FROM CATHEDRAL AT LUCCA.

TUSCAN
L

A S Pisa made no comment on the little
changes she may have observed in me
since we had last met, nineteen years before,
I feel bound in politeness to say that I found
her in April, 1883,looking not a day olderthan
shedid in December, 1864. In fact shelooked
younger, if anything, though it may have been
the season that made this difference in her.
She was in her spring attire, freshly, almost at
the moment, put on ; and that counts for much
more in Pisa than one who knew her merely
in the region of her palaces and churches and
bridges would believe. She has not, indeed,
quite that breadth of orchards and gardens
within her walls which Siena has, but she has
space enough for nature to flourish at ease
there ; and she has many deserted squares and
places where the grass was sprouting vigor-
ously in the crevices of the pavement. All this
made her perceptibly younger, even with her
memories running so far back of Roman times,
into twilights whither perhaps a less careful
modern historian than myself would not follow
them. But when I am in a town that has real
claims to antiquity, I like to allow them to the
uttermost ; and with me it is not merely a duty,
it is a pleasure, to remind the reader that Pisa
was founded by Pelops, the grandson of Jove,
and the son of Tantalus, king of Phrygia. He
was the same who was slain by his father, and
served in a banquet to the gods, to try if they
knew everything, or could be tricked into eat-
ing of the hideous repast ; and it was after this
curious experience — Ceres came in from the
field, very tired and hungry,and popped down
and tasted a bit of his shoulder before they
could stop her—that, being restored to life by
his grandfather, he visited Italy,and liking the
situation at the mouth of the Arno,built his city
there. This is the opinion of Pliny and Solinus,
and that generally adopted by the Pisan chroni-
clers; but the skeptical Strabo would have us
think that Pisa was not founded till much
later, when Nestor, sailing homeward after the
fall of Troy, was cast away on the Etruscan
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shore at this point. There are some historians
who reconcile the accounts by declaring that
Nestor merely joined the Phrygians at Pisa,
and could never have pretended to found the
city. I myself incline to this notion ; buteven
if Pisa was not built till after the fall of Troy,
the reader easily perceives that a sense of her
antiquity might affect an Ohio man, even after
a residence in Boston. A city founded by
Pelops or Nestor could not be converted to
Christianity by a less person than St. Peter,
who, on his way to Rome, was expressly
wrecked on the Pisan coasts for that purpose.
Her faith, like her origin, is as ancient as pos-
sible, and Pisa was one of the first Italian
communities to emerge from the ruin of the
Roman empire into a vigorous and splendid
life of her own. Early in the middle ages she
had, with the arrogance of long-established
consequence, superciliously explained the Flor-
entines, to an Eastern potentate who had just
heard of them, as something like the desert
Arabs,—a lawless, marauding, barbarous race,
the annoyance of all respectable and settled
communities. Inthose days Pisa had not only
commerce with the East, butwars; andin 1oojg
she famously beat back the Saracens from their
conquests in the northern Mediterranean, and,
after a struggle of eighteen years, ended by
carrying the war into Africa and capturing
Carthage with the Emir of the Saracens in it.
In the beginning of this war her neighbor
Lucca, fifteen miles away, profited by her pre-
occupation to attack her, and this is said to
have been one of the first quarrels, if not the
first, in which the Italian cities asserted their
separate nationality and their independence
of the empire. It is supposed on that account
to have been rather a useful event, though it
is scarcely to be praised otherwise. Of course
the Pisans took it out of the Lucchese after-
wards in the intervals of their more important
wars with the Genoese by sea and the Floren-
tines by land. There must have been fighting
pretty well all the time, back and forth across
the vineyards and olive orchards that stretch
between the two cities; I have counted up
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eight distinct wars, bloody and tedious, in
which theyravaged each other’s territory, and
I dare say I have missed some. Once the
Pisans captured Lucca and sacked it, and once
the Lucchese took Pisa and sacked it; the
Pisans were Ghibelline and the Lucchese were
Guelph, and these things had to be. In the
mean time Pisa was waging, with varying
fortune, seven wars with Genoa, seven other
with Florence, three with Venice, and one
with Milan, and was in a spirited state of con-
tinual party strife within herself; though she
found leisure to take partin several of the cru-
sades, to break the naval supremacy of the
Saracens, and to beat the Greeks in sea-fights
under the walls of Constantinople. The war-
like passions of men were tightly wound up in
those days, and Pisa was set to fight for five
hundred years. Then she fell at last,in 1509,
under the power of those upstart I'lorentines
whom she had despised so long,

II,

WHAT is odd in the history of Pisa is that
it has given but one name to common remem-
brance. Her prosperity was early and great,
and her people employed it in the cultivation
of all the arts ; yet Andrea and Niccold Pisano
are almost the only artists whose fame is as-
sociated with that of their native city. She was
perpetually at war by sea and by land, yet
her admirals and generals are unknown to the
world. Her university is one of the oldest
and most learned in Italy, yet she produced
no eminent scholars or poets, and one hardly
realizes that the great Galileo, who came a
century after the fall of his country, was not
a Florentine but a Pisan by birth ; he was act-
ually of a Florentine family settled in Pisa.
When one thinks of Florence, one thinks of
Dante, of Giotto, of Cimabue, of Brunelleschi,
of Michelangelo, of Savonarola, and of Lo-
renzo de’ Medici and Leo X., of Boccaccio
and Pulci and Politian, of Machiavelli, of
Giovanni delle Bande Nere and Gino Capponi,
of Guido Cavalcanti, of Amerigo Vespuggi,
of Benvenuto Cellini, and Masaccio and Bot-
ticelli, and all the rest. When one thinks of
Siena, one thinks of St. Catharine, and
Ochino, and Socinus, and the Piccolomini,
and Bandini, and Sodoma. But when one
thinks of Pisa, Ugolino is the sole name that
comes into one’s mind. I am not at all sure,
however, that one ought to despise Pisa for
her lack of celebrities; I am rather of a con-
trary opinion. It is certain that such a force
and splendor as she was for five hundred years
could have been created only by a consensus
of mighty wills, and it seems to me that a
very pretty case might be made out in behalf
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of the democracy whose level was so high
that no one head could be seen above it. Per-
haps this is what we are coming to in our own
civilization, and I am disposed to take heart
from the heroless history of Pisa when I look
round over the vast plain of our equality,
where every one is as great as every other.

I wish, if this is the case, we might come
finally to anything as clean and restful and
lovely as I found Pisa on the day of my arri-
val; but of course that would be much more
difficult for a continent than for a city, and
probably our last state will not be so pleasant.
On our way down from Florence, through
much the same landscape as that through -
which we had started to Siena, the peach-trees
were having their turn in the unhurried Ital-
ian spring’s succession of blossoms, and the
fields were lit with their pathetic pink, where
earlier the paler bloom of the almond had
prevailed, As I said, Pisa herself was in her
spring dress, and it may be that the season
had touched her with the languor which it
makes the whole world feel, as she sat dream-
ing beside her Arno, in the midst of the gar-
dens that compassed her about within her
walls. I do not know what Pisa had to say
to other tourists who arrived that day, but we
were old friends, and she regarded me with
a frank, sad wonder when she read in my
eyes a determination to take notes of her,

“Ts it possible ? " she expressed, with that
mute, melancholy air ofhers. “You, who have
lived in Italy, and ought to know better? You,
who have been here before? Sit down with
me beside the Arno!” and she indicated two
or three empty bridges, which I was welcome
to, or if I preferred half a mile or so of that
quay which has the noblest sweep in the
world, there it was, vacant for me. I shrugged
my excuses, as well as 1 could, and indicated
the artist at my side, who with his etching-
plate under his arm, and his hat in his hand,
was making his manners to Pisa, and I tried
to explain that we were both there under con-
tract to produce certain illustrated papers for
Tue CENTURY.

“ What papers? What century?” she
murmured, and tears came into the eyes of
the beautiful ghost ; and she added with an in-
expressible pathos and bitterness, “ I remem-
ber no century since the fifteenth, when — T
— died.”

She would not say when she fell under the
power of her enemy, but we knew she was
thinking of Florence; and as she bowed her
face in her hands, we turned away with our
hearts in our throat.

