under great obligations, by presenting to their astonished eyes, in
Leicester-square and the Strand, some of the sublimest and most
beautiful views in the world, divested of all the inconvenience of
cloud, fog, or rain—of all the toil and expense of travelling by land
and water—yet with all these elements in their proper places, com-
bining to form a most accurate representation of Nature. The
Panorama taken from Lausanne was one of the best which this
ingenious artist ever exhibited.

The journey round this side of the lake has the advantage of being
on classic ground, and the train of recollections associated with the
lives and writings of Voltaire, Necker, Rousseau, Gibbon, and
Byron, add not a little to the interest of the scenes, as they pass in
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succession before the mental and bodily eye.* It is hardly to be
wondered at, that the enthusiastic Rousseau should express unbound-
ed rapture at this scene, making the hero of his romance, on returning
from a voyage round the world, exclaim at the sight of the Pays de
Vaud—* Ce paysage unique, le plus beau dont I'ceil humain fut jamais
frappé, ce séjour charmant atiquel je n’avais rien trouvé d’egal, dans
le tour du monde.” Again, the enthusiast says—¢ Je dirois volon-
tiers & ceux qui ont du gotit et qui sont sensibles—allez a Vevai—
visitez les pays, examinez les sites, prononcez vous sur le lac, et
dites si la Nature n’a pas fait ce beau pays pour une Julie, pour un
Claire, et pour un St. Preux.”

Lord Byron, who long resided here, expressly declares that, in the
descriptions of Roussea, ‘ there is no exaggeration.” One of the
latest travellers—Mr. Roscoe——author of the Landscape Annual—a
performance of great merit—has sketched the enchanting shore, from
Lausanne to Chillon, with much truth and brevity.

¢« The climate is salubrious and delightful, and the romantic scenery
of the Pays de Vaud has not its equal in the world. Nothing can
surpass the glowing magnificence of a Summer’s evening in this fairy
region. When the sun descends beyond Mount Jura, the Alpine
summits reflect, for a long time, the bright ruddy splendour, and the
quiet lake, unruffled by a breeze, assumes the appearance of liquid
gold. In the distance rises the vast chain of Alps, with their seas of
ice and boundless regions of snow, contrasted with the near and more

# The route to the Simplon by the Lausanne side of the lake is infinitely more’
interesting than that by the Savoy or great military road. Mrs. Starke, the travel-
ler’s oracle, has deprived many people of some of the best views in Switzerland, by
pot laying down or describing this route. The Savoy Mountains are bold and ma~-
jestic, and they cannot be seen at all if the traveller goes along that side of the lake.
The Lausanne side, on the contrary, is beautiful—studded with cottages—and
covered with vineyards, gardens, and orchards. This side looks tame from the
Savoy side. From Vevay to Chillon, the road runsalong the very edge of the lake,
and the scenery, on a fine day, is absolutely enchanting. As we drove along,
towards the end of September, the tops of the Savoy Mountains were seen covered
with snow—the cliffs rising two or three thousand fect-almost perpendicular—the
sky without a cloud—the lake smooth as glass, and reflecting, as in a mirror, the
surrounding mountains.
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pleasing objects of glowing vineyards and golden corn-fields, and in-
terspersed with the wooded brow, the verdant and tranquil valley,
with villas, hamlets, and sparkling streams.”

I am induced to take the following extract from Gibbon for reasons
which will be found of some importance hereafter.

“Je perdrois de vue cette position unique sur la terre, ce lac, ces
mon tagnes, ces riants coteaux ; ce lableaw charmant; qui paroit
« toujours mouveau auw yeuz mémes accoutumés dés lewr enfance. Sur
tous les pays de I’Europe, j’avois choisi pour ma retraite le Pays de
Vaud, et jamais je ne me suis repenté un seul instant de ce choix.”

I have marked a passage in Italics; for, notwithstanding the
authority of Gibbon, I venture to dispute its truth. The sentiment of
Gibbon is a very general one—is not founded on an accurate
knowledge of the laws which govern the moral and physical constitu-
tion of man——has led to great disappointment—and deserves a short
inquiry. Nothing is more common——nothing, perhaps, more natural
than to exclaim, on seeing a beautiful or romantic prospect,  here
1 should like to fix my residence for life.” ere, for instance at
Lausanne, Vevay, or Clarens, we have the authority of Gibbon, that
the charming landscape appears always new, even to eyes accustom-
ed to the scenery from infancy. Nothing is more erroneous.
Wherever the scenery is so magnificent or beautiful as to make a
strong impression, the excitement thence resulting is inbompatible
with durability. This excitement not only wears itself out, but pro-
duces, first, satiety, and in the end disgust. A romantic landscape,
an azure sky, or a brilliant sun, like sparkling champagne, is delight-
ful for a short time ;—but let the repetition of the scene and of the
wine go on, and the excitement will cure itself, and induce the in-
dividual soon to wish for variety even of the most opposite kind.
This is the case with those who go to Italy or to tropical climates.
They are delighted, for a while, with the brilliancy of the skies and
the verdure of the vegetable world. But the excitement exhausts ; and
sooner or later they long for the changeable skies of their native land.
In opposition to Gibbon, I maintain that the Swiss are almost entirely
insensible to the sublime scenery around them—and would gladly
change their romantic cliffs for the dull but fertile flats of Holland.
‘What said Madame de Stael, to a person who was expatiating on the
beauties of the Lake of Geneva? ¢ Give me the Rue de Bac: I
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would prefer living in Paris, in a fourth story, with a hundred louis a
year.” It is very true that the Swiss, when they sojourn in foreign
lands, compare the scenery, with that of their native valleys, and long
for a return home.  Bat this is quite independent of any extraordinary
pleasure enjoyed before they quitted their mountains. Why is it that
hardly any country sends forth such shoals of adventurers to other
climes as Scotland and Switzerland?  As for Gibbon, let us look at
his daily avocations, as detailed by himself, and say whether the
romantic scenery of Lausanne had any thing to do with the happiness
of his retreat there.

¢ By many,” he observes, “conversation is esteemed as a theatre
or a school ; but after the morning has been occupied with the labours
of the library, I wish to unbend rather than to exercise my mind—and,
in-the interval between tea supper, I am far from disdaining the inno-
cent amusement of a game at cards.”

Thus, then, it was his occupation, in the construction of his immor-
tal work, and the pleasures of sociely, that rendered the Pays de Vaud
so delightful !  With the same pursuits, and the same society, he
would have been happy any where—even in Bentinck-street. But
look at the philosopher, when he had finished his ¢ Decline and Fall”
—and when his daily pursuits and avocations were at an end. After
enumerating (in a letter to Mrs. Porter) the comforts, the beauties
and the advantages of his literary retreat at Lausanne, he touchingly
adds—¢ but I feel, and, with the decline of years, I shall more pain-
Jully feel, that I am alone in Paradise.”

Let no one expect that the scenery of Switzerland or of Italy can
confer any thing like lasting pleasure, without a regular avocation or
pursuit. On the contrary, the stronger the impression made by these
or auy other countries at first—and the more sensibly their beauties
are felt—the sooner will the excitement and gratification be over—
and the more irksome will be the satiety which must inevitably ensue.
When we get beyond the Alps I shall take up this interesting subject
again, and hope to shew, that—

¢ Happiness, our being’s end and aim,”

may be found much nearer home than the world imagine—and that
health and longevity, are more conspicuous beneath the gloomy skies
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of old England, than in the apparently more favoured climate of Italy,
which, though beautiful to the eye and pleasant to the feelings, is de-
structive to health.

But I must bid a long adieu to the Lake of Geneva and its romantic
shores, the northern and southern of which present as remarkable a
contrast in physical features as in moral events. The Savoy shore
holds fast its allegiance to St. Peter—the opposite side has been the
abode of—

Mortals who sought and found, by dangerous roads,
A path to perpetuity of fame—

gigaatic minds, who levelled the artillery of their wit, satire, and ridi-
cule, not only against the head, but the body of the chruch ! Voltaire,
Gibbon, Rousseau, Byron! The rirsT appears to have been the
most fortunate, maintaining, when an OCTOGENARIAN, his original
character of “gay, grave, sage, or wild,” supported by vanity, till
the tide of Time had worn away almost the whole of the material
fabric, leaving to the mind its Proteian powers and propensities ap-
parently unimpared. Our countryman of Lausanne was not so hap-
py- He who employed the meridian of his intellectual faculties in—

“Sapping a sacred creed with solemn sneer,”

was unable, according to his own confession, in the * decline and fall”
of life, to people the Paradise that surrounded him, even with imagi-
nary beings !

Rousseavu, the visionary, the vicious enthusiast—the victim of
morbid sensibilities and sensualities—the architect of a hell in his
own breast, while portraying the imaginary happiness of savages—he
who practised every kind of vice, and advocated every kind of virtue
—had one palliative excuse for his various outrages against religion,
morality, and decency—that was mapNEss !

Byron’s talents and fate are too well known. We may form some
idea of the good he might have done, by the mischief which he has
done! What he says of Voltaire and Gibbon is peculiarly applicable
to himself—

Their steep aim
Was, Titan-like, on daring doubts to pile
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Thoughts which should call down thunder, and the flame
Of Heaven, again assailed, if Fleaven the while,
On man and man’s research could deign do more than smile.

ST. MAURICE.

From Chillon to St. Maurice, the traveller posts rapidly over an
alluvial delta, a miniature representation of that of the Nile or Ganges,
but of the same nature, however small the scale. The triangular
plain, with the river flowing through its centre, gradually narrows, till
its apex ends in the ancient Roman Bridge, of a single arch, thrown
from one precipice to the other, over the rapid and turbid Rhone.
These pré'cipices are the bases of two pointed and craggy mountains,
six or seven thousand feet high, called the Dent de Morcles and Dent
du Midi, united, without doubt, at some remote period, when the
present Vallais, was an immense sheet of water, and the Rhone, like
the Rhine, leaped over a stupendous barrier at this place, precipitating
itself into its sister Lake of Geneva below. The breaking away of
this gigantic natural flood-gate, and the tremendous rush of waters
consequent on such an event, might have furnished Lord Byron with
materials for a fine poetical picture. Something of the kind must
have been floating in his mind, when he likened these opposing cliffs
to two lovers, suddenly and for ever separated.

«“ Now where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between
Heights which appear as lovers who have parted
In haste, whose mining depths so intervene
That they can meet no more, though broken-hearted.”

From the moment we cross this venerable arch, 200 feet in span,
and boasting of Julius Cesar as its founder, we enter the wild scenery
of Switzerland, and become enclosed between stupendous ranges of
rocks, in a narrow valley, through which the Rhone rushes along,
while hundreds of mountain torrents tumble headlong from the sur-
rounding precipices, to mingle with the master stream below. On‘the
right hand, two or three miles before we enter Martigny, the. river
SaLENCHE dashes, in a sheet of snowy gauze, over a perpendicular
cliff, 200 feet in height, while a portion of it rises again in misty va-

‘ 9
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pour, and envelopes the admiring traveller, arrested by the magnificent
scene, in a halo of descending dew.*

The sequestered hamlet of Lavey, on the left of the road from St.
Maurice to Martigny, has become the scene of a tale not more melan-
choly than true, connected with the dreadful inundation of the Dranse;
and which my old fellow traveller (Mr. Roscoe) has related with great
pathos in the Lanpscape ANnvar for 1830, A maiden maniac is
still seen daily mounting a neighbouring cliff; to hail the return of a
betrothed lover. He did return—but as a lifeless corse, borne along
by the torrent of the Rhone, swollen and accelerated by the fatal in-
undation of an auxiliary river !

MARTIGNY.

When I first visited this spot, (six years ago,) it bore melancholy
marks of the inundation of 1818, above alluded to. That event was
one of those stupendous operations of Nature which are often seen, on
a large scale among the Alps. A glacier (Getroz) slipped from its
perch on the side of Mont Pleurer, and falling with a tremendous crash
into the narrow gorge or outlet of a valley (Torembec) blocked up the
stream that issued thence, over a frightful ledge of rocks, into the Val-
lée de Bagnes lower down. The consequence was, that the valley
was gradually converted into a lake, bounded on all sides by snow-
clad cliffs and glaciers. Strange to say, the sudden diminution, or al-
most annihilation of the River Dranse, thus cut off from its source, did
not awaken the torpid inhabitants of the subjacent valleys, through

* No one can pass the town of St. Maurice, without being horrified at the idea
of siz thousand Christiun soldiers being massacred there, by order of his Pagan Ma-
jesty Maximian, the amiable colleague of Diocletian, as stated on the authority of
Madame Starke, and all other travellers’ oracles, though contrary to Eusebius. It
may allay the horror and indignation of our minds, to be informed by one of the
greatest historians which the world ever produced, that—¢ the story was first pub-
lished about the middle of the fifth century (Maximian bore sway in the early part
of the fourth) by Eucherius, Bishop of Lyons, who received it from certain persons,

who received it from Isaac, Bishop of Geneva, who is said io have received it from

Theodore, Bishop of Octodurum.”—GisBox. .
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which it ran, to a sense of their danger, till the waters had accumula-
ted in the valley of Torembec to some hundred feet in depth! Every
effort, indeed, was then made to cut galleries through the icy barrier,
or fallen glacier, and thus let off the prodigious reservoir of water,
snow, and fragments of ice that impended over the numerous villages
of the Vallée de Bagnes—but with very partial success. Signals
were then established—sentinels posted—and alarum fires kept light-
ed in the night, to warn the inhabitants should the flood-gate give way.

¢ At length, late one afternoon, a thundering explosion was heard !
Reverberating through the surrounding hills, it bore the fearful tidings
to an immense distance, scattering dismay and terror amongst the
trembling inhabitants. The dyke had burst ; and the gigantic lakes
of imprisoned water rushed from their confinement with headlong fury,
forming a prodigious torrent a hundred feet deep, and sweeping along
at the rate of twenty miles an hour. ‘A huge forest which lay across
its track was not proof against the strength of the waters—large trees
were rooted up as though they had been osier wands, and were borne
away like floating branches on its tide.” *

In this manner the stupendous mass of waters, combined with all the
ruins which it had gathered in its progress-—forests, rocks, houses,
cattle, and immense blocks of ice—rushed, an overwhelming deluge,
and with a noise louder than the heaviest peals of thunder, down to-
wards the ill-fated Martigny! The scene of destruction was awful
beyond the power of conception! Half the town was immediately
swept away ; and the other half was covered with ruins. The ter-
rific inundation proceeded in its destructive course till it mingled with
the Rhone, and was ultimately lost in the peaceful but affrighted Lake
of Geneva !

The Inn (La Tour) where these memoranda were written, has a
black line, (some seven or eight feet above the ground) marked on its
walls, shewing the height of the inundation. The destined bridegroom
of the unhappy maniac, alluded to in the preceding section, was lost
{with many others) in this dreadful catastrophe, having come, the day
before his intended marriage to MarTicNY, from his native village of

* Roscoe.
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Lavey—probably to purchase paraphernalia for that ceremony which
was to consign himself to a watery tomb, and his more unfortunate
bride to the ten thousand horrors of reminiscent insanity.

Tragic and terrific as was the above scene, it was probably but a
miniature representation of what happened, in some remote and un-
recorded period, near the same place. When the stupendous barrier
of rock at St. Maurice was first rent asunder, by the violence of
subterranean fires, or the pressure of superincumbent fluids, and the
congregated waters of the Rhone rushed through the yawning abyss,
the phenomenon must have been one of the most awful and sublime
spectacles ever presented to human eye. Perhaps no living being
witnessed this tremendous crash, except the ibex browsing on the
neighbouring mountains, or the eagle, startled from its eyrie on the
inaccessible cliffs of the Dent de Morcles. In the geological history
of the earth’s present surface, there must have been a period, however
early, when the now hoary heads of Mont Blanc and Monte Rosa,
first became blanched with descending snows, and their shoulders
spangled with glittering icicles. The daily and annual revolutions of
the sun dissolved a portion of these, which trickled in currents along
the most indented fissures of the declivities, and still form the channels
of mountain torrents. The crusts of snow and ice increased every
year in thickness, while the descending streams accumulated in the
valleys and formed lakes. After a time, the agglomerated snows and
icicles began to fall in avalanches into the hollows of the mountains’
sides, and thus to form what are now termed * Mers de Glace” or
¢ Glaciers,” the current underneath still preserving its wonted
channel, and forming a receptacle for the drippings that fell through
the various fissures. The annual descent of snow and ice from the
higher pealks of cliffs and mountains, caused the glaciers themselves
to move slowly downwards towards the valleys, where they fell in
masses into the current below, and were dissolved by the Summer’s
heat. This slow and almost imperceptible motion of the Glaciers
did not escape the notice of Byron, who characterizes them as solid
rivers, moving along majestically by the law of gravitation. Mean-
time the accumulated waters in the valleys rose till they found some
outlet, and then descended by circuitous routes to the ocean, in the
form of rivers. Thus, for instance, the Vallais became one vast
lake, till the waters found an issue over theﬁpony barrier at St.
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Maurice, and when this barrier gave way, the lake rushed with
tremendous velocity into the valley, now the Lake of Geneva! A
contemplation of the formation of glaciers, lakes, and rivers, in this
romantic country, is extremely interesting, and should occupy a portion
of the traveller’s time and attention while wandering among the Alps.

