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8 RECIFROCITIES OF MIND AND BODY.

But to return to etiolation. What does this blanching indicate? In
the upper classes of society, it indicates what the long nails an the fingers
of a Chinese indicate—n~o avocarroy. In the middling and lower orders
of life, it indicates uNrEALTHY AvocATION—and among the thinking part
of the community, it is one of the symbols or symptoms of wear and
TEAR of constitution. But different people entertain different ideas res-
pecting etiolation. The fond and fashionable mother would as soon see
green celery on her table as brown health on the cheek of her daughter.
‘When, therefore, the ladies venture into the open carriage, they carefully
provide themselves with parasols, to aid the dense clouds of an English
atmosphere in preventing the slightest intrusion of the cheerful, but
embrowning rays of Pheebus. In short, no mad dog can have a greater
dread of water, than has a modern fine lady of the solar beams. So much
does this Pheebophobia haunt her imagination, that the parasol is up even
when the skies are completely overcast, in order that the passing zephyr
may not woo her delicate features and complexion !

I have alluded to the mark of gentility in the male sex of China—long
nails on their fingers. I would strongly recommend the British fair to
imitate the Chinese ladies, by compressing their feet into pretty little
toys, for ornament rather than for use. As they seldom walk during the
day, the crippling process will not be attended with much inconvenience
—while it will prevent them from jumping (or, to use a more fashionable
term, gallopading) six hours every night, in an atmosphere somewhat
similar to that of the black-hole in Calcutta, by which a prodigious wean
and TEAR of their constitutions will be saved.

RECIPROCITIES OF MIND AND BODY.

Does erioraTion merely indicate the nature of avocation and dissi-
pation in civilized life? It indicates much more than these ; but the
complete investigation of the subject cannot be undertaken in this place.
This etiolation is but the external sign of a host of internal modifications,
if not changes of vital powers and functions, that exert a greater influence
over our health and happiness, than is generally known or imagined. Is
it to be supposed that the pallid cheek, the lack-lustre eye, the care-worn
‘countenance, the languid gait, the flaccid muscle, and the indisposition
to exertion, are purely insulated phenomena, unconnected with deep-
rooted deviations from sound health of body and mind?—No, verily !
Man is a curious and compound machine, animal and intellectual. He,
in company with other living beings, has organs that are not undnlar his
command, and which digest his food, circulate his blood, and repair the
wear and tear of the day, without his knowledge or consent. He has
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28 CHARACTERISTICS OF FRANCE.

;:i‘;“:{!; : h:111d um? _frigid agpect. Her viNgyarps, even in the Borde-

» dlong the emiling borders of the Garonne, resemble plantations of
turnips, .when compared with those on the romantic banks of the Rhine,
the sloping glades of Italy, or the upland scenes of Madeira. Her
Eeflﬂemm’ﬂ country-seats are in Paris; and their chateaux are—in
rmins—

" With nettles skirted and with moas o'ergrown.”

Her horses are rough, ugly, pot-bellied, ill-tempered, sour-countenanced,
hard-working animals—the harness never cleaned or greased from the
m?ment of its first construction till its final dissolution by winds and
rams—her stage-waggons, y'cleped “ Diligences,” are loco-motive
prisons or pontons, in which the traveller is pressed, pounded, and what
18 worse than all, poisoned with mephitic gases and noxious exhalations.
Her provincial villages, towns, and even cities, are emblems of dullness :
—long, narrow streets, with solitary lamps suspended at mournful dis-
tances in the middle, as if to point out the kennel that runs in the
centre below, fraught with every kind of filth—novses as if they had
been shaken in a bag, and then jumbled together without regard to
order, architecture, or any kind of regularity—tawdry painted exteriors,
and cheerless, gloomy interiors—rroors without carpets, and hearths
without grates—windows admitting as much air as light—fires without
heat; easily kindled, rapidly consumed, and dearly paid for !—bell-
ropes without bells, and servants without attendance—tables covered
with a profusion of * dishes tortured from their native taste,” and ter-
rible to think of, much more to swallow |—vegetables drowned in oil
or butter for the third or fourth course, and, after the Englishman has
made a wretched dinner, like a cannibal—wine like vinegar in the land
of grapes!!—lastly, the BiLL, (for I speak of hotels) a never failing
dessert, and often as griping as the wine, is modestly and conscientiously
charged double, or nearly so, to the unfortunate Axeras, who has not
eaten a tithe of what his voracious Gallic messmates have consumed
and pocketed !

