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ITALY REVISITED.

I wartep in Paris until after the elec-
tions for the new Chamber (they took
place on the 14th of October); for only
after one had learned that the odious
attempt of Marshal MacMahon and his
ministers to drive the French nation to
the polls like a flock of huddling sheep,
each with the white ticket of an ofli-
cial eandidate round his neck, had not
achieved the success which the unsera-
pulons violence of the process might
have indicated, — only then was it pos-
sible to draw a long breath and deprive
the republican party of such support as
might be derived from one’s sympathet-
ic 'pl‘escncc. Seriously spuuking, too,
the weather had been enchanting, and
there were Italian sensations to be en-
countered without leaving the banks of
the Seine. Day after day the air was
filled with golden light, and even those
chalk-toned vistas of the Parisian beanz
quartiers assumed the most tenderly iri-
descent and antumnal tints.  Autumn
weather in Europe is often such a very
sorry affair that a fair-minded American
will have it on his conscience to eall at-
tention to a rainless and radiant Oclo-
ber.

The echoes of the electoral strife kept
me company for a while after starting
upon that abbreviated jonrney to Turin,
which, as you leave Paris at night, in a
train unprovided with encouragements
to slumber, is a singular mixture of the
odious and the charming. The charm-
ing, however, I think, prevails; for the
dark half of the journey is, in fact, the
least interesting.  The morning light
ushers you into the romantic goroes of
the Jura, and after a big bowl of cafe
au lait at Culoz you may compose your-
self comfortably for the climax of your
speetacle.  The day before leaving Paris
I met a friend who had just returned
from a visit to a Tuscan country-seat,
where he had been watching the vint-
age. ‘‘Italy,”” he said, **is more lovely
than words can tell, and France, steeped

in this electoral turmoil, seems no hetter
than a bear-garden.”” That part of the
bear-garden through which you travel as
you approach the Mont Cenis seemed to
me that day very beautiful. The autumn
coloring, thanks to the absence of rain,
had been vivid and erisp, and the vines
that swung their low garlands between
the mulberries, in the neighborhood of
Chambery, looked like long festoons of
coral and amber. The frontier station
of Modane, on the further side of the
Mont Cenis tunnel, is a very ill-regu-
lated place; but even the most irritable
of tourists, meeting it on his way south-
ward, will be disposed to econsider it
eood-naturedly.  There is far too much
bustling and scrambling, and the facili-
ties afforded you for the obligatory proce-
ess of ripping open your luggage before
the officers of the Italian custom-house
are much scantier than should be; but,
for myself, there is something that dep-
recates irvitation in the shabby ereen
and gray uniforms of all the Ttalian offi-
cials who stand loafing about and wateh-
ing the northern invaders scramble back
into marching order. Wearing an ad-
ministration uniform does not necessa-
rily spoil a man’s temper, as in France
one is sometimes led to believe: for these
excellent, underpaid Ttalians carry theirs
as lightly as possible, and their answers
to your inquiries do not in the least bris-
tle with rapiers, buttons, and cockades.
After leaving Modane you slide straight
downhill into the Italy of your desire;
and there is something very picturesque
in the way the road edges along those
great precipices which stand shoulder to
shoulder, in a long perpendicular file,
until they finally admit yon to a distant
glimpse of the ancient capital of Pied-
mont.