SION. CRETINISM.

We are now in the centre of the Vallais—the head-quarters of
goitre and cretinism. There are few portions of the earth’s surface,
in these temperate climes, better calculated for the deterioration, if
not the destruction of life, than the valley of the Rhone. It is bounded
on each side by steep mountains, four or five thousand feet in height
—and the intermediate ground contains all the elements that are found
to operate against human health. The valley consists, in some
places, of a rich, flat, alluvial earth, covered with corn, fruit trees,
and gardens—in others, it presents swamps and meadows—then,
again, jungle and woods—vineyards—pine forests, &c. while brawl-
ing brooks intersect it in all directions, and often inundate it, in their
precipitous course from the mountains to the Rhone, which runs
through its centre. Were this valley beneath a tropical sun, it would
be the seat of pestilence and death. As it is, the air must necessarily
be bad ; for the high ridges of mountains, which rise like walls on the
north and south sides, prevent a free ventilation, while, in Summer, a
powerful sun beats down into the valley, rendering it a complete focus
of heat, and extricating from vegetation and humidity a prodigious
quantity of malaria. In Winter, the high southern ridge shuts out the
rays of a feeble sun, except for a few hours in the middle of the day—
so that the atmosphere is not sufficiently agitated at any season of the
year. To this must be added, the badness of the waters which, along
the banks of the upper Rhone, are superlatively disgusting.

As the Vallais is the land of cretinism, so is Sion the capital of
that humiliating picture of humanity! There are but few travellers
who take the trouble to examine Sion philosophically, and make
themselves acquainted with the state of its wretched inhabitants. 1
explored this town with great attention, traversing its streets in every
direction ; and I can safely aver that, in no part of the world, not even
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excepting the Jews’ quarter in Rome, or the polluted back lanes of
Itrr and Foxoi, in the kingdom of Naples, have I seen such intense
filth! With the exception of two or three streets, the others present
nothing on their surface but a nameless mass of vegeto-animal cor-
ruption, which, in all well-regulated towns, is consigned to pits, or
carried away by scavengers. The alleys are narrow ; and the houses
are constructed as if they were designed for the dungeons of
malefactors, rather than the abodes of men at liberty.

Goitre, on such a scale as we see it in the Vallais, is bad enough ;
but crRETINISM is a cure for the pride of man, and may here be studied
by the philosopher and the physician on a large scale, and in its most
frightful colours. This dreadful deformity of body and mind is not
confined to the Alps. It is seen among the Pyrenees—the valleys
of the Tyrol—and the mountains of China and Tartary. Nearly 200
years have elapsed since it was noticed by Plater, in the spot where T
am now viewing it; but Saussure was the first who accurately
described this terrible degeneracy of the human species. From com-
mon bronchocele, and a state of body and mind bordering on health,
down to a complete destitution of intelligence and sensibility—in
short, to an existence purely vegetative, cretins present an infinite
variety of intermediate grades, filling up these wide extremes. In
general, but not invariably, goitre is an attendant on cretinism. The
stature is seldom more than from four fo five feet, often much less—
the head is deformed in shape, and too large in proportion to the body
—the skin is yellow, cadaverous, or of a mahogany colour, wrinkled,
sometimes of an unearthly pallor, with unsightly eruptions—the flesh
is soft and flabby—the tongue is large, and often hanging out of the
mouth—the eyelids thick—the eyes red, prominent, watery and
frequently squinting—the countenance void of all expression, except
that of idiotism or lasciviousness—the nose flat——the mouth large,
gaping, slavering—the lower jaw elongated—the belly pendulous—
the limbs crooked, short, and so distorted as to prevent any thing but
a waddling progression—the external senses often imperfect, and the
cretin deaf and dumb—the tout ensemble of this hideous abortion of
Nature presenting the traits of premature old age! Such is the
disgusting physical exterior of the apparently wretched, but perhaps
comparatively happy, cretin !

If we look to the moral man (if man he can be called) the picture is
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still more humiliating. The intellectual functions being, as it were,
nul, certain of the lower animal functions are in a state of increased
activity. The cretins are voracious and addicted to low propensities
which cannot be named. To eat and to sleep form their chief
pleasures. Hence we see them, between meals, basking in non-
chalance on the sunny sides of the houses, insensible to every stimulus
that agitates their more intelligent fellow-creatures—frequently
insensible to every call of Nature itself!

But I shall pass on from this melancholy example of the effects of
climate, or at all events of physical agencies, on the moral and cor-
poreal constitution of man, to the causes which are supposed to
produce them. This is not an uninteresting inquiry, and it is in-
timately connected with a principal object of this volume, as will be
seen in the sequel.

In the first place, it is remarked that cretinism is bounded to certain
altitudes above the level of the sea. The Vallais itself, and the
ravines or gorges of the mountains by which it is enclosed, are the
chief seats of this deformity. All, or almost all, those who inhabit
the higher ranges of the mountains overlooking the valleys are exempt
from the malady. This single fact proves that cretinism is owing to
a physical rather than a moral cause, or series of causes. There
can be no material difference in the moral habits of peasants residing
at the base and on the brow of the same mountain. If the former be
more subject to goitre and cretinism than the latter, it must be owing
to something in the air they breathe, the water they drink, or the
emanations from the soil on which they reside. Saussure, Ferrus,
Georget, and all those who have personal knowledge of the subject,
acknowledge that, at a certain height (five or six hundred toises)
among the Alps, goitre and cretinism disappear. In the year 1813,
M. Rambuteau, then Prefect of the department of the Simplon,
‘addressed a Memoir to the Minister of the Interior of France, on this
subject, in which, after describing very accurately the medical topog-
raphy of the Vallais, with its malarious exhalations, stagnant atmos-
phere, and alternate exposure to the rays of a burning sun, and piercing
icy winds, as the causes of cretinism, goes on to add, “the use of
waters, which, in descending from the mountains by long and circuitous
routes, become impregnated with calcareous salts.” ¢ A ces causes
il croit devoir ajouter Pusage des eaux, qui, en descendant des mon-
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tagnes et parcourant de longues distances, se chargent de sels
calcaires.”® As moral auxiliaries, the Prefect enumerates the
indolence of the inhabitants, their want of education, the dirtiness of
the houses, the badness of the provisions—their drunkenness and
debauchery.” M. Rambuteau mentions some curious particulars
respecting this dreadful deterioration of human nature. He affirms
that those Valaisans who intermarry with the Savoyards from the
Italian side of the Alps, give birth to more cretins than those who
form matrimonial connexions with the inhabitants of their native
valley. The females of the latter place, who marry men born on the
higher regions of the Alps, and who are accustomed to live in the open
air, with much bodily exercise, hardly ever bring forth cretinous
children. The same intelligent observer remarks that—‘ Wherever
cretinism is seen, goitre is also prevalent—but the latter is found in
places where the former does not exist.” Hence he is led to the
conclusion, that ‘the nature of the two maladies is the same, (le
principe des deux maladies est le méme) but the cause is more active
where cretinism and goitre both prevail—more feeble where goitre
only obtains.” In short, we find in the Vallais, and in the lower
gorges or ravines that open on its sides, both cretinism and bron-
chocele in the most intense degrees—as we ascend the neighbouring
mountains, cretinism disappears and goitre only is observed—and
when we get to a certain altitude both maladies vanish, and the Alpine
peasant or shepherd once more assumes the ‘“ image of his Creator !”

It is said and believed by travellers, that cretinism is decreasing in
the Vallais. The diminution is, I fear, more apparent than real.
The * march of intellect” and the intercourse with strangers have

* Dr. Bally, a native of a goitrous district in Switzerland, states the following
very important fact. “Bronchocele appears to me to be produced by certain
waters which issue from the hollows of rocks—trickle along the cliffs of mountains
—or spring from the bowels of the earth. That this is the case, I may instance
some fountains in my own country, (Departement du Leman, au Hameau de
Thuet) the use of whose waters will, in eight or ten days, produce or augment
goitrous swellings. Such of the inhabitants of the above village as avoid those
waters are free from goitre and cretinism.”*

* Dict. des Sciences Medicales, T. VII.
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taught the parents and friends of these wretched creatures to doubt
that the cretin is the favourite of Heaven, as is thought of idiots in
Turkey. They, therefore conceal, rather than expose, their offspring
so afflicted. I saw them driving them in from the back streets of
Sion on my approach. It is probable, however, that there is a
diminution in the number of cretins in the Vallais. Many of the
auxiliary causes are on the decline. The people are becoming more
sober, more industrious, more cleanly. Those who can afford the
expense also, send their children up into the mountains to check the
tendency to cretinism.

Enough has been said, and a great deal more will be shewn hereaf-
ter, to prove the influence of climate and locality on the corporeal and
intellectual constitution of man. And I hope to convince John Bull,
in the course of our wanderings together, on this little tour, that all the
moral and physical evils of the world are not included in fogs and taxes,
against which he so bitterly complains in his own country.

THE SIMPLON.

The traveller is not sorry to leave the Vallais, where he feels its
Beeotian atfnosphere, even in his transitory passage between its cloud-
capt boundaries. We slept one night at Tourtemagne, which is a
very small hamlet, in a comparatively open space ; but the atmosphere
in the night was singularly oppressive, not from heat so much as im-
pregnation with the exhalations from the soil. The sight of a pass
from this ¢ valley of the shadow of death” into the plains of Latium
is most exhilarating—more especially when that pass is the Simplon.

An accurate survey of this ¢ seventh wonder” of the world did not
disappoint me, though I had strong presentiments that it would do so,
from woful experience. Travellers have so exaggerated every thing
in their descriptions, and landscape-painters have so cordially co-oper-
ated with them, that it is difficult to recognize the reality when we see
it, and mortifying to think that, even in tangible things like these—in
such plain matters of fact—pleasure is all in anticipation !

Present to grasp yet future still to find.
10
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In respect to the Simplon, the most professed scene-painting travel-
lers, not always excepting our good and useful friend Mrs. Starke,
have rather magnified unimportant views, and fallen short in their de-
scriptions, if not in their perceptions, of magnificent scenes ; thus, the
tourist who goes over this celebrated mountain pass, with book in
hand, is sometimes agreeably—sometimes disagreeably surprised.
No one can be blamed for inability to convey adequate ideas of scenes
that are, in truth, indescribable ; but there can be no necessity, unless
on the stage or in Paternoster-row, for exaggerating the beauty or
sublimity of mediocrity or insignificance. I feel considerable qualms,
doubts, and fears, in venturing to give even a very concise sketch of
what has been so often described by those who have infinitely greater
command of language and fertility of imagination than myself. More
than once have I run my pen through some hasty notes of fresh im-
pressions, committed to paper at the dreary HoTeL pE LA PostE, in
the village of the Simplon, where I slept one night ; and on the bal-
cony of the inn at Domo D’Ossolo, where I halted the next day. The
reader can turn over this sketch unread ; but perhaps the traveller,
while crossing the Simplon, may amuse himself by comparing it with
the original, or with some of the copies that happen to be *com-
pagnons du voyage.”

Crossing from Gliss to Brigg, the Simplon comes full inview through
a gorge or narrow opening between two steep and piny mountains, the
Gliss-horn and Klena Mountains. It is clothed with wood two-thirds
up—then presents crags with straggling trees—and last of all, the
snow-capt summit. The road first leads up the left hand mountain,
(by Gantherhal,) through a dense wood of pines, winding rather labori-
ously for nearly two hours—but still tending towards the gorge or nar-
row valley that separates it from the opposite mountain, and through
which valley the SavTiNEg, a rapid torrent, is distinctly heard in its
foaming and precipitous course towards the Rhone. At every turn of
this long zig-zag ascent, the valley of the Rhone lengthens out, and
the river is seen more clearly meandering through its plain. Brigg,
Naters, Gliss, Viege, Tourtemagne, and many other towns and vil-
lages, come successively into view, and appear as distinct as if they
were only a few miles from the observer—while the immense chain of
Alps on the north side of the Vallais, with the Genmmi in their centre,
are ranged along like fleecy clouds ; but with all their angles and forms
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surprisingly well defined. The innumerable chalets, cottages, and
hamlets, perched in all directions on the steeps rising from the north
side of the Vallais, can be traced with the naked eye, while the tele-
scope shews the men and cattle moving about.

At length the road opens on the verge of the precipice formed by
the Klena over the Saltine, and directly opposite to the Gliss-horn,
which appears within musket-shot. Here the scene is sublime, and
even fearful. It really requires some courage to look from the space
between the first and second Refuge down into the yawning abyss,
through which the torrent is dashing from crag to crag.  The opposite
steep seems so abrupt, that the pine-trees appear to grow along a sur-
face as upright as themselves. Here, though not the last, yet the
most extensive view of the Vallais, with all its snow-clad Alps, is ta-
ken, and the traveller, however excited by the anticipations of what is
to come, lingers for a moment, in reflections on the wretched picture
of human nature which the cretins of the Vallais have imprinted on the
memory—then surveys, for the last time, the hoary-headed mountains
of Switzerland—and pursues his course towards the classic ground of
Italy.

The road, from the second Refuge to the bridge crossing the Kan-
ter, assumes a perfectly horizontal line, under the stupendous brow of
the Klena, and along the face of a craggy and precipitous steep, out of
which the road is cut with infinite labour and art. This gallery, as it
may be termed, extends two miles, and here was the difficulty of con-
structing the road originally, as well as that of preserving it afterwards.
If ever the Simplon becomes impassable, this will be one of the first
places to give way. The whole side of the mountain is a series of
loose or easily loosened masses of rock, of all sizes, interspersed thin-
ly with pines. KEvery avalanche—almost every fall of rain, under-
mines or detaches some of these masses, which go down with thunder-

el

ing precipitation into the valley, tearing away, where they do not hap-
pen to leap over, the preservative terraces or even the road itself. A
rock 50 tons in weight, had just rolled down the steeps before we
crossed, and lodged on the road, rendering it extremely difficult for
carriages to pass, there not being twelve inches to spare between the
off wheels and the precipice! The rolling down of these rocks exem-
plifies, in a most striking manner, one of the sublimest descriptions in
Homer.
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“As from some mountain’s craggy forehead torn,

A rock’s round fragment flies, with fury borne,

Which from the stubborn stone a torrent rends—
Precipitate the ponderous mass descends:—

From steep to steep the rolling ruin bounds,

At every shock the echoing vale resounds ;—

Still gathering force, it smokes, and urg’d amain,

Leaps, whirls, and thunders down impetuous to the plain.”

It would be impossible for human language to convey a more ac-
curate representation of what monthly, weekly, and sometimes daily
happens, along the defiles of the Simplon, than the above passage.*®
After passing the bridge, where a wild and romantic view of the valley
above, as well as of that below, is seen, we ascend in zig-zags up the
opposite mountain, through forests of pine, larch, and other trees—
along the edges of frightful precipices, and under magnificent grottos,
hewn out of the solid rock—till we come to the open and barren part
of the Simplon, in the immediate vicinity of the snow. Here a picture
of desolation surrounds the traveller. The pine has no longer the
scanty pittance of soil which it requires for nourishment—the hardy,
but beautiful Alpine flower ceases to embellish the sterile solitude-—
and the eye wanders over snow and glacier—fractured rock and roar-
ing cataract—relieved only by that stupendous monument of human
labour, the RoaD 1TsELF, winding along the edges of precipices, pene-
trating the primeval granite, striding over the furious torrent, and bur-
rowing through dark, dreary, dismal, and dripping grottos, beneath ac-
cumulated masses of ice and snow.

At length the summit of the Simplon is gained—a solitary human
habitation is approached—and—

* Most travellers laud the Italian at the expense of the French engineers, be-
cause the road on the south side of the Simplon is better constructed and more
durable than on the Swiss side. But the comparison is not fair. The Italian en-
gineers, it is true, had to work along and through the solid granite. The route
was difficult to construct, but when once made was durable, and not liable to the
avalanches of rock, which the other side of the Simplon is perpetually exposed to.
It is not improbable that the expenses of keeping the Simplon in repair, and the
rivalry of other routes, especially by the Splugen and by Nice, Genoa, and Spezzia
will, ere long, render this seventh wonder of the world once more a goatherd’s
track!



THE SIMPLON. 69

«The shivering tenant of this frigid zone”

presents himself, in the shape of a Piedmontaise soldier, who demands
your passport and levies a contribution on your purse at the same
moment. The contribution, however, is cheerfully paid, since itis ex-
pended on a spacious Hosrick, (similar to that on the great St. Ber-
nard, and now nearly finished,) destined for the hospitable reception
and protection of the way-worn and benighted traveller.

Tourists, who make excursions into the regions of fancy, as well as
into the regions of snow among the Alps, have treated their readers
with magnificent views of the fertile plains of Italy, taken from the
summit of the Simplon. But no such views are to be seen there.
Like the Great St. Bernard, the route of the Simplon is encompassed
with peaks of snow and ice, which preclude all distant prospect. They
who can see the plains of Italy from either mountain must be endow-
ed with a second sight, which penetrates through denser media than
the mists of futurity.

