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that an outlaw and desperado, recogniz-
ing a reflex of his own belligerent and
lawless spirit, should say that he ought
to belong to the gang! And the heaviest
scourge of the sin-laden conseience was
the perception that, so far as the unsub-
dued old Adim went, he ought indeed.

He was not so tortured, thongh, that
lie did not think of others. He paused
when they had reached the summit of
the ascent, ard looked back at the little
liouse nestling in the ravine, the lamp-
light streaming through its open doors
and windows across the path among the
laurel bushes where Rick’s gang had
tied their horses.

¢t T wonder,”” said the old man, **if
they are quiet and peaceable again; can
you hear the music and daneing?

¢t Not now,” said Kossuth. Then,

after a momert, ‘¢ Now, I kin,”” he add-.

ed, as the wind brought to their ears the
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oft - told tale of the rabbit’s gallopade
in the pea-patch. ‘¢ They 're a-dancin’
now, and all right agin.”

As they walked along, Mr. Kenyon's
racked conscience might have been in a
slight decree comforted had he known
that lie was in some sort a revelation to
the impressible lad at his side, that Kos-
suth had begun dimly to comprehend
that a Christian may be a man of spirit
also, and that bravado does not consti-
tute bravery. Now that the heat of an-
ger was over, the young fellow was glad
that the fearless interposition of the
warlike peace-maker had prevented any
killing, ¢ ’kase ef the old man hadn’t
hung on ter my gun like he done, 1’d
have been a murderer like he said, an’
Rick would hev been dead. An’ the
bay filly ain’t sech a killin® matter no-
how; ef it war the roan three-year-old
now, 't would be different.”

Charles Egbert Craddock.

RECENT FLORENCE.

I nave never known Florence more
charming than T found her for a week in
this brilliant October. She sat in the
sunshine beside her yellow river like
the little treasure-city that she has al-
ways seemed, without commerce, with-
out other industry than the manufacture
of mosaic paper-weights and alabaster
Cupids, without actuality, or energy, or
carnestness, or any of those rugged vir-
tues which in most cases are deemed
indispensable “or civic robustness; with
nothing but the little unaugmented stoek
of her medimval memories, her tender-
colored mountains, her churches and
palaces, pictures and statues. There
were very few strangers; one's detested
fellow sight-seer was infrequent; the na-
tive population itself seemed scanty; the
sound of wheels in the streets was but
occasional; by eight o’clock at night,
apparently, every one had gone to bed,

and the wandering tourist, still wander-
ing, had the place to himself, —had the
thick shadow-masses of the great pal-
aces, and the shafts of moonlizght strik-
ing the polygonal paving-stones, and the
empty bridges, and the silvered yellow
of the Arno, and the stillness broken
only by a homeward step, accompanied
by a snateh of song from a warm Italian
voice. My room at the inn looked out on
the river, and was flooded all day with
sunshine. There was an absurd orange-
colored paper on the walls; the Arno,
of a hue not altogether different, flowed
beneath, and on the other side of it rose
a line of sallow-fronted houses, of ex-
treme antiquity, erumbling and molder-
ing, bulging and protruding over the
stream. (I talk of their fronts; but what
I saw was their shabby backs, which
were exposed to the cheerful flicker of
the river, while the fronts stood forever
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in the deep, damp shadow of a narrow
medimval street.) All this brightness
and yellowness was a perpetual delight;
it was a part of that indefinably charm-
ing color which Florence always seems
to wear as you look up and down at it
from the river, from the bridees and
quays. This is a kind of grave brill-
iancy — a  harmony of high tints —
which I am at a loss to describe. There
are yellow walls and green blinds and
red roofs, and intervals of brilliant
brown and natural-looking blue: but the
picture is not spotty or gaudy, thanks
to the colors being distributed in large
and comfortable masses, and to its being
washed over, as it were, by T cannot say
what happy softness of sunshine. The
river-front of I'lorence is, in short, a de-
lightful composition. Part of its charm
comes, of course, from the generous as-
peet of those high-based old Tuscan
palaces which a renewal of acquaintance
with them has again commended to me
as the most dignified dwellings in the
world. Nothing can be finer than that
look of giving np the whole immense
area and elevation of the ground-floor
to simple purposes of vestibule and stair-
ease, of court and high-arched entrance;
as if this were all but a massive ped-
estal for the real habitation, and peo-
ple were not properly housed unless, to
begin with, they should be lifted fifty
feet above the pavement. The great
blocks of the basement, the great inter-
vals, horizontally and wvertically, from
window to window (telling of the height
and breadth of the rooms within); the
armorial shield hung forward at one of
the angles; the wide-brimmed roof, over-
shadowing the narrow street; the rich
old browns and yellows of the walls, —
these simple elements are put together
with admirable art.