On the inhabitants of France it is not my intention to make many re-
marks. When [ acknowledge that the men are brave and the women
beautiful, I apprehend they will give me ample latitude to say any thing
else that I may choose respecting them. If I were to qualify the bravery
of the male sex with a dash of vanity—the beauty of the females with a
tincture of coquetry—and both with a tolerable freedom from exuberance
of religious feeling, it would be no great deviation from truth—and no
great insult to either. But, in fact, [ have no reason to rail against the
French. They are not only a civilized, but a civil and polite people by
nature, or, at all events, by habit and education; and, considering the























































































































































78 SION—CRETINISM,

intermediate ground contains all the elements that are found to operate
against human health. The valley consists, in some places, of a rich,
flat, alluvial earth, covered with corn, fruit trees, and gardens—in others,
it presents swamps and meadows—then, again, jungle and woods—vine-
yards, pine-forests, &c.—while brawling brooks intersect it in all direc-
tions, and often inundate it, in their precipitous course from the moun-
tains to the Rhone, which runs through its centre. Were this valley be-
neath a tropical sun, it would be the seat of pestilence and death. As
it is, the air must necessarily be bad; for the high ridges of mountains
which rise like walls on the north and south sides, prevent a free venti-
lation, while, in Summer, a powerful sun beats down into the valley,
rendering it a complete focus of heat, and extricating from vegetation
and humidity a prodigious quantity of malaria. In Winter, the high
southern ridge shuts out the rays of a feeble sun, except for a few hours
in the middle of the day—so that the atmosphere is not sufficiently agi-
tated at any season of the year. To this might be added the badness of
the waters, which, along the banks of the upper Rhone, are superlatively
foul and disgusting.

As the Valais is the land of cretinism, so is Stox the capital of that
humiliating picture of humanity! There are but few travellers who take
the trouble to examine Siox philosophically, and make themselves ac-
quainted with the state of its wretched inhabitants. Iexplored this town
with great attention, traversing its streets in every direction; and I can
safely aver that, in no part of the world, not even excepting the Jews’ '
quarter in Rome, or the polluted back lanes of ITr1 and Foxpi, in the
kingdom of Naples, have I seen such intense filth! With the exception
of two or three streets, the others present nothing on their surface buta
nameless mass of vegeto-animal corruption, which, in all well-regulated
towns, is consigned to pits, or carried away by scavengers. The alleys
are narrow ; and the houses are constructed as if they were designed for
the dungeons of malefactors, rather than the abodes of men at liberty.

Guitre, on such a scale as we see it in the Valais, is bad enough; but
cRETINISM i8 a cure for the pride of man, and may here be studied by the
philosopher and physician on a large scale, and in its most frightful co-
lours. This dreadful deformity of body and mind is not confined to the
Alps. It is seen among the Pyrences, the valleys of the T'yrol, and the
mountains of China and Tartary. Nearly 200 years have elapsed since
it was noticed by Plater, in the spot where I am now viewing 1t ; but
Saussure was the first who accurately described this terrible degeneracy
of the human species. From common bronchocele, and a state of body
and mind bordering on health, down to a complete destitution of intel-
ligence and sensibility—in short, to an existence purely vegetative, Cnx-































88 MILAN.

Borromean Isles is magnificent ; and has been too well deseribed by Eus-
tace and others to bear another word. As to the Isora Berra itself, with
its pyramid of terraces, orange and ecitron walks, time-worn statues,
gpouting fountains, galleries of evergreens, and endless arcades—it is
neither entitled to the appellation of “‘a terrestrial paradise, an en-
chanted island, the abode of Calypso, the garden of Armida,” which some
have bestowed on it—nor yet to the contemptuous epithets poured on its
head by Pennant, Southey, and the fair Authoress of “Sketches of Italy."
It would, perhaps, be difficult to turn so small a rock, in the midst of a
lake, to a better account ; and I imagine that the spacious saloons, paved,
lined, and covered with spars, shells, &e. to imitate grottoes, form a very
delightful retreat from the burning suns of an Italian Summer. Here,
indeed, as throughout Italy, we find filth and finery in elose contact ! If
the traveller happens to mistake the principal entrance to the palace, and
turns a corner to the northward, he will find himself ancle deep in dirt
of every description—and on escaping from this seene, into the first door
that opens, he will find himself in a large octagonal wing of the palace,
without a roof! Painters and poets should never look beyond the sur-
faces of things, especially in Italy—otherwise the picture will be spoiled,
or the poetic illusion will vanish. The whiteness of the houses, the
verdure and richness of the country, the elevated spots on which human
habitations are perched, and the brilliancy of the skies, all combine to
form delightful landscapes. If we wish to keep up the pleasing image,
let us carefully avoid entering town, village, or single mansion—as we
would the kitchen, when dinner is under the process of manipulation, in
the hands of the cook !