We thought it well not to go about view-
ing the monuments of her fallen grandeur at
once,— they are all kept in wonderful repair,
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— and we left the Arno, whose mighty curve
is followed on either side by lines of magnifi-
cent palaces, and got our driver to carry us
out to the streets that dwindled into lanes be-
side the gardens fenced in by the red brick
city walls. At one point a long stretch of the
wall seemed trellised for yellow roses which
covered acres of it with their golden multi-
tude, but when we got down and walked
nearer, with the permission of the peasant
whose field we passed through, we found they
were lemons. He said they grew very well in
that shelter and exposure, and his kind old
weather-beaten, friendly face was almost the
color of one. He bade us go anywhere we
liked in his garden, and he invited us to drink
of the water of his well, which he said never
went dry in the hottest weather. Then he re-
turned to his fat old wife, who had kept on
weeding, and bent down beside her and did
not follow us for drink-money, but returned a
selfrespectful adieu from a distance, when we
called a good-bye before getting into our car-
riage. We generalized from his behavior a
manly independence of character in the Pisan
people, and I am sure we were not mistaken
in the beauty of the Pisan women, who, as
we met them in the street, were all extremely
pretty, and young, many of them, even after
five hundred years. One gets over expecting
good looks in Tuscany ; and perhaps this was
the reason why we prized the loveliness of the
Pisans. It may have been comparative only,
though I am inclined to think it was positive.
At any rate there can be no doubt about the
landscape outside the walls, which we drove
into a little way out of one of the gates, tore-
turn by another. It was a plain country, and
at this point a line of aqueduct stretched
across the smiling fields to the feet of the arid
purple hills that propped the blue horizon.
There was something richly simple in the ele-
ments of the picture, which was of as few
tones as a landscape of Titian or Raphael,
and as strictly subordinated in its natural feat-
ures to the human interest which we did our
best to represent. I dare say our best was
but poor. Every acre of that plain had been
the theater of a great tragedy ; every rood of
ground had borne its hero. Now, in the ad-
vancing spring, the grass and wheat were long
enough to flow in the wind, and they flowed
like the ripples of a wide green sea to the feet
of those purple hills, away from our feet where
we stood beside our carriage on its hither
shore. The warmth of the season had liber-
ated the fine haze that dances above the sum-
mer fields, and this quivered before us like
the confluent phantoms of multitudes, indis-
tinguishably vast, who had fallen there in im-
memorial strife. But we could not stand
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musing long upon this fact; we had taken that
carriage by the hour. Yet we could not help
loitering along by the clear stream that fol-
lowed the road, till it brought us to a flour-
whitened mill near the city wall, slowly and
thoughtfully turning its huge undershot wheel;
and I could not resist entering and speaking
to the miller where, leaning upon a sack of
wheat, he dimly loomed through the pow-
dered air, in the exact attitude of a miller I
used to know in a mill on the Little Miami,
in Ohio, when I was a boy.

111.

[ TrY to give the reader a true impression of
the sweet confusion of travel in those old lands.
In the phrases that come out of the point of the
pen, rather than out of the head or the heart,
we talk about losing ourselves in the associa-
tions of the past ; but we never doit. A prime
condition of our sympathy with it is that we
always and every instant and vividly find our
dreary, tiresome, unstoried, unstoriable selves
in it; and if I had been less modern, less
recent, less raw, I should have been by just
so much indifferent to the antique charm of
the place. In the midst of my reverie of the
Pisan past, I dreamily asked the miller about
the milling business in the Pisan present. I
forget what he said.

The artist outside had begun an etching,—
if you let that artist out of your sight half a
second he began an etching,— and we got
back by a common effort into the town again,
where we renewed our impression of a quiet
that was only equaled by its cleanliness, of a
cleanliness that was only surpassed by its
quiet. I think of certain genial, lonely, irreg-
ular squares, more or less planted with pol-
larded sycamores, just then woolily tufted
with their leaf-buds ; and I will ask the reader
to think of such white light over all as comes
in our own first real spring days; for in some at-
mospheric qualities and effects the spring is
nowhere so much alike as in America and
Italy. In one of these squares the boys
were playing ball, striking it with a small
tambourine instead of a bat ; in another, some
young girls sat under a sycamore with their
sewing; and in a narrow-street running out
of this was the house where Galileo was born.
He is known to have said that the world
moves ; but I do not believe it has moved
much in that neighborhood since his time.
His natal roof is overlooked by a lofty gallery
leading into Prince Corsini’s garden; and I
wish I could have got inside of that garden;
it must have been pleasanter than the street
in which Galileo was born, and which more
nearly approached squalor in its condition
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THE LANDING STAIRS, LEGHORN. *

than any other street that I remember in
Pisa. It had fallen from no better state, and
must always have witnessed to the poverty
of the decayed Florentine family from which
Galileo sprang.

I left the artist there — beginning an etch-
ing, as usual —and wandered back to our
hotel ; for it was then in the drowsy heart of
the late afternoon, and I believed that Pisa
had done all that she could for me in one day.
But she had reserved a little surprise, quaint
and unimaginable enough, in a small chapel
of the Chiesa Evangelica Metodista Italiana,
which she suddenly showed me in a retired
street I wandered through. This [talian Iivan-
gelical Methodist Church was but a tiny
structure, and it stood back from the street in
a yard, with some hollies and myrtles before

it — simple and plain, like a little Methodist
church at home. It had not a frequented
look, and I was told afterwards that the
Methodists of Pisa were in that state of arrest
which the whole Protestant movement in Italy
has fallen into, after its first vigorous impulse.
It has not lost ground, but it has not gained,
which is also a kind of loss. Apparently the
Protestant church which prospers best in Italy
is the ancient Italian church of the Waldenses.
This presents the Italians a Protestantism of
their own invention, while perhaps the hun-
dred religions which we offer them are too
distracting, if unaccompanied by our one
gravy. Itis said that our missionaries have
unexpected difficulties to encounter in preach-
ing to the Italians, who are not amused as
we should be by a foreigner’s blunder in our

* Mr. Howells’s series does not include Leghorn, but Mr. Pennell, who, according to Mr. Howells, is
simply irrepressible as an etcher, made such a pretty plate of the #landing stairs ” there that we cannot with-

hold it from our readers.— Eprror CENTURY.
Vor. XXX.—g4.

J
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language, but annoyed and revolted by in-
correct Italian from the pulpit. They have,
moreover, their intellectual pride in the mat-
ter: they believe that if Protestantism had
been the wiser and better thing we think if,
the Italians would have found it out long ago
for themselves. As it is, such proselytes as
we make are among the poor and ignorant;
though that is the way all religions begin.
After the Methodist church it was not at
all astonishing to come upon an agricultural
implement warehouse— alongside of a shop
glaring with alabaster statuary — where the
polite attendant offered me an American pump
as the very best thing of its kind that I could
use on my podere. When I explained that I
and his pump were fellow-countrymen, I could
see that we both rose in hisrespect. A French
pump, he said, was not worth anything in
comparison, and I made my own inferences
as to the relative inferiority of a Frenchman.

1v.
ONE of our first cares in Pisa was of course

to visit the Four Fabrics, as the Italians call,
par excellence, the Duomo, the Leaning

Tower, the Baptistery, and the Campo Santo.

| Praseil.
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I say cares, for to me it was not a great pleas-
ure. I perceive, by reference to my note-book,
that I found that group far less impressive
than at first, and that the Campo Santo espe-
cially appeared conscious and finicking., I
had seen those Orgagna frescoes before, and
I had said to myself twenty years ago, in
obedience to whatever art-critic I had in my
pocket, that here was the highest evidence
of the perfect sincerity in which the early
masters wrought—that no one could have
painted those horrors of death and torments
of hell who had not thoroughly believed in
them. But this time I had my doubts, and I
questioned if the painters of the Campo Santo
might not have worked with almost as little
faith and reverence as so many American
humorists. Why should we suppose that the
men who painted the Vergognosa peeping
through her fingers at the debauch of Noah
should not be capable of making ferocious
fun of the scenes which they seemed to depict
seriously ? There is, as we all know, a mod-
ern quality in the great minds, the quickest
wits, of all ages, and I do not feel sure these
old painters are always to be taken at their
word. Were they not sometimes making a
mock of the devout clerics and laics who

PISA.



TUSCAN CITIES.

employed them ? It is bitter fun, I
allow. The Death and the Hell of
Orgagna are atrocious —nothing less.
A hideous fancy, if not a grotesque,
insolent humor, riots through those
scenes, where the damned are shown
with their bowels dangling out (my
pen cannot be half so plain as his
brush), with their arms chopped off
and their tongues torn out by fiends,
with their women’s breasts eaten by
snakes, I for one will not pretend to
have revered those works of art, or to
have felt anything but loathing in
their presence. If I am told that I
ought at least to respect the faith with
which the painter wrought, I say that
faith was not respectable; and T can
honor him more if I believe he was
portraying those evil dreams in con-
tempt of them,— doing what he could
to make faith in them impossible by
realizing them in all the details of
their filthy cruelty. It was misery to
look upon them, and it was bliss to
turn my back and give my gaze to the
innocent wilding flowers and weeds
— the daisies that powdered the sa-
cred earth brought from the Holy
Land in the Pisan galleys of old, for
the sweeter repose of those laid away
here to wait the judgment day. How
long they had been sleeping already !
But they do not dream ; that is one comfort.