Take one of these noble structures
out of its oblique situation in town; call
it no longer a palace, but a villa set
it down upon a terrace, on one of the
hills that encirele Florence, with a row
of high-waisted cypresses beside it, a
grassy court-yard, and a view of the
Florentine towers and the valley of the
Arno, and, you will think it perhaps
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even more impressive and picturesque.
It was a Sunday noon, and brilliantly
warm, when I arrived in Florence; and
after I had looked from my windows
awhile at that quietly-basking river-front
I have spoken of, T took my way across
one of the bridees and then out of one
of the gates, —that immensely tall old
Roman Gate, whereof the space from
the top of the arch to the cornice (ex-
cept that there is scarcely a cornice, it
is all a plain, massive piece of wall) is
as great (or seems to be) as that from
the ground to the former point. Then
I climbed a steep and winding way —
much of it a little dull, if one likes, be-
ing bounded by mottled, mossy garden
walls —to a villa on a hill-top, where T
found various things that seemed to re-
solve my journey into a sort of pilgrim-
age of admiration and envy. Seeing
them again, often, for a week, both by
sunlight and moonshine, I never quite
learned not to covet them; not to feel
that not being a part of them was some-
how to miss a particular little chance
of felicity. What a tranquil, contented
life it seemed, with exquisite beauty as
a part of its daily texture! — the sun ny
terrace, with its tangled podere beneath
it; the bright gray olives against the
bright blue sky; the long, serene, hori-
zontal lines of other villas, flanked by
their upward eypresses, disposed upon
the neighboring hills; the richest little
city in the world in a softly-seooped hol-
low at one’s feet, and beyond it the most
beautiful of views, changing color, shift-
ing shadows, and throuch all its changes
remaining grandly familiar.  Within the
villa was a great love of art and a paint-
ing-room full of suceessful work, so that
if human life there seemed very tran-
quil, the tranquillity meant simply con-
tentment and devoted occupation. A
beantiful occupation in that beautiful
position, what eould possibly be better?
That is what 1 spoke just now of envy-
ing, a way of life that is not afraid of a
little isolation and tolerably quict days.
‘When such a life presentsitself in a dull
or an ugly place, we esteem it, we ad-
mire it, but we do not feel it to be the
ideal of good fortune. When, however,
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the people who lead it move as figures
in an ancient, noble landscape, and their
walks and contemplations ave like a turn-
ing of the leaves of history, we seem fo
be witnessing an admirable case of vir-
tue made ensy; meaning here by virtue,
contentment and concentration, the love
of privacy and of study. One need not
be exacting if one lives among loeal con-
ditions that are of themselves constant-
ly sugwestive. It is true, indeed, that I
might, after a certain time, grow weary
of a regular a'ternoon stroll among the
Florentine lanss: of the sitting on low
parapets, in intervals of flower-topped
wall, and look ng across at Fiesole, or
down the rich-hued wvalley of the Arno
towards Pisa and the sea; of pausing at
the open gates of villas and wondering
at the height of eypresses and the depth
of loggias; of walking home in the fad-
tng light and noting on a dozen west-
ward-looking surfaces the clow of the
opposite sunsel. But for a week or so
all thiswas a charming entertainment.
The villas are nnumerable, and, if one
is a stranger, half the talk is about vil-
las. This one has a story; that one has
another; they all look as if they had
stories. Most of them are offered to
rent (many of them for sale) at prices
unnaturally low; you may have a tower
and a garden, ¢ chapel and a stretch of
thirty windows for three or four hun-
dred dollars a year. In imagination,
you hire three or four; you take pos-
session, and settle, and live there. About
the finest there is something very grave
and stately; about two or three of the
best there is sormething even solemn and
tracic. From what does this latter im-
pression come? You gather it as yon
stand there in the early dusk, looking
at the long, pale-brown fagade, the enor-
mous windows, the iron cages fastened
upon the lower ones. Part of the sad-
ness of aspect of these great houses
comes, even when they have not fallen
into decay, from their look of having
outlived their criginal use. Their ex-
traordinary largeness and massiveness
are a satire upon their present fate.
They were not built with such a thick-
ness of wall and depth of embrasure,
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such a solidity of staircase and super-
fluity of stone, simply to afford an eco-
nomical winter residence to English and
American families. Tdon’t know wheth-
er it was the appearance of these strong
old villas, which seemed so dumbly con-
scions of a change of manners, that
threw a tinge of melancholy over the
general prospect; certain it is that, hav-
ing always found this plaintive note in
the beautiful harmony of the view, it
seemed to me now particularly distinet.
“Lovely, lovely, but oh, how sad!’?
the fanciful stranger could not but mur-
mur to himself as, in the late afternoon,
he looked at the view from over one of
the low parapets, and then, with his
hands in his I)O(.‘kt:t-?-‘ turned away in-
doors to eandles and dinner.

