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ADVE.RTISEMENT. 

SoME*justly admircd Anthors having condescendcd 

to glcan a few stray thoughts from these Lettcrs, which 

lave remained dormant a great many ycars, I liavc 

becn at lcngth emboldcncd to lay thcm bcforc thc 

public. Pcrhaps, as tliey happcn to contain passages 

which pcrsons of aeknowledged tas te liavc honourcd 

ráth tbeir notice, they may possibly bc less unwortliy 

of cmerging firom thc sliade into da)dight tlian I ima- 

gincd. 

Most of tlicsc Lctters uere Tvritten íTI thc bloom 

and heyday of youthful spirits and youthful confidcncc, 

at a pcriod ^hcn thc old ordcr of tliings cxisted witli 

ali its picturcsquc pomps and absurdities; vrhcn Vcnicc 

cnjoycd her piombi and submarino dangcons; Franco 

her bastile; the Península hcr holy Inquisition. To 

look back upon what is bcginning to appcar almost a 
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VÍ ADVERTISEMEXT. 

fabnlous era in the eyCs of tlie inodern children of light, 

is not unamusing or uninstruetivc; for, still better to 

appreciatc the present, we sbould be lcd not unfrc- 

qucntly to recall the intellectual muzzincss of the 

past. 

But happily these pages. are not crowded with such 

records : they are chiefly filled with dclineations of 

landscape and those effects of natural phenomena wliich 

it is not in the power of revolutions or constitutions to 

alter or destroy. 

A few moments snatched from the eontemplation of 

politicai crimes, bloodshed, and treachery, are a few 

moments gained to ali lovers of innocent illusion. 

Nor need the statesman or the scholar despise the oc- 

casional relaxation of light reading. When Júpiter 

and the great deities are represented by Homer as re- 

tiring from scenes of havoc and carnage to visit the 

blamclcss and quiet Ethiopians, wlio vrere the farthest 

removed of ali nations, the Lord knows whither, at the 

very extremities of the occan,—would they have given 

ear to manifestos or protocols ? No, they would mueh 

rather have listened to the Tales of Móthcr Goosc, 

London, June 12ih, 1834. 
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THE 

LOW COUNTRIES AND GERMANY. 

LETTER I. 

Ostend, 21st June, 1780. 

WE had a rough passage, and arrived at this imperial 
haven in a piteous condition. Notwithstanding its renown 
and importance, it is but a scurvy place—preposterous Fle- 
mish roofs disgust your eyes vrhen cast upwards—swagger- 
ing Dutch skippers and mongrel smugglers are the principal 
objects they meet with below; and then the whole atino- 
sphere is impregnated with the fumes of tobacco, burnt peat, 
and garlic. I should esteem myself in luck, were the nuis- 
ances of this seaport confined only to two senses; but, alas ! 
the apartment above my head proves a squalling batteiy, 
and the sounds which proceed from it are so loud and fre- 
quent, that a person might think liimself in limbo, without 
any extravagance. 

In hope of some relicÇ I went to the Capuehin church, a 
large solemn building, in search of silenee and solitude; but 
here again was I disappointed. There happened to be an 
exposition of the holy wafer with ten thousand candles; and 
whilst half-a-dozen squeaking fiddles fugued and flourished 
away in the galleries, and as many paralytic monks gabbled 
before the altars, a whole posse of devotees, in long white 
hoods and flannels, were swelteringon either side. 

This papal piety, in warm weather, was no very fragrant 
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2 GHENT. 

circumstance; so í sought the open air again as fast as I 
was able. The serenity of the evening-—for the black huddle 
of clouds, which the late stc-rms had accumulated, were ali 
melted away—tempted me to the ramparts. There, at least, 
thought I to niyself, I may range undisturbed, and talk with 
my old friends the breezes, and address my discourse to the 
waves, and be as romantic and fanciful as I please; but I 
had scarcely begun a poetic apostrophe, before out fiaunted a 
whole rank of officers, with ladies and abbés and puppy dogs, 
singing, and flirting, and making such a hubbub, that I had 
not one peaceful moment to observe the bright tints of the 
westem horizon, or enjoy those ideas of classic antiquity 
which a calm sunset never fails to bring before my imagina- 
tion. 