I revisited the Baptistery for the sake of the
famous echo which I had heard before, and
which had sweetly lingered in my sense all
these twenty years. But I was now a little
disappointed in it — perhaps because the cus-
todian who had howled so skillfully to evoke
it was no longer there, but a mere tyro intent
upon his half franc, with no real feeling for
ululation as an art. Guides and custodians
of an unexampled rapacity swarmed in and
all about the Four Fabrics, and beggars, whom
we had almost forgotten in Florence, were
there in such number that if the Leaning
Tower were to fall, as it still looks capable of
doing at any moment, it would half depopulate
Pisa. I grieve to say that I encouraged men-
dicancy in the person of an old woman whom
I gave a franc by mistake for a soldo. She
had not the public spirit to refuse it ; without
giving me time to correct the error, her hand
closed upon it like a talon of a vulture, and I
had to get what consolation I could out of
pretending to have meant to give hera franc,
and to take lightly the blessings under which
I really staggered.

It may have been this misadventure that
cast a malign light upon the cathedral, which
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AN ARCADED STREET, PISA.

I found, after that of Siena, not at all estimable.
I dave say it had its merits; but T could get
no pleasure even out of the swinging lamp of
Galileo ; it was a franc, large as the full moon,
and reproachfully pale, that waved to and fro
before my eyes. This cathedral, however, is
only the new Duomo of Pisa, being less than
eight hundred years of age, and there is an
old Duomo, in another part of the city, which
went much more to my heart. I do not pre-
tend that I entered it; but it had a lovely
fagade of Pisan Gothic, mellowed through all
its marble by the suns ofa thousand summers,
and weed-grown in every neglected niche and
nook where dust and seeds could be lodged ;
so that I now wonder I did not sit down be-
fore it and spend the rest of my life there.

V.

THE reader, who has been requested to im-
agine the irregular form and the perpetually
varying heights and depths of Siena, is now
set the easier task of supposing Pisa shut
within walls almost quadrangular, and repos-
ing on a level which expands to the borders
of the hills beyond Lucca, and drops softly
with the Arno towards the sea. The river di-
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vides the southward third of the city from the
rest, to which stately bridges bind it again.
The group of the Four Fabrics, to which we
have paid a devoir tempered by modern mis-
giving, rises in aristocratic seclusion in the
north-western corner of the quadrangle, and
the outer wall of the Campo Santo is the wall
of the city. Nothing statelier than the posi-
tion of these edifices could be conceived ;
and yet their isolation, so favorable to their
reproduction in small alabaster copies, costs
them something of the sympathy of the sensi-
tive spectator. He cannot withhold his admi-
ration of that grandeur, but his soul turns to
the Duomo in the busy heart of Florence, or
to the cathedral, preéminent but not solitary,
in the crest of Siena. The Pisans have put
their famous group apart from their streets
and shops, and have consecrated to it a region
which no business can take them to. In this
they have gained distinction and effect for it,
but they have lost for it that character of
friendly domesticity which belongs to all other
religious edifices that I know in Italy. Here,
as in some other things not so easily defin-
able, the people so mute in all the arts but
architecture—of which they were the origin
and school in Italy—seem to have expressed
themselves mistakenly. The Four Fabrics are
where they are to be seen, to be visited, to be
wondered at ; but they are remote from human
society, and they fail of the last and finest effect
of architecture —the perfect adaptation of
houses to the use of men. Perhaps also one
feels a want of unity in the group; perhaps
they are too much like dishes set upon the
table : the Duomo a vast and beautiful pud-
ding; the Baptistery a gigantic charlotte russe ;
the Campo Santo an exquisite structure in
white sugar; the Leaning Tower a column
of ice-cream which has been weakened at the
base by too zealous an application of hot water
to the outside of the mold. ButI do not insist
upon this comparison ; I only say that I like
the ancient church of St. Paul by the Arno.
Some question whether it was really the first
cathedral of Pisa, maintaining that it was
merely used as such while the Duomo was in
repair after the fire from which it suffered
shortly after its completion.

One must nowadays seem to have some
preference in all @sthetic matters, but the time
was when polite tourists took things more eas-
ily. In the seventeenth century, “ Richard
Lassels, Gent. who Travelled through Italy
five times as Tutor to several of the English
Nobility and Gentry,”says of the Pisan Duomo
that it “is aneat Church for structure, and for
its three Brazen Doors historied with a fine
Basso rilievo. It's built after La manicra Te-
descha,a fashion of Building much used in ITtaly
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four or five hundred years ago, and brought
in by Germans or Tedeschi, saith Vasari.
Near to the Domo stands (if leaning may be
called standing) the bending Tower, so arti-
ficially made, that it seems to be falling, and
yet it stands firm. . . . . On the other side of
the Domo is the Campo Santo, a great
square cloistered about with a low cloister
curiously painted.”

Here is no trouble of mind about the old
masters, either architects or painters, but a
beautiful succinctness, a tranquil brevity, which
no concern for the motives, or meanings, or
aspirations of either penetrates. We have
taken upon ourselves in these days a heavy
burden of inquiry as to what the medieval
masters thought and felt; but the tourist of
the seventeenth century could say of the
Pisan Duomo that it was “a neat church for
structure,” and of the Campo Santo that it
was “curiously painted,” and there an end.
Perhaps there was a relief for the reader also
in this method. Master Lassels vexed him-
self to spell his Italian correctly no more than
he did his English.

He visited, apparently with more interest,
the Church of the Kmghts of St. Stephen,
which, indeed, I myself found full of unique
attraction. Of these knights he says:

“ They wear a Red Cross of Satin upon their Cloaks,
and profess to fight against the Turks. For this pur-
pose they have here a good House and Maintainance.
Their Cﬁ.urch is beautified without with a handsome
Faciata of White Marble, and within with Turkish En-
signs and divers Lanterns of Capitanesse Gallies. In
this House the Knights live in common, and they are
well maintained. In their Treasury they shew a great
Buckler of Diamonds, won in a Battle against the
Aurksie . They have their Cancellaria, a Catalogue
of those Knights who have done notable service against
the Turks, which serves for a powerful exhortation
to their Successors, to do, and die bravely. In fine,
these Knights may marry if they will, and live in their
own particular houses, but many of them choose celi-
bate, as more convenient for brave Soldiers; Wives and
Children being the true impedimenta exercitus.”

The knights were long gone from their
House and Maintainance in 1883, and I sus-
pect it is years since any of them even pro-
fessed to fight the Turks. But their church is
still there, with their trophies, which T went
and admired; and I do not know that there
is anything in Pisa which gives you a more
vivid notion of her glory in the past than
those flags taken from the infidels and those
carvings that once enriched hergalleys. These
and the ship-vards by the Arno, from which
her galleys were launched, do really recall the
majesty and dominion of the sea which once
was hers — and then Genoa's, and then Ven-
ice’s, and then the Hanseatic Cities’, and then
Holland’s, and then England’s; and shall be
ours when the Moral Force of the American
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Navy is appreciated. At present Pisa and the
United States are equally formidable as mari-
time powers, unless, indeed, this conveys too
strong an impression of the decay of Pisa.

YI.