Mrs. Starke, I conceive, has drawn a little on her imagination in
describing, from the Simplon, ‘“the gigantic empress of the Alps
(Mont Blanc) proudly towering above them all, and, in consequence
of her immense height, appearing near, though really far off.” The
atmosphere was perfectly clear when I crossed the mountain, but no
Mont Blanc was visible, nor do I think it physically possible that it
could be so.

The descent from the barrier to the village of the Simplon winds
between wild, barren, and snow-clad heights—and the traveller is not
sorry to ascend the dirty, cold, and stony stairs of the HoTEL DE LA
PosrtE into a dreary ““SALLE A MANGER,” where a stinking German
stove, with its musky and sudatory atmosphere, is a miserable substi-
tute for the blazing faggots of France, or the powerful radiation of light
and heat from an English fire-side ! Invalids should not stop here ;
but those who are in tolerable health should take two days to the Sim-
plon, sleeping in this eagle’s nest, in order to feel the contrast between
the mountain air of the Alps, and the mephitic atmosphere of the
Vallais. In a small apartment, ten or twelve feet square, I was fortu-
nate enough to find a chimney, and took good care to kindle a cheer-
ful fire. I had walked almost the whole way up the Simplon—made
a hearty dinner—and taken my bottle of mountain wine. The crack-
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ling'of the pine faggots, the murmuring of the tapering flame, the genial
warmth of the ungrated hearth, the circumscribed dimensions of my
little chamber, the howling winds, descending in fitful blasts from the
Schonhorn, the Fletschorn, and the hundred surrounding glaciers,
shivering the broken panes and disjointed frames of my little window,
disturbed not, but rather aided, an hour’s rumination, with all its dis-
cursive ranges among the fields of fancy, memory, and imagination,
till a sleep, too deep for dreams, and such as monarchs have vainly
sighed for, with all the opiates of wealth, power, and pleasure, sealed
my senses in seven sweet hours of heavenly and restorative oblivion I*

Although the cheerful sun had long risen on the plains before us,
we had advanced some miles on our tortuous way down the valley
of the Simplon before he greeted us with his presence. This valley,
contrary to the usual mode, contracts as it descends, and terminates
in a frightful chasm between perpendicular precipices, fifteen hundred
or two thousand feet high, formed by the rending asunder of granite
mountains, during some earthquake or volcano long before the ap-
pearance of man.  Through this abyss, or series of abysses, runs and
roars the torrent of the Vedro, formed by the junction of the Kron-
back and Quirna. At the point where these two glacier streams, or
rather cataracts, unite, the road, which had first accompanied the one
and then the other, dives into the solid rock and disappears. On
emerging from the gloomy grotto, the route follows the channel of the
foaming Vedro, sometimes excavated out of the wall of granite on one
side, sometimes striding across the boiling flood, and pursuing the
same course on the other. In this way the astonished traveller pro-
ceeds for nine or ten miles through a succession of the most stupen-
dous and desolate scenes which imagination can conceive. The

* T am rather surprised to find my fair and talented countrywoman (Lady Mor-
gan) describing our journeys among the Alps as “a species of malady,” and the
peculiar weariness, physical and moral, “which hangs on the close of each day’s
progress” as a “ periodical paroxysm of the disease.” I appeal to travellers wheth-
er this be a true state of their feelings? For my own part, the act of travelling,
whether actively or passively, has appeared to be the very reverse of a “malady”’—
namely, the antidote to such a state! As to the fatigue which is necessarily in-
duced by this kind of exercise, it is the prelude or preparative to repose, which
sedentary habits can never hope to enjoy.
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rocks rise on each side to a frightful altitude, and, in many places
appear ready to precipitate themselves headlong on the traveller ;
while cascades, in all directions, come down in sheets of foam along
their rugged and perpendicular sides.

*“ After passing through a very narrow ravine (says a fair and intel-
ligent traveller) and crossing the river several times, the road is car-
ried through a grotto eighty paces in length, beyond which is the mag-
nificent cascade of Frissinone, whose waters precipitate themselves
from a rock so lofty, that they seem lost in @ther before they reach
the foaming bed of the Vedro. The road then passes through another
grotto, 202 paces long, cut through solid rocks of granite. On
emerging from this grotto, a sudden turn of the road presents another
magnificent cascade, formed by a torrent which issues from the
gorge of Zwischbergen, falling perpendicularly, and with such clamor-
ous violence, close to the traveller, that no person can witness this
scene without feeling, for a moment, as if it would be impossible to
proceed. After quitting the sombre hamlet of Gondo, the road en-
ters the still more sombre gorge of Isella, empaled by perpendicular
mountains, from whose summits fall cascades capable of deluging the
road, were they not conveyed into the bed of the Vedro, which,
swoln and agitated by these tributary streams, rushes furiously through
the enormous fragments of rocks—sometimes exhibiting all the
colours of the rainbow—and at others foaming into gulphs, which can
only be compared with the chaos of Milton and the inferno of Dante.”
Having slightly hinted that Mrs. Starke has been occasionally led into
exaggerated descriptions of unimportant scenes, I have introduced
the above passage which proves her power of painting, while I can
bear testimony to the fidelity of the portrait.

After traversing the “solitude of Gondo,” and the somewhat less
savage defiles of Isella, the scene gradually changes—the towering
precipices begin to lose a little of their perpendicularity and recede
backwards at their summits—the abyss becomes less gloomy—soli-
tary and stunted pines shew themselves on the ledges of rock—then
clusters of pines—and at last, the gorge opening wider and wider, a
fairy scene, the romantic valley of Fontana, bursts on the view!
This, indeed, is Italy. The chilling humid vapours of the tremendous
-abyss, from which the traveller has emerged, vanish at once—the
balmy air is loaded with odoriferous perfumes—the sloaping glades on
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the left are covered with vineyards, orchards, gardens, villages white
as snow, and every kind of cultivation, contrasting with the still pre-
cipitous and gigantic cliffs on the right. After proceeding a few
more miles close along the foaming Vedro, another and much more
spacious valley opens out to view, at the village of Crevola, * one of
the most delightful (to use the words of Eustace) that Alpine solitudes
enclose, or the foot of the wanderer ever traversed.” It is encom-
passed by mountains of a craggy and menacing aspect, but often soft-
ened by verdure, wood, and cultivation. The river Toccia traver-
ses its centre, and is here joined by the Vedro, which loses its name
and character by union with its more powerful neighbour.

Whether it was owing to the physical qualities of the air—the sud-
den transition from scenes of savage sublimity to romantic beauty—
from sterility to fertility—from the awful work of earthquakes and
cataracts to the peaceful labours of man—from solitude to society—
or from all these combined, I know not ; but the exhilaration produced
on myself and a large party, by this first entrance into the glades of
Italy, was indescribable. Imagination, early association of ideas, and
reminiscences of classic tale and history, must have had considerable
effect ;—but the countenance of some, who knew no more of the ter-
ritory on which we had just entered than they did of Terra del Fuego,
evinced the operation of causes more purely material than intellectual.
I have entered upon and sojourned in many different climates on the
face of this globe, but never did I feel such elasticity of soul and body,
as on the drive from Crevola to Domo D’Ossola. A thousand times
did I inspire, to the very utmost extent of my lungs, the balmy atmos-
phere of Italy, and still with increasing delight! After this confes-
sion, it will not be said that I descended to the velvet plains of Latium
with a mind prejudiced against its climate.

And now, having cleared this formidable pass over a magnificent
road, whose gentle ascents up the face of a mighty Alp scarcely tire
either horse or man——whose windings along the brinks of yawning
precipices alarm not the eye—whose descents into the most frightful
chasms and profound abysses scarcely require a drag on our carriage
wheels, can we fail to extend our admiration of the route itself to the
great man, whose comprehensive mind designed and executed a gi-
gantic task—

Beyond all Greek, beyond all Roman fame.
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But men are not to be judged solely by their actions in this world,
nor probably in the next. The act by which one man bereaves anoth-
er of life, is construed into murder or homicide entirely by the design.
If a peasant cut down a huge pine on the edge of a torrent, and pro-
Jected it over the flood, with the design of levying predatory nocturnal
contributions on his neighbour’s farm-yard, it would not make the
act meritorious, even if the said pine-path afforded great facility of
intercourse among the surrounding villagers. The pass of the Sim-
plon might have remained a goat-herd’s track till doomsday, had Na-
poleon not experienced the tremendous difficulties of leading an army
over the Great St. Bernard. The accommodation of travellers, or
the benefit of commerce, never once entered his mind, except as a
veil to cover the ambition of military conquest. No, verily! Every
parapet-stone, from Paris, to the triumphal arch at the Porta Semprone
of Milan, bears unquestionable testimony that the thirst of empire—
the usurpation of the 1RoN crowx, constructed the great military
road across the Alps, without the slightest reference to national or
commercial intercourse. And in what, even now, consists the prin-
cipal trade over the Simplon? The trunks and bandboxes of English
families !

And here let me advert, though with reluctance, to the astounding
inaccuracies of an amiable traveller, over whose urn at Naples I paid
as sincere a tribute of respect as any of his most ardent admirers
could do. Willit be believed that such a man as EvsTack, while ex-
amining the Simplon two short years after Napoleon had conducted
his army over the great St. Bernard, and when the foundations of the
new military road were just commencing, could be capable of writing
such a sentence as the following.—*This mountain, (Simplon,) the
object of our excursion, is one of the highest of the Italian Alps
(which, by the bye, is a gross error) ; it is covered with perpetul snow,
and is remarkable for the passage of Buonaparte previous to the bat-
tle of Marengo.” Eustace could scarcely get up a part of the
way on a mule—he describes the bridges and roads that were fo be
constructed, and innocently imagines that Napoleon marched his
army and heavy artillery over the Simplon—a task fully as difficult as
it would have been over the summit of Mont Blanc! Is it not still
more astonishing that four editions of the work should have been pub-
lished, without the enormous error being detected either by the author

11
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or the critics 7 On future occasions I shall be compelled to combat
his opinions ; but, at all times I shall be ready to give him full credit
for the most perfect sincerity, probity and benevolence.

BAVENO.

The first and favourable impressions produced by the balmy air, the
azure skies, and the smiling glades of Italy, were enhanced by early
intercourse with her lively inhabitants. There must be some affinity
between the Irish and the Italians. The hospitality of the former
forces you to eat and drink more than you wish—that of the other
persuades you to make repasts at periods when there is not the least
appetite for the most savoury viands. We experienced this last
species of hospitality, before we concluded our first day’s journey from
the summit of the Simplon. After making a substantial second
breakfast at Domo D’Ossolo, and enjoying the beautiful prospect from
the terrace of the inn, we started for Baveno ; but at the end of the
very first stage, were startled, at the Village of Vogogna, with the
words “no horses.” The obsequious master of the poste, however,
who was, unfortunately master of the principal hotel also, informed us
that there were far better things than horses under his roof—delicious
trout from the neighbouring Toccia and savoury game from the
adjacent mountains. The courier asserted that there were several
horses in the stable ; but the lively host asserted, in return, that they
were in readiness for the Diligence, which was momentarily expected.
Jet black clouds were rising in the north-east—the vivid lightnings
were playing portentously over the Rhwetian Alps—the thunder began
to growl—and part of the road to Baveno had been completely carried
away by the recent floods. It required little penetration to see, that
the feelings of the kind Italian would be hurt by a refusal of his dis-
interested hospitality——and therefore, the trout was ordered into the
pot, and the game on the gridiron, with all possible expedition, and
without a word being said further on the subject of the horses. The
dinner was dressed and eaten——an extra bottle of the best wine in the
house emptied——and the bill paid within less than an hour. On turn-
ing to the window of the salle @ manger, I saw some excellent horses
and a smart postillion around the carriage—-though none had returned
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during the short period of our repast. ~ At this moment a large
English berline drove up, and the same answer was given respecting
horses. T advised my countryman to angle for horses with ¢ trout
from the neighbouring stream ;” but he swore he would not be im-
posed upon as I was foolish enough to be. We set off, then, for
Baveno with a thousand thanks and bows from our kind host. This
was not the first nor the last time I had learnt to know, that fair words
and cheerful looks facilitate our journey along the road, as well as
through life, much more than blustering and passion. I saw my
countryman the next day at Baveno, and he regretted that he had not
followed my advice. He was detained three hours at the inn—forced
to partake of Italian hospitality at last—charged exorbitantly—treated
scurvily—and half-drowned during his journey to Bavene in the
middle of the night.

Whoever happens to have been between the Simplon and Milan on
the evening and night of the 3d of October, 1829, will hardly forget
the thunder-storm which then took place. It was one of these Autum-
nal hurricanes, which; in Italy, mark the limits between the tropical
heat of their Summer and the delightful skies of early Winter. It
was a regular ELEPHANTA, such as we see at Bombay on the change
of the monsoon, and much about the same time of year. Fortunately
for us, the periodical rains had fallen much sooner than usual in Italy,
as well as in other countries, that year—and this was the last but one
of the Autumnal tornadoes. It was no trifle, even to those who had
seen such phenomena in the East and West Indies. It was 11 o’clock
at night before we reached Baveno, and the last six miles of the road,
or rather the remains of a road, along the Laco Macaiore, were illu-
minated by terrific flashes of sheet lightning. Every mountain around
the lake re-echoed the roaring thunder—every village, villa, and town
on its shores—every island on its bosom, were rendered distinctly
visible by the lightning—and the glassy surface of the lake itself ap-
peared, every two or three minutes, like a gigantic expanse of the
electric fluid.

How the lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea,
And the big rain comes dancing to the earth!
And now again ’tis black—and now the glee
Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain mirth,
As if they did rejoice o’er a young earthquake’s birth.
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They who have got housed in a comfortable hotel, late at night,
from the pelting of the pitiless storm—with a warm supper, a blazing
fire, a keen appetite, a cheerful company, a light heart——and a bottle
of good wine—can form some idea of the traveller’s feelings at the
excellent Albergo, perched on the very edge of the Lago Maggiore at
Baveno, after such a storm as we encountered.

The rested traveller looks back on the dangers or the difficulties of
the past, with positive pleasure—a consolation that may be looked to
in every adversity that besets us in our journey through life.

ISOLA BELLA.

The lake has regained its polished and placid countenance——the
surrounding mountains are calmly eyeing their full-length portraits in
the spacious mirror——but the frightened torrents are leaping from crag
to crag, as if still pursued by the furious tempest. The prospect from
the Borromean Isles is magnificent ; and has been too well described
by Eustace and others to bear another word. As to the Isora BELrLa
itself, with its pyramid of terraces, orange and citron walks, time-worn
statues, spouting fountains, galleries of evergreens, and endless ar-
cades—it is neither entitled to the appellation of *a terrestrial para-
dise, an enchanted island, the abode of Calypso, the garden of Armi-
da,” which some have bestowed on it—nor yet to the contemptuous
epithets poured on its head by Pennant, Southey, and the fair Au-
thoress of ‘ Sketches of Italy.” It would, perhaps, be difficult to
turn so small a rock, in the midst of a lake, to a better account ; and
I imagine that the spacious saloons, paved, lined and covered with
spars, shells, &c. to imitate grottos, form a very delightful retreat
from the burning suns of an Italian Summer. Here, indeed, as
throughout Italy, we find filth and finery in close contact! If the
traveller happens to mistake the principal entrance to the palace, and
turns a corner to the northward, he will find himself ancle-deep in dirt
of the worst description—and, on escaping from this scene, into the
first door that opens, he will find himself in a large octagonal wing
of the palace, without a roof! Painters and poets should never look
beyond the surfaces of things, -especially in Italy—otherwise the pic-
ture will be spoiled, or the poetic illusion will vanish. The whiteness
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of the houses, the verdure and richness of the country, the elevated
spots on which human habitations are perched, and the brilliancy of
the skies, all combine to form delightful landscapes. If we wish to
keep up the pleasing image, let us as carefully avoid entering town,
village, or single mansion—as we would the kitchen, when dinner is
under the process of manipulation, in the hands of the cook!

MILAN.

Between Baveno and Milan, the lover of fine scenery will be grati-
fied, and the contemplative philosopher will meet with one or two ob-
Jects on which he may ruminate, after he passes the blue and arrowy
Ticino at Sesto Calende, where the Lago Maggiore disgorges its puri-
fied waters in a magnificent stream, to mingle with the turbid Po. On
the right hand, he will pass a gigantic bronze statue of St. Carlo Bor-
romeo, near Arona—and on the left, near Somma, a lofty cypress
tree, planted before the Christian @®ra. If that tree could tell the va-
rious events of its long life, from the time that Hannibal’s and Scipio’s
troops first came into mortal conflict under its branches, down to the
slaughter of Marengo and Lodi, also within view of its aerial summit,
the tale would be worth listening to ! It now stands as straight, and
its branches are as verdant, as when the Goths and Vandals were rav-
aging the neighbouring plains of Lombardy. What a contrast does
it present in point of longevity, to the lord of the creation! How often
has it seen the youthful Carlo pass under its shade, in Cardinal pomp
and earthly grandeur ! And still it stands in apparent vigour, while
the brazen statue of the canonized Carlo corrodes by winds and rains,,
on one side, and the blackened corse itself is hourly exposed on the
other, to the vulgar gaze of every fool, who fees a fattened friar to
disturb the ashes of the dead !