Fíndhig, therefore, no quiet abroad, I returned to my inn, 
and should have gone immediately to bed, in hopes of re- 
lapsing into the bosom of dreams and delusions; but the 
limbo I mentioned before grew so very outrageous, that I 
was obliged to postpone my rest till sugar-plums and nur- 
sery eloquence had hushed it to repose. At length peace 
was restored, and about eleven o*clock I fell into a slumber. 
IMy dreams anticipated the classic scenes of Italy, the pro- 
posed temi of my exeursion. 

Next morning I arose refreshed with these agreeable im- 
pressions. No ideas, but such as Nemi and Albano sug- 
gested, haunted me whilst travelling to Ghent. I neither 
heard the coarse dialect which was talking around me, nor 
noticed the formal avenues and marshy country which we 
passed. When we stopped to change horses, I closed my 
eyes upon the dull prospect, and was transported imme- 
diately to those Grecian solitudes which Theocrítus so en- 
chantingly desenhes. 

To one so far gone in the poetic lore of ancient days, 
Ghent is not the most likely place to recall his attention; 
and I know nothing more about it, than that it is a large, 
ill-paved, plethoric, pompons-looking city, with a decent 
proportion of convents and chapeis, monuments, brazen 
gates, and gilded marbles. In the great church were several 
pictures by Rubens, so stríking, so masterly, as to hold me 
broad awake ; though, I must own, there are moments when 
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FLEMISH   VILLAGES. 3 

1 could contentedly fali asleep in a Flemish eathedral, for 
the nicrc chance of beholding in vision the temple of Olym- 
pian Júpiter. 

But I think I hear, at this moment, some grave and re- 
spectable personage chiding my enthusiasm —<c Really, sir, 
you had better stay at home, and dream in your great cbair, 
than give yourself the trouble of going post through Europe, 
in search of places where to fali asleep. If Flanders and 
Holland are to be dreamed over at this rate, you had better 
take sliip at onee, and doze ali the way.to Italy." Upon 
my word, I should not have much objeetion to that scheme; 
and, if some enebanter would but transport me in an instant 
to the summit of zEtna, anybody might slop through the Lovr 
Countries that pleased. 

Being, however, so far advanced, there is no retracting; 
and I am resolved to journey along with Quiet and Content 
for my companions. These two comfortable deities have, 
1 believe, taken Flanders under their especial protection; 
every step one advances discovering some new proof of their 
influenee. The neatness of the houses, and the universal 
cleanliness of the villages, show plainly that their inha- 
bitants live in case and good humour. Ali is still and 
peaceful in these fertile lowlands : the eye meets nothing but 
round umneaning faces at every door, and harmless stupidity 
smiling at every window. The beasts, as placid as their 
masters, graze on vithout disturbance; and I searcely re- 
colleet to have heard one grunting swine or snarling mastifT 
during my whole progress. Before every \411age is a wealthy 
dunghill, not at ali oftensive, because but seldom disturbed; 
and their sows and porkers bask in the sun, and wallow at 
their ease, till the hour of death and bacon arrives. 

But it is high time to lead you towards Antwerp. More 
rich pastures, more ample fields of grain, more flourishing 
willows í A boundless plain lies before this city, dotted 
with cows, and speckled "with flowers; a levei whenee its 
spires and quaint roofs are seen to advantage! The paíe 
colours of the sky, and a few gleams of watery sunshine, 
gave a true Flemish cast to the scenery, and everything ap- 
peared so consistent, that I had not a shadow of pretence to 
think myself asleep. 
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ANTWERP. 

After crossing a broad expanse of ri ver, edged on one side 
by beds of osiers beautifully green, and on the other by gates 
and turrets preposterously ugly, we eame through several 
streets of lofty houses to our inn. Its situation in the 
ce Place de ^101^** a vast open spaee surrounded hy buildings 
above buildings, and roof above roof, has something striking 
and singular. A tal! gilt cruciflx of bronze, seulptured by 
Corteis of Malines,* adds to its splendour; and the tops of 
some tufted trees, seen above a line of magnificent hotéis, 
add greatly to the eífeet of the perspective. 