IssuinG from the Church of the Cavaliers,
I found myself in the most famous spot in the
whole city : the wide dusty square where the
Tower of Famine once stood, and where you
may still see a palace with iron baskets swung
from the corners of the fagade, in which it is
said the wicked Archbishop Ruggieri used to
put the heads of traitors. It may not be his
palace, and the baskets may not have been
used for this purpose; but there is no doubt
that this was the site of the tower, which was
not demolished till 1655, and that here it was
that Ugolino and his children and grandchil-
dren cruelly perished,

The writer of an excellent little local guide
to Pisa, which I bought on my first visit, says
that Dante has told the story of Count Ugo-
lino della Gherardesca, and that “after Dante
God alone can repeat it.” Yet I fancy the
tragedy will always have a fascination to the
scribbler who visits Pisa, irresistibly tempting
him to recall it to his reader. 1 for my part
shall not do less than remind him that Ugolino
was Captain of the People and Podesta of
Pisa at the time of her great defeat by Genoa
in 1284, when so many of her best and brav-
est were carried off prisoners that a saying
arose, “If you want to see Pisa, go to
Genoa.” In those days they had a short and
easy way of accounting for disaster, which has
been much practiced since down even to the
date of our own civil war: they attributed it
to treason, and in this case they were pretty
clear that Count Ugolino was the traitor.
He sailed away with his squadron before his
critics thought the day lost; and after the bat-
tle, in his negotiations with Florence and
Genoa, they declared that he behaved as only
a man would who wished to ruin his country
in order to rule her. He had already betrayed
his purpose of founding an hereditary lordship
in Pisa, as the Visconti had done in Milan
and the Scaligeri in Verona, and to this end
had turned Guelph from being ancestrally
Ghibelline ; for his name is one of the three
still surviving in Tuscany of the old German
nobility founded there by the emperors. He
was a man of furious and ruthless temper ; he
had caused one of his nephews to be poisoned,
he stabbed another,and when the young man’s
friend, a nephew of the Archbishop, would
have defended him, Ugolino killed him with
his own hand. The Archbishop, as a Ghibel-
line, was already no friend of Ugolino’s, and
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here now was bloodshed between them, “And
what happened to Count Ugolino a little af-
ter,” says the Florentine chronicler, Villani,

“was prophesied by a wise and worthy man of the
court, Marco Lombardo; for when the count was
chosen by all to be Lord of Pisa, and when he was in
his highest estate and felicity, he made himself a splen-
did birthday feast, where he had his children and grand-
children and all his lineage, kinsmen and kinswomen,
with great pomp of apparel, and ornament, and prep-
aration for a rich banquet. The count took this
Marco, and went about showing him his possessions
and splendor, and the preparation for the feast, and
that done, he said,  What do you think of it, Marco?’
The sage answered at once, and said, ‘ You are fitter
for evil chance than any baron of Italy.” .And the
count, afraid of Marco’s meaning, asked, ¢ Why?’
And Marco answered, * Because you lack nothing but
the wrath of God.” And surely the wrath of God
quickly fell upon him, as it pleased God, for his sins
and treasons; for as it had been intended by the Arch-
bishop of Pisa and his party to drive out of Pisa Nino
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and his followers, and betray and entrammel Ugolino,
and weaken the Guelphs, the Archbishop ordered
Count Ugolino to be undone, and immediately set the
people on in their fury to attack and take his palace,
giving the people to understand that he had betrayed
Pisa, and surréendered their castles to the Florentines
and Lucchese ; and finding the people upon him, with-
out hope of escape, Ugolino gave himself up, and in
this assault his bastard son and one of his grandchil-
dren were killed; and Ugolino being taken, and two
of his sons and two of his son’s sons, they threw them
in prison, and drove his family and his followers out
of Pisa. ... The Pisans, who had thrown in Prison
Ugolino and his two sons, and two sons of his son
Count Guelfo, as we have before mentioned, in a tower
on the Piazza degli Anziani, caused the door of the
tower to be locked and the keys to be thrown into the
Arno, and forbidding these captives all food, in a few
days they perished of hunger. But first, the count im-
ploring a confessor, they would not allow him a friar
or priest that he might confess. And all five being
taken out of the tower together, they were vilely
buried ; and from that time the prison was called the
Tower of Famine, and will be so always. For this
cruelty the Pisans were strongly blamed by the whole
world, wherever it was known, not so much for the
count, who for his crimes and treasons was perhaps
worthy of such a death, but for his sons and grand-
sons, who were young boys, and innocent; and this
sin, committed by the Pisans, did not remain unpun-
ished, as may be seen in after time.”

A monograph on Ugolino by an English
writer states that the victims were rolled in
the matting of their prison floor and interred,
with the 1rons still on their limbs, in the
cloister of the church of San Francesco. The
grave was opened in the fourteenth century,
and the irons taken out; again, in 1822, the
remains were found and carelessly thrown to-
gether in a spot marked by a stone bearing
the name of Vannuchi. Of the prison where
they suffered no more remains now than of
the municipal eagles which the Republic put
to molt there, and from which it was called
the Molting Tower before it was called the
Tower of Famine.

At Pisa there is nothing of wildness or
strife 1n the Arno, as at Florence, where it
rushes and brawls down its channel and
over its dams and ripples. Its waters are
turbid, almost black, but smooth, and they
slip oilily away with many a wreathing eddy,
round the curve of the magnificent quay, to
which my mind recurs still as the noblest thing
in Pisa—as the noblest thing, indeed, that
any city has done with its river. But what
quick and sensitive allies of Nature the Italians
have always shown themselves! No sugges-
tion of hers has been thrown away on them ;
they have made the most of her lavish kind-
ness, and transmuted it into the glory and
the charm of art. Our last moments of sight-
seeing in Pisa were spent in strolling beside
the river, in hanging on the parapet and de-
lighting in the lines of that curve.

At one end of the city, before this begins,
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near a spick-and-span new iron bridge, is the
medieval tower of the galley prison, which
we found exquisitely picturesque in the light
of our last morning; and then, stretching up
towards the heart of the town from this tower,
were the ship-yards, with the sheds in which
the old republic built the galleys she launched
on every sea then known. They are used now
for military stables; they are not unlike the
ordinary horse-car stables of our civilization;
and the grooms, swabbing the legs of the
horses and combing their manes, were natu-
ralized to our home-sick sympathies by the
homely community of their functions with those
I had so often stopped to admire in my own
land. There is no doubt but the toilet of a
horse is something that interests every human
being.
VII.

Wit rather less than the ordinary stupidity
of tourists, wretched slaves of routine as they
are, we had imagined the possibility of going
to Lucca overland; that is, of driving fifteen
miles across the country instead of taking the
train. It would be as three hours against
twenty minutes, and as fifteen francs against
two; but my friend was young and I was impru-
dent, and we boldly ventured upon the expedi-
tion. I have never regretted it, which is what
can be said of, alas, how few pleasures! On
the contrary, it is rapture to think of it still.

Already, at eight o’clock of the April morn-
ing, the sun had filled the city with a sicken-
ing heat, which intimated pretty clearly what
it might do for Pisa in August ; but when we
had mounted superbly to our carriage-seats,
after pensioning all the bystanders, and had
driven out of the city into the green plain be-
yond the walls, we found it a delicious spring
day, warm, indeed, but full of a fervent life.

We had issued from the gate nearest the
Four Fabrics, and I advise the reader to get
that view of themif he can. To the backward
glance of the journeyer toward Lucca, they
have the unity, the exsemble, the want of which
weakens their effect to proximity. Beside us
swept the great level to the blue-misted hills
on our right ; before us it stretched indefinitely.
From the grass, the larks were quivering up
to the perfect heaven, and the sympathy of
Man with the tender and lovely mood of
Nature was expressed in the presence of the
hunters with their dogs, who were exploring
the herbage in quest of something to kill.

Perhaps I do man injustice. Perhaps the
rapture of the blameless littérateur and artist,
who drove along crying out over the exquisite
beauty of the scene, was more justly represen-
tative of our poor race. I am vexed now
when I think how brief this rapture was, and
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how much it might have been prolonged if
we had bargained with our driver to goslow.
We had bargained for everything else; but
who could have imagined that one Italian
could ever have been fast enough for two
Americans ? He was even too fast. He had
a just pride in his beast,— as tough as the iron
it was the color of,—and when implored, in
the interest of natural beauty, not to urge it
on, he misunderstood; he boasted that it
could keep up that pace all day, and he in-
cited it in the good Tuscan of Pisa to go faster
yet. Ah me! what enchanting villas he
whirled us by! what gray chateaux! what
old wayside towers, hoary out of all remem-
brance! What dehghtfu]ly stupid-looking little
stony picturesque villages, in every one of
which that poor artist and I would have been
glad to spend the whole day! But the driver
could not snatch the broad and constant feat-
ures of the landscape from us so quickly; these
we had time to peruse, and imprint forever on
our memories: the green expanses ; the peach-
trees pink in their bloom; the plums and
cherries putting on their bridal white; the
gray road, followed its whole length by the
vines trained from trees to tall stakes across a
space which they thus embowered continu-
ously from field to field. Everywhere the peas-
ants were working the soil; spading, not
plowing their acres, and dressing it to the
smoothness of a garden. It looked rich and
fertile, and the whole land wore an air of smil-
ing prosperity which I cannot think it put on
expressly for us.

Pisa seemed hardly to have died out of the
horizon before her ancient enemy began to
rise from the other verge, beyond the little
space in which they used to play bloodily at
national hostilities. The plain narrowed as
we approached, and hills hemmed us in on
three sides, with snow-capped heights in the
background, from which the air blew cooler
and cooler. It was only eleven o’clock, and
we would gladly have been all day on the road.
But we pretended to be pleased with the mis-
taken zeal that had hurried us; it was so
amiable, we could not help it ; and we entered
Lucca with the smiling resolution to make
the most of it.