On crossing the Ticino, the face of the country suddenly changes,
and presents a complete contrast to that of the Alpine region, over
which the traveller has passed. Here the character is flatness and
fertility—there, ruggedness and sterility. We shall see, under the
next head, (Pellagra,) whether the fruitful soil of ¢ Latium’s velvet
plain” confers proportionate plenty, happiness, and health on its en-
vied inhabitants.
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Milan is one of the cleanest cities which I have seen beyond the
Alps. The streets, though narrow, are well paved with stripes of
flags in the wrong places—being in the middle instead of the sides
—and the northern eye is not offended with the constant sight of south-
ern dirt, as in most other towns of Italy. = Whether this extraordinary
cleanliness be partly owing to the circumstance of Austrian muskets
gleaming, at every hundred paces, in the middle of the streets at night,
I cannot pretend to say. This effective police seems to be a.great
annoyance to the Milanese, and to give mortal offence to my fair
countrywoman, Lady Morgan. I confess that I am not such an en-
thusiastic admirer of FREEDOM, as to advocate those LIBERTIES which
are taken in the streets of Tuscan, Roman, and Neapolitan cities, by
day and by night, to “the corruption of good manners,” if not to the
“derogation of God’s honour.” If it be true that an English cannon
speaks various languages, and that very intelligibly, so I believe it true
that an Austrian bayonet performs a number of useful offices in its
civil as well as in its military character. It is the best scavenger that
I have seen to the southward of the Simplon—and all acknowledge
that it has superseded the stiletto, in Milan and many other places.

There are two things at MiLan, the sight of which would repay the
journey from London to Lombardy :—The cathedral—and the view
from its spires on a clear day. Description is not my forte—and,
moreover, it is not my business in this place. I should be sorry to
attempt that which a female pen, of no ordinary power, has not ven-
tured to undertake. But I am sure that a great number of travellers
lose one of the most beautiful and sublime prospects in the world, by
not taking the opportunity of ascending the highest spire of the cath-
edral during a clear state of the atmosphere. The view is perfectly
unique. We see a chain of the highest mountains of Europe to the
north—the Apennines to the south—and the plains of Lombardy,
bounded only by the horizon, in every other direction. The Alps,
from Genoa to the Tyrol, form one continuous line of gigantic pyra-
mids of ice and snow, apparently within a few miles of the spectator
——Monte Rosa towering in the centre. The scene is magnificent, be-
yond all description, or even conception! The breeze comes down
from these mountains with icy chillness in the hottest sunshine—and
the hues of the setting sun, reflected and refracted by their frozen
sides and summits, baffle all description. ~The illimitable plains of
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Lombardy present a very curious landscape. In the foreground, they
appear like gardens—in the distance, like forests. The mulberry,
acacia, and other trees planted around the rice-fields, unite at a cer-
tain angle of incidence, and look like one continuous wood, conceal-
ing the rich intermediate cultivation. The canals, for navigation or
irrigation, resemble silver veins meandering through the country,
which is studded with towns, villages, villas, and cottageé, all as white
as the marble of the cathedral. 'To the south, the more humble range
of the Apennines, crowned with ‘ piny forests” instead of *unfath-
omed snows,” call forth many a classical and historical recollection
—the whole panorama from the Duomo,. including a fine bird’s-eye
view. of Milan itself, impressing on the memory a splendid image, a
gorgeous and majestic picture of nature and art—of desolation and
cultivation—of everlasting snow and perennial verdure, which TIME
only can efface, by breaking up the intellectual tablet on which it was
engraved by the delighted senses.

It is to be regretted thdt the ascent to the highest pmnacle—even
to any of the hundred spires—is laborious ; but the toil is well rewar-
ded, if the atmosphere be clear, by one of the most imposing pan-
oramas in the world. On four successive days did I labour to the
summit of the cupola, and still the prospect, in every direction, excited
new feelings of delight.* )

The transition from this splendid scene to the subterranean vault,
in which the skin and bones of St. Carlo Borromeo find no repose,
though enshrined in a sarcophagus of crystal, is most disgusting!
The puffers and procurators of the Siamese youths—the fire-eater—
the camelopard—or the Bengal tiger, are not more alert on their post,
than are the monks of Milan, or their employées, to enveigle down into
this splendid dungeon the traveller, from whom a five-franc piece is
modestly demanded, for a sight of the noseless and disgusting face of
a sainted mummy ! In short, the exhibition of the venerated ‘“ Arcu-

* Errors are propagated by describing from books instead of nature. It must
have been some fallacy of this kind that led John Bell to talk of the “enchanting
prospects, in every direction,” that open to the eye from the Corso, or puBLIC
waLk! I only ask any one who paces the Corso, what kind of prospect he sees?
It is physically impossible, in a plain like that of Lombardy, to have any thing like
a prospect, except from the summit of some high building.
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BisHoP oF MILAN" is just as much a matter of mercenary avocation,
as the exhibition of any wild beast in London. If Eustace, a catholic,
and the eloquent, amiable advocate of catholicism, condemns this ex-
hibition, it is clear that it deserves reprobation. ‘¢ The face is exposed
very improperly, because much disfigured by decay—a deformity in-
creased and rendered more hideous by its contrast with the splendour
of the vestments which cover the body, and by the pale and ghastly
light that gleams from the aperture above.” Improperly, because
“much disfigured!” I would say, improperly in all respects—but
peculiarly so, when done solely for the money which the exhibition
produces.* And here I may observe, that a constant charge against
England is, the expense of seeing public sights in her metropolis. I
fearlessly aver that, with a few exceptions, which shall be mentioned
in their places, the public sights on the Continent—more especially in
Italy, require the purse to be kept constantly in hand! A set of more
selfish, insatiable, and mercenary sharks never existed, than are to be
seen round the museums and public edifices®of Italy. They will not
publish any catalogues—they hurry a squadron of visitors round a
whole museum in a given time, bawling out the names of a few of the
principal objects—and dismiss the company as quickly as possible, in
order to pocket the offerings of the succeeding batch !

I shall not trouble the reader with any description of the gloomy in-
terior of this celebrated cathedral. The outside is my favourite, be-
cause a splendid view of Nature encircles an interesting spectacle of
art. I can hardly take leave of the Duomo, however, without advert-
ing to another disgusting and tasteless exhibition—the flayed body of
St. Bartholomew. The statuary has disarmed criticism, by telling us
candidly that he is not PraxiTeELEs—which is, perhaps, a work of

supererogation.

“ Non me Praxiteles sed Marcus fecit Agrates.”

If Agrati had ever seen a human being flayed alive, he would not have
represented him in the posture of a dancing master--and if he had

* One fool makes many. I acknowledge myselfa fool, for spending a moment’s
time in going down to the vault of St. Carlo; but this is one of the lions of Milan,
not to have seen which would argue great stupidity.
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been acquainted with anatomy, he would not have committed such
obvious errors as are here seen.

The great theatre, Lo Scava, is another lion of the first magnitude
in Milan, which I did not see—for this good reason, there is but one
chandelier suspended from the roof—all the rest of the house, the
stage excepted, being in the dark. T went three nights in succession,
to hear the music and see the actors—and these being the two legiti-
mate and proper objects of the philo-dramatists, the Italians gain great
credit for their good sense in keeping the boxes in obscurity, so that
attention may not be distracted from the opera. Nothing can be more
erroneous. than this opinion. The same innate or instinctive love of
darkness, or dread of light, (pheebo-phobia,) which induced the inhab-
itants of Pompeii to live in pigeon-holes, where light could never
enter but through the solitary door, when opened—which induced
every Italian, from that period to the present time, to construct his
mansion like a prison, with iron-grated glassless windows in the ex-
terior—and a dirty, gloomy court in the centre furnishing the only
prospect, and carefully excluding the sun—the same propensity, I
say, with the additional stimulus of economy, prompts the Italian to
prefer a dark to an illuminated box.* When I say innate or in-
stinctive love of darkness, I use a wrong expression. Itis a physical
necessity of avoiding light and heat——common to the inhabitants of
all hot countries. Throughout the vast regions- and various nations
of the East, the same physical necessity exists and the same pro-
pensity prevails. The Turks, the Hindoos, and all intervening peo-
ple, exclude the beams of the sun by means of narrow streets, high
houses, thick walls, and gloomy apartments, clustered round a central
court. 'The Romans took the hint from the Greeks, and the Italians
continue the custom, which has long since become a second nature.f

* Ammianus Marcellinus, when censuring the effeminacy of the ancient Roman
nobility, has these remarkable expressions:—“should a fly presume to settle in
the silken folds of their umbrellas, or a sun-beam penetrate through some unguarded
chink, they deplore their hardships, and lament that they were not born in the land
of the Cimmerians, the regions of eternal darkness.”—Gibbon.

t Tacitus tells us that, after the burning of Rome by Nero, that Emperor caused
the new city to be built with wide streets and houses detached from each other, in
opposition to the plan of the old town, with narrow crooked streets and high houses.

12
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As to La Scara, there was not much lost by the darkness of the
house—the whole being, indeed, ‘ a beggarly account of empty
boxes,” though some of the first warblers in Italy were wasting their
sweets upon the desert air. But the Dons of the pit made up for the
vacuity of the boxes. They nearly drove from the stage a fair and
meritorious songstress by repeated groans and hisses, savouring more
of tobacco than of liberality. These same Dons, and on the same
day, rent the skies with acclamations, at the sight of a race round the
arena of the amphitheatre, where two Smithfield bullocks would have
distanced the fleetest of the Lombardy coursers! An equestrian
looby (poor representative of Ducrow) next strode, or attempted to
stride, on the backs of two ponies, while galloping round the arena—
but soon measured his length in the dust, which produced loud
plaudits. These are sufficient specimens of the feats performed in
this great place of public amusement.

If amplitude be the measure of magnificence, this amphitheatre is
superb. It is a fortified field, the interior wall of whose rampart is
built sloping, with rows of seats. The rampart itself is not higher
than an ordinary wall round a town ;—and this is the whole affair. It
is a poor imitation of the Colisseum, or the amphitheatre of Capua,
which accommodated nearly treble the number of spectators, defended
from rain and sun, and gave them an infinitely better view of what was
going on in the arena. The area is too great and the spectators too
low, for any kind of exhibition except that of horse-racing, charioteer-
ing, or such spectacles as require no very distinct or accurate
perception through the medium of sight or hearing.*

Nero’s taste was then criticised by men of observation. The original construction
(such as Genoa now presents) “was thought more conducive to the health of the
inhabitants. The narrowness of the streets and the elevation of the buildings
served to exclude the rays of the sun ; whereas the more open space, having neither
shade nor shelter, left men exposed to the intense heat of the day.”—Tacitus,
Annals, B. XV.

Brotier, in remarking on this passage of Tacitus, says, “it is well known that
the more open parts of Rome are more sickly than the narrow streets, where the
inhabitants are shaded from the intense heat.

To this may be added, the security which narrow streets and high houses afford
against the malaria, wafted from the pestiferous Campagna di Roma in Autumn.

*P.S. I'find, however, that I have done injustice to Lo Scara. During the
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TRIUMPHAL ARCH.

The intended triumphal arch near the Amphitheatre, and at the
termination of the great military road of the Simplon, may afford
ample food for reflection on the * vanity of human wishes”—or, at all
events, of human projects !—It is well known that a famous colossal
statue in Rome represented successively a devil, a man, and a god.
Why should not the emblazonments of Gallic victories, on the Porta
Sempione, be changed, with change of events, to emblems of defeat ?
The piling of the Austrian arms, after the battle of Marengo, and
Mack’s surrender at Ulm, may be easily transformed into the discom-
fiture of the French at Montmartre, and Marmont’s capitulation of
Paris—Napoleon having chosen to array the warriors on both sides in
the costume of ancient Romans! The long series of brilliant epochs
in his eventful life, may be readily transmuted (since statuary is not
very nice in chronology) into the train of rapid and precipitate disasters,
by which he fell from the summit of power to the abyss of captivity !
The dreary crags of the Great St. Bernard are very easily converted
into the scarcely less steril cliffs of St. Helena. The IL’OrieNT,
which bore him as an eastern conqueror to the banks of the Nile, can
be changed to the Belerophon, which conveyed him, ¢ like Themis-
tocles,” to the shores of Britain for a last asylum. For the Bridge of
Lop1 may be substituted that of the BEresina—for the carnage of the
PyraMips, the conflagration of Moscow. The sands of Ecypr may
be converted into the not less dazzling snows of Russia—Wagram
into Waterloo—and finally, the sombre scenes of captivity at Long-
wood and the Briars, may well usurp the places of Fontainbleau and
Valency, the dreary prisons of Prus and FERDINAND !

BaLLeT, I saw things there, which I had never so plainly seenin any other theatre,
notwithstanding the want of lights. But my countrymen and countrywomen will
see things in every part of Italy, which the prudence—I beg pardon—the PRUDERY
of their English ancestors has kept out of sight. Nature is always superior to
art. Why should the Medicean Venus, the Belvidere Apollo, or the Farnees
Hercules, be allowed the luxury of nudity, in a warm climate, while their living
descendants are condemned to the expense and misery of clothing? But of this
more hereafter.
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A phenomenon resulting from the physical operation of climate on
the human race, and which is equally curious and melancholy to con-
template, may be seen on a large scale in the great hospital of Milan
—the Perracra of the Lombardo-Venetian plains. Those who have
not courage to view it in the living body, may form a tolerable idea of
its external characters from some excellent representations in wax, at
the Museum of the University of Bologna.

This horrible malady, or complication of maladies, has only been
observed, during the last 60 or 80 years, and is rapidly increasing.
The proportion of cases in the hospital is very considerable.* It
begins by an erysipelatous eruption on the skin, which breaks out in
the Spring, continues till the Autumn, and disappears in the Winter—
chiefly affecting those parts of the surface which are habitually exposed
to the sun or the air. This cutaneous symbol of an internal disorder
is accompanied or preceded by remarkable debility, lassitude, melan-
choly, moroseness—hypochondriacism—and not seldom a strong
propensity to suicide. Year rolls on after year, and the cutaneous
eruption, as well as the general disorders, become more and more
aggravated, with shorter and shorter intervals in the Winter. At

‘length the surface ceases to clear itself, and becomes permanently
enveloped in a thick, livid, leprous crust, somewhat resembling the
dried and black skin of a fish!“ By this time, the vital powers are
reduced to a very low ebb—and not seldom the intellectual functions.
The miserable victim of this dreadful pellagra loses the use of his
limbs, more particularly of the inferior extremities—is tormented with
violent colick, head-ach, nausea, flatulence, and heartburn—the
appetite being sometimes nul, at others voracious. The countenance
becomes sombre and melancholy, or totally void of expression—the
breath fetid—the teeth rotten—the inside of the mouth ulcerated—the
mucous membrane highly irritable, and diarrhcea is a common accom-
paniment of the other disastrous train of miseries. But the most
distressing phenomenon of all, is a sense of burning heat in the head

* It has been supposed that a sixth or seventh of the population is affected with
pellagra, in those parts of the country where it is most prevalent. :
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and along the spine, from whence it radiates to various other parts of
the body, but more especially to the palms of the hands and soles of
the feet—tormenting the wretched victim day and night, and depriving
him completely of sleep! He frequently feels as if an electric spark
darted from the brain, and flew to the eyeballs, the ears, and the
nostrils, burning and consuming those parts. To these severe afflic-
tions of the body are often added strange hallucinations of the mind.
The victim of pellagra fancies that he hears the incessant noise of
millstones grinding near him—of hammers resounding on anvils—of
bells ringing—or the discordant cries of various animals!  The
disease when advanced, takes the form of many other maladies, as
tetanus, convulsions, epilepsy, dropsy, mania, and marasmus*—the
patient ceasing at last to exist and to suffer, when reduced to the
state and appearance of a mummy. Itis by no means uncommon—
who can say it is wonderful—that the wretched being abbreviates the
term of his afflictions, and anticipates the too tardy hand of death in a
paroxysm of suicidal mania! It is remarkable that this tendency to
self-destruction very often assumes the form of a desire to consummate
that last act of the tragedy by drowning—so much so that STraMBI, @
writer on the pellagra, has given it the name of HYDROMANIA, when
this propensity exists.

Whatever may be the precise nature of the cause of this dreadful
disease, it is certain that it is almost universally confined to those
who reside in the country—leading an agricultural life—and to the
lowest orders of society. 1t is not bounded by any age—being
frequently seen in the youngest children. The whole of the flat
country on both sides of the river Po—but more especially the fertile
and level plains between that river and the Alps, are the theatre and
head-quarters of pellagra. I have only sketched the more prominent
features of the complaint, and I have by no means magnified either its
horrors or its prevalency. If those who doubt this statement will
consult the native writers on the malady, as Strambi, Trapolli, Soler,

* It is on this account that we see written over the heads of the beds in Milan
Hospital, the various diseases to which pellagra forms the adjective, as atrophia
pellagrina, phthisis pellagrina, hydrops pellagrinus, paralysis pellagrina, mania
pellagrina, &c. ’
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Zanetti, and many others, they will acknowledge that I have softened
rather than exaggerated the picture.