Below, in the city, in wandering about
in the streets and churehes and musenms,
it was impossible not to have a zood deal
of the same feeling; but here the im-
pression was more easy fo analyze. Tt
came from a sense of the perfect sepa-
rateness of all the artistic beauty that
formed the shrine of one’s pilerimage
from the present and the future of the
place, from the actnal life and manners,
the native ideal. I have already spoken
of the way in which the great aggrega-
tion of beantiful works of art in the Ttal-
ian cities strikes the visitor nowadays
(so far as present Ttaly is concerned) as
the mere stock in trade of an impecu-
nious but thrifty people. Tt is this met-
aphysical desertedness and loneliness of
the great works of architecture and
sculpture that deposits a certain weight
upon the heart; when we see a great
tradition broken we feel something of
the pain with which we hear a stifled
ery. But feeling sad is one thing and
feeling angry is another. Seeing one
morning, in a shop-window, the series of
Mornings in Florence published a few
years since by Mr. Ruskin, [ made haste
to enter and purchase these amusing lit-
tle books, some passages of which I re-
membered formerly to have read. I
could not turn over many of their pages
without observing that that ¢ separate-
ness '’ of the new and old which I just
mentioned had produced in their author
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the liveliest irritation. With the more
acute phases of this sentiment it was
difficult to sympathize, for the simple
reason, it seems to me, that it savors of
arrogance to demand of any people, as a
right, that they shall be artistic. ¢ Be
artistic yourselves!’’ is the very natural
reply that young Italy has at hand for
English critics and censors. When a
people produces beautiful statues and
pictures it gives us something more than
is set down in the bond, and we must
thank it for its genevosity; and when it
stops producing them or caring for them
we may cease thanking, but we hardly
have a right to begin and abuse it. The
wreck of Florence, says Mr. Ruskin,
“¢is now too ghastly and heart-breaking
to any human soul that® remembers the
days of old;”’ and these desperate words
are an allusion to the fact that the little
square in front of the cathedral, at the
foot of Giotto’s Tower, with the grand
Baptistery on the other side, is now the
resort of a number of hackney-coaches
and omnibuses. This fact is doubtless
regrettable, and it would be a hundred
times more agreeable to see among peo-
ple who have been made the heirs of so
priceless a work of art as that sublime
campanile some such feeling about it as
would keep it free from even the shad-
w of defilement. A cab-stand is a very
ugly and dirty place, and Giotto’s Tow-
er should have nothing in common with
such conveniences. But there is more
than one way of taking such things, and
a quiet traveler, who has been walking
about for a week with his mind full of
the sweetness and sugoestiveness of a
hundred Florentine places, may feel at
last, in looking into Mr. Ruskin’s little
tracts that, discord for discord, there is
not much to choose between the impor-
tunity of the author’s personal ill-humor
and the incongruity of horse-pails and
bundles of hay. And one may say this
without being at all a partisan of the
doctrine of the inevitableness of modern
desecration and injury. For my own
part, I believe there are few things in
this line that the new Ttalian spirit is not
capable of, and not many, indeed, that
we are not destined to see. Pictures
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and buildings will not be completely de-
stroyed, because in that case foreigners
with full pockets would cease to visit the
country, and the turn-stiles at the doors
of the old palaces and convents, with the
little patented slit for absorbing your
half frane, would grow quite rusty, and
creak with disuse. But it is safe to say
that the new Ttaly, growing into an old’
Ttaly again, will continue to take her
elbow-room wherever she finds it.