VIIIL.

Luccalies as flat as Pisa, but in shape itisas
regularly oblong as that is square, and instead
of the brick wall, which we had grown fond
of there and in Siena, it has a girdle of gray
stone, deeply moated without, and broadly
leveled on top, where a lovely driveway winds
round the ancient town. The wall jutsin a
score of angles, and the projecting spaces thus
formed are planted with groups of forest trees,
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lofty and old, and giving a charm to the prom-
enade exquisitely wild and rare.

To our approach, the clustering city towers
and roofs promised a picturesqueness which
she kept in her own fashion when we drove
in through her gates, and were set down, af-
ter a dramatic rattling and banging through
her streets, at the door of the Universo, or
the Creca di Malta— I do not really remem-
ber which hotel it was. But I remember very
well the whole domestic force of the inn
seemed to be concentrated in the distracted
servant who gave us our rooms, and was land-
lord, porter, accountant, waiter, and chamber-
maid all in one. It was an inn apparently
very little tainted Dby tourist custom, and
Lucca is certainly one of the less discovered
of the Tuscan cities. At the fadle-dhéte in
the evening our commensals were all Ital-
ians except an ancient English couple, who
had lived so long in that region that they had
rubbed off everything English but their speech.
I wondered a good deal who they could be;
they spoke conservatively — the foreigners are
always conservative in Italy — of the good old
ducal days of Lucca, when she had her own
mild little despot, and they were now going
to the Baths of Lucca to place themselves for
the summer. They were types of a class which
is numerous all over the Continent, and which
seems thoroughly content with expatriation.
The Europeanized American is always apolo-
getic; he says that America is best, and he
pretends that he is going back there; but the
continentalized Englishman has apparently
no intention of repatriating himself. He has
said to me frankly in one instance that Eng-
land was beastly. But I own I should not like
to have said it to him.

In their talk of the ducal past of Lucca these
English people struck again the note which
my first impression of Lucca had sounded.
Lucca was a sort of republic for nearly a
thousand years, with less interruption from
lords, bishops, and foreign dominions than
most of her sister commonwealths, and she
kept her ancient liberties down to the time of
the French revolution — four hundred years
longer than Pisa, and two hundred and fifty
years longer than Florence and Siena ; aslong,
in fact, as Venice, which she resembled in an
arbitrary change effected from a democratic
to an aristocratic constitution at the moment
when the change was necessary to her exis-
tence as an independent state. The duchy of
Lucca, created by the Congress of Vienna in
1817 and assigned to the Bourbons of Parma,
lasted only thirty years, when it was merged
by previous agreement in the grand duchy of
Tuscany, the Bourbons going back to Parma,
in which Napoleon’s Austrian widow had
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meantime enjoyed a life interest. In this brief
period, however, the old republican city as-
sumed so completely the character of a little
principality, that, in spite of the usual Via
Garibaldi and Corso Vittorio Emmanuele, I
could not banish the image of the ducal state
from my mind. Yet I should be at aloss how
to impart this feeling to every one, or to say
why a vast dusty square, planted with pollarded
sycamores, and a huge, ugly palace with
but a fairish gallery of pictures, fronting upon
the dust and sycamores, should have been so
expressive of a ducal residence. There was a
statue of Maria Louisa, the first ruler of the
temporary duchy, in the midst of these syca-
mores, and T had a persistent whimsey of her
reviewing her little ducal army there, as I sat
and looked out from the open door of the
restaurant where my friend and [ were mak-
ing the acquaintance of a number of strange
dishes and trying our best to be friends with
the Lucchese conception of a beef-steak.

It was not because T had no other periods
to choose from ; in Lucca you can be over-
whelmed with them. Her chronicles do not
indeed go back into the mists of fable for her
origin, but they boast an Etruscan, a Roman
antiquity which is hardly less formidable.
Here in A. v. 515 there was fixed a colony
of two thousand citizens ; here in 698 the
great Casar met with Pompey and Crassus,
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SKETCH IN LUCCA.

and settled who should rule in Rome. Afier
the Romans, she knew the Goths, the Lom-
bards, and the Franks ; then she had her own
tyrants, and in the twelfth century she began
to have her own consuls, the magistrates of
her people's choice, and to have her wars
within and without, to be torn with faction
and menaced with conquest in the right Ital-
ian fashion. Once she was sacked by the
Pisans under the terrible Uguccione della
Faggiuola, in 1314 ; and more than once she
was sold. She was sold for thirty-five thousand
florins to two ambitious and enterprising
gentlemen, the Rossi brothers, of Parma, who,
however, were obliged to relinquish her to the
Scaligeri of Verona. This was the sorrow and
shame that fell upon her after a brief fever of
conquest and glory, brought her by the great-
est of her captains, the famous Castruccio
Castracani, the condottiere, whose fierce,
death-white face, bordered by its pale yellow
hair, looks more vividly out of the history of
his time than any other. For Uguccione had
been in prison, appointed to die, and when
the rising of the Lucchese delivered him and
made him Lord of Lucca, Uguccione’s fetters
were still upon him. He was of the ancient
Ghibelline family of the Antelminelli, who
had prospered to great wealth in England,
where they spent a long exile, and where
Castruccio learned the art of war. After his
death, one of his sons sold his dominion to
another for twenty-two thousand florins, from
whom his German garrison took it and sold
it for sixty thousand to Gherardo Spinola ;
he, in turn, disposed of it to the Rossi, at a
clear loss of thirty-eight thousand florins. The
Lucchese suffered six years under the Scali-
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geri, who sold them again—the market price
this time is not quoted — to the Florentines,
whom the Pisans drove out. These held her
in a servitude so cruel that the TLucchese
called it their Babylonian captivity ; and when
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Cosmo I, that they were guiltless of complic-
ity. The imperial commissioner came from
Milan to preside at his trial, and he was sen-
tenced to suffer death for treason to the em-
pire. He was taken to Milan and beheaded ;

A STAIRWAY, LUCCA.

it was ended after twenty years, through the
intervention of the Emperor Charles IV, in
1369, they were obliged to pay the German
a hundred thousand florins for their liberty,
which had been sold so many times for far
less money.

An ancient Lucchese family, the Guanigi,
whose Gothic palaces are still the most beau-
tiful in the city, now rose to power, and held
it till 1430; and then the city finally estab-
lished the republican government, which in
its democratic and oligarchic form continued
till 1799.

The noblest event of this long period was
the magnanimous attempt of the gonfaloniere,
Francesco Burlamacchi, who in 1546 dreamed
of driving the Medici from power and reés-
tablishing the republic throughout Tuscany.
Burlamacchi was of an old patrician family,
but the love of freedom had been instilled n
him by his uncle, Filippo Burlamacchi, that
Fra Pacifico who wrote the first life of Savo-
narola and was one of his most fervent disci-
ples. The gonfaloniere’s plot was discovered,
and he was arrested by the timid Lucchese
Senate, which hastened to assure the ferocious
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but now he is the greatest name in Lucca,
and his statue in the piazza, fronting her an-
cient communal palace, appeals to all who love
freedom with the memory of his high intent.
He died in the same cause which Savonarola
laid down his life for, and not less generously.

Poor little Lucca had not even the courage
to attempt to save him; but doubtless she
would have tried if she had dared. She was
under the special protection of the emperors,
having paid Maximilian and then Charles V.
good round sums for the confirmation of her
early liberties ; and she was so anxious to be
well with the latter, that, when she was ac-
cused to him of favoring the new Lutheran
heresy, she hastened to persecute the Protes-
tants with the same cowardice that she had
shown in abandoning Burlamacchi.

It cost, indeed, no great effort to suppress
the Protestant congregation at Lucca, Peter
Martyr, its founder, had fled before, and was
now a professor at Strasburg, whence he
wrote a letter of severe upbraiding to the
timorous flock who suffered themselves to be
frightened back to Rome. Some of them
would not renounce their faith, preferring ex-
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ile, and of these, who emigrated by families,
were the Burlamacchi, from whom the hero
came. He had counted somewhat upon the
spirit of the Reformation to help him ‘in his
design against the Medici, knowing it to be
the spirit of freedom, but there is no one evi-
dence that he was himself more a Protestant
than Savonarola was.

Eight years after his death the constitution
of Lucca was changed, and she fell under the
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rule of an aristocracy nicknamed the Lords
of the Little Ring, from the narrow circle in
which her senators succeeded one another.
She had always been called Lucca the Indus-
trious; in her safe subordination, she now
worked and throve for two hundred and fifty
years, till the French republicans came and
toppled her oligarchy over at a touch.

IX.