Turin is not a eity to make, in vulgar
parlance, a fuss about, and T pay an ex-
travagant tribute to subjective emotion
in speaking of it as ancient. But if the
place is not as Italian as Florence and
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Rome, at least if is more Italian than
New York and Paris; and while the
traveler walks aboat the great arcades
and looks at the fourth-rate shop win-
dows, he does nat seruple to cultivate a
shameless optimism. Relatively speak-
ing, Turin is picturesque; but there is,
after all, no reason in a large collection
of shabbily - stuceoed honses, disposed
in a rigidly restangular manner, for
passing a day of deep, still gayety. The
only reason, I am afraid, is the old su-
perstition of [taly, — that property in
the very look cf the written word, the
evocation of a myriad suggestions, that
makes any lover of the arts take Ital-
ian satisfaction upon easier terms than
any other. Italy is an idea to conjure
with, and we play tricks upon our cre-
dulity even wih such inferior appara-
tus as is offereld to our hand at Turin.
T walked about all the moraing under
the immense ascades, thinking it sufli-
cient entertainment to take note of the
soft, warm air, of that coloring of things
in Italy that is at once broken and
harmonious, and of the comings and go-
ings, the physiognomy and manners, of
the excellent Turinese. I had opened
the old book agninj the old charm was
in the style; 1 was in a more charming
world, Isaw rothing surpassingly beau-
tiful or curious; but the appreciative
traveler finds a vividness in namecless
details. And I must add that on the
threshold of Iialy he tastes of one solid
and perfectly lefinable pleasure in find-
ing himself among the traditions of the
grand style in architecture. It must be
said that we have still to come to Ttaly
to see great honses. (I am speaking
more particularly of town architecture.)
In norvthern cities there are beautiful
honses, picturesque and eurious houses;
seulptured gables which hang over the
street, charming bow-windows, hooded
door - ways, elegant proportions, and a
profusion of delicate ornament; but a
good specimen of an old Ttalian palaz-
zo has a nobeness that is all its own.
We laugh at (talian ¢ palaces,”” at their
peeling stucen, their nudity, their shab-
biness and duskiness; but they have the
great palatia. quality, — elevation and
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extent. They make smaller houses seem
beggarly; they round their great arches
and interspace their huge windows with
thorough arvistoeratic indifference to the
master-builder’s little account. These
erand proportions — the colossal base-
ments, the door-ways that seem meant for
cathedrals, the far-away cornices—im-
part by contrast an humble and bour-
geois expression to those less exalted
dwellings in which the air of grandenr
depends largely upon the help of the up-
holsterer. At Turin my first feeling was
rveally one of shame for the architectural
manners of our northern lands. I have
heard people who know the Italians
well say that at bottom they despise all
the rest of mankind and regard them as
barbarians. I stronely doubt it, for
the Ttalians strike me as having less na-
tional vanity than any other people in
Europe; but if the charge had its truth
there would be some ground for the feel-
ing in the fact of their living in such big
houses.  The most direct, sensible, and
— guperficially considered — reasonable
measure of one’s oreatness is the size
of one's house; and, judged by this
standard, Turinese and Genoese, Floren-
tines and Romans leave us all very far
behind.

An impression which, on eoming back
to Italy, I find even stronger than when
it was first received is that of the con-
trast between the fecundity of the great
artistic period and the vulearity of the
Italian genins of to-day. The first few
hours spent on Italian soil are sufficient
to renew ity and the plhienomenon that 1
allude to is surely one of the most sinou-
lar in human history. That the people
who but three hundred years ago had
the best taste in the world should now
have the worst; that having produced
the noblest, loveliest, and costliest works
they should now be given up to the man-
ufacture of objects at once ugly and
flimsy: that the race of which Michael
Angelo and Raphael, Leonardo and Ti-
tian were characteristic exemplars should
have no other title to distinction than
third-rate genre pictures and catchpen-
ny statues, —all this is a frequent per-
plexity to the observer of actual Ital-
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ian life. The flower of art in these lat-
ter years has ceased to bloom very pow-
erfully anywhere; but nowhere does it
seem so drooping and withered as in the
shadow of the still solid monuments of
the old Ttalian genius, You go to a
church or a gallery and feast your fancy
upon a splendid picture or an exquisite
piece of sculpture, and on issuing from
. the door that has admitted you to the
beautiful past you are confronted with
something that has all the effect of a
mockery or a defiance of it. The as-
pect of your lodaing (the carpets, the
curtains, the upholstery in general, with
their crude and violent coloring and their
vulgar material), the third-rate look of
the shops as you pass them, the extreme
bad taste of the dress of the women, the
cheapness and baseness of every attempt
at decoration in the cafés and railway
stations, the hopeless fickleness of every-
thing that pretends to be a work of art, —
all this modern infelicity runs riot over
the relies of the great period.