Such is the sweeping and terrible scourge of those beautiful and
fertile plains that furnish themes of admiration for the poet, the
painter, the novelist, and the romantic tourist! Had Rogers and
Wordsworth, while celebrating the borders of Como and the Lago
Maggiore, representing them as terrestrial paradises, been acquainted
with the pestilence that afflicted one-seventh of the inhabitants, they
would have curbed a little their poetic fancies—or added a back ground
to the picture :—

‘Where the world danced
Listening to Monti, quaffing gramolata,

And reading in the eyes, that sparkled round,

Ten thousand love-adventures written there.—RoGERs.

The cause of this frightful endemic has engaged the pens of many
learned doctors. But it is just as inscrutable as the causes of
hepatitis - on the coast of Coromandel, elephantiasis in Malabar,
Beriberi in Ceylon, Barbadoes leg in the Antilles, goitre among the
Alps—the plica in Poland—cretinism in the Vallais—or malaria in
the Campagna di Roma! It is an emanation from the soil; but
whether conveyed in the air we breathe, the food we eat, or the water
we drink, is unknown. If this, or any of the endemics which I have
mentioned, depended on the filth or dirty habits of the people, we
ought to have similar complaints in Sion, or the Jews’ quarter in
Rome, the narrow lanes of Naples, and the stinking alleys of all
Italian towns and cities. But such is not the case. The Jews’
quarter in Rome is the dirtiest and the healthiest spot in that famous
city. The inhabitants of Fondi, Itri, and other wretched villages in
the Neapolitan dominions, are eaten up with dirt, starvation, and
malaria, but no pellagra, no elephantiasis, no goitre, no cretinism is
to be seen. The inevitable and the rational inference is, that each
country, where peculiar or endemic maladies prevail, produces them
from some hidden source, which human knowledge has not yet been
able to penetrate. The general opinion among the medical men of
the Milanese is, that the pellagra results from the extreme poverty
and low unwholesome diet of the peasantry. It might moderate the
wailings of the English farmers, and even their labourers, if they
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knew the condition of their own ranks on those fertile plains so
bepraised by our poets and travellers. Let us hear what a recent
writer (M. Jourdain) says :—¢ Quoique la Lombardie soit une des
contrées les plus fertiles de ’Europe, I'habitant des campagnes se
nourrit presque exclusivement de végétaux, de pain de seigle mal
cuit et aigre, de riz, de bled de Turquie, preparé de plusieurs
manieres, &c. Il mange rarement de la viande, et, quoique le sol
qu’il foule aux pieds produise de la vigne, sa pauvreté lui interdit le
vin. Il n’a, pour etancher sa soif, que des eaux presque toujours
impures et bourbeuses. Devoré par le misere, il ne peut se couvrir
que de haillons, et souvent il partage sa demeure avec des animaux
immondes.”

The above are the words, not of a political, but a medical writer,
who could have no object in exaggerating the miseries of the Lombar-
do-Venetian peasant. The ordinary traveller is so enchanted with the
fertility of the soil, the beauty of the lakes, the romantic grandeur of
the surrounding Alps, and the brilliancy of the skies, that he overlooks
the misery of the inhabitants, and the diseases that carry them to a
premature grave! The poet avoids such scenes :

“I turned my prow and followed, landing soon
‘Where steps of purest marble met the wave ;—
‘Where through the trellises and corridors,
Soft music came, as from Armida’s palace,
Breathing - enchantment o’er the woods and waters.” -
RoeErs’ ITaLy.

MALARIOUS PHYSIOGNOMY.

Between Sesto Calende and the river Po at Piacenza, the inexperienced
traveller will be forcibly struck with a sickly cast of countenance
among the inhabitants of the rich Lombardo-Venetian plains, totally
different from anything which he had formerly seen. The ezperienced
traveller, on the other hand, will instantly rocognize a physiognomy
quite familiar to his sight. Those who have visited the unhealthy lo-
calities within and without the tropics, and who are capable of any ob-
servation at all, are well acquainted with the peculiar and morbid as-
pect which malarious districts impress on the human countenance, in
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characters which it is impossible to misunderstand. The alluvial de-
bouches of the Scheldt, the Nile, the Oroonoko, the Euphrates, the
Ganges, the Danube, the Po, besides ten thousand intermediate places
in the four quarters of the globe, have so deteriorated the health of
man, and stamped on his visage such indelible marks of disease, that
the most superficial observer can never forget the humiliating portrait.
Let the inexperienced and curious traveller, then, pass through the
towns between Milan and Piacenza on market days, when the peas-
ants are congregated in the streets, and he will see a picture of human
nature, little less deplorable or disgusting than that which the cretins
of Sion present. He will there be able to form a good idea of the
general effects of malaria throughout the world—while the local or pe-
culiar effects, as sketched under the head of PeLLaGRra, will complete
the melancholy outline ! :

The complexion is neither yellow nor sallow, but an unsightly and
unearthly compound of the two—a never-failing effect of malaria,
whatever be the parallel of latitude—whether on the pestiferous plains
of Beveland or of Batavia. To the experienced eye, the features,
the whole countenance, present infallible indications of a slow poison
circulating with the current of the blood, through every organ of the
body, and gradually sapping the foundations of health and life. The

. rice-grounds between the Alps and the Po, irrigated in every direc-
tion, and not seldom inundated, are nearly as fertile in the production
of the mysterious and fatal malaria, as of grain, fruit, and vegetables.
Of this dreadful scourge of Italy’s fair fields I shall speak more in the
sequel ;—but I conjure travellers to be observant of its effects, and
they will trace its operations, in more or less activity, through every
valley, plain, and mountain, between Como and Calabria.

MILAN TO BOLOGNA.

Mercy on us, what empires, kingdoms, principalities, and states,
have we traversed in 48 or 50 hours! Had it not been for a boat
laden with Parmesan cheese, which carried away the Pont Volant over
the Po, at Piacenza, imperial Austria would have furnished us with
COFFEE, before day-light—Maria Louisa, ex-Empress of France,
would have spread a sumptuous DEJEUNER A LA FOURCHETTE for us
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at the Paong, in Parma—Modena’s proud and warlike Duke would
have entertained us at pinNErR—and our suPPER would have been
blessed by His Holiness the Pope, in Bologna! As it was, the ac-
cident to which I have alluded caused us to retrace our steps from the
banks of the Po, opposite Piacenza, through the stinking and pestifer-
ous rice-grounds, in the middle of the night, (equalling in coldness a
Siberian Winter,) to Milan. Thence, we'made a detour by Pavia, and
had the additional honour of sleeping under the. protection- of his
Sardinian Majesty, after crossing the Ticino and the Po—-and after
having our baggage carefully examined by the Douaniers, in search
of ——— Liapy Morgan 1%

* While I admire the talents, the spirit, the wit, and the censorial powers of my
fair countrywoman, I cannot approve her personal satire. The vices of a people, or
the actions of public men, are legitimate objects for criticism, or even castigation—
but personalities are beneath the notice of the satirist, and motives are beyond his
ken. [ putitto Lady Morgan’s cool reflection, whether, after traversing the gal-
lery of a prince, it was worth her while to characterise the portrait of the owner, as
presenting “the beau ideal of imbecility.” But this is not so bad as the repeated
attacks on the moral character of the departed Eustace. First, his work is pro-
nounced to be “false, flimsy, and pompous ;” then he himself is represented as ut-
terly ignorant of Italy—and, last of all, he is roundly accused of a “premeditated
perversion of facts.” Lady Morgan had a right to expose his errors, and use as«
harsh expressions, in doing so, as suited her singuine constitution—she might even
suspect his varacity—but to assert that his ¢ perversion of facts” was  premeditated,”
is an awful asSumption of the omniscient mind’s prerogatives, unjustifiable on any
principle of religion, morality, or sound criticism. Lady Morgan “tells us that it is
¢less painful to make the assertion, as the author’s ear is no longer alive either to
praise or censure ;” but, in my humble opinion, the circumstance of a man’s ina-
bility to defend himself in another world, is a sorry reason for stabbing his moral
character in this. ‘

; Lady Morgan had a right to ridicule Mr. Eustace’s horror of revolutionary, and
his admiration of aristocratic and monarchical principles—but no impartial reader
can peruse her ladyship’s work, without perceiving that she has herself fallen into
the opposite extreme—always palliating the enormities of republican France—and
exaggerating the imbecilities or misrule of monarchical or papal states. I am no
advocate of Mr. Eustace. I shall freely correct his errors wherever I find them.
But Heaven forbid that I should insult the ashes of an amiable clergyman, by
burning, biting, savage sarcasms—by cruel jadgments on motives, that belong to the
Derry alone—and which are “foul and unnatural” when uttered by the tongue of
a female—a lady whose splendid talents suffer a partial adumbration from the fervor
(I had almost said fury) of her political prejudices.

13
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Then what mighty fortresses have capitulated to us on this tri-
umphant march, without firing a gun—indeed without having a gun to
fire! How many gates without walls have flown open, at the sight of
Napoleon’s trunkless head—a tyrant whose image is now as much
adored, as the living original was dreaded and detested, when, in 1796,
he was driving Wurmser before him, and levying contributions on
every town through which he passed. How many draw-bridges
threatened to rise, and portcullises to fall, if our passports were not
signed or countersigned by half the ambassadors of Europe! And
all this mockery and mimicry of ¢ warlike note” and military precau-
tion, is kept up by petty states and pauper princes, to feed a pack of
hungry and rapacious EmrroyE’s who practise on the traveller, through
the medium of their underlings, those extortions which they are too
proud to call by the proper name—menDpIciTY ! Shame on those
princes, governors, and magistrates who sanction this perpetual, igno-
ble, and harassing warfare, on every stranger who comes within their
contemptible walls.

The detour by Pavia gave us an opportunity of viewing this once
celebrated, but now decayed city—the city of a *hundred towers!”
Its long, narrow, and silent streets, its demolished fortifications, its
melancholy university, and its sickly, poverty-stricken inhabitants,
present a picture which cannot easily be forgotten. Around its ruined
ramparts, silent as the grave, and on which the sentinel’s measured
footstep is never heard, I wandered by moonlight, and enjoyed once
more a magnificent view of the long range of snowy Alps. It was full
moon—mnot a leaf was moved by the breeze—and innumerable stars,
of dazzling brilliancy, studded the azure vault. The funereal cypress
cast its long and pyramidal shadow across the grass-grown parapets—
the murmur of the crystal Ticino was distinguishable—but no human
voice vibrated on the listening ear—no cheerful light gleamed from
lamp or window—not even from Petrarch’s chamber—and I could
scarcely help fancying that I was wandering round some vast and
lonely cemetery, when the midnight hour was faintly heard tolling from
the distant Carthusian Monastery, and mausolewn of a murderer,
warning me to repair to my hotel. It was in one of Pavia’s towers
that the prisoner Boethius wrote his treatise, *“de consolatione philoso-
phie,” and philosophy seems now the only consolation of fallen Pavia.
Where Volta raised the galvanic pile, Aldini constructs his fire-proof
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mantles—while arts, science, and literature are still taught in its learn-
ed halls.

It is between Voghera and Bologna, while skirting along the Apen-
nines, that the traveller’s attention is first arrested by a very striking
feature in the natural scenery and the medical topography of Italy-—
an endless succession of beds of rivers, without water, or with only a
trifling rivulet meandering in the centre. While crossing these beds,
we generally see a high and narrow bridge in the neighbourhood, which
the postillions avoid. Many of these bridges, indeed, are too narrow
for a carriage, and consist of a single arch, of immense altitude and
span.  Whea rains fall in Italy, thousands of torrents rush from the
Apennines, along these water-courses—and in many places, the travel-
ler’s carriage is arrested till the rapid stream subsides. In such lo-
calities, the high and narrow arch permits the pedestrian traveller or
the peasant and mule to pass. These water-courses vary in breadth,
from a dozen yards to a mile, or-even more ; and well tempered must
be the springs of carriages to withstand the successions experienced
while traversing their rocky surfaces. They are foaming cataracts one
day and empty channels the next. The mountains being often wrapt
in clouds, the rains sometimes fall there without any notice on the
plains, till the torrent comes roaring along with tremendous rapidity,
sweeping away every living creature that happens to be crossing the
dry and rugged channels at the time. These ravines form one of the
most potent engines of insalubrity in Italy, though very much over-
looked by medical travellers. I shall revert to them hereafter, when
speaking of the climate of this country.

Itis also between the Po and Bologna that the level grounds, bor-
dering on the Apennines, present scenes of cultivation and fertility
which delight the eye and defy description. They are only surpassed
by the Campagna Felice, near Naples. The almost interminable
ridge of hoary Alps is still seen, with scarcely any diminution, in our
rear—the Apennines rise, in modest grandeur on our right—and the
plains of Lombardy stretch away to the verge of the horizon on the
left. The surface of the soil is cultivated like a garden, producing
three or four annual crops of grain—hedges and neat enclosures divide
the farms—rows of elms, poplars, mulberries, &c. traverse every field,
not more than 50 or 60 feet distant from each other—while the slender
and helpless branches of the vine are carried from tree to tree, trained
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in elegant or fantastic festoons, and bending to the earth beneath a
load of the most delicious grapes. The richness and beauty of the
scbnery are not rendered less interesting by a consciousness that we
are pacing along the Via Emiria, now one of the most smooth and
excellent roads in Europe-—that we are treading over the ground
where Hannibal and the Romans, in former times, mingled in mortal
combat ; and where, in our own days, the still more terrific conflict
between ¢ fiery Frank and furious Hun” dyed the Trebia with human
gore, and fertilized its banks with the carcases of heroes!

The vintage was in full operation—and every man, woman, child,
and beast, were at work in securing the nectarious harvest of old Bac-
chus. Did the appearance of the peasantry correspond with the scenes
of peace, plenty, and fertility around? Travellers say little or nothing
on this subject. If they did but inspect the countenances of the in-
habitants, they would see poverty, disease, and depression in every
feature! Some mysterious and invisible UpAs TREE must surely over-
shadow the smiling plains and glades of Italy, rendering nugatery the
exuberance of Nature and the labour of man. "

Soft zephyrs blow—eternal summers reign,
And showers prolific bless the soil—in vain !

The peasantry do not, indeed, present such marked characters of
sickliness, as among the rice-grounds on the other side of the Po;
yet the malarious countenance is unequivocal—and doubtless there
are not wanting moral and political causes to aid the deleterious opera-
tion of climate. T am rather surprised that so acute an observer as
Lady Morgan should permit the beauty and fertility of the cduntry to
veil the sickly aspect of the people—nay, to transform it into that of
health, happiness, and beauty. “ Every step (says this enchantress)
was a picture—the sky was Claude’s—the foliage was Poussin’s—the
groupings were Teniers’. Those gloomy and ruinous buildings in
which the peasantry herd in Italy, were here replaced by cottages of
English neatness, environed by more than English abundance—gar-
dens of natural fertility, vineyards dressed like flower-knotts—and a
population the most joyous and active, gave assurance of that equal
distribution of the gifts of Providence, which best—

¢ Justifies the ways of God to man.”
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One of three things must be the case. * Either the appearance of
the inhabitants has been changed by the lapse of ten years—Lady
Morgan was deceived—or I am no judge of the human countenance.
There was neither that health, activity, joy, or signs of plenty in the
peasantry, between the Po and the Apennines, which her Ladyship
has portrayed. They are less squalid than the Milanese—but the
marks of malaria—indeed of the Italian climate, which, according to
Lady Morgan herself, *spares every thing but man,” were indelibly
imprinted on every face.

John Bell has fallen into the same strain as Lady Morgan, and,
while travelling between the Po and Bologna, “could not help re-
marking the uncommon beauty of the people.” I only request the
traveller to use his eyes and decide. If John Bell had consulted the
tables of mortality in this country, or examined the hospitals of Milan
and Bologna, he would have been convinced that, if people are more
beautiful on the banks of the Po than on the banks of the Thames,
they are much more sickly—and I believe sickness and beauty are
rather antagonizing characters in the human frame. Indeed, it is to
be regretted that a medical man of such talents as John Bell possess-
ed, did not direct his observations to the medical topography of Italy,
instead of filling a quarto volume with criticisms on statues, buildings,
and paintings. = Surely the profession by which he gained immortal
fame, was not beneath his notice while travelling in Italy.