Or medieval Lucca I have kept freshest
the sense of her Gothic church architecture,
with its delicate difference from that of Pisa,
which it resembles and excels. It is touched
with the Lombardic and Byzantine character,
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while keeping its own; here are the pillars
resting on the backs of lions and leopards ;
here are the quaint mosaics in the facades.
You see the former in the cathedral, which is
not signally remarkable, like that of Florence,
or Siena, or Pisa, and the latter in the
beautiful old church of San Frediano, an Irish
saint who for some reason figured in Lucca ; he
was bishop there in the fifth century, and the
foundation of his church dates only a century
or two later. San Mi-
chele is an admirable
example of Lucchese
Gothic, and is more
importantly  placed
than any other church,
in the very heart of
the town, opposite the
Palazzo Pretorio. This
structure was dedicat-
ed to the occupation
of the Podesta of Luc-
ca, in pursuance of
therepublic’shigh-lan-
guaged decree, recog-
nizing the fact that
“among the orna-
ments with  which
cities embellish them-
selves, the greatest
expenditure  should
always be devoted to
those where the dei-
ties are worshiped, the
magistracy adminis-
ters justice, and the

eople  convenes.”
The Palazzo Pretorio
is now the repository
of a public archzolog-
ical collection, and the
memory of its original
use has so utterly per-
ished that the com-
bined intellects of two
policemen, whom we appealed to for informa-
tion, could not assign to it any other function
than that oflottery office, appointed by the late
grand duke. The popular intellect at Lucca is
not very vivid,so far as we tested it,and though
willing, itis not quick. The caffetiera in whose
restaurant we took breakfast, underthe shadow
of the Pretorian Palace walls, was as ignorant
of its history as the policemen ; but she was
very amiable, and she had three pretty
daughters in the bonbon department, who
looked the friendliest disposition to know
about it if they could. I speak of them at
once, because I did not think the Lucchese
generally such handsome people as the Pisans,
and I wish to be generous before I am just.

CREST.
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Why, indeed, should I be severe with the poor
Lucchese in any way, even for their ignorance,
when the infallible Baedeker himself
speaks of the statue in the Piazza S.
Michele as that of ¢ S. Burlamacchi” ?
The hero thus canonized stood frown-
ing down upon a grain and seed mar-
ket when we went to offer him our
homage, and the peasants thought we
had come to buy, and could not un-
derstand why we should have only
a minor curiosity about their wares,
They took the wheat up in their brown
hands to show us, and boasted of its
superior quality. We said we were
strangers, and explained that we had
no intention of putting in a crop of
that sort; but they only laughed
blankly. In spite of this prevailing
ignorance, penetrating even to the
Baedeker in our hands, Lucca was
much tableted to the memory of her
celebrities, especially her literary ce-
lebrities, who need tablets as greatly
as any literary celebrities I know.
There was one literary lady whose
tablet I saw in a church, and whom
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the local Scientific and Literary Academy
proclaimed “the marvel of her age” for her
learning and her gifts in improvisation. The
reader will readily identify her from this; or
if he cannot, the greater shame to him; he
might as well be a Lucchese.

“All there are barrators, except Bontura;
No into yes for money there 1s changed,”

says Dante of this Lucca in which I found
an aspect of busy commonplace, an air of
thrift and traffic, and in which I only feign to
have discovered an indifference to finer things.
I dare say Lucca is full of intelligence and po-
lite learning, butshe does not imbue herpolice-
men and caffeficras with it, as Boston does.
Yet I would willingly be at this
. moment in a town where I could
step out and see an old Roman
amphitheater, built bodily up into
the modern city, and showing its
mighty ribs through the houses
surrounding the market-place —
a market-place quaint beyond any
other, with its tile-roofed stands and booths.
There is much more silk in Lucca than in
Boston, if we have the greater culture ; and the
oil of Lucca is sublime ; and — yes, I will own
it! — Lucca has the finer city wall. The town
showed shabby and poor from the driveway
along the top of this, for we saw the back yards
and rears of the houses ; but now and then we
looked down into a stiff, formal, delicious pal-
ace garden, full of weather-beaten statues, old,
bad, ridiculous, divinely dear and beautiful !

ARMORIAL DRAWINGS OF PODESTA IN PALAZZO PRETORID.
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I cannot say that I have been hardly used,
when I remember that I have seen such gar-
dens as those; and I humbly confess it a
privilege to have walked in the shadow of the
Guanigi palaces at Lucca, in which the Gothic
seems to have done its best for a stately and
lovely effect. T even climbed to the top of
one of their towers, which I had wondered at
ever since my first sight of Lucca because of
the little grove it bore upon its crest. I asked
the custodian of the palace what it was, and
he said it was a little garden, which I sus-
pected already. But I had a consuming desire
to know what it looked like, and what Lucca
looked like from it ; and T asked him how high
the tower was. He answered that it was four
hundred feet high, which I doubted at first, but
came to believe when I had made the ascent.
I hated very much to go up that tower; but
when the custodian said that an English lady
eighty years old had gone up the week before,
I said to myself that I would not be outdone
by any old lady of eighty, and T went up.
The trees were really rooted in little beds of
earth up there, and had been growing for ten
years ; the people of the house sometimes took
tea under them in the suminer evenings.

This tower was one of three hundred and
seventy in which Lucca abounded before the
Guanigi leveled them. They were for the
convenience of private warfare ; the custodian
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showed me a little chamber near the top,
where he pretended the garrison used to stay.
I enjoyed his statement as much as if it were
a fact, and I enjoyed still more the magnifi-
cent prospect of the city and country from
the tower; the fertile plain with the hills all
round, and distant mountains snow-crowned,
except to the south where the valley widened
toward Florence ; the multitudinous roofs and
bell-towers of the city, which filled its walls
full of human habitations, with no breadths
of orchard and field as at Pisa and Siena.

The present Count Guanigi, so the custo-
dian pretended, lives in another palace, and
lets this in apartments; you may have the
finest for seventy-five dollars a year, with
privilege of sky-garden. I did not think it
dear, and I said so, though I did not visit any
of the interiors, and do not know what state
the finest of them may be in.

X.

[T was on the last day of March, after our
return from Siena, that I ran out to Pistoja
with my friend the artist. There were now
many signs of spring in the landscape, and the
gray olives were a less prevalent tone, amid
the tints of the peach and pear blossoms. Dan-
delions thickly strewed therailroad-sides ; the

“grass was powdered with the little daisies,
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white with crimson-tipped petals ; the garden-
borders were full of yellow-flowering seed-
turnips. The peasants were spading their
fields; as we ran along, it came noon, and
they began to troop over the white roads to
dinner, past villas frescoed with false balco-
nies and casements, and comfortable brown-
ish-gray farmsteads. On ourright the waves of
distant purple hills swept all the way to Pistoja.
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under the lowering sky, with a locked-up cathe-
dral, a bare baptistery, and a medizval public
palace, and a history early merged in that of
Florence; but to me it must always have the
tender interest of the pleasure, pathetically
intense, which that young couple took in it.
They were very hungry, and they could get
no breakfast in the drowsy town, not even a
cup of coffee; but they did not mind that;

A STREET IN FIESOLE,

I made it part of my business there to
look up a young married couple, Americans,
journeying from Venice to Ilorence, who
stopped at Pistoja twenty years before, and
saw the gray town in the gray light of a spring
morning between four and six o'clock. I re-
membered how strange and beautiful they
thought it, and from time to time I started
with recognition of different objects — as if I
had been one of that pair; so young, o0 sim-
ple-heartedly, greedily glad of all that eld and
story which Italy constantly lavished upon
them. 1 could not find them, but I found
phantom traces of their youth in the ancient
town, and that endeared it to me, and made
it lovely through every hour of the long rainy
day I spent there. To other eyes it might have
seemed merely a stony old town, dull and cold