We can do a thing for the first time
but once; it is but once for all that we
can have a pleasure in its freshness.
This is a law whicl is not on the whole,
I think, to be regretted, for we sometimes
learn to know things better by not en-
joying them too muech. I is certain,
however, at the same time, that a trav-
eler who has merely worked off the pri-
mal fermentation of his relish for this
inexhaustibly interesting country has
by no nfeans entirely drained the cup.
After thinking of Italy as simply pictur-
esque, it will do him no great harm to
think of her, for a while, as modern, —
an idea supposed (as a general thing
correctly) to be fatally at variance with
the Byronie, the Ruskinian, the artistie,
poetic, wsthetic manner of looking at this
godsend to literature and art.  He may
grant —I don’t say it is absolutely nec-
essary — that modern Italy is ugly, pro-
saic, provokingly indisposed to inspirve
one to water-color sketching or a supe-
rior style of album dissertation; it is
nevertheless true that at the pass things
have come to, modern Italy in a manner
imposes herself. I had not been many
hours in the country before I became
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conscious of this cireumstance; and I'may
add that, the first irritation past, I found
myself disposed to take it easily. And
if we think of it, nothing is more easy to
understand than a certain displeasure on
the part of the young Italy of to-day at
being looked at hy all the world as a
kind of soluble pizment. Young Ttaly,
preoceupied with its economical and po-
litical future, must be heartily tived of
being accounted picturesque. In one of

Thackeray’s novels there is mention of a

young artist who sent to the Royal Acad-
emy a picture representing * A Conta-
dino dancing with a Trasteverina at the
door of a Locanda, to the music of a
Pifferaro.” It is in this attitude and
with these eonventional accessories that
the world hias hitherto seen fit to repre-
sent young Italy, and I do not wonder
that, if the youth has any spirit, he
should at last begin to resent onr insuffer-
able wsthetic patronage. He has es-
tablished a line of horse-cars in Rome,
from the Porta del Popolo to the Ponte
Molle, and it is on one of these demo-
cratic vehicles that I seem to see him
taking his triumphant course down the
vista of the future. T will not pretend
fo rejoice with him any more than I
really do; 1 will not pretend, as the
sentimental tourists say about it all, as
if it were the setting of an intaglio or the
border of a Roman scarf, to ¢ like ?? it.
Like it or not, as we may, it is evidently
destined to bej I see a new Italy in the
future which in many important respects
will equal, if nof surpass, the most enter-
prising sections of our native land. Per-
Liaps by that time Chieago and San Fran-
cisco will have become picturesque, and
their sons and daughters will dance at
the doors of locandas. Towever this
may be, a vivid impression of an accom-
plished schism between the old Ttaly
and the new is, as the French say, le
plus elair of a new visit to this ever-
suggestive part of the world. The old
Ttaly has become more and more of a
simple museum, preserved and perpetu-
ated in the midst of the new, but with-
out any further relation to it— it must
be admitted, indeed, that such a relation
is considerable — than that of the stock
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on his shelves to the shop-keeper, or of
the Siren of the South to the showman
who stands befere his booth. More than
once. as we move about, nowadays, in
the Ttalian citizs, there seems to pass
before our eyes a vision of the coming
years. It represents to our satisfaction
an Italy united and prosperous, but al-
together commereial. The Italy, indeed,
that we sentimentalize and romance
about was an ardéntly mereantile coun-
try; though I suppose it loved not its
ledgers less, but its frescoes and altar-
pieces more.  Seattered through this
brilliantly economical community — this
country of a thousand ports —1T see a
laree number of beautiful buildings, in
which an endless series of dusky pictures
are darkening, darkening, fading, fad-
ing, through the years. At the doors of
the beautiful bnildings ave little turn-
stiles, at which there sit a great many
men in uniform. to whom the visitor pays
a ten-penny fee.  Tnside, in the vaulted
and frescoed chambers, the art of Italy
lies buried as iv a thousand mausolenms.
It is well taken care ofj it is constant-
ly copied ; somesimes it is ““restored,”” —
as in the case of that beautiful boy-
figure of Andrea del Sarto, at Florence,
which may be secn at the gallery of the
Uflizi, with its 1onoralle duskiness quite
peeled off, and Heaven knows what raw,
bleeding cuticle laid bare. One éven-
ing lately, in Florence, in the soft twi-
light, T took & stroll among those en-
cireling hills on which the massive villas
are mineled with the vaporous olives
Presently I came, where three roads met,
upon a way-sice slirine, in which, before
some pious daub of an old-time Madonna,
a little votive lamp slimmered through
the evening air. The hour, the lovely
evening, the place, the twinkling taper,
the sentiment of the observer, the thought
that some one Liad been rescued here
from an assassin, or from some other
peril, and had set up a little grateful
altar, in consequence, in the yellow-
stuccoed wall of a tangled podere, — all
this led me to approach the shrine with
a reverent, an emotional step. I drew
near it, but a‘ter a few steps I paused.
I became conscious of an incongruous
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odor; it seemed to me that the evening
air was charced with a perfume which,
although fo a certain extent familiar,
had not hitherto associated itself with
rustic frescoes and way - side altars. 1
gently interrogated the atmosphere, and
the operation left me no doubts. The
odor was that of petroleum; the votive
taper was nourished with ¢+ ile **! T con-
foss that I burst out langhing, and a piet- -
uresque eontadino, wending his home-
ward way in the dusk, stared at me as
if Twerea frolicsome ghost escaped from
one of the old villas near by. If he no-
ticed the petrolenm, it was only, I imag-
ine, to sniff it gratefully; but to me the
thing served as a symbol of the Ttaly of
the future. There is a horse-car from
the Porta del Popolo to the Ponte Molle,
and the Tusean shrines are fed with the
Pennsylvanian fluid!