I am almost ashamed to say what I
did with Mr. Ruskin’s little books. 1
put them into my pocket and betook my-
self to Santa Maria Novella. There |
sat down, and after I had looked about
for a while at the beautiful church (in
which I had often sat before), I drew
them forth, one by one, and read the
greater part of them. Oceupying one’s
self with light literature in a great relio-
ious edifice is perhaps as bad a piece of
profanation as any of those rude deal-
ings which Mr. Ruskin justly deplores;
but a traveler has to make the most of
odd moments, and I was waiting for a
friend in whose company I was to go
and look at Giotio’s beautiful frescoes
in the cloister of the church. My friend
was a long time coming, so that I had
an hour with Mr. Ruskin, whom I ealled
just now a licht litératewr because in
these little Mornings in Florence he is
forever making his readers langh. I re-
membered, of course, where 1 was; and,
in spite of my smiles, T felt that T had
rarely got such a snubbing. T had really
been enjoying the good old eity of Flor-
ence; but I now learned from Mr. Rus-
kin that this was a scandalous waste of
good humor. T should have gone about
with an imprecation on my lips, clad in
a voluminous suit of sackeloth and ashes.
I had taken great pleasure in certain
frescoes by Ghirlandaio, in the choir of
that very church; but it appeared from
one of the little books that these frescoes
were bub a narrow escape from being
rubbish. T had greatly admired Santa
Croce, and I had thought the Duomo a
very noble affair; but I had now the
most positive assurance I was all wrong.
After a while, if it was only ill- humor
that was needed for doing honor to the
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city of the Mecici, I felt that I had risen
to a proper level, only now it was M.
Ruskin himsel/ I had lost patience with,
and not the supid Brunelleschi or the
flimsy Ghirlandaio. Indeed, I lost pa-
tience altogetler, and asked mysclf by
what richt this garrulous eynic pretend-
ed to run riot through a quiet traveler’s
relish for the noblest of pleasures, —
his wholesome enjoyment of the love-
liest of cities. The little books seemed
invidious and insane, and it was only
when I remembered that T had been un-
der no obligation to buy them that I
checked myse f in repenting of having
done so. Then, at last, my friend ar-
rived, and we nassed together out of the
¢hurch, and throngh the first cloister be<
side it into a smaller inclosure, where
we stood a while to look at the tomb
of the Marchesa Strozzi- Ridolfi, upon
which the great Giotto has painted four
superb little pictures. 1t was easy to see
the pictures were superb; but I drew
forth one of my little books again, for I
had observed that Mr. Ruskin spoke of
them. Hereupon I was all smiles again;
for what coull be better, in this case,
I asked myself, than Mr. Ruskin’s re-
marks? They are, in fact, excellent and
charming, and full of appreciation of
the deep and simple beauty of the great
painter’s worlk. I read them aloud to
my companion; but my companion was
rather, as the phrase is, ‘* put off”’ by
them. One of the frescoes (it is a pict-
ure of the birth of the Virgin) contains
a figure coming through a door. * Of
ornament,’’ T quote, ¢ there is only the
entirvely simple outline of the vase which
the servant earries; of color two or three
masses of sober red and pure white,
with brown znd gray. That is all,”
Mr. Ruskin continues. ¢ And if you
arve pleased w th this you can see Flor-
ence. But if not, by all means amuse
yourself thers, if you find it amusing,
as long as yon like; you can never see
it.”?  You can never see it. This seemed
to my friend insufferable, and I had to
shuffle away the book again, so that we
micht look at the fresco with the nnruf-
fled geniality it deserves. We agreed
afterwards, when in a more convenient
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place I read alond a good many more
passages from Mr. Ruskin’s tracts, that
there are a great many ways of seeing
Florence, as there are of seeing most
beautiful and interesting things, and
that it is very dry and pedantic to say
that the happy vision depends upon our
squaring our toes with a certain par-
ticular ehalk - mark. We see Florence
wherever and whenever we enjoy it, and
for enjoying it we find a great many
more pretexts than Mr. Ruskin seems
inclined to allow. My friend and 1
agreed also, however, that the little books
were an excellent purchase, on account
of the great charm and felicity of much
of their incidental eriticism; to say noth-
ing, as T hinted just now, of their being
extremely amuming. Nothing, in fact,
is more comical than the familiar asper-
ity of the author’s style and the peda-
gogic fashion in which he pushes and
pulls about his unhappy pupils; jerking
their heads toward this, rapping their
knuckles for that, sending them to stand
in corners, and giving them Lagin verses
to copy. But it is not either the felici-
ties or the aberrations of detail, in Mr