they wandered about, famished but blest, and
by one of the happy accidents that usually
befriended them, they found their way up to
the Piazza del Duomo and saw the Communal
Palace so thoroughly, in all its Gothic fullness
and medieval richness of detail, that I seemed
never to have risen from the stone benching
around the interior of the court on which
they sat to study the escutcheons carven and
painted on the walls. I could swear that the
bear on the arms of Pistoja was the same that
they saw and noted with the amusement which
a bear in a checkered tabard must inspire in
ignorant minds; though I am now able to
inform the reader that it was put there
because Pistoja was anciently infested with
bears, and this was the last bear left when
they were exterminated.
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We need not otherwise go deeply into the
history of Pistoja. We know already how
one of her family feuds introduced the fac-
tions of the Bianchi and Neri in Florence,
and finally caused the exile of Dante; and
we may inoffensively remember that Catiline
met his defeat and death on her hills a. u.
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in whose private warfare she suffered almost
as much as from her foreign enemies. Be-
tween them the Cancellieri and the Pancia-
tichi burned a thousand houses within her
walls, not counting those without, and the
latter had plotted to deliver over their country
to the Visconti of Milan, when the Floren-
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691. She was ruled more orless tumultuously
by princes, popes, and people till the time of
her great siege by the Lucchese and Floren-
tines and her own Guelph exiles in 1305. Fam-
ine began to madden the besieged, and men
and women stole out of the city through the
enemy’s camp and scoured the country for
food. When the Florentines found this out,
they lay in wait for them, and such as they
caught they mutilated, cutting off their noses,
or arms, or legs, and then exposing them to
the sight of those they had gone out to save
from starvation. After the city fell, the Flor-
entine and Lucchese leaders commanded such
of the wounded Pistojese as they found on
the field to be gathered in heaps upon the
demolished walls, that their fathers, brothers,
and children might see them slowly die, and
forbade any one, under pain of a like fate, to
succor one of these miserable creatures.
Pistoja could not endure the yoke fastened
upon her. A few years later her whole people
rose literally in a frenzy of rebellion against
the Lucchese governor, and men, women,
children, priests, and monks joined in driving
him out. After the heroic struggle they reés-
tablished their own republic, which presently
fell a prey to the feud of two of her families,

tines intervened and took final possession of
Pistoja.

We had, therefore, not even to say that
we were of the Cancellieri party in order to
enter Pistoja, but drove up to the Hotel di
Londra without challenge, and had dinner
there, after which we repaired to the Piazza
del Duomo; and while the artist got out a
plate and began to etchin the rain, the author
bestirred himself to find the sacristan and get
into the cathedral. It was easy enough to
find the sacristan, but when he had been
made to put his head out of the fifth-story
window he answered, with a want of enterprise
and hospitality which I had never before met
in Italy, that the cathedral was always open
at three o’clock, and he would not come
down to open it sooner. At that hour I re-
venged myself upon him by not finding it
very interesting, though I think now the fault
must have been in me. There is enough es-
timable detail of art, especially the fourteenth-
century monument to the great lawyer and
lover, Cinc da Pistoja, who is represented lec-
turing to Petrarch among eight other of his
pupils. The lady in the group is the Selvag-
gia whom he immortalized in his subtle and
metaphysical verses ; she was the daughter of
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Filippo Vergolesi, the leader of the Ghibel-
lines in Pistoja, and she died of hopeless love
for Cino, when the calamities of their country
drove him into exile at the time of the terrible
siege. He remains the most tangible, if not
the greatest name of Pistoja; he was the first of
those who polished and simplified the Tuscan
speech, and he was a wonder of jurisprudence
in his time, restoring the Roman law and
commenting nine books of the Code; so that
the wayfarer, whether grammarian, attorney,
littérateur, or young lady, may well look upon
his monument with sympathy.

But I brought away no impression of
pleasure or surprise from the cathedral gen-
erally, and, in fact, the works of art for which
one may chiefly, if not solely, desire to see
Pistoja again, are the Della Robbias, which
immortally beautify the Ospedale del Ceppo.
They represent, with the simplest reality and
in the proportions of life, the seven works of
mercy of St. Andrea Franchi, bishop of Pis-
toja in 1399. They form a frieze or band
round the edifice, and are of the glazed terra
cotta in which the Della Robbias commonly
wrought. The saint is seen visiting “ The
Naked,” ¢ The Pilgrims,” ¢ The Sick,” ¢ The
Imprisoned,” ¢ The Dead,” “The an Hun-
gered,” “The Athirst”; and between the
tableaux are the figures of ¢ Faith,” ¢ Charity,”
“ Hope,” “ Prudence,” and ¢ Justice.” There
are also, “ An Annunciation,” “ A Visitation,”
“An Assumption”; and in three circular re-
liefs, adorned with fruits and flowers after the
Della Robbia manner, the arms of the hospital,
the city, and the Medici. But what takes the
eye and the heart are the good bishop’s works
of mercy. In these color is used, as it must be
in that material, and in the broad, unmingled
blues, reds, yellows, and greens, primary, sin-
cere, you have satisfying actuality of effect.
I believe the critics are not decided that these
are the best works of the masters, but they
gave me more pleasure than any others, and
I remember them with a vivid joy still. It is
hardly less than startling to see them first, and
then for every succeeding moment it is
delightful. Giovanni della Robbia, and his
brother, the monk Frate Ambrogio, and An-
drea and his two sons, Luca and Girolomo,
are all supposed to have shared in this work,
which has therefore a peculiar interest, though
it is not even mentioned by Vasari, and seems
to have suffered neglect by all the earlier con-
noisseurs. It was skillfully restored in 1826
by a Pistojese architect, who removed the
layer of dust that had hardened upon the
glaze and hid the colors; and in 1839 the
French Government asked leave to reproduce
it in plaster for the Beaux-Arts; from which
copy another was made for the Crystal Palace
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at Sydenham, It is, by all odds, the chiefest
thing in Pistoja, where thereader, when he goes
tolook atit,may like to recall the pretty legend
of the dry tree-stump (ceppe ) breaking into bud
and leaf, to indicate to the two good Pistojese
of six hundred years ago where to found the
hospital which this lovely frieze adorns.

Apparently, however, Pistoja does not ex-
pect to be visited for this or any other reason.
I have already held up to obloquy the want
of public spirit in the sacristan of the cathe-
dral, and I have now to report an equal in-
difference on the part of the owner of a beau-
tiful show-villa, which a cabman persuaded me
to drive some miles out of the town through
the rain to see. When we reached its gate, we'
were told that the villa was closed; simply
that — closed. But I was not wholly a loser,
for, in celebration of my supposed disappoint-
ment, my driver dramatized a grief which was
as fine a theatrical spectacle as I have seen.
Besides, I was able to stop on the way back
at the ancient church of Sant’ Andrea, where
I found myself as little expected, indeed, as
elsewhere, but very prettily welcomed by the
daughter of the sacristan, whose father was
absent, and who made me free of the church.
1 thought that I wished to see the famous
pulpit of Giovanni da Pisa, son of Niccold,
and the little maid had to light me a candle
to look at it with. She was not of much help
otherwise ; she did not at all understand the
subjects, neither the Nativity, nor the Adora-
tion of the Magi (“Who were the three Magi
Kings ? ” she asked, and was so glad when I
explained),nor the Slaughter of the Innocents,
nor the Crucifixion, nor the Judgment.
These facts were as strange to her as the mar-
velous richness and delicacy of the whole
work, which, for opulence of invention and
perfect expression of intention, is surely one
of the most wonderful things in all that won-
derland of Italy. She stood by and freshly
admired, while I lectured her upon it as if I
had been the sacristan and she a simple maid
from America, and got the hot wax of the
candle all over my fingers. She affected to
refuse my fee, “Ze pare /7 she said, with the
sweetest pretense of astonishment (which, be-
inginterpreted, is somethinglike* Theidea!”);
and when I forced the coin into her unwill-
ing hand, she asked me to come again when
her father was at home. Would I could!
There is no such pulpit in America, that I
know of; and even Pistoja, in the rain and
mud, nonchalant, unenterprising, is no bad
place.

I had actually business there, besides that
of a scribbling dilettante, and it took me, on
behalf of a sculptor who had some medallions
casting, to the most ancient of the several



go8

bronze founderies in Pistoja. This foundery,
an irregular group of low roofs, was inclosed
in a hedge of myrtle, and T descended through
flowery garden-paths to the office, where the
master met me with the air of a host, instead
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all winter by the steam-tramway trains snuf-
fling in and out of our Piazza Santa Maria
Novella at Florence. I found it a flat, dull,
commonplace-looking town at first blush, with
one wild, huge, gaunt piazza, planted with
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of that terrifying no-admittance-except-on-
business address which I have encountered
in my rare visits to founderies in my own
country. Nothing could have been more
fascinating than the interior of the workshop,
in which the bronze figures, groups, reliefs,
stood about in every variety of dimension
and all stages of finish. When I confessed my
ignorance, with a candor which I shall not
expect from the reader, of how the sculptur-
esque forms to their last fragile and delicate
detail were reproduced in metal, he explained
that an exact copy was first made in wax,
which was painted with successive coats of
liquid mud, one dried upon another, till a
sufficient thickness was secured, when the
wax was melted out, and the bronze poured
in. I said how very simple it was when one
knew, and he said, yes, very simple; and I
came away sighing for the day when our
founderies shall be inclosed in myrtle hedges,
and reached through garden-paths. I suppose
I shall hardly see it, for it had taken a thou-
sand years for that foundery in Pistoja to attain
its idyllic setting.
XL