11 it is very well to come to Turin first;
it iz still Letter to eo to Genoa afterwards.
Genoa is the queerest place in the world,
and even a second visit gives little help
toward a lucid understanding of it. In
the wonderful ecrooked, twisting, elimb-
ing, soaring, burrowing Genoese alleys
the traveler is really up to his neck in
the old Italian picturcsquencss. Genoa
ig, I believe, a port of great eapacity,
and the bequest of the late Duke of Gal-
liero, who left four millions of dollars for
the purpose of improving and enlarging
it, will doubtless do much toward con-
verting it into one of the great commer-
cial stations of Europe. But as, after
leaving my hotel, the afternoon I arrived,
I wandered for a long time at hazard
through the tortuous by-ways of the eity
I said to myself, not without an accent
of private trinmph, that here was some-
thing it would be as difficult to modern-
ize as it was to cleanse the Augean sta-
bles. I had found my hotel, in the
first place, extremely entertaining — the
Croce di Malta, as it was called, estab-
lished in a gizantic palace on the edge
of the swarming and not over-clean
harbor. It was the biggest house 1 had
ever entered, and the simple basement
would have contained a dozen Ameri-
can caravansaries, I met an American
gentleman in the vestibule who (as he
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had indeed a perfect right to be) was
annoyed by its troublesome proportions
—one was a quarter of an hour ascend-
ing out of the basement — and desired
to know whether it was a ** correct sam-
ple’’ of the Genoese inns. Tt appeared
to be an excellent: specimen of Genoese
architecture generally; so far as I ob-
served, there were few houses percep-
tibly smaller than this Titanie tavern.
I lunched in a great, dusky ball-room,
whose ceiling was vaulted, frescoed, and
gilded with the inexpensive skill of a
couple of centuries since, and which
looked out upon another ancient house-
front, equally huge and equally bat-
tered, from which it was separated only
by a little wedge of dusky space (one
of the principal streets, 1 beliove, of
Genoa), out of the bottom of which the
Genoese populace sent up to the win-
dows —1I had to crane out very far to
see it —a perpetual clattering, shuf-
fling, chaffering sound. TIssuing forth,
presently, into this chavacteristic thor-
oughfare, T found an abundance of that
soft local color, for the love of which
one revisits Italy. It offered itself, in-
deed, in a variety of tints, some of which
were not remarkable for their freshness
or purity. Buf their combined effect
was highly pictorial, and the picture was
a very rich and various representation of
southern low life. Genoa is the crook-
edest and most incoherent of cities;
tossed about on the sides and crests of a
dozen hills, it is seamed with gullies and
ravines that bristle with those innumera-
ble palaces for which we have heard from
our earliest years that the place is cele-
brated. These great edifices, with their
mottled and faded complexions, lift their
big ornamental cornices to a tremendons
height in the air, where, in a certain
indeseribably forlorn and desolate fash-
ion, overtopping each other, they scem
to reflect the twinkle and glitter of the
warm Mediterranean. Down about the
basements, in the little dim, close alleys,
the people are forever moving to and fro,
or standing in their cavernons door-ways
or in their little dusky, crowded shops,
calling, chattering, laughing, serambling,
living their lives in the conversational
VOL. XLI. —NO. 246. 29
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Italian fashion. TFor a long time I had
not received such an impression of the
possible crowdedness, density, and, as it
were, cheapness of human life. T had
not for a long time seen people elbowing
each other so closely, or swarming so
thickly out of immense human hives. A
traveler is very often prompted to ask
himself whether it has been worth while
to leave his home — whatever his home
may have been — only to see new forms
of human suffering, only to be remind-
ed that toil and privation, hunger and
sorrow and sordid effort, are the por-
tion of the great majority of his fellow-
men. To travel is, as it were, to go to
the play, to attend a spectacle; and there
is something heartless in stepping forth
into the streets of a foreign town to
feast upon novelty when the novelty
consists simply of the slightly different
costume in which hunger and labor pre-
sent themselves. These reflections were
forced upon me as I strolled about in
those erepuscular, queer-smelling alleys
of Genoa; but after a time they ceased
to bear nie company. The reason of this,
T think, is becanse (at least to foreign
eyes) the sum of Italian misery is, on
the whole, less than the sum of Ttalian
serenity. That people should thank you,
with a smile of striking sweetness, for
the gift of two-pence is a proof, certainly,
of an extreme and constant destitution;
but (keeping in mind the sweetness) it is
also a proof of an enviable ability not to
be depressed by circumstances. I know
that this may possibly be areat nonsense;
that half the time that we are admiring
the brightness of the Italian smile the
romantic natives may be, in reality, in
a sullen frenzy of impatience and pain.
Our observation in any foreign land is
extremely superficial, and our remarks
are happily not addressed to the inhab-