We are now in Bologna ; but the reader need not fear the infliction
of a description, for the fiftieth time repeated. There are two great
classes of objects which command the traveller’s attention in Ttaly—
the beauties of Nature and the works of art. The last and greatest
work of the Creator is seen to best advantage in the gallery of the
Vatican—and even there it is but a copy ; the original (according to
West) being in the back woods of America.* From the summit of
Assinelli’s tower, not more remarkable for its altitude than its ugliness,
(but whose leaning is scarcely perceptible,) the traveller will enjoy
one of those magnificent prospects which can never be obliterated
from the memory. The lofty Apennines on one side, form a remark-

* West’s exclamation, on seeing the Belvidere Apollo, at Rome, is known to
every one—* My God! a Mohawk warrior.”
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able contrast with the boundless plains on the other. It is here that
the last faint glimpse of the Alps is caught, in the north-east quarter,
like the edge of a white cloud just above the horizon. - Bologna itself
is better seen from this tower than from any other spot in the neigh-
bourhood. - The principal streets are lined, on each side, with arcades,
like Berne, for example. Forsyth is  surprised that continued por-
ticos like these, which Nero’s excellent taste had designed for his
new edition of Rome, are not general in the south of Italy, a country
so subject to violent heat and rain.” Forsyth forgot, or perhaps did
not know, that to have these open porticos, the streets must be com-
paratively wide—and that wide streets would admit the sun, which is
a much more unwelcome visitor than rain, in a hot climate. Narrow
streets are more economical, and also more cool.

Having seen the beauties of Nature from the summit of Assinelli’s
tower, the traveller proceeds to the halls of the university and the
PinacoTECA, to contemplate the wonders of art. The wax-works in |
Bologna are far more valuable, though on an infinitely smaller scale,
than those at Florence. The former represent diseases—the latter
are purely anatomical, and not very correct. The last (at Florence)
are of little or no use, except to make the vulgar stare. Here (Bo-
logna) may be seen the PELLaGrRA of Lombardy, by those who do
not like to traverse the wards of the great hospital at Milan. The
cabinets of natural history, antiquities, &c. demand a day or two for
examination. But the PiNacorrca is the favourite lounge. Some
of the finest paintings in Italy are here. Cecilia stealing Harmony,
as Prometheus stole rirE, from Heaven, is, I think, the best. The
remark which I am going to make, and which regards Italy in general,
not the Pinacoteca in particular, will subject me to severe censure—
but to that I am more callous than the critics may imagine. In pacing
the thousand galleries of this Holy Land, the eye is first surprised,
but ultimately fatigued, with the endless representations of religious
subjects—more especially the mysteries of our sacred religion.
Wherever we look, crucifixions, sepultures, resurrections, descents
from the cross and ascents into the clouds, are mingled with mysteri-
ous conceptions, virgin mothers, and infantile Christs. I may be
wrong—but I suspect that the Infinite variety in the delineation and
personification of these hallowed truths, weaken and disturb the unity
and solemnity of those ideas that ought to be attached to them. ~The
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eternal Virgin and Child, under every form and in every kind of situa-
tion which the genius of a Caracci, Guido, Guercino, Giovanni, Dome-
nichino, &c. &c. could imagine, down to the rude daubs and carvings
on every sign-post, finger-post, wall, and pig-stye in Italy, may create
or strengthen devotion in the minds of others, but I confess that they
had no such salutary tendency on mine.

In the celebrated church of L Maponna b1 St. Luca,” seated
on a romantic eminence near Bologna, the road to which is covered,
to induce travellers, even in bad weather, to visit it, we see the Virgin
Mary, painted by Saint Luke himself. If the Apostle has given a
true representation, and certainly he had the best means of ‘doing so,
the Virgin must have been a native of Afiica! Mr. Eustace slurs
over this picture, and talks only of the church, as “a most noble
monument of public piety, and alone sufficient to prove, that the spirit
and magnificence of the ancient Romans still animate the modern
Italians” !!! Mr. Eustace is right. Ancient Romans and modern
Italians have erected magnificent temples and splendid churches pver
the rankest falsehoods and vilest impositions that ever disgraced the
reason and the judgment of man. Of the former I shall speak in due
time—of the latter, be the shrine of Loretto and the Madonna di St.
Luca sufficient examples !

The catholic religion and catholic painters delight in the historical
events, the parentage, the birth, the early life, the crucifixion, and the
ascension of our Saviour—all or most of which are mysteries or mira-
cles incomprehensible by the human mind—while the heavenly, but
practical and intelligible, precepts of Christianity, which ought to be
our constant study and guide, are passed over, as not calculated to
produce that striking effect on the senses which would seem to be the
end and object of the catholic worship. But whatever objections may
be urged against these strictures on pictorial representations of Christ,
as participating in human nature, I think the idea of pencilling the
CreaTor oF THE UNIVERSE, will hardly be advocated. Yet Guer-
cino has dared to do this. He has represented the ALmicnTY with
the left hand resting on a globe, the right being raised in the clouds.

¢ The countenance (says John Bell) is that of an old' man, having
a long beard and grey hairs ; the figure is enveloped in the folds of a
rich Cardinal’s cloak, while on his brow an expression of anxious
thought is seated, wrinkling the forehead with deep lines of care, as if
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meditating with perplexity on the world he had created. The circum-
stance of Guercino’s having executed this picture in one night by the
light of flambeaux, seems to be perfectly ascertained ; but it is difficult
not to regret that the artist had chosen for proof of his celebrity a task
so difficult, or, I ought rather to say, impossible, as that of represent-
ing the Eternal Father.”

And yet we can hardly wonder at the ¢ perplexing meditations” of
our Creator, when foreseeing the horrible acts that were to be perpe-
trated by his express image,” man! Close to the above picture is
an illustration—Poussin’s Murpcr oF e INNocENTs.  The
terror, (says a pictorial critic,) dismay, and wildness of the different
groups are admirably portrayed ; and, notwithstanding the violence of
the action, each head is beautiful as that of an angel. The naked
ruffians, with their uplifted daggers and sacrilegious hands stained
with blood, are drawn in the finest style, and with all the energy of
pitiless soldiers inured to such deeds.”

“/The outery of one mother, (says John Bell,) dragged by her scarf
and hair, and held by one of these men till he reaches her chiid ; the
pale, dishevelled aspect of another, breathless with terror, fainting, and
delayed in her flight from agitation; the despair and agony of a third
beyond these, who sits wringing her hands over her slaughtered babes ;
the touch of madness pictured on the fine countenance, which is up-
lifted with an indescribable expression of the utmost agony; the
murdered babes filling the lower corner of the picture, lying on the
bloodstained marble, so pale, so huddled together, so lifeless, yet so
lovely and innocent in death, present an historical picture, perhaps the
most domestic and touching that was ever painted.”

The martyrdom of St. Agnes is scarcely less terrible—perhaps
more affecting, on account of the individuality of the sacrifice. The
execution of one innocent man or woman excites more exquisite and
poignant sorrow than the sight of a field covered with slaughtered
warriors.

The martyrdom of St. Peter, with the hatchet sticking in his head
and a stiletto standing upright in his breast. is ¢ foul and unnatural.”
Caracci’s * flagellation of our Saviour,” is detestable, and derogatory
to the dignity of Christ. ‘

I called on one of the most distinguished professors of the Univer-
sity of Bologna (Tommasini)—and, indeed, of Italy. He was pack-
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ing up his goods and chattles for Parma. His popularity in Bologna
was not relished by the Pope—and he was going to place himself un-
der the patronage of the ex-Empress of France! While men of
science and philosophy are forced to desert the crosier of Rome for
the bayonet of Austria, we need not entertain very sanguine hopes of
that resuscitation of ancient Roman magnificence, which the amiable
Eustace so ardeatly anticipated !

THE APENNINES.

Choice induced us to spend a night ¢ above the storm’s career,” in
the village of the Simplon. Necessity—or rather the Gop of Love,
compelled us to sleep in a ¢ house of ill fame,” on the summit of the
Apennines. The cavalcade of a marriage in high life—the betrothed
Princess of Naples on her way to wedlock with her uncle, Ferdinand
the embroiderer—stopped us full an hour between Pietra Mala and
Caviliajo, obliging us to sleep at the latter place, a solitary inn in the
centre of these mountains—* the scene of one of those deep-laid con-
federacies for plunder and assassination, of which Italy has always
been a prolific theatre.”* . We had the pleasure of reading in Forsyth,
that, from this same inn, “travellers daily disappeared, and could
never be traced by their spoils.” Two of his acquaintances escaped
by stratagem ; and, not long afterwards, the banditti were surprised
while feasting at the parsonage in the neighbourhood, when the hor-
rible mystery was revealed.

“It was the law of this society to murder all the passengers they
stopped—to kill and bury the horses, burn the carriages and baggage,
rescuing only the money, jewels and watches. Bionpi, the curate,
was their captain—the MisTrEss of the iNnv was their accomplice,
who sent him notice of every traveller that lodged at her house.”—
ForsyTH.

Notwithstanding this astounding intelligence, we supped very com-
fortably, and I retired to my chamber, which was in the back of the
house, over the stables—the windows being without fastenings, and a

* Rome in the Nineteenth Century.
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pile of stones reaching up to within two feet of the window-sill, from
a dreary and suspicious wood, offering a most tempting facility to any
of Bronpr’s gang who might wish to pay me a nocturnal visit. In
despite of this appalling history and these ominous phenomena——nay,
in spite of a tremendous storm of ¢ thunder, lightning, and of rain,”
which demolished the few remaining panes of glass in my chamber
window, I slept as soundly, and I believe as safely, as I should have
done in ¢ Modern Babylon.”* A journey from one end of Italy to
the other——sometimes with tempting equipage—sometimes as a soli-
tary, unarmed, and defenceless rambler, has convinced me that, with
common prudence and good humour, a traveller is as safe in this land
of banditti, as in any part of the British dominions. An Italian will
outwit you—or, if you please, cheat you, in every possible way—but
he will not murder you—pillage you—or steal from you, if you leave
your baggage open in the court of the inn where you sleep.  This
assertion will be proved and illustrated in the sequel.

The scenery of the Appennines, has been well described by many
of my fair countrywomen—but by none in more animated language
than by the authoress of “ Rome in the Nineteenth Century” and
Lady Morgan. It was probably from my eye being familiar with a
greater variety of scenery, in various quarters of the globe, than the
eyes of these talented travellers, that I was less enraptured with the
Apennines than they were. I acknowledge, indced, with Lady M.
that the ascents and descents among these elevated chains of moun-
tains produce much mental excitement, * bracing alike the nerves and
the intellect.”  They are less majestic than the Alps, as well as less
terrific—but they are more luxuriant—perhaps more beautiful. They
rise not so high as to be uninhabitable—the snows are not so lasting
as to prevent partial cultivation—and wherever we look, we see a mix-
ture of sterility and fertility—abrupt masses of naked limestone, and
other rocks, impending over dells, glades, and vales of romantic beauty

* Lady Morgan characterizes this as a ¢ wretched inn.” It is one of the best
country inns between Bologna and Naples. 'We had silver tea-pots—silver spoons
—silver forks—china plates (or good imitations)—clean linen—good beds—excel-
lent provender—obsequious attendance—and a fair charge. "Perhaps the silver
tea-pots and other fine things here were purchased by blood !
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—-perpetual contrasts of the tiny but useful labours of man, with the
Stupendous, but desolating, work of earthquakes.

I was taught to expect, among the mountains of Italy, those fine
figures, healthful athletic frames, and angelic countenances, which are
banished from the plains by the deleterious effects of climate. T
rarely or never could find them. Lady Morgan, indeed, saw “ chil-
dren, whose loveliness often approached the laughing infants of Cor-
regio.” But the ladies, in general, are so passionately fond of chil-
dren, that I have known them bespatter with praise the ugliest urchins
on earth. This, coupled with Lady Morgan’s acknowledgement, that
‘“among the villages through which she passed there was an appear-
ance of much squalid poverty, unknown in the plains of Bologna,”
makes me somewhat distrustful of the ¢ laughing infants of Corregio.”
To say the truth, I saw but very few instances of this laughing pro-
pensity among the babes of the Apennines. On the contrary, our
ears were much more frequently stunned with their squalls than our
eyes delighted with their smiles. And no wonder. They are
swaithed as tight as Egyptian mummies—and not unfrequently pom-
melled and pounced by the little miscreants employed to nurse them
in the absence of their mothers, who, in Italy as well as in France,
perform the greater part of the drudgery and labour of rural life.

The descent of the Apenpines, on the side of the Florence, is more
interesting than the ascent from Bologna. After winding along pre-
cipices, where walls are built to defend us from the winds, we begin to
meet the slender vine, the funereal cypress, and the sober olive. Why
the tall, pyramidal evergreen, and almost everlasting cypress, should
be selected by the ancients as the emblem of death—or rather of eter-
nal sleep—and planted round their tombs, is not quite clear. Its roots
in mother Earth—its body rising naked from the grave—and its tall
spiral head pointing to Heaven, in youthful verdure, after the extinc-
tion of 60 generations—would rather indicate the Christian’s hope of
“life everlasting,” than the heathen’s creed of final annihilation.

Meditations of this kind were broken abruptly by a view of the
Var p’ArNo bursting on the enraptured and astonished sight. T
shall not attempt description here. ¢ The boldness, (says a modern
female traveller—not Lady Morgan,) the romantic grandeur, the rich
luxuriance of the country which now lay extended beneath our feet,
I have never seen, nor do I ever expect to see, equalled. The VarL
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p1 MucEeLLa, famed in gothic warfare and Ttalian numbers—and the
more celebrated Vare of the Arno beyond, to which the morning
mists that hovered around added increased loveliness—were backed,
- as far as the eye could reach, by the distant hills towards Siena, retir-
ing in ranges of softening purple, till they melted away in the brighter
tints of the horizon ;—while the intermediate heights that divide the
two valleys, forming the romantic ridge of the lpwer Apennines, and
the broken summits among which we stood, were crowned with faded
oak forests, interspersed with olive groves, and their more pointed de~
clivities picturesquely tufted with cypress trees, whose spiral shape
and deep verdure relieved the broad form and varied tints of the oak,
and the diminutive size and pale green of the olive.”*

I believe T am not singular in thinking that many of the most labour-
ed, the most beautiful, the most eloquent, descriptions that ever flow-
ed from the pen of genius, although they delight the ear and the
imagination during perusal, have failed to convey, and consequently
to leave, a distinct picture on the mind’s eye ;—while a very few
words happily—perhaps accidentally, strung together, have instantly
held up an image to the sensorial mirror, that has left an indelible im-
pression on the tablet of the memory. The eye of the spectator,
however, is the only medium through which a perfectly correct repre-
sentation of a scene can be conveyed to the mind ; and verbal de-
scriptions are often as painful, from their difficulty, to the writer, as
they are unsatisfactory to the reader. This conviction will often pre-
vent me from inflicting on others the penalty of perusing formal and
elaborate delineations of scenery, in which fancy sometimes guides
the pencil, and adds colours to the picture, that tend to obscure, rather
than distinguish its features.t

* Anonymous Sketches of Italy, 1817,

T The ladies have a finer set of nerves, and, consequently, more exquisite per-
ceptions of things than men. Lady Morgan, in describing the first view of Flor-
ence and the VL p’ArNo, on descending the Apennines, appears to have been put
in extacies by— the cupolas, spires and picturesque chimneys of Florence, peering
through woods and vales.” 'The cupolas and spires can certainly be seen in the usual

way ; but the picturesque chimnies peering through woods and vales are not readily
seen, nor very easily conceived. i
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If a person could imagine a great city of palaces, (such as was Rome
two thousand years ago, when her population was four, or, as some
say, seven millions, and her walls 50 miles in circumference,) sudden-
ly blown up by a volcano, and miraculously scattered along the banks
of a river, for tén or twelve miles, without injury ; the intervening
spaces being filled up with gardens, pleasure-grounds, vineyards,
orangeries, groves of cypress, and plantations of olive :—If he could
conceive that this scene was an ample valley, the adjacent eminences
being crowned with convents, churches, and villas, white as Parian
marble, with a stream flowing through the middle—a magnificent city
at one extremity—the whole encircled by towering mountains, and
canopied by an Italian sky-—he would have no bad idea of the VaL
p’Ar~o and Florence, when first seen from one of the Apennine
ridges. Such was the idea suggested to my mind by the actual scene
—but whether or not it conveys any distinct image to the minds of
others I cannot tell.

In approaching most Italian eities, but especially Florence, Rome,
and Naples, the stranger is mortified by the perpetual presence of high
and dead walls, which flank both sides of the road, and completely
exclude all prospect of town or country. Whether these horrid
boundaries have been erected for the purpose of obscuring our vision,
before the grand scene bursts on our view, according to the principle,
“ omne ignotum pro magnifico”—or. for the meaner purpose of se-
curity against depredations, I shall not determine ; but the effect is
excessively annoying and repugnant to an English mind. It is an
abridgment to LIBERTY, against which Jou~ Burr and the whole
British press would loudly and properly exclaim—a voice (vox populi
or vox Dei) which has demolished a very humble wall between Ken-
sington and Hyde-park Corner, and erected an iron railing in its stead.
But clear, and shrill, and loud and mellifluous as are Italian throats
and notes on the stage—they are as mute and ineffectual in the cause:
of human liberty, on the political arena, as are the tears of the stag or
the bleating of the lamb against the tusks of the tiger, or the paws of”
the lion, in the jungles of the sunderbunds !