Ruskin’s writings, that are the main af-
fair for most readers; it is the general
tone that, as T have said, puts them off
or draws them on. For many persons
he will never bear the test of being read
in this rich old Italy, where art, so long
as it really lived at all, was spontaneous,
joyous, irresponsible. If the reader is
in daily contact with those beantiful
Florentine works which do still, in a way,
force themselves into notice through the
vulgarity and croelty of modern profa-
nation, it will seem to him that Mr.
Ruskin’s little books are pitched in the
strangest falsetto key. ** One may read
a hundred pages of this sort of thing,”’
said my friend, ‘¢ without ever dreaming
that he is talking about art. You can
say nothing worse about it than that.”
And that is very true. Artis the one cor-
ner of human life in which we may abso-
lutely take our ease. To justify our pres-
ence there the only thing that is demand-
ed of us is that we shall have a great deal
of vivacity. Inother places our vivacity
is conditioned and embarrassed; we are
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allowed to have only so much as is con-
sistent with that of our neighbors; with
their convenience and well-being, with
their convictions and prejudices, their
rules and regulations. Art means an
escape from all this. Wherever her
brilliant standard floats the need for
apologies and justifications is suspended;
there it is enough simply that we please
or that we are pleased. There the tree
is judged only by its fruits. Tf these
are sweet, one is welcome to shake them
down.

One may read a great many pages of
Mr. Rauskin without getting a hint of
this delightful truth; a hint of the not
unimportant fact that art, after all, is
made for us, and not we for art. This
idea of the value of a work of art being
the amount of entertainment it yields is
conspicuous by its absence. And as for
Mr. Ruskin’s world of art being a place
where we may take life casily, woe to
the luckless mortal who enters it with
any such disposition. Instead of a gar-
den of delight, he finds a sort of assize
court, in perpetual session. TInstead of
a place in which human responsibilities
are lightened and suspended, he finds a
region governed by a kind of Draconic
legislation. His responsibilities, indeed,
are tenfold inereased; the gulf between
truth and error is forever yawning at his
feet; the pains and penalties of this
same error are advertised, in serviptural
terminology, upon a thousand sign-posts;
and the poor wanderer soon begins to
look back with infinite longing to the
kindlier aspect of common duty. There
can be no greater want of tact in deal-
ing with those things with which men
attempt to ornament life than to be per-
petually talking about ¢ error.”” A
truce to all rigidities is the law of the
place; the only thing that is absolute
there is sensible charm. The grim old
bearer of the scales begs off; she feels
that this is not her province. Differ-
ences here are not iniguity and right-
eousness; they are simply notes in the
scale of inventiveness. We are not un-
der theological government.