" itants themselves, who, at a hundred

points, would certainly exclaim upon the
impudence of the fancy-picture. The
other day I visited a very picturesque
old city upon a mountain fop, where, in
the course of my wanderings, I arrived
at an old disused gate in the ancient
town wall. The gate had not been ab-
solutely forfeited; but the recent com-
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pletion of & modern road down the mount-
ain led most vehicles away to another
egress. The grass-grown pavement,
which wound irto the plain by a hundred
graceful twists and plunges, was now
given up to razged contadini and their
donkeys, and to such wayfarers as were
not alarmed at the disrepair into which
it had fallen. I stood in the shadow of
the tall old gate-way, admiring the scene,
—looking to right and left at the won-
derful walls of the little town, perched
on the edee of a shagey precipice; at the
circling mouniains over against them;
at the road dipping downward among
the chestnuts and olives. There was no
one within sight but a young man, who
was slowly tredeing upward, with his
coat slung over his shoulder and his hat
upon his ear, like a cavalier in an opera.
Like an operatic performer, too, he was
singing as he came; the spectacle, gener-
ally, was operatic, and ashis vocal flour-
ishes reached my ear I said to myself that
in Ttaly accider t was always picturesque,
and that such a ficure had been exactly
what was wanted to set off the landscape.
It suggested a large measure of that se-
renity for which I just now commended
the Italians. [ was turning back, under
the old gate-way, into the town, when the
young man overtook me, and, suspend-
ing his song, asked me if I could favor
him with a match to light the hoarded
remnant of a ¢ gar. This request led, as
I walked back to the inn, to my having
some conversation with him, He wasa
native of the o d hill-town, and answered
freely all my inqairies as to its manners
and customs and the state of public
opinion there. But the point of my an-
ecdote is that he presently proved to be
a brooding young radical and ecommun-
ist, filled with hatred of the present Ital-
ian government, raging with discontent
and crude political passion, professing a
ridiculous hope that Italy would soon
have, as Frarce had had, her ¢+’89,""
and declaring that he, for his part, would
willingly lend a hand to chop off the
heads of the Ling and the royal family.
He was an unhappy, underfed, unem-
ployed young man, who took a hard,
grim view of 2verything, and was pict-
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uresque only quite in spite of himself.
This made it very absurd of me to have
looked at him simply as a graceful or-
nament to the prospect,—a harmoni-
ous little ficure in the middle distance.
¢ Damn the prospect — damn the mid-
dle distance!*’ would have been all kis
philosophy. Yet, but for the accident
of my having a little talk with him, I
should have made him do service, in
memory, as an example of sensuous op-
timism!