It was ai mo st dusk when we arrived ; and as I am very 
partial to new objects discovered by this dubious visionary 
light, I went immediately a rambling. Not a sound dis- 
turbed my meditations: there were no groups of squabbling 
children or talkative old women. The whole town seemed 
retired into their inmost ehambers ; and I kept winding and 
turning about, from street to street, and ftom alley to alley, 
without meeting a single inhabitant. Now and then, indeed, 
one or two women in long cloaks and mantles glided by at a 
distance; but their dress was so shroud-like, and their whole 
appearance so ghostly, that I should have been afraid to ac- 
cost them. As night approached, the ranges of buildings 
grew more and more dim, and the silenee which reigned 
amongst them more awfuí. The canais, which in some 
places intersect the streets, were likewise in perfect solitude, 
and there was just light sufficient for me to observe on the 
still waters the refiection of the struetures above them. 
Except two or three tapers glimmering through the case- 
ments, no one circumstance indicated human existence. I 
might, ^vithout being thought very romantic, have imagined 
myself in the city of petriíied people which Arabian fabu- 
lists are so fond of describing. Were any one to ask my 
advice upon the subject of retirement, I should tell him, — 
By ali means repair to Antwerp. No vil 1 age amongst the 
Alps, or hermitage upon Mount Lebanon, is less disturbed: 
you may pass your days in this great city without being the 
least conscious of its sixty thousand inhabitants, unless you 

* This crucifix wasmadeof the bronze which had formed lhe stalue c-f 
lhe tenible Duke of Alva, swcpt in iis íirst form from thecitadel irhcrc it 
was proudly stalioncd, in a momcnt of popular fury. 
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ANTWERP. 5 

visit the ehurches. There, indeed, are to bc heard a few 
devout whisper», and sometimes, to bc sure, the bells make 
a littlc chiming; but, walk about, as I do, in the twilights 
of midsummer, and be assured your ears will be free from 
ali molestation. 

You can have no idea how many strange, amusing fancies 
pla)red around me whilst I wandered along; nor how de- 
lighted I was with the novelty of my situation. But a few 
days ago, thought I within myself, I was in the midst of ali 
the tumult and uproar of London : now, as if by some magic 
influenee, I am transported to a city equally remarkable in- 
deed for streets and edifices, but whose inhabitants seem east 
into a profound repose. What a pity that we cannot 
borrow some small share of this soporific disposition! It 
would temper that restless spirit which throws us sometimes 
into sueh dreadful eonvulsions. However, let us not be too 
precipitate in desiring so dead a calm; the time may arrive 
when, like Antwerp, we may sink into the arms of forget- 
fulness ; when a fine verdure may carpet our Exchange, and 
passengers traverse the Strand without any danger of being 
smothered in crowds or erushed by earriages. 

Refleeting, in this manner, upon the silence of the place 
contrasted with the important bustle which formerly rendered 
it so famous, I insensibly drew near to the cathedral, and 
found myself, before I was aware, under its stupendous 
tower. It is difficult to coneeive an object more solemn or 
more imposing than this edifice at the hour I first beheld it. 
Dark shades hindered my examining the lower galleries ; 
their elaborate earved work was invisible; nothing but huge 
masses of building met my sight, and the tower, shooting up 
four hundred and sixty-six feet in the air, reeeived an addi- 
tional importance from the gloom which prevailed below. 
The sky being perfectly elear, several stars twinkled tlirough 
the mosaic of the pinnacles, and increased the charm of their 
effeet 

Whilst I was indulging my reveries, a ponderous bell 
struck ten, and such a peai of chimes succeeded, as shook 
the whole edifice, notwithstanding its bulk, and drove me 
away in a hurry. I need not say, no mob obstructed my 
passage.    I ran through a succession of streets, free and un- 
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6 ANTWERP. 

molested, as if I had been skimming along over the downs of 
Wiltshire. The voiees of rny servants conversing before the 
hotel were the only sounds whieh the great " Place de Meir' 
eehoed. 

This eharaeteristie stillness was the more pleasing, when 
I looked baek upon those seenes of outcry and horror whieh 
íilled London but a week or two ago, when danger was not 
confined to night only, and to the environs of the capital, 
but haunted our streets at mid-day. Here, I could wander 
over an entire eity; stray by the port, and venture through 
the most obseure alleys, without a single apprehension ; 
without beholding a sky red and portentous with the light 
of houses on fire, or hearing the eonfusion of shouts and 
groans mingled iwtli the reports of artillery. I ean assure 
you, I think myself very fortunate to have escaped the pos- 
sibility of another sueh week of desolation, and to be pcace- 
ably lulled at Ántwerp. 

LETTER  II. 

Antwerp, 23rd June, 1780. 