MILAN-

Between Baveno and Milan, the lover of rich scenery will be gratified,
and the contemplative philosopher will meet with one or two objects on
which he may ruminate, after he passes the blue and arrowy Ticino at
Sesto Calende, where the Lago Maggiore disgorges its purified waters
in a magnificent stream, to mingle with the turbid Po. On the right
hand, he will pass a gigantic bronze statue of St. Carlo Borromeo, near
Arona—and on the left, near Somma, a lofty cypress tree, planted, as 15
said, before the Christian mra. If that tree could tell the various events
of its long life, from the time that Hannibal's and Seipio’s troops first
came into mortal conflict under its branches, down to the slaughter of
Marengo and Lodi, also within view of its aerial summit, the tale would
be worth listening to! It now stands as straight, and its branches are
as verdant, as when the Goths and Vandals were ravaging the neighour-
ing plains of Lombardy. What a contrast does it present, in point of

























































































































128 MOUNTAIN OF RADICOFANI.

the valleys, and looks like a sheet of water, leaving the tops of the hills
free, and on which almost the whole of the towns, villages, &c. are built,
The air was remarkably raw—and, about half-way between Sienna and
Buono Convento (a road where malaria notoriously prevails), T experi-
enced the premonitory horrors of an ague-fit, and the first, or cold-stage
of the * foul fiend.” The fatigue and exhaustion of the preceding even-
ing had doubtless predisposed me to this attack ; and those who have felt
the horrible depression of spirits attendant on an attack of malaria fever,
can appreciate the feelings which rushed across my mind, under the ex-
pectancy of being laid up on the dreary mountain of Rapicoraxt, with
some serious or fatal malady! Fortunately the day became very hot—I
walked up two or three of the steep hills on this rond—passed at once
from the stage of shivering to that of perspiration—and baulked the ma-
laria of Buono Convento. The ascent to Radicofani is five tedious Italian
miles. The evening was setting in, as we dragged our weary way up
the mountain—the cold was intense—the scenery was that of desolation
and despair. I shall allow a fair tourist to sketch it, as she has done =o
with spirit and truth.

“ From La Scala we toiled up apparently interminable hills, till at
last—contrary to my expectations,—we reached the top of the wild and
savage mountain of Radicofani. It was heaped with the tremendous ruins
of Nature. All around, huge blue fragments of basaltic rock were
strewed so thickly, as in most places wholly to conceal the surface of the
earth. When exposed to view between these heaps of shattered rock, it
was quite bare, and looked as if from creation it had never borne one
blade of grass. Dark barren hills of stone, rising all around us, met our
eye in every direction ; it is impossible to conceive a more desolate scene.
It seemed as if the beings that inhabited it must, of necessity, partake of
its savage nature; and the aspect of those we saw well accorded with its
character. The country-men were all clothed in shaggy sheep-skins,
with the wool outside, rudely stitched together to serve as a covering to
their bodies ; and pieces of the same were tied about their thighs, par-
tially concealing the ragged vestments they wore beneath. Their legs
and feet were bare; and this savage attire gave a strange, wild effect to
the dark eyes that glared at us from beneath their bushy and matted locks.
Indeed, their whole appearance reminded us literally of wolves in sheep’s
clothing. The wintry blast howled around us in stormy gusts; but we
braved its fury, though not without difficulty, in order to ascend to the
town, or rather village, of Radicofani, which is considerably higher up
the mountain than the road, and wholly inaccessible to a carriage. High
above the town, and impending directly over it, rises an abrupt rock of
most singular appearance, which has its base on the very summit of the
















CAMPAGNA DI ROMA. 133

are swarming with dirty, idle, and ragged children, presenting roguish
eyes and monastic features! Virerso must be a regular m:;mkling
manufactory, capable of supplying half the Roman states with 1:113
principle of laziness, as well as of population—at all events, with
antidotes to industry !