I am bound to say, however, that T be-
lieve that a great deal of the apparent
sensuous optimism that I noticed in the
Genoese alleys and beneath the low,
crowded arcades along the port was
quite substantial. Here every one was
magnificently sunburnt, and there were
plenty of those queer types — those ma-
hogany-colored, bare-chested mariners,
with ear-rings and crimson girdles —
that make a southern sea-port entertain-
ing. But it is not fair to speak as if, at
Genoa, there were nothing but low life
to be seen, for the place is the residence
of some of the grandest people in the
world. Nor are all the palaces ranged
along dusky alleys; the handsomest and
most impressive form a splendid series
on each side of a couple of very proper
streets, in which there is plenty of room
for acoach and four to approach the big
door-ways. Many of these door-ways are
open, revealing great marble staircases,
with couchant lions for balustrades, and
ceremonious courts surrounded by walls
of sun-softened yellow. One of the pal-
aces is colored a goodly red; and con-
tains, in particular, the grand people I
just now spoke of. They live in the
third story; but here they have suites
of wonderful painted and gilded cham-
bers, in which there are many foreshort-
ened frescoes in the vaulted ceilings,
and on the walls many of those halting
arabesques in whiclr the rococo taste of
the last and the preceding century took
pleasure. Those great residents I allude
to bear the name of Vandyke, though
they are members of the noble family of
Brignole-Sale, one of whose children
(the Duchess of Galliero) has lately given
proof of nobleness in presenting the Gal-
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lery of the Red Palace, out of hand, to
the city of Genoa. ;