It was very charming, in the bright,
warm days, to wander from one corner
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of Florence to another, paying one’s
respects again to remembered master-
pieces. It was pleasant also to find that
memory had played no tricks, and that
the beautiful things of an earlier year
were as beautiful as ever. To enumer-
ate these beautiful things would take a
great deal of space; for I never had
been more struck with the mere quantity
of brilliant Florentine work. Even giv-
ing up the Duomo and Santa Croce to
Mr. Ruskin as very ill-arranged edifices,
— thoungh it is surprising what an amount
of incidental pleasure an ill - arranged
edifice, of a great fashion, can bestow, —
the list of the Florentine treasures is
well - nigh inexhaustible. Those long
outer galleries of the Uffizi had never
scemed to me more picturesque; some-
times there were not more than two or
three figures standing there, Bacdeker
in hand, to break the charming per-
spective. One side of this gallery, it will
be remembered, is entirely eomposed of
glass; a continuity of old-fashioned win-
dows, draped with white curtains of
rather primitive fashion, which hang
there till they grow picturesquely yel-
low. The light, passing through them,
is softly filtered and diffused; it rests
mildly upon the old marbles — chiefly
antique Roman busts —which stand in
the narrow intervals of the casements.
It is projected upon the numerous pict-
ures that cover the opposite wall, and
that are not by any means, as a general
thing, the gems of the erveat collection;
it imparts a faded brightness to the old
ornamental arabesques upon the painted
wooden ceiling, and it makes a great,
soft shining upon the marble floor, in
which, as you look up and down, you
see the strolling tourists and the motion-
less copyists almost reflected. I don’t
know why I should find an extreme en-
tertainment in so humble a mise en scéne ;
but, in fact, I have seldom gone into
the Uffizi without walking the length of
this third-story cloister, between the (for
the most part) third-rate pictures and
the faded cotton window curtains, Why
is it that in Italy we see a charm in
things which in other countries we should
consign to the populous limbo of the vul-
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garities? If, in the city of New York,
a great museum of the arts were to be
provided, by way of decoration, with a
species of verunda inclosed on one side
by a series of small-paned casements,
draped in dirty linen, and furnished on
the other witl: an array of pictorial fee-
bleness, the place being surmounted by a
thinly-painted wooden roof, strongly sug-
vestive of sunimer leat, of winter cold,
of frequent leakage, those amateurs who
Liad had the advantage of foreign travel
would be at small pains to conceal their
contempt. Caontemptible or respectable,
to the judicizl mind, this quaint old
logwia of the Uffizi admitted me into
twenty chambers where I found as great
a number of areient favorites. 1 do not
know that T liwd a warmer oreeting for
any old friend than for Andrea del Sar-
to, that most heautiful of painters who
is not one of he first. But it was on
the other side of the Arno that I found
him in force, in those great dusky draw-
ing-rooms of the Pitti Palace, to which
vou take your way along the aerial tun-
nel that wanders through the houses of
Florence and is supported by the little
goldsmith’s booths on the Ponte Vee-
chio. In the rich, insufficient light of
these beautiful rooms, where, to look at
the pictures, you sit in damask chairs
and rest yvour elhows on tables of mala-
chite, Andrea del Sarto becomes pecul-
iarly effective. Before long you find
yourself loving him as a brother. But
the areat pleasnre, after all, was to re-
visit the earlier reniuses, in those speci-
mens of them especially that bloom so
tenderly upon the big, plain walls of the
Academy. Fra Angelico and Filippo
Lippi, Botticelli and Lorenzo di Credi
are the sweetest and best of all painters;
as I sat for an hour in their company, in
the cold, great hall of the institution I
have mentioned, — there are shabby raft-
ers above and sn immense expanse of
brick tiles below. and many bad pietures
as well as good ones, — it scemed to me
more than ever that, if one really had
to choose, one cculd not do better than
choose here. You may sit very quictly
and comfortably ut the Academy, in this
big first room, — at the upper end, espe-
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cially, on the left, — because, more than
many other places, it savors of old Flor-
ence. More for instance, in reality,
than the Bargello, though the Bargello
makes great pretensions. Beautiful and
picturesque as the Bargello is, it smells
too strongly of “restoration,” and, much
of old Ttaly as still lurks in its furbished
and renovated chambers, it speaks even
more distinetly of the ill-mannered young
kingdom that has (as unaveidably as
you please) lifted down a hundred deli-
cate works of sculpture from the convent
walls where their pious authors placed
them. If the early Tuscan painters are
exquisite, I can think of no praise posi-
tive enongh for the sculptors of the same
period, Donatello and Luca della Rob-
bia, Matteo Civitale and Mino da Fie-
sole, who, as I refreshed my memory of
them, seemed to me to leave absolutely
nothine to be desired in the way of pu-
rity of inspiration and grace of inven-
tion. The Bargello is full of early Tus-
can sculpture, most of the picces of
which have come from suppressed con-
vents; and even if the visitor is an ar-
dent liberal, he is uncomfortably con-
scious of the rather bratal process by
which it has been collected. One can
hardly envy young [taly the number of
disagrecable things she has had to do.