Napoleon, it is said, predicted that, should the Italians ever be con-
solidated into one nation, they would be likely once more to re-conquer
Europe. There must be a marvellous revolution, moral and physical,
before the moderns imitate the ancient Romans in mental or corporeal
energy—unless it be those valorous warriors who, when the Volscian
army lay encamped before the city, sent out their mothers, wives, and
daughters to solicit a year's truce—by which exploit ““ Rome was saved,
and Coriolanus was lost.”” An imitation, somewhat similar, did take
place in modern times. When the French were advancing on Rome,
the ““army of martyrs" was ordered to march, and all the precious relics
of the saints were put under arms—but without success! Whether the
Romans followed the example of the Chinese, on this occasion, and gave
their tutelar deities a sound thrashing for non-performance of miracles,
I know not! but it is rather too much to anticipate foreign conquest
from men who expect to defend their hearths and altars, not with the
arms of the living, but with the images of the dead. The supineness and
degeneracy of Italy, however, may, in some measure, be owing to the
same causes which have produced similar effects in Greece. A time
may come, when the Italians shall redeem a little of their pristine cha-
racter. The papal crosier, at all events, is now supported chiefly by
the Austrian bayonet !

CAMPAGNA DI ROMA.

* A woary waste expanding to the skies.”

It is from the high mountains of Viterbo that we have the first glimpse
of the wide-spread Camraena D1 Roma. The beautiful little lake of
Vico lies under our feet, its sloping banks cultivated, like a garden, but
destitute of habitations, on account of the deadly malaria, which no cul-
ture can annihilate. From this spot, till we reach the desert, the features
. of poverty and wretchedness in the inhabitants themselves, as well as in
every thing around them, grow rapidly more marked. We descend from
Monte Rosi upon the Campagna; and, at Baccano, we are in the midst of
it. This scene of desolation has been greatly exaggerated. If a stranger
came upon the Campagna in this direction, unacquainted with the cause



134 CAMPAGHNA.

of its desertion, and its proximity to the once mistress of the world, he
would feel no other impression than that of crossing a very extensive
heath or moorland, which was destined to pasturage because not rich
enough foragriculture. It is not more marshy than was Hounslow Heath
at one time ; and it is far more undulating in its surface, its soil being,
generally speaking, dry and sandy. Could we, indeed, divest ourselves
of the idea of malaria, we should be inclined to admire many parts of
this pestilential tract. The country, as has been well observed by Lady
Morgan, is not the less lovely, because it is the tomb of those who ven-
ture to inhabit it. That which is fatal to man gives vigour to vegeta~
tion, and the undulating surface of this once volcanic region is emhossed
with spontaneous shrubs, and masses of rich and bushy underwood, furze
in blossom, jumiper and sloe-berries still hanging in dusky clusters on
their leafless branches.” To the south of Rome, however, and in many
parts of the valley of the Tiber, the ground is very marshy, and there is
much stagnant water.

But no human form meets the eye, except the gaunt figure of the herds-
man, mufiled up to the chin in his dark mantle, with his gun and his
spear—his broad hat slouched over the ferocious and scowling counte-
nance of a brigand ! The buffalo which he guards is less repugnant than
he! As for the shepherd, Arcadia forbid that I should attempt his des-
cription! The savage of the wigwam has health to recommend him..
As we approach within ten or twelve miles of Rome, some specks of eul-
t:ﬁhunapp&ar and with them the dire effects of malaria on the human
frame :—* Bloated 'heﬂm, distorted features, dark yellow complexions,
livid eyes and lips; short, all the symptoms of dropsy, jaundice, and
ague united in their persons.”

Yet there is nothing so very striking in the topography of the Cam-
racya as would lead us to expect, 4 priori, that a pestilential efluvium
should issue, in certain months of the year, from the bowels of the
earth, or the surface of the soil, so highly destructive to human life.

That this deleterious miasma did exist in the Campagna, from the very
first foundation of Rome down to the present moment, there can be little
doubt. Cicero tells us that Romulus, seeking a healthy spot, built his
city in the region of pestilence :—'*Locum delegit in regione pestilenti
salubrem.”* Livy informs us how the Roman soldiers, before the inva-

* A critical friend thinks that I have misconstrued this sentence, as it ought to be
—Romulus *selected a healthy spot in a pestilential region.” I did not intend to
give u literal translation; but I think the meaning is essentially the same in both
versions. It shews that the surrounding Campagne wes unhealthy, and that is all
I wish toinfer~3d Ed.