It was on a fine Autumnal evening that we drove past, not through,.
the magnificent triumphal arch before the Porta San Gallo—and on
entering the long street of that name, the * endless anticipation,”
which, according to Lady Morgan, so fills the imagination, that **ex-
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pectation becomes too eager for enjoyment,” came to a full stop. I
do not mean the sTor occasioned by the official duties of the douaniers
and the police ; but the ExTiNGUIsHER which the entrance into every
Italian city puts on the pleasure derived from natural scenery. The
streets of Florence are more uniformly wide than thése of most other
cities of Italy—and (such is the force of habit) the English residents
consider them as remarkably clean. Now there is not a street in this
celebrated capital of Tuscany, which does not shock the eye and the
olfactories of an Englishman, at every step, by presentations of filth—
and that in the worst of all possible shapes! The reconcilement of
the English eye and other organs of sense to such scenes, is a striking
illustration of that general principle of reconcilement to all unusual,
not to say indecent, things, which is generated by habit and residence
—and which I shall have occasion to bring on the tapis of investigation
before this volume is concluded.

The paving of the streets of Florence attracts attention. It is said
to be by Arnulfo (that of the Via San Gallo at least) but it is pre-
cisely that of the ancient Romans——precisely that of the streets of
Pompeii at this moment—namely, large flat stones, of all shapes and
sizes, but brought into close contact, and thus forming a smooth
horizontal wall, with a slight declination to the centre, where the water
runs till it falls through a grating into the common sewer—and ulti-
mately into the Arno. The existence of a common sewer into the
streets of Florence, takes away from the Florentines all excuse for
the non-existence of separate sewers from individual houses. The
fact is, that each mansion constitutes the receptacle or depot of an an-
nual, biennial, or triennial accumulation of filth, when an expurgation
of the cess-pool generates an atmosphere around each house, that
would nauseate, if not poison, any human being except an Italian!
And why is this infernal box of Pandora, compared with which assa-
feetida is incense, gradually collected in the cellar, and annually dis-
gorged by carts, instead of being daily carried subterraneously into
the Arno ? Because it brings in a few scudi yearly from the gardeners
of the romantic VaL p’Ar~o!! The city of Florence, then, like too
many of its neighbours, is a city of filth, where not a single wave of
air is unimpregnated with the most disgusting, if not pestiferous,
effluvia that imagination can conceive! Heaven has given Italy a
blue sky—Nature has heaved up from the ocean a warm and fertile
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soil—odoriferous zephyrs are wafted over hill and dale—but man has
polluted the atmosphere which he breathes with vapours more loath-
some than ever issued from the Stygean lake !

From the PorTa SaN GaLro we drive across the greater part of
the capital, before we arrive at ScuNEIDER’s PaLAcE, the most sub-
stantially-comfortable Parazzo of any ine« Florence, or perhaps in
Italy. One general character of massive strength and simplicity per-
vades the buildings in all the principal streets. Instead of the Greek
facade and portico sublime, we have a chain of ¢ domestic fortresses”
on each side, adapted to a people who were forced, at one moment,
to defend their liberties, like the inhabitants of Saragossa, from street
to street—and, at another, to live in feudal warfare, while torn by do-
mestic factions.

The stranger, in his way to the Lune’-ArNo, stumbles on the cele-
brated Duomo, or Cathedral—the admiration, or rather the despair, of
Michael Angelo—together with that “gem of architecture,” the
CaMPANILE, or belfry, which Charles the 5th considered too exquisite
for the plebeian gaze of republican citizens—and which Lady Morgan
thinks ¢ equally suited to a lady’s cabinet, as to the mighty edifice to
which it belongs.” It is 252 Italian feet in height—and admirably
adapted to a lady’s cabinet. The first view of the Duvomo and
CampaniLE conjured up one of those outrageous and barbaresque
ideas of comparison, which have so often put the sublimity of admira-
tion to flight on this classic soil. The Cathedral and its belfry sug-
gested the grotesque similitude of a huge architectural zessa and its
keEPER—the former with a coating or skin, consisting of alternate
stripes of black and white marble—the [alfer exhibiting, on its exterior,
all the colours of the rainbow—all the chequers of a gigantic harlequin!
Is there no mitigation of the penalty due to this gothic and tasteless
idea? What could have suggested these horrible stripes of black and
white marble? If a linen-draper or calico-printer embellished his villa
on Blackheath or Hampstead-hill with such decorations, he would con-
vulse the metropolis of old England with laughter at the shop from
which the idea originated.

But if I have ventured to criticise the exterior of this venerable pile,
I should be sorry to make free with the interior, where the relics of so
many holy saints repose. ¢ Here (says Lady Morgan) are the whole
bodies of the Saints Zanobi and Podio, a thumb of St. John the Bap-
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tist, an elbow of St. Andrew the Apostle, a nail of the cross, and a
thorn of the crown.” Although I cannot admire the tartan plaid of
marble with which the Campanile is dressed, the view from its summit
is calculated to afford exquisite delight. It is superior to that from the
Boboli Gardens, as it commands an excellent coup d’ceil of the city
itself, besides an enchanting panorama of the Var p’ArNo and sur-
rounding Apennines. I advise every traveller to ascend the Cam-
panile on a clear day, and he will be well rewarded for his pains.

But we have not yet reached the renowned Arno, ¢ which, (says
Mr. Eustace,) forms one of the greatest ornaments of Florence, and
contributes not a little to its fame.” I wish Mr. Eustace had stated
the nature of these beauties or ornamental qualities of the Arno—for I
could not see them. It is a yellow muddy stream, or rather stagnant
pool, so slow in its motion, that it requires a fixed attention to ascer-
tain any current at all—and so shallow, that men are scen wading
across it in every direction. Nine-tenths of its bottom would, indeed,
be bare, except after heavy falls of rain in the mountains, were there
not a dam thrown across it, just below the city, to keep the bed of the
river out of sight, and to prevent the beautiful marble arches of PoNTE
TriniTa from vaulting over rugged gravel and arid sand.* Such is
the far-famed Arno, along the banks of which the public promenades
are constructed, and take, on both sides of the river, as well here as at
Pisa, the name of Lune’ ArRNo—signifying, on the right bank, LunG-

* Like all Ttalian rivers, the Arno is liable to great and sudden inundations. A
very memorable one occured just 500 years ago, and demolished three out of its
four bridges. In this awful catastrophe one of the heathen divinities was forced to
swim for his life ; but whether his martial and marble Grodship reached the bottom
or the banks of the Arno, is left undecided by history. “In the destruction of the
old bridge, (says the Gibbon of T'uscany,) the supposed statue of Mags fell down
and was carried away by the flood.” 'This circumstance may convey some idea of the
rapidity of an Italian river after rains.

There is an anecdote connected with the Trinita Bridge which deserves record.
A poor maniac leaped from its central arch into the swollen stream, with the intent
of self-destruction, and was drowning. The cook of a neighbouring hotel, who was
crossing the bridge, instantly threw off his jacket, plunged into the river, and saved
the life of a fellow-creature, amidst the plaudits of admiring spectators—one of
whom took care to rifle the jacket of five pauls, (the only money which the poor
cook possessed,) before he got up again to claim his clothes! The Prince, however,
was more generous than his people, and conferred an order of merit on the cook.
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WARMER—on the left, Luna-narmer. The span of the Trinita or
Carraja Bridge makes all the difference between Summer and Winter
in Florence. The Luxcg’ Arno, on the North side of the river, be-
ing sheltered by the city from the tramontane winds, and open to the
sun, in warm, or even hot—while, at the same moment, Schneider’s
side being exposed to the Apennine blast, and excluded from the solar
beams, is chilling cold. And yet the warm side of the Arno is the
more dangerous of the two for the sensitive invalid. Thus, while
pacing the promenade between the two bridges above-mentioned, the
wind being northerly, the temperature will be felt very high, so as
readily to bring out perspiration ; but the instant we come abreast of
any of the streets at right angles, such as the Piazza St. Trinita, or the
Vigna Nuova, we are stricken by an icy current of air, the more in-
jurious, from the open state of the pores and the sudden transition of
the temperature. On the other side of the Arno it is permanently
more cold, and, when the Sirocco prevails, we are exposed to currents
of that debilitating and suffocating wind at the crossings of streets—
but these are not dangerous. From whatever point of the compass,
however, the breezes blow——along whatever street they sweep, even
in this pride of Italian cities—they carry on their wings, not ¢ airs
from Heaven,” but * blasts from Hell,” saturated with reeking va-
pours from—all “ UNUTTERABLE THINGS.”. Mr. Eustace tells us,
indeed, that Florence is “airy, clean, and sometimes rising towards
grandeur.” I deny the second assertion, and I appeal to ocular dem-
onstration, not merely in obscure streets, but throughout every piazza
and square in that great capital. Let the traveller walk, for instance,
through the P1azza St. Maria Noverra (the largest in Florence) in
the middle of day,and let him halt before the obelisk in its centre. He
will there see what I shall not describe. If not satisfied, let him re-
pair to the Prazza pEL Duomo itself, and there contemplate the pa-
gan sacrifices that are offered up along its sacred walls in broad noon-
day! Nay,Iassertthatthe ¢ gates of Paradise,” as Michael Angelo
styled the portals of the Baptistery, are unsafe to enter, unless we af-
terwards have recourse to the *holy water” in the FonT, to purify our
bodies as well as sanctify our souls. Look at the Parazzo Pirtr,
the residence of royalty. Itis very gloomy and very grand. 'The
bayonet keeps its walls undefiled. But turn down into any one of the
streets that lead from that splendid palace towards the banks of the
15
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Arno, and the unaccustomed eye will revolt from the accumulations of
filth and corruption that every where present themselves ! Such are
the scenes wherein the young gentry and nobility of England are to
form their taste, polish their manners, refine their éenscs, cultivate
their understandings—-and finish their education !

One word to the Grand Duke. It will reach his royal ear circuit-
ously, if not directly. He may easily purge his proud capital of
these foul and disgraceful blots by a single order to the police, and by
very practicable arrangements with the municipal authorities. While
breakfasting at MeNToNE, a town in the territory of the Prince of
Monacho, I was attracted by a ¢ Cope NaroLEONE,” hung up in the
SaLLe A MaNGER, which prohibited FiLTH in the streets. I im-
mediately walked out through the town, and, to my astonishment,
found that the orders were complied with. Now, if the Grand Duke
of Tuscany cannot accomplish what a petty spcophant of Bonaparte
has done, the epithet, * Grand” should be dropped at once.

And yet, with all the disadvantages of her rigorous climate—her

. chilling tramontanes from the North—her Siroccos from the South—

and the malodorous gales within her walls—Florence, for people in
health, is one of the most pleasant residences in Italy. I have alluded
to the filth of her streets and houses : but every thing is comparative
in this world. What must be the case in the rest of Italy, when a fair
traveller (authoress of Rome inthe Nineteenth Century) congratulates
herself, on entering Tuscany, in the following terms ?

“From the constant irritation of mind produced by the frequent
mht of wretchedness which is far beyond the reach of casual relief—
from incessant altercations with cheating individuals of every descrip-
tion, whose brutal manners teach one lo become alinost as brutal as
themselves—from the continual fear which assails one, that the filth of
the streets and houses will infect the air and breed a pestilence—and
from dreading to get out of one’s carriage, lest one should encounter
a touch carrying pollution with it—how delightful to find one’s self
surrounded with happy smiling faces—to see people decently attired
—to be treated with civility—to live in comfortable habitations—and

to have no need to recoil from one’s fellow-creatures.”

Such were the feelings of a talented English lady on entering
TuscaNy, where a better government, greater industry, and a more
bracing air, have rendered the inhabitants a contrast to most of their
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neighbours. But Florence has great attractions of another kind. It
would be difficult to select an individual from any class of society,
whose sentient principle is capable of Treceiving impressions from
without, or generating reflexions from within, who might not find, in
this city and its vicinity, most interesting objects of study and ad-
miration for.weeks, months, or even years. Exercise of the in-
tellectual faculties contributes to pleasure, in the same way that
exercise of the corporeal functions contributes to health. But the
former exertion requires, in'general, stimulation; whereas the latter is
under’ the command of the will. The short tour from the Apennines
to the Promontory of Sorentum presents more food for intellectual
excitement—more objects of varied and profound contemplation, than
a journey over land from the Thames to the Ganges—or a circum-
navigation of the globe. Greece has been a corpse® for centuries ;
and the monuments of her arts are dispersed on the four winds.. She
lives only in memory! Egypt is a mummy, whose features can
scarcely be recognized. Herpyramids are empty, and her catacombs
will soon be tenantless. India is a huge prison, where the human
mind has been firozen, though beneath a vertical sun—spell-bound in
the adamantine chains of a gloomy superstition—paralyzed, as to all
progression, by a senseless policy, for forty centuries. The inter-
mediate countries are little better than hordes of semi-barbarians,
presenting few excitements so strong as the desire to get out of them.
Italy is different. Iler mountains, her vallies, and her plains are still
romantic, beautiful, fertile. She is peopled almost as numerously by
the dead as by the living—the jformer in shapes and colours more
animated than the laffer! 'The results of ancient gemius and of
modern art—of natural talent and of acquired science—the efforts of
the human mind and body, in past and present times, are here ac-
cumulated to a greater extent than in any other country on the face of
the globe; ¥

It is at Florence that the intellectual banquet is first spread
profusely before the traveller. The painter and the poet may here
copy from nature and art. The philosopher and the historian are
here presented, at every step, with wrecks and records of the past,

* See Lord Byron’s simile.
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that cannot fail to excite the most intense exercise of their intellectual
faculties.

Est copia nobis,
Res geste, regumque, ducumque, et tristia bella—

The devotees of literature and science are here surrounded with ample
materials for contemplation and study—while the great mass of
yisitors and temporary sojourners are overwhelmed, overpowered, by
the endless succession of sicuTs, one half of which they cannot see,
and one hundredth part of which they cannot comprehend! Italy, in
truth, is not more prolific of those causes that kindle up fever in the
body, than of those which generate ferver of the mind. It is the land
of excitement, mental and corporeal ;—and, if so, why are her sons
sunk -in apathy and sloth? "The problem is not very difficult of
solution. = Vivid excitement and * plenary indulgence” of the senses
are as certainly succeeded by exhaustion and innervation, as prodi-
gality is-followed by poverty, fatigue by labour, and sleep by exercise.
This is not less an historical fact than a physiological maxim. Of
the innumerable, the nameless hordes that have rushed over the Alps
from the borders of the Rhine, the Elbe, the Vistula, and the Danube,
impelled by the accumulated energies of their rigorous climes, or the
thirst of plunder, each has regularly melted down beneath the influence
of Italian skies and Italian pleasures, to furnish effeminate subjects
for successive conquests. Or, to use the more expressivg language
of the Tuscan historian (Pignotti), ¢ The sturdy valour of the warriors
of the North became gradually softened and unnerved by the ‘milds
ness of the climate and the delights of the South.”* But it may
appear enigmatical, or contradictory, that the Italians should have
previously conquered the world. The solution of this problem is not
difficult. In the first place, the Romans had a world to conquer—neo
unimportant part of the Postulatum. In the second place, a eonstant
state of warfare kept the energies of a poor, brave, and uncorrupted
people in perpetual operation, the widening circle of conquést being
regulfirly converted into an extending sphere of amalgamation and

=

* Pignotti’s History of Tuscany, translated by Browning, Vol. L. p. 148.
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strength, till the burning sands of Lybia, and the frozen shores of
Thulé—the pillars. of Hercules and the wilds of Seythia, acknowl-
edged the Roman sway. So far, steady discipline had prevailed oyer
barbarous courage—and steel over gold. The Roman empire became
one dreary and monotonous prison. But now the scene changed.
The influx of wealth from other countries, and the relaxing skies of
their own, prepared the way for luxury, effeminacy, vice, depravity.
The heart of this vast body politic become rotten, and streams of
corruption permeated every vein. The extremities of this colossal
empire were paralyzed—and re-action at length ensued. Then it
was that Goth and Vandal—that * fiery Frank and furious Hun”
scaled the mighty Alps—gazed on the fertile plains of Italy—inhaled,
with wild rapture, the balmy gales of that terrestrial paradise—shook
their glittering falchions in the beams of her setting sun—and rushed
down, in resistless torrents, upon her beautiful vales, overturning the
monuments of her former greatness, scattering on the winds the
literature of her sages, and subjugating the degenerate sons of her
heroes and demigods! Wave after wave of these barbarian invaders
perished by the sword, or drank the cup of Circé, and sank into the
same stye of debauchery with the vanquished, under the influence of
a sky which lulls the reason and excites the passions—which, like the
Syren’s song, charms the senses and destroys the soul ! This strange
mixture of northern vigour with southern effeminacy was probably the
fulfilment of a law of nature, as necessary as it was inevitable. The
irruption of barbaric tribes into Italy, thus sunk in riches, in vice, and
in debility, was governed by a law as wise and undeviating as that
which causes the cool sea-breeze to sweep, with diurnal regularity,
over the burning surfaceof the tropical shores. It might not be
going too far to suppose that the flux and reflux of war, the ebbings
and flowings of prosperity, the tide of civilization itself, are under
laws less ostensible, but not less immutable, than those which heaye
the waters of the ocean, direct the eourse of the hurricane, regulate
the progression of the seasons, adjust the proportion of the sexes, and
limit the range of human existence.
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But to return from this contemplative digression to the rions of
Florence. Three of these Lions would require three large volumes
of description, and would not then be half deseribed—the Museum of
Natural History—the Palazzo Pitti—and the Royal Gallery of the
Gran Duca. The reader is insured against a description from the
pen of the writer; and, therefore, a few cursory remarks may be
fearlessly encountered.