AFTER breakfast this morning I began my pilgrimage to 
ali the cabinets of pictures in Antwerp. First, I went to 
Monsieur Van Lencren's3 who possessos a suit of apartments, 
lined, from the base to the eorniee, with the rarest produe- 
tions of the Flemish sehool. Heaven forbid I should enter 
into a detail of their nieeties ! I miglit as well count the 
dew-drops upon the most spangled of Van Huysum's flower- 
pieeeSj or the pimples on their possessora eountenanee ; a 
very good sort of man, indeed; but from whom I was not 
at ali sorry to be delivered. 

My joy was, however, of short duration, as a few minutes 
brought me into the court-yard of the Canon Knyífs habi- 
tation; a snug abode, well furnished with ample fauteuils 
and orthodox eouehes. After viewing the rooms on the first 
floor, we moimted an easy stairease, and entered an ante- 
ehamber, whieh they who delight in the imitations of art 
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rather than of nature, in the likenesses of joint stools and the 
portraits of tankards, would esteem most capitally adorned : 
but it must be eonfessed, that amongst these uninteresting 
performances are dispersed a few striking Berghems and 
agreeable Polembergs. In the gallery adjoining, two or 
three Rosa de Tivoli* merit observation ; and a large Teniers, 
representing the Hermit St. Anthony surrounded by a mali- 
cious set of imps and leering devilesses, is well calculated to 
display the whimsical buffbonery of a Dutch imagination. 

I was enjoying this strange medley, when the cânon made 
his appearance ; and a most prepossessing figure he has, 
according to Flemish ideas. In my humble opinion his re- 
verence looked a little muddled or so ; and, to be sure, the 
deseription I aftenvards heard of his style of Hving favours 
not a little my surmises. This worthy dignitary, what with 
his private fortune and the good things of the ehurch, enjoys 
a spanking revenue, which he contrives to get rid of in the 
joys of the table and the encouragement of the penei). 

His servants, perhaps, assist not a little in the expen- 
diture of so comfortable an income ; the eanon being upon a 
very social footing with them ali. At four o*clock in the 
afternoon, a select party attend him in his coach to an ale- 
house about a league from the city; where a table, well 
spread with jugs of beer and handsome cheeses, waits tlieir 
arrival. After enjoying this rural fare, the same equipage 
eonducts them baek again, by ali aceounts, mueh faster than 
they carne ; which may well be eoneeived, as the coachman 
is one of the brightest wits of the entertainment. 

My eompliments, alas! were not much appreciated, you 
may suppose, by this jovial personage. I said a few favour- 
able words of Polemberg, and offered up a small tribute of 
praise to the memory of Berghem; but, as I could not pre- 
vail upon Mynheer Knj^ to expand, I made one of my 
best bows, and left him to the enjoyment of his domestic 
felieity. 

In my way home, I looked into another cabinet, the 
greatest ornament of which was a most sublime thistle by 
Snyders, of the heroic size, and so faithfully imitated that I 
dare say no Ass could see it unmoved. At length, it was 
lawful to return home; and as I positiveiy refused visiting 
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any more cabinets in the afternoon, I sent for a harpsichord 
of Rucker, and playcd myself quite out of the Nethcrlands. 

It was ]atc before I finished my musical excursion, and I 
took advantage of tliis dusky momcnt to revisit the cathedral. 
A flight of starlings had just pitchcd on one of the pinnacles 
of the towcr, whose faint chirpings weic the only sounds tliat 
broke the cvening stillness. Not a human form appeared at 
any of the windows around ; no footsteps were audible in the 
opening before the grand entrance ; and during the half hour 
I spent in walking to and fro, one solitary Franciscan was 
the only creature that accosted me. From him I lcamed 
that a grand service was to be performed next day in honour 
of St. John the Baptist, and the best music in Flanders 
would be callcd forth on the occasion; so I determincd to 
stay one day longer at Antwerp. 

Having taken this resolution, I availed myself of a special 
invitation from Mynheer Van den Bosch, the first organist 
of the place, and sat next to him in his lofty perch during 
the celebration of high mass. The service ended, I strayed 
about the aislcs, and examincd the innumerable chapeis 
which decorate them, whilst Mynheer Van den Bosch 
thundcred and lightened away upon his huge organ with 
íifty stops. 