136 CAMBAGIS

in Java and Walcheren, the pestilential cities of Batavia and Middleburg
overflowed with inhabitants,

But there is great reason to suspect the cultivation and population of
the Campagna, to the extent that is represented. Suetonius lets fall an
incident worthy of notice. When the infamous tyrant, Nero, had
reached the acmé of his crimes, and found himself deserted by all but
Phaon, his freed-man, he set off in disguise to an obscure villa, belonging
to Phaon, about four miles from the capital of the world. *“ When near
the house, Nero dismounted, and crossed a field overgrown with reeds.''*
Such fields of reeds, we observe in the neighbourhood of Rome to this
very day. And, I ask, is it likely that such places should exist within
four miles of the capital, if the Campagna was then cultivated like a
garden, and covered with villas, towns, and villages ?

But supposing, for argument’s sake (what may be denied in fact) that
the Campagna was, at one time, cultivated like a garden; would that
afford proof of its salubrity ? By no means. We have just seen that the
shores of Bolsena and Vico at this mement are emblems of fertility and
culture; yet they are uninhabitable !

I do not, indeed, maintain that the Campagna was as insalubrious,
when covered with tombs and villas, as it now is, when covered with
grass and underwood. The very buildings themselves afford great pro-
tection against malaria, which cannot well rise through the foundations
of edifices. It is this circumstance, combined with the paving of the
streets, the common sewers, and the shelter which one house lends to
another, that renders Rome itself more healthy than its immediate vicinity.
This city may be said to be built on a triple foundation of marble and
other precious stones, brought from every quarry in the world. The
very worst parts of it, for instance the Jews’ quarter near the Capitol,
on the banks of the Tiber, have probably the most numerous strata of
ancient ruins beneath them—and hence, possibly, one cause of their
greater degree of salubrity. o

Lastly, I do not mean to assert that, in the early, the energetic, and
the prosperous periods of Rome, the city and Campagna were as insalu-
brious to the inhabitants as now, in the abject state of pauperism to which
the population is reduced. Far from it. Power and pride, leaving all
the comforts of wealth out of the question, are among the most potent
antidotes to external agents of a morbific nature, and especially to the
impressions of malaria. Innumerable examples might be adduced from
the history of our own times. I shall only give an instance that occurred
under my own observation. When our army lay intrenched under the

* Suetonius in Nero, 8. 48.



















142 EFFECTE OF MALARIA.

A glance at the inhabitants of malarious countries or districts must
convince even the most superficial observer, that the range of digorders
produced by the poison of malaria, is very extensive. The jaundiced
complexion, the tumid abdomen, the stunted growth, the stupid counte-
nance, the shortened life, attest that habitual exposure to malaria saps
the energy of every bodily and mental function, and drags its victims to
an early grave. A moment’s reflection must shew us that rever and
AGuE, two of the most prominent features of the malarious influence, are
as drops of water in the ocean, when compared with the other less ob-
trusive, but more dangerous maladies that silently but effectually dis-
organize the vital structures of the human fabric, under the operation of
this deleterious and invisible poison. Yet the English traveller or so-
Journer in Italy knows little, if any thing, respecting these slow and
masked underminings of his health, and thinks, if he escapes the malaria
fever of July and August, he has nothing more to dread, but every thing
to enjoy, throughout the year. Fatal mistake! The foundation of chronic
maladies, that render life miserable for years, is every Summer laid in
hundreds of our countrymen, who wander about heneath the azure skies
of Italy. They bring home with them a poison circulating in their veins,
which ultimately tells on the constitution, and assumes all the forms of
Proteus, harassing its vietim with a thousand anomalous and indescribable
feelings of wretchedness, inexplicable alike to himself and his physician.
It is the attribute, the character, of all malarious disorders to be slow in
their development, when the poison is inhaled in a dilute state, or only
for a short time. Many of our soldiers did not feel the effects of the
Woalcheren malaria till months, or even years, after that fatal expedition.
So our countrymen in India often go on for years in tolerable health,
after exposure to a malaria, before the noxious agent shews itself in the

evaporation ; for the heat of the sun, even in the hottest summer months, could dissi-
pate but little in so short a space of time: it is absorbed by the thirsty nature of the
soil; and he may convince himself of the fact, by remarking how permanently moist
this is all the year round a few inches under the surface, Heat and moisture we all
know, vivify and disengage the fomites of disease ; no wonder, then, that these, acting
on the débris of animal and vegetable matter in a state of decomposition, buried for
ages, and daily gaining fresh accumulations, should generate pestilential efluvia, and
by contaminating the atmosphere of Rome during summer, produce fevers of so
fatal a type.