Thbe galleries of wax-works are the pride of Florence, as far as
the science of man’s mortal fabric is concerned. In ancient days,
“know thyself” (nosce te ipsum) was a celebrated precept. In
modern times, it has been superseded by the more fashionable precept
—* know thy neighbour and every thing that concerns him.” 1 was
delighted to sce the ladies prefer the Grecian dictate, and anxiously
surveying the ¢ fearful and wonderful” structure of man—and of
woman too, in the anatomical galleries of the studio. Surely the
repugnance to resurreclionary labours in England must soon be
obliterated by the familiarization of the female eye to the beauties of
dissection in Ttaly. Perhaps my judgment may be warped by a
professional bias ; but I am of opinion that the non-medical visitor,
both male and female, would profit by frequent inspection of the
Florentine wax-works. The construction of the human frame is,
perhaps, not more curious or complicated than that of many other
animals ; but it is much more interesting, for obvious reasons. A
contemplation of its wonderful machinery, its ¢ various ties and nice
dependencies,” is well calculated to raise the thought from Nature to
Nature’s God, and generates not a single idea inimical to virtue,
morality, or religion. I would not swear that this is the case in
respect to all the sights with which the female eye becomes familiar
in fair Italy. Butmore of this hereafter. Although the anatomical
models in these galleries will not all bear the strict serutiny of the
professed anatomist, they are quite correct enough for conveying all
the knowledge of the human frame that is necessary for men of
general science and literature, free from the disgusting scenes of the
dissecting-room.  To this class of travellers, Florence presents
facilities unequalled in any part of the world. The ¢ City or THR
PracuE,” though too faithful to prostrate.human nature, conveys, in

»
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my opiaion, no other sensation than that of unmixed horror. To
whom can this sickening portrait of putrefaction be useful, except to
the poect, when working up some scene of horror in the charnel-
house? The painter could not exhibit such representations. The
fatal raft of the Medusa, as drawn in the Louvre, with all its ghastly
forms of the dead and the dying, awakens pity and various other
emotions, as well as horror—while heavenly hope comes wafting on
the distant sail from the verge of the horizon. But in this * City oF
THE Pracug,” the King of Terrors reigns over putrid corpses alone,
and that conversion of man into food for worms, which ought to take
place in the deep and silent grave, is here portrayed with such disgust-
ing fidelity, that the sense of smell actually catches the contagion
from the neighbouring sense of sight, and imagination creates an
atmosphere of pestiferous emanations from the inodorous wax.

The ductility of this substance is turned to a more useful account,
in another room of this vast museum, where vegetable life is beauti-
fully imitated. 'The aloe, the prickly pear, the pine-apple, the lily,
and the rose, can scarcely be distinguished from their living proto-
types. Why do not the fair sex of England employ a portion of their
time in modelling with wax, instead of feasting one only sense—the
ear—day and night ?

Among the innumerable objects which keep the mind in a fever,
while we are pacing gallery after gallery in this magnificent museum,
the fossil remains of animals can hardly be passed without the exci-
tation of a train of reflections not less bewildering than humiliating.
The bones of the elephant, found in the ¢ VAL D’ARNO SUPERIORE,”
are considered to be those of some forlorn ¢ MADEMOISELLE
D’Jeck” who accompanied Hannibal in his trip over the Alps and
the Apennines !* Unfortunately for this hypothesis, the said bones
were deposited near those of the hippopotamus of the Upper Nile—
a quadruped that must have proved an awkward component of the

* We are informed that after the battle of Trebia, and consequently before
Hannibal ascended the Apennines, the whole of his elephants except one, perished
by the cold. It would be very remarkable indeed if this one left its bones in the
Val d’Arno—more especially as we are told, that on this lone elephant Hannibal
was carried through the marshes, after he had crossed the Apennines, into Hetruria.
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maleriel of the Afric warrior’s army when crossing the little St Ber-
nard ! It is more likely that the bones of the elephant were deposited
in the VaL p’ArxNo by such a convulsion of Nature as locked up the
same animal in a mass of ice, by which its flesh, skin, and hair were
preserved in perfect freshness, from a period before the universal
deluge till a few years ago, when the iceberg was thrown on the
shores of Kamschatka, and the pickled animal furnished a rich ante-
diluvian feast to the bears of Siberia. It requires not much geologic-
al knowledge, while surveying the surface of this globe, to be con-
vinced that the confusion observed among its watery deposits and
fiery eruptions—its horizontal strata and its perpendicular basalts—
its granite mountains covered with snow, and its gigantic craters filled
with water, were produced by causes that ceased to operate before
the commencement of human records—perhaps before the existence
of human beings. How many hundred centuries must have rolled
away, between the extinction of that volcano which occupied the Cam-
pagna di Roma, and the time when its crater became a level plain, the
Tiber worked its classic channel, and Romulus took possession of its
seven molehills! How is it that no vestiges of man can be traced
in any of these secondary formations, before the last grand catas-
trophe, the pELUGE, while those of animals are so plentiful? But if,
from the mysterious and Cimmerian darkness that hangs over the
origin and early history of the human race, we shift our view to the
scenes and circumstances of his progress along the stream of time,
we shall have more cause to shudder and blush than to exult and glo-

rify !

PALAZZO.PITTI.

The exterior of this palace has a most gloomy and heavy aspect.
It is like a colossal Newgate, and within its massive walls more ex-
ecutions have taken place than at the New Drop—but without the
formality of any legal ceremony ! ¢ Its marble floors have been stain-
ed with blood, shed under circumstances of unparralleled horror.
Brides, here, have been given away with more than royal splendour
soon to be murdered by their husbands’ hands—and princely assassins
have stalked through its sumptuous halls with reeking daggers, unques-
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tioned, dnd unpunished.” But these scenes are gone by, never again to
veturn. The Palazzo Pitti is now one of the greatest lions of Italy,
as far as painting is concerned ; and the amateurs of that delightful
art would be amply repaid for their journey across the Alps and the
Apennines by a sight of this palace alone. Michael Angelo’s three
fates—Raphael’s Madonna della Sedia—Guido’s Cleopatra—Salva-
tor Rosa’s Cataline conspiracy—Titian’s mistress—the Hours of
Giulio Romano—Annibale Carracci’s Sebastiano, &c. &c. are only
a few stars of the first magnitude, sprinkled along a dazzling galaxy
of pictorial orbs, scarcely less brilliant than they.

How fortunate it is that the great mass of mankind were not born
or bred virtuosi and connoisseurs, and, consequently not liable to

Die of a rose in aromatic pain—

nor to be thrown into a bilious fever by the stroke of a hair pencil !
To such, the mystical technology of criticism in painting, poetry,
architecture, and sculpture, is as unintelligible as the hieroglyphics on
Cleopatra’s Needle, or on the Egyptian obelisk in the Piazza del
Popolo. For my own part, I am not sorry that my senses are just
acute enough to derive pleasure from scenes of nature and works of
art, without that exquisite sensibility which detects the slightest blem-
ish, and that delicacy of taste which turns half our honey into gall.
Forsyth, who was a most rigid and sarcastic censor in architecture,
seems to be rational enough in some of the sister arts. ¢ Painting
(says he) I value only as it excites sentiment, nor do I ever presume
to judge beyond the expression or story ;-convinced, by the absurdi-
ties which I have been so often condemned to hear, that the other parts
of the art are mystertes to all but the artist.” Content, then, with the
humble pleasures derived from the paintings, statues, and gardens of
the Parazzo PitTi, I leave to critics the more refined sensations
arising from detection of their faults. One word only respecting the
rival Queen of Love, from the chissel of Canova. It is fashionable
to depreciate it, when put in comparison with the Medicean Venus in
the Royal Gallery. There is no accounting for tastes ; but, for my
own part, I prefer the younger to the elder sister, notwithstanding the
care which the latter has taken to conceal none of her charms from
-the eyes of her admirers. I do not think that Canova’s Venus is the
worse because she exceeds four feet eleven inches in height, the
16
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diminutive stature of the antiquated fair one—nor becilfﬁe a light
transparent-drapery should partly veil the bosom, andfallin graceful
folds below the knee. John Bell, whose judgment and taste will
hardly be disputed, seems to be very nearly of the same opinion.
“The countenance (says he) is beautiful (all must acknowledge that
that of the Medicean Venus is rather devoid of expression)—the gen-
tle inclination of the body, and attitude of the fine Grecian head, raised
and turning round, as it were, in watchful timidity, is full of grace and
sweetness. The whole front view of this statue, is exquisitely fine;
and, if the forms had been but a little rounder, I think that even the
most fastidious critic would have judged, that nothing in antiquity
could have surpassed—perhaps hardly equalled it.”

Unfortunately, Canova has directed the force of his genius to the
posTERIOR of his goddess—and certainly he has the fair sex them-
selves on his side—for they are much more inclined to imitate the
Hottentot than the Medicean Venus. Canova has given his female a
head capable of containing a proper proportion of brain:—Praxiteles
must have considered intellect unnecessary, and the Venus di Medicis
is acknowledged, according to all phrenological canons, to have been
a fool. But I shall have occasion to make a few more remarks on
this subject when we enter the Tribune.

GALLERY OF THE GRAN DUCA.

Mr. Lawrence and some other physiologists have defined viFe to
be ‘the sum total of the functions.” Perhaps this is as good a
definition of that which is undefinable as any we possess. Now, the
functions are of two kinds—mental and corporeal ; and it is curious
that the radical or essential functions of the body are more numerous
than those of the mind. The fundamental functions of the latter may
be reduced to two—perception and reflection. Sensation is more
allied to the body than to the mind. The nerves feel, and transmit
sensations to the brain ; but itis the soul which perceives them. The
material conductors of impressions know no more of what they pass
along to the sensorium, than the telegraph on Putney Heath knows of
the intelligence which is transmitted from Portsmouth to the Admiral-
ty. Well, then, the sum total of the functions (speaking of the intel-
tectual functions) being life, it follows, that he who perceives and re-
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flects most enjoys most life—no matter whether those perceptions and
reflections be joyous or dolorous. T believe this to be the truth.
Thus, the man who perceives and reflects as much in one day as
another does in a week, lives seven times more—if not seven times
longer, than his neighbour. Hence the philosopher, who dies at the
age of 40, lives three or four times longer, intellectually, than the
peasant who spins out his existence to eighty years. It is not neces-
sary to apply this parallel to the corporeal functions. I have been led
into these reflections while pacing the galleries of the Gran Duca,
where a series of ancient busts and statues (including the Roman
Emperors and other distinguished personages, from Cwesar to Con-
stantine) is calculated to elicit much more vivid and rapid trains of
thought than the most splendid efforts of the historian, the painter, or
the poet. This, at least, was the impression on my mind, while con-
templating the marble representations of the illustrious dead and of
those beings created by fancy, in the Royal Gallery of Florence and
the Museum of the Capitol of Rome. The vision of the dervise,
while his-head was under water, might here be realized, and the his-
tory of ten generations of Romans might be made to pass, as in a
panorama, before the mental eye in as many hours!

On entering the first corridor the bust of Casar presents itself, and
disappoints us. The physignomist—perhaps even the phrenologist,
looks in vain for the aspiring soul that invaded Britain, passed the
Rubicon, and subjugated the world. The commentator, rather than
the conqueror, is expressed by that wrinkled and care-worn visage.
Not so with the bust of his second successor, TiBErIus. In his
countenance the mind sees, or fancies, the most artful dissimulation
veiling, from youth to senectitude, the most brutal cruelty, and beastly
sensuality I This basilisk bust chains us in horror, and conjures up
the dreadful and sickening scenes of Caprizz. We can almost fancy
the monster in the act of condemning the most virtuous men of Rome
to death, and precipitating the victims of his lust or jealousy over the
rocks of his solitary island! The mind is, in some measure, consoled
by the reflection, that this inhuman composition of *mud and blood”
(as his preceptor pronounced him in youth) suffered all the torments
(mentally) which he inflicted on others. Sejanus, the minister of his
cruelty, was in his turn strangled—and when Tiberius himself was
on the bed of death, and within a few hours of his final extinction,
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his successor and minister, Caligula and Macro, had not patience to
let Nature do her work—they heaped the bed-clothes on the face of
the expiring fiend !

Nearly opposite we see the fair form of Agrippina. Whether this
statue be meant to represent the mother or the daughter—the wife of
Germanicus or the parent of Nero, it is calculated to call forth a host
of reflections. Does it stand in the character of the former? we
fancy her wandering, with her infant in her arms, through the wiles of
Germany, after the revolt of the legions—or landing at Brundusium
with the ashes of Germanicus—or prosecuting Piso, the poisoner of
her husband, in imperial Rome—or, finally, expiring of famine, in the
dungeon of Panditaria, by order of Tiberius!! Does this beautiful
marble statue represent the daughter? The blood curdles in our veins
to find ourselves in the presence of Nero’s mother, Caligula’s sister—
the poisoner of two husbands, (one of them the Emperor Claudius,)
and the scourge of Rome ! Incestended in parricide, and the young-
er Agrippina was murdered by her son!

In the head of Craupius, the phrenologist and physiognomist will
discover nothing but imbecility. It was by the energy of his freed-
man, Narcissus, that the infamous Messalina and her paramour, Silius,
were slaughtered ; but his niece and second wife, the diabolical Agrip-
pina, triumphed (as it is said) through the instrumentality of Locusta,
the poisoner by profession, and (with shame be it spoken) of Zenophon
the physician.*®

The heads of Caligula and Caracalla rouse sentiments that cannot
be expressed, and recal scenes that cannot be described! What a
Pandemonium does this gallery present to the imagination! When I
looked around me, and saw Tiberius, Caligula, Nero, Galba, Domi-

* If we can credit Tacitus and other historians, the ancients must have been
better versed in the art of poisoning than the more scientific moderns. Locusta
administered a slow poison in the Emperor’s dish of mushrooms—but the poison or
the mushrooms producing an unexpected effect, Zenophon, the physician, put a
poisoned feather down the emperor’s throat, under pretence of exciting vomiting,
and dispatched his patient at once! With all due veneration for Tacitus, I do not
believe one word of the story. Mushrooms are known to be sometimes poisonous ;
and, unless poor Zenophon was acquainted with the properties of Prussic acid, he
had about as much to do with the death of Claudius asI had. The poisoning of
Germanicus by Piso is still more incredible, and absolutely ridiculous,
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tian, Caracalla, Heliogabalus, &c. &c. &c. I began to doubt whether
I was not at a levee of His Satannic Majesty (who, by the way, has
been more indebted to Italy for his cortege of crowned heads than to
all Europe besides) ; but this somewhat unpleasant apprehension was
relieved, by the sight of a few personages who, I was pretty certain,
would not be found in such low company. Among these I distinguish-
ed Vespasian, Trajan, Antoninus Pius, and a few others of ¢ imperial
family,” besides some philosophers, orators, and citizens, that con-
vinced me I was still on that theatre where good and evil are permit-
ed to exist—where rewards and punishments are not (apparently)
distributed with much rigour—and where the just and unjust are not
finally separated.

MARSYAS, LAOCOON, NIOBE.

" Wherever we turn our eyes on this classic soil, we see the gods
imbued with the passions and propensities of man-—and men clothed
in the attributes of the gods. This, indeed, is the land of metamor-
phoses. Religion itself has changed its form, though not its sub-
stance. It was mythological—it.is catholic. Even the gods have
undergone their revolutions. The cloud-compelling Jove descended,
first to the Capital and thence to the Cathedral. He and all the
second-rate divinities have changed their names into those of saints
and angels, to whom the altars rise, the incense smokes, and the prayer
is offered up, now as 2000 years ago! What the ancient poets fan--
cied in verse the sculptors formed in marble—what the priests invented
afterwards in their cells, the painters have perpetuated on canvas.
Thus the poetic fiction and the sacerdotal miracle—the ancient fable
and the modern legend, under the magic influence of the chissel and
the pencil, are admired by the critics and credited by the populace
from generation to generation. '

If we merely regard execuiion, the flaying of Marsyas (in the third
corridor) is not so unnatural as the excoriation of St. Bartolomeo, in
the Cathedral of Milan. Marsyas is tied to a tree—Bartholomew is
in the attitude of a dancing master! Dut let uslook beyond the
execution of the three figures or groups at the head of this section,
and contemplate the humiliating picture of man’s reason which they
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convey. A god and a human being (an humble piper) contend for
the mastery in flute-playing. The man is apparently superior; but
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