When the first flashes of execution had a little subsided., 
I took an opportunity of survcying the celebrated Descent 
from the Cross. This has ever bcen csteemed the master- 
piece of Rubens, which, large as it is, they pretend here that 
Old Lcwis Baboon* offered to cover with gold. A swinge- 
ing St. Christopher, fording a brook with a chiid on his 
shoulders, cannot fail of attracting attention. This colossal 
personage is painted on the folding-doors which defend the 
grand eflort of art just mentioned from vulgar eyes ; and 
here Rubens has selected a very proper subject to display 
the gigantic boldncss of his pcncil. 

After I had most dutifully survcyed ali his produetions in 
this churclij I v/alked half over Antwerp in quest of St. 
John's relies, which were moving about in procession. If 
my cyes were not much rcgaled by the samt's magnificence, 

* The Histoiy of John Buli explains this ridiculous appellation. 
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my ears were greatly affected in the evening by the music 
wkich sang forth his praises. The cathedral was crowded 
with devotees, and perfumed with incense. Á motet, in tlie 
lofty style of Jomelli, perfoimed with taste and feeling, trans- 
ported me to Italian climates; and I grieved, when a cessa- 
tion dissolved the charm, to think that I had still so many 
tramontane regions to pass before I could in effeet reach that 
classic country. Finding it was in vain to expect preterna- 
tural interposition, and perceiving no conscious angel or Lo- 
retto vehicle waiting in some dark eonseerated corner to bear 
me away, I humbly returned to my hotel. 

Monday, June 26th.—We were again upon the pavé, 
rattling and jumbling along between clipped hedges and 
blighted avenues. The plagues of Egypt liave been renewed, 
one might ahnost imagine, in this country, by the appear- 
ance of the oak trees: not a leaf have the insects spared. 
After having had the displeasure of seeing no other objects 
for several hours but these blasted rows, the scene changed 
to vast tracts of levei country, buried in sand and smothered 
with heath ; the particular character of which I had but too 
good an opportunity of intimately knowing, as a tortoise 
might have kept pace with us without being once out of 
breath. 

Towards evening, we entered the dominions of the United 
Provinees, and had ali their glory of canais, treck-schuyts, 
and windmills, before us. The minute neatness of the vil- 
lages, their red roofs, and the lively green of the willows 
which shade them, corresponded with the idcas I had formed 
of Chinese prospects; a reseniblance which was not diminished 
upon viewing on every side the levei scenery of enamelled 
meadows, with stripes of clear watcr across them, and innu- 
merable barges gliding busily along. Nothing could ha finer 
than the weather; it improved eaeh mornent, as if propi- 
tious to my exotic fancies; and at sun-set, not one single 
cloud obscured the horizon. Several storks were parading 
by the water-side, amongst flags and osiers; and, as far as 
the eye could reach, large herds of beautifully spotted cattle 
were enjoying the plenty of their pastures. I was perfectly 
in the environs of Canton, or Ning Po, till we reached J\Ieer- 
djTke.    You know fumigations are always tlie current recipe 
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in romance to break an enchantment; as soon, therefore, as 
I left my carriage, and entcred my inn, the clouds of tobacco 
whieh filled every one of its apartments dispersed my 
Chinese imaginations, and reduced me in an instant to 
Holland. 

Why should I enlarge upon my adventures at Meerdyke ? 
To tell you that its inhabitants are the most uncouth bipeds 
in the universe would be nothing very new or entertaining ; 
so let me at once pass over the village, leave Rotterdam, and 
even Delft, that great parent of pottery, and transport you 
with a wave of my pen to the Hague. 

As the evening was rather warm, I immediately walked 
out to enjoy the shade of the long avenue whieh ]eads to 
Scheveling, and proceeded to the village on the sea coast, 
whieh terminates the perspective. Al most every cottage 
door being open to catch the air, I had an opportunity of 
looking into their neat apartments. Tables, shelves, earthen- 
ware, ali glisten with cleanliness; the country people were 
drinking tea, after the fatigues of the day, and talking over 
its bargains and contrivances. 

I ]eft them to walk on the beach, and was so charmed 
■with the vast azure expanse of oeean, whieh opened suddenly 
upon me, that I remained there a full half hour. More than 
two hundred vessels of different sizes were in sight, the last 
6unbeam purpling their sails, and casting a path of innu- 
merable brilliants athwart the waves. What would I not 
have given to follow this shining track I It might have con- 
ducted me straight to those fortunate western clímates, those 
happy isles whieh you are so fond of painting, and I of 
dreaming about. But, unluckily, this passage was the only 
one my neighbours the Dutch were ignorant of. It is true 
they have islands rieh in spices, and blessed with the sun*s 
particular attention, but whieh their government, I am apt 
to imagine, renders by no means fortunate. 