This pernicious condition of the soil is not confined to Rome (six out of seven of
the hills on which it stands I ascertained to be voleanic), but extends a= far as the
deliquescent earth (its peculiar matrix) itself does; and hence the unhealthiness of
the whole of the Campagna. Circumstances certainly modify its degree of intensity ;
but I think facts will bear me out in circumscribing the sphere of the operation of
malaria to the demarcation made by the line of its extent.”





































154 TEMPLE OF ANTONINTS,

Romulus recovered his senses, and bribed the King of Heaven, by the
promise of a temple, for an infusion of courage into his flying soldiers.
Jurrrer, like a cunning usurer, was ever ready to take advantage of the
distresses of mankind, and dole out his assistance to the highest bidder,
Justrce was out of the question. The Romans, who had violated every
principle of hoepitality, and seized the daughters of their Sabine guests,
with as little ceremony and humanity as their descendant banditti would
pounce upon the unprotected traveller, became, as a matter of course, or
at least of contract, the victorious party—and then rose the temple of

JupitEr STaTorn—to commemorate at once the venality of the gods, and
the cowardice of men!

TEMPLE TO ANTONINUS AND FAUSTINA,

From this central glance over the few remaining monuments that
totter in the middle of the Forum, let us sweep the eye round its boun-
daries. Starting from the arch of Septimius, we range along a series of
buildings, on the left, presenting a strange medley of Heathen temples
converted into Christian churches—and of regal palaces changed into
gordid workshops! One of the most prominent features in this memo-
rable line of ruins is the remains of a temple (now the church of St.
Lorenzo) dedicated to the Gop Antoninus, and the Goppess Faustina ! !
Six majestic columns, in front, of Cepolline marble, sustain a magnificent
entablature composed of enormous blocks of the same, on whose frieze
are seen, in bas relief, griffons, candelabras, vases, &c. beautifully sculp-
tared. The names of the god and goddess are almost as plain as when
they were first hollowed out by the chisel, some seventéen hundred years
ago. To the deification of Marcus Antoninus, whose only fault (for it
could not be called a crime) was blindness to the debaucheries of his
wife, no man—nor woman, will object in these days. But that the
Sexare of Rome should deify, and dedicate a temple to one of the great-
est strumpets of the age in which she lived, is one of the signs of those
times, which may furnish food for reflection in our own days! It has
been made matter of scandal against modern Romans by impudent here-
tics, that they worship God through the intervention of saints; but what
shall we say to the ancients who worshipped the devil through the me-
dium of his most active agents on eéarth! The Senate of Marcus was
not perhaps more obsequious than those of some modern emperors.
Napoleon's Senate would have deified the devil, had their master given
the lesst intimation of such a wish; and if Marcus lived happy and con-
tented with his abandoned Faustina for thirty years—promoted her lovers,











































168 TOWER OF THE CAPITOL.

fnn.:nidnhle rivals of the Coliseum, however, in the honorable contest of—
which shall afford the most striking proof of RomaN pEGENERACY ?
Whenever, in a warm climate—perhaps in any climate—public nor-
Barus are erected for the accommodation, or, more properly speaking
the Luxury, of the citizens at | i iy -
: HET, arge—that nation, state, or city is hasten-
ing rapidly to irretrievable decay. As a rEmEpy for ill health—or even
as a PREVENTIVE of disease, the wamm-paTH is proper and beneficial in
numerous instances. As a Luxuvry for people in health—and more
especially as a puBLIc Luxury for all ranks in a metropolis, it is emi-
nently injurious to mind and body. The senses are given to man and
other animals for enjoyment; but whenever that enjoyment is carried
beyond the limit of moderation, the whole machine, intellectual and
physical, suffers the penalty of intemperance.