" The railway journey from Florence to
Rome has been altered both for the bet-
ter and for the worse: for the better, in
that it lias been shortened for a couple
of hours; for the worse, inasmuch as,
when about half the distance has been
traversed, the train deflects to the west-
ward and leaves the beautiful old cities
of Assisi and Perugia, Terni and Narni,
unvisited. Of old, it was possible to
visit these places, in a manner, from the
window of the train; even if you did not
stop, as you probably could not, every
time you passed, the picturesque fash-
ion in whieh, like a loosened belt on
an aged and shrunken person, their old
red walls held them easily together was
something well worth noting. Now, how-
ever, by way of compensation, the ex-
press train to Rome stops at Orvieto,
and in consequence . . . In conse-
quence what? Whatis the consequence
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of an express train stopping at Orvieto ?
As 1 glibly wrote the above sentence I
suddenly paused, with a sense of the
queer stuff T was uttering. That an ex-
press train would graze the base of the
horrid purple mountain from the apex
of which this dark old Catholie city up-
lifts the glittering front of its cathedral
that might have been foretold by a keen
observer of our manners. But that it
would really have the grossness to stop
there, this is a fact over which, as he
records it, a sentimental chronicler may
well make what is vulgarly called an
ado. The train does stop at Orvieto,
not very long, it is true, but long enough
to let you get out. The same phenom-
enon takes place on the following day,
when, having visited the city, you get
in again. 1 availed myself of both of
these occasions, having formerly neg-
lected the more harmonious opportuni-
ties of the posting method.  And really,
the railway station being in the plain,
and the town on the summit of an ex-
traordinary hill, you have time to forget
all about the triumphs of steam while
you wind upwards to the city gate. The
position of Orvieto is superb: it is wor-
thy of the ** midile-distance ”? of a last
century landscape. But, as every one
knows, the beautiful cathedral is the
proper attraction of the place, which,
indeed, save for this fine monument, and
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for its craggy a.nti‘\n;umb]ing ramparts,
is a meanly arranged and, as Italian
cities go, not particularly impressive lit-
tle town. I spent a beantiful Sunday
there, and I looked at the charming
church. Ilooked at it a great'deal, —a
great deal considering that on the whole
I found it inferior to its fame. Tntensely
brilliant, however, is the densely caryed
front; densely covered with the freshest
looking mosaics. The old white marble
of the sculptured portions is as softly
yellow as ancient ivory; the large, ex-
ceedingly bright pictures above them
flashed and twinkled in the splendid
weather. Very beautiful and interesting
are the theological frescoes of Luca Sig-
norelli within; though I have seen pict-
ures I can imagine myself growing fond-
er of. Very enchanting, finally, are the
clear-faced saints and seraphs, in robes
of pink and azure, whom Fra Angelico
has painted upon the ceiling of the great
chapel, along with a noble sitting figure
—more expressive of movement than
most of the creations of this pictorial
peace-maker—of Christ in judgment.
But the interest of the cathedral of Or-
vieto is mainly not the visible result,
but the historical process that lies be-
hind it; those three hundred years of
devoted popular labor of which an Amer-
ican scholar has written an admirable ac-
count.!
Henry James, Jr.

THE CAPTAIN’S DRUM.

Exrierp, CoxNecricur, Aprin, 1775,

Ix Pilgrim land, one Sabbath-day,
The winter lay like sheep about
The ragged pastures mullein gray;
The April sun shone in and out,
The showers swept by in fitful flocks,
" And eaves ticked fast like mantel cloeks;

-
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