Abandoning therefore ali hopes of this adventurous vo}T- 
age, I returned towards the Hague, and looked into a country- 
house of the late Count Bentinck, with parterres and bos- 
quets by no means resembling, one should conjecture, the 
gardens of the Hespérides. But, considering that the wholc 
group of troes,  terraces,  and  verdure were in  a  manner 
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creatad otit of hills of sand, the plaee may claim some 
portion of merit. The walks and alleys have ali the stiff- 
ness and formality whieh our aneestors admired; but the 
intermediate spaces, being dotted with elumps and sprinkled. 
with flowers, are imagined in Holland to be in the English 
style. An Englishman ought certainly to behold it with 
partial eyes, sinee every possible attempt has been made to 
twist it into the taste of his country. 

1 need not say how liberally I bestowed my encomiums 
on Count Bentinck's tasteful intentions; nor how happy I 
was, when I had duly serpentized over his garden, to íind 
myself onee more in the grand avenue. Ali the vmf 
home, I refiected upon the unyielding perseveranee of the 
Dutch, wh o raise gardens from heaps of sand, and cities out 
of the bosom of the waters. I had, almost at the same 
moment, a whimsieal proof of the thrifty turn of this peo- 
ple; for just entering the town I met an unwieldy fellow— 
not ill elad—airing his carcass in a one-dog chair. The poor 
animal puffed and panted,—Mynheer smoked, and gaped 
around lúm with the most blessed indifíerence. 

LETTER III. 
30th June, 1780. 

I DEDICATED the morning to the Prince of Orange's ca- 
binet of paintings and curiosities both natural and artifi- 
cial* Amongst the pictures which amused. me the most is 
a temptation of the holy hermit St. Anthony, by Hell-fire 
Breughel, wh o has shown himself right worthy of the title; 
for a more diabolieal variety of imps never entered the 
human imagination. Breughel has made his saint take re- 
fuge in a ditch filled with harpies and creeping things innu- 
merable, whose malice, one should think, would liave lost 
Job himself the reputation of patience. Castles of steel and 
fiery turrets glare on every side, whence issue a band of 
júnior devils. These seem highly entertained with pinking 
poor Anthony, and whispering, I warxant ye, filthy tales in 
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bis ear. Nothing cari be more rueful than the patjent's 
countcnance ; more forlorn than his beard; more piteous 
than his eye, fonning a strong contrast to the pert winks 
and insidious glanees of his persecutors; some of whom, I 
need not mention, are evidently of the female kind. 

But really I am quite ashamed of having detained you in 
such bad company so long; and had I a moment to spare 
you should be introduced to a better set in this gallery, 
where some of the most exquisite Berghems and Wouver- 
mans I ever beheld would delight you for hours. I do not 
think you would look much at the Polembergs; there are 
but two, and one of them is very far from capital; in short 
I am in a great hurry; so pardon me, Cario Cignani! if I do 
not do justice to your merit; and forgive me, Potter ! if I 
pass by your herds without leaving a tribute of admiration. 

Mynheer Van Something was as eager to precipitate my 
step"as I was to gct out of the damps and perplexities of 
Sorgvliet yesterday evening; so mounting a crealdng stair- 
case, lie led me to a suite of garret-like apartments; which, 
considering the meanness of their exterior, I was ratlier sur- 
prised to fmd stored irith some of the most valuable pro- 
ductions of the Indies. Gold cups enriched witfc gems, 
models of Chinese palaces in ivory, glittering armour of 
Hindostan, and Japan caskets, filled every comer of this 
awkward treasury. The most pleasing of ali its baubles in 
my estimation was a large coffer of most elaboratc workman- 
ship, eontaining enamclled flasks of oriental essences, enough 
to perfume a zennaiia. If disagreeable fumes, as I men- 
tioned before, dissolve enchantments, such aromatic oils have 
doubtless the power of raising tliem; for, whilst I sçented 
their fragrancy, I could have persuaded myself, I was in the 
wardrobe of Hecuba,— 

•• Where treasured odours breathed a costly seenl 9* 

I saw, or seemed to see, the arched apartments, the proces- 
sion of matrons, the consecrated vestments: the very temple 
began to rise upon my sight, when a sweltering Dutch por- 
poise approachiiig to make me a low bow, his complaisance 
proved full as