O~ my way home from Lucca, I stopped
at Prato, whither I had been tempted to go

straggling sycamores, and banged all round
by coppersmiths, whose shops seemed to
alternate with the stables occupying its ar-
cades. Multitudinous hanks of new-dyed yarn
blew in the wind under the trees, and through
all the windows and open doors I saw girls
and women plaiting straw. This forms the
chief industry of Prato, where, as a kind little
priest with a fine Roman profile, in the railway
carriage, assured me, between the prayers he
keptsaying to himself, there was work foralland
all wereatwork. Secular report was notso flat-
tering to Prato. I wastold that businesswasbut
dull there since the death of the English gentle-
man,one Mr. Askew, who has done so much for
it, and who lies buried in the odor of sanctity
in the old Carmelite convent. I saw his grave
there when I went to look at the frescoes,
under the tutelage of an old, sleek, fat monk,
roundest of the round dozen of brothers re-
maining since the suppression. I cannot say
now why I went to see these frescoes, but I
must have been told by some local guide
they were worthy to be seen, for I find no
mention of them in the books. My old monk
admired them without stint, and had a par-
ticular delight in the murder of St. Martin,
who was stabbed in the back at the altar.
He rubbed his hands gleefully and pointed
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out the flying acolyte: “Sempre scappa, ma ¢
sempre la.’ (Always running, but always
there!) And then he burst into a childish,
simple laugh that was rather grewsome, con-
sidering its inspiration and the place. Upon
the whole it might have been as well to sup-
press that brother along with the convent;
though T was glad to hear his praises of the
Englishman who had befriended the little
town so wisely; and I was not troubled to
learn that this good man was a convert to
the religion of his beneficiaries.

I said that Prato was dull and common-
place, but that only shows how pampered and
spoiled one becomes by sojourn in Italy. Let
me explain now that it was only dull and
commonplace in comparison with other towns
I had been seeing. If we had Prato in Amer-
ica, we might well visit it for inspiration from
its wealth of picturesqueness, of history, and
of art. We have, of course, nothing to com-
pare with it; and one ought always to remem-
ber, in reading the notes of the supercilious
American tourist in Italy, that he is sneering
with a mental reservation to this effect. More
memory, more art, more beauty cluster about
the Duomo at Prato than about— I do not
wish to be extravagant — the New Old South
in Boston or Grace Church in New York. I
am afraid we should not find in the interior
even of these edifices such frescoes as those
of Lippo Lippi and Ghirlandajo in the cathe-
dral at Prato; and as for the Della Robbia
over the door and the pulpit of Donatello on
the corner without, where they show the Vir-
gin’s girdle on her holiday, what shall one
say ? We have not even a girdle of the Vir-
gin! These are the facts that must still keep
us modest and make us beg not to be taken
too positively, when we say Prato is not inter-
esting. In that pulpit, withits “marble brede”
of dancing children, one sees, almost at his
best, a sculptor whose work, after that of Mino
da Fiesole, goes most to the heart of the be-
holder.

I hung about the piazza, delighting in it,
till it was time to take the steam-tramway to
Florence, and then I got the local postman
to carry my bag to the cars for me. He was
the gentlest of postmen, and the most grate-
ful formy franc, and he explained, as we walked,
how he was allowed by the Government to
make what sums he could in this way, between
his distributions of the mail. His salary was
fifty francs a month, and he had a family. 1
dare say he is removed by this time, for a
man with an income like that must seem an
Offensive Partisan to many people of opposite
politics in Prato.

The steam-tramway train consisted of two
or three horse-cars coupled together, and
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drawn by the pony-engine I was familiar
with in our piazza. This is a common means
of travel between all large Italian cities and out-
lying small towns, and I wonder why we have
not adopted it in America. We rattled pleas-
antly along the level of the highway at the
rate of ten or twelve miles an hour, and none
of the horses seemed to be troubled by us.
They had probably been educated up to the
steam-tram, and I will never believe that
American horses are less capable of intellectual
development than the Italian.

XI1I.

WE postponed our visit to Fiesole, which
we had been meaning to make all winter,
until the last days of our Florentine sojourn,
and it was the middle of April when we drove
up to the Etruscan city. ¢ Go by the new road
and come back by the old,” said a friend who
heard we were going at last. “ Then you will
get the whole thing.” We did so; but I am
not going to make the reader a partner of all
of our advantages; I am not sure that he
would be grateful for them; and to tell the
truth, I have forgotten which road Boccaccio’s
villa was on and which the villa of the Medici.
Wherever they are, they are charming. The
villa of Boccaccio is now the Villa Palmieri ;
I still see it fenced with cypresses, and its
broad terrace peopled with weather-beaten
statues, which at a distance I could not have
sworn were not the gay ladies and gentlemen
who met there and told their merry tales
while the plague raged in Florence. It isnot
only famous as the supposed scene of the
Decamerone, but it takes its name from a
learned gentleman who wrote a poem there,
in which he maintained that at the time of
Satan’s rebellion the angels who remained
neutral became the souls now inhabiting our
bodies. For this uncomfortable doctrine his
poem, though never printed, was condemned
by the Inquisition — and justly. The Villa
Medici, once Villa Mozzi, and now called
Villa Spence, after the English gentleman who
inhabits it, was the favorite seat of Lorenzo,
before he placed himself at Villa Carreggi;
hither he resorted with his wits, his philoso-
phers, his concubines, buffoons, and scholars;
and here it was that the Pazzi hoped to have
killed him and Giuliano at the time of their ill-
starred conspiracy. You come suddenly upon
it, deeply dropped amidst its gardens, at a
turn of the winding slopes which make the
ascent to Fiesole a constantly changing de-
light and wonder.

Fiesole was farther than she seemed in the
fine, high air she breathes, and we had some
long hours of sun and breeze in the exquisite
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spring morning before the first Etruscan emis-
saries met us with the straw fans and par-
asols whose fabrication still employs their
remote antiquity. They were pretty children
and young girls, and they were preferable to the
medizval beggars who had swarmed upon us
at the first town outside the Florentine limits,
whither the Pia Casa di Ricovero could not
reach them. From every point the world-old
town, fast seated on its rock, looked like a for-
tress,inexpugnableand picturesque; butitkept
neither promise, for it yielded to us without a
struggle, and then was rather tame and com-
monplace,—commonplaceand tame, of course,
comparatively. It is not everywhere that you
have an impressive Etruscan wall; a grass-
grown Roman amphitheater, lovely, silent; a
museum stocked with classic relics and a cus-
todian with a private store of them for sale;
not to speak of a cathedral begun by the
Florentines just after they destroyed Fiesole
in 1oco. Fiesole certainly does not, however,
invite one by its modern aspect to think of
the Etruscan capital which Cicero attacked in
the Roman Senate for the luxury of its ban-
quets and the lavish display of its inhabitants.
It was but a plain and simple repast that the
Café Aurora afforded us, and the Fiesolans
seemed a plain and simple folk ; perhaps in

JANIVEER.

one of them who was tipsy an image of their
classic corruptions survived. The only excite-
ment of the place we seemed to have brought
with us; there had, indeed, been an election
some time before, and the dead walls —it
seems odd that all the walls in Fiesole should
notbe dead by this time — were still placarded
with appeals to the enlightened voters to cast
their ballots for Peruzzi, candidate for the
House of Deputies and a name almost as im-
memorial as their town’s.

However luxurious, the Fiesolans were not
proud ; a throng of them followed us into the
cathedral, where we went to see the beautiful
monument of Bishop Salutali by Mino da
Fiesole, and allowed me to pay the sacristan
for them all. There may have been a sort of
justice in this; they must have seen the mon-
ument so often before.

They were sociable, but not obtrusive, not
even at the point called the Belvedere, where,
having seen that we were already superabun-
dantly supplied with straw fans and parasols,
they stood sweetly aside and enjoyed our
pleasure in the views of Florence. This inef-
fable prospect —

But let me rather stand aside with the Fieso-
lans, and leave it to the reader !

W. D. Howells.
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“ Janiveer in March I fear.”

WOULD not have you so kindly,
Thus early in friendship’s year—
A little too gently, blindly,
You let me near.

So long as my voice is duly
Calm as a friend’s should be,

In my eyes the hunger unruly
You will not see.

The eyes that you lift so brightly,
Frankly to welcome mine —

You bend them again as lightly
And note no sign.

I had rather your pale cheek reddened
With the flush of an angry pride:

That a look with disliking deadened
My look defied ;

If so in the spring’s full season
Your glance should soften and fall,
When, reckless with Love’s unreason,

I tell you all.

H. C. Bunner.