I have endeavoured to shew that the horrible exhibitions of the Coli-
seum, evinced a woeful degeneracy, and sad perversion of the feelings
and tastes of the Roman people. The public baths of Rome were not
less indicative of degeneracy than the cruel conflicts of the amphitheatre.
If history did not shew the effeminacy of the Romans in the days of
Caracalla, Titus, and Commodus, as compared with those of the early
republicans, when the Tiber was the only public bath ; the stupendous
Taermz, whose ruins we are now contemplating, would afford unequi-
vocal proofs that personal, and, indeed, national hardihood, had been ex-
changed for voluptuousness—bravery for licentiousness—and patriotism
for pleasure!

That any man, and least of all a clergyman, should be so dazzled by
the classical and historical images of Roman greatness, as to bewail the
want of public baths in Britain—baths to which thousands and tens of
thousands, of both sexes, rushed daily, to mingle promiscuously in im-
mense reservoirs of hot water, dark as Erebus, is most astonishing !

“¢ I must observe (says the Rev. Mr. Eustace), thatit is to be regretted
that we have deviated so widely from the ancients in this particular, and
that the use of baths, both hot and cold, so wholesome and sometimes so
necessary, should not be rendered more easily attainable to those who
stand most in need of them, the poor and labouring classes of mankind.
It must, indeed, be acknowledged that, in cleanliness, the moderns are
far inferior to the ancients, or rather to the Romans, who seem to have
carried this semi-virtue to a degree of refinement almost incredible.”

This semi-virrue—this daily and promiscuous congregation of both
sexes in Stygean hot-baths—this scene of indecency—this sink of sen-
suality, against which the edicts of Adrian and Aurelian were issued in
vain—scenes which so scandalized (or rather mortified) the incestuous,
murderous, meretricious Acrirrina, that she could not bear the idea of













172 TOWER OF THE CAPITOL.
single atom of probability or truth in the tales connected with these relies,
I would be the first to fall down and worship them. But the venerable
and gigantic obelisk of granite, hewn out of the solid rocks of the Nubian
mountains, before the foundations of the Pyramids were laid, and dedi-
cated to the sux by Rameses, King of Egypt, 3330 years ago, would
attract the attention of the most apathetical observer, and call forth re-
fections—if the materials of thought existed in his breast! The first
question that suggests itself is—what brought this stupendous piece of
granite from Thebes to Rome? Hisrory, like a parrot, replies, Cox-
STANTINE the Great, and Constans the Second. I should be more in-
clined to say, that this colossal monument was carried to its present
destination by that irresistible current of moral and physical energy—of
arts and of arms—of wealth and of power—which has constantly, if not
uniformly flowed from East to West, and from South to North, for forty
centuries. Where are the fountains of empire which once descended
with the streams of the Ganges, the Euphrates, the Nile, the Scamander,
the Hellespont, the Tiber? They now glide through channels with
harsher names—along the Rhone and the Seine—the Thames and the
Oder—the Vistula and the Dwina! And has that obelisk fixed its final
residence where it now stands ? May not some future CoNsTaNTINE, Of
the North or the West, seize on this venerable exile of Egypt, and drag
it in chains to a still greater distance from the Court of Rameses—to the

frozen banks of the Beresina—or to the stormy and wave-worn shores of
that gloomy clime—

Where seas embrace,
Dividing from the world the British race !

Yes when the light of reason and knowledge, now dawning over the
Apennines, shall have dispersed the dense vapour of superstitious thral-
dom, which still hangs over the seven hills, the temporal sceptre of the
Church will be quietly inurned on the quirinal, and sleep in everlasting
repose with the undistinguished ashes of the Ceesars, and the high priests
of Jupiter—while the key of St. Peter will fall from the summit of Trajan’s
Pillar, (where it should never have been placed,) no more to unlock the
gate of Heaven at the intercession orimportunity of presumptuous man!
And what shall then induce either gods or men to reside in the pestifer-
ous atmosphere of the Campagna? Nothing. Man will move into a
better air—he can scarcely find a worse; while the gods and demigods
of antiquity will abandon, perhaps without much reluctance, the Capitol
and the Vatican, to visit regions unknown to, or abhorred by, their on-
ginal idolaters. The Belvidere Apollo, and the Medicean Venus, may not
be the only divinities for whom ** Cuaxce oF A1r”’ may be prescribed





























