On leaving Genoa I repaired to Spe-
zia, chiefly with a view of accomplishing
a sentimental pilerimage, which I in fact
achieved, in the most agreeable condi-
tions. The Gulf of Spezia is now the
head-quarters of the Italian fleet, and
there were several big iron-plated frig-
ates riding at anchor in front of the town.
The streets were filled with lads in blue
flannel, who were receiving instruction
at a school-ship in the harbor, and in the
evening — there was a brilliant moon —
the little breakwater which stretched
out into the Mediterranean offered a
promenade to the naval funetionaries.
But this faet is, from the picturesque
point of view, of little account, for since
it has become prosperous Spezia has
grown ugly. The place is filled with
long, dull stretches of dead wall and
great, raw expanses of artificial land. Tt
wears that look of monstrous, of mare
than Occidental, newness which distin-
guishes all the creations of the young
Italian state. Nor did I find any ereat
compensation in an immense new inn,
which has lately been deposited by the
edge of the sea, in anticipation of a pas-
seqgiata which is to come that way some
five years hence, the vegion being in the
mean time of the most primitive forma-
tion. The inn was filled with orave
English people, who looked respectable
and bored, and there was of course a
Church of England service in the gaudi-
ly-frescoed parlor. Neither was it the
drive to Porto Venere that chiefly pleased
me,—a drive amonz vines and olives,
over the hills and beside the sea, to a
queer little erumbling village on a head-
land, as sweetly desolate and superan-
nuated as the name it bears. There is
a ruined church near the village, which
oceupies the site (according to tradition)
of an ancient temple of Venus; and
if Venus ever revisits her desecrated
shrines she must sometimes pause a mo-
ment in that sunny stillness, and listen
to the murmur of the tideless sea at the
base of the narrow promontory. If Ve-
nus sometimes comes there, Apollo sure-
ly does as much; for close to the temple
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is a gate-way, surmounted by an inserip-
tion in Italian and English, which ad-
mits you to a curious (and it must be con--
fessed rather cockneyfied) cave among
the rocks. It was here, says the inserip-
tion, that the great Byron, swimmer and
poet, ‘‘defied the waves of the Lizurian
sea.”” The fact is interesting, though
not supremely so; for Byron was al-
ways defying something, and if a slab
had been put up wherever this perform-
ance came off, these commemorative tab-
lets would be, in many parts of Europe,
as thick as mile-stones. No; the great
merit of Spezia, to my eye, is that T en-
eaged a boat there of a lovely October
afternoon, and had myself rowed across
the gulf —it took about an hour and a
half—to the little bay of Lerici, which
opens out of it. This bay of Lerici is
charming: the bosky gray-green hills
close it in, and on either side of the en-
trance, perched upon a bold headland,
a wonderful old erumbling castle keeps
ineffectnal enard. The place is classic
for all Enclish travelers, for in the mid-
dle of the eurving shore is the now deso-
late little villa in which Shelley spent the
last months of his short life. He was
living at Lerici when he started on that
short southern crunise from which he
never returned. (His body, it will be
remembered, was washed ashore near
Pisa.) The house he occupied is strange-
ly shabby, and as sad as you may choose
to fancy it. It stands directly upon the
beach, with scarred and battered walls,
and a loggia of several arches opening
upon a little terrace with a rugeed para-
pet, which, when the wind blows, must
be drenched with the salt spray. The
place is very lonely, —all overwearied
with sun and breeze and brine, — very
close to nature, as it was Shelley’s pas-
sion to be. I can fancy a great lyrie
poet sitting on the terrace, of a warm
evening, far from England, in the early
vears of the century. Granted wonder-
ful genius, to begin with, he must have
heard in the voice of nature a sweetness
which only the lyric movement could
translate. It is a place where an En-
glish-speaking traveler may very honest-
ly be sentimental and feel moved, him~
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gelf, to Iyric utierance. But I must con-
tent myself with saying in haltine prose
that I remember few episodes of Italian
travel more sympathetic, as they have
it here, than that perfect autumn after-
noon; the hal-hour’s station on the lit-
tle battered ‘errace of the villa; the
climb to the singularly picturesque old

A December Night.

[April,

castle that hangs above Lerici; the med-
itative lounge, in the fading light, upon
the vine-decked platform that looked
out toward the sunset and the dark-
ening mountaing, and, far below, upon
the quiet sea, beyond which the pale-
faced villa stared up at the brightening
moon.

Henry James, Jr.

A DECEMBER NIGHT.

Arr day the sky has been one heavy cloud,
All day the drops have plashed against the panes,
‘The brimming eaves-spouts gurgled full and loud;
And now the night has come, and still it rains.

The frosts and rifling winds, those treacherous thieves,
Have stripped the shivering branches stark and bare;

Beneath, the walks are thick with trodden leaves,
Which fill with woodsy odors all the air.

Yon strect-lamp glows, a disk of luminous fog,
Lighting a little space of mud and rain,

Where hurrying wayfarer or homeless dog
Starts sudden into sight, and fades again.

“ts faint gleam strugeles with the dark, and shows
A lonesome door-yard, with its leafless vine,

And Monday’s luckless washing, — rows on rows
Of dripping garments hanging on the line.

Along the roadside gutters rush the streams
Like turbid rivers in a sudden flood;

And at the erossings drivers urge their teams
To splash the wroth pedestrian with mud.

from far across the harbor, low and faint,
A fog-horn’s friendly bellow greets the ear;

Or some slow, cautious steamer’s hoarse complaint,
‘Warning its kindred not to come too near.

Small knots of draggled pilgrims stand and wait

Upon the muddy eurb, and peering far
Up street and down, in vain, find fault with fate,
And sharply blame the dilatory ecar;