192 MODERN ROME.

windows, frosted or fringed with cobwebs, I ventured, though not with-
out some inquisitorial apprehensions, to enter in blissful ignorance,
within its lofty portal. I wandered round a spacious court, and ob-
served certain vestiges of man and animals, not very sightly or sa-
voury—but to these I was somewhat reconciled by habit. A broad
marble staircase, in keeping with the court, invited my steps; and
as I saw nothing to prevent a retreat—none of those awful words,
“ nulla vestigia retrorsum,” I ascended, and was soon met by the
gaoler, who politely invited me to view the interior. I accepted the
offer, and was agreeably surprised to exchange the rough and dirty
marble stairs for lengthened halls, with floors =0 smooth and glossy,
that I quickly measured my full length on the polished surface! I
had often laughed at the idea of skates being exported to a hot climate ;
—but I now discovered that they were as necessary in Rome as in
Moscow. Fortunately there was no other spectator of my fallen state
than the gaoler, (as [ then considered him,) and he assisted me most
kindly to the perpendicular posture. I need hardly say that the de-
lusion soon vanished. I was conducted through gloomy but magni-
ficent galleries and saloons, tenanted by the dead instead of the liv-
ing—and presenting a new kind of Millennium—marble and pictorial !
No living creature except the CrceroNE met the eye, during the cir-
cuit of this vast mansion, which I had mistaken for a prison—and
he had the emolument, if not the pleasure, of doing all the honours
of his Lord and Master, at a peried of the day when the latter is
invisible. .

The taste which erected these dreary mansions in the form of prisons,
is not Roman. They were constructed in the same taste during the
incarnations of Vishnou and Seeva, on the plains of Hindostan, and have
been imitated by every nation between the banks of the Ganges and
the shores of the Atlantic. Specimens, though on a plebeian scale, are
every year disinterred at Pompeii. The objects contemplated by the
first constructors of these voluntary asylums, or domestic fortresses,
were, doubtless, privacy and security. The forms were kept up and
modified by habit, pride, and the annihilation of all wholesome equili-
brium in the distribution of property. This 1¥equiLiBrIUM is strik-
ingly illustrated in the streets of Rome. We see the most gorgeous
palaces in actual contact—making, as it were, party-wall, with the most
gordid abodes of poverty, or the workshops of the meanest and most
annoying artisans-—as blacksmiths, pewterers, &e. Thus, between
the palace and the hovel, there is little or no intermedium—in other
words, there are but two great classes (excepting the priesthood)—the
bloated patrician and the wealthless worker of the soil or its products,

































































































































































































256 CAMPO SANTO.

however, that earthquakes which have demolished houses in Pisa, made
no impression on the Leaning Tower. * The sanctity of the place was,
no doubt, its preservation.

The chief lions of Pisa are all crowded into one quarter—which is a
great convenience for those who, like myself, may be very transitory
S0jOurners. .

“ There stand the cathedral, the baptistery, the leaning tower, and
the Campo Santo—all built of the same marble—all varieties of the
same architecture—all venerable with years—and fortunate both in
their society and their solitude.” It has been remarked by a very in-
genious modern traveller that ‘“ the general effect of the leaning tower
1s 80 pleasing that—Ilike Alexander's wry neck—it might well bring
leaning into fashion amongst all the towers in Christendom.” I confess
that the effect on my senses was very different, and that a contempla-
tion of the building from below excited the idea of painful deformity ;
while that from above added a sense of danger to pain. But there is
no accounting for tastes. Mr. Matthews, who fell in love with the
wry-necked tower of Pisa, characterises the marble cathedral of Milan
as ‘““ an ugly staring thing.” When we can abstract our attention
from the fear of * toppling down headlong,” we enjoy a very magnifi-
cent panorama, the smooth Mediterranean and the rugged Apennines
bounding a level and fertile valley teeming with all the vegetable pro-
ductions of Nature, and meandered by the winding Arno. The city of
the living is on one side—the city of the dead on the other; while the
cathedral and baptistery point to the skies, and seem to direct our
thoughts to Heaven.

CAMPO SANTO.

Fam'd Campo Santo, where the mighty dead
Of elder days in Parian marble sleep.

It is impossible to pace along the solemn aisles and arcades of this
venerable cemetery, in which the ashes of the illustrious dead are depo-
sited in the sacred and actual earth of Mount Calvary, transported
hither by a pious fellow-warrior of Ceeur de Lion, 800 years ago, with-
out feeling a consciousness that we are treading on holy ground-—that
ground on which the Redeemer of mankind bore the agonies of death
for the redemption of our sins! The innumerable scenes, some of them
awful enough, taken from sacred, profane, and fabulous history, as ex-
tended round the walls of this vast burial-ground, produced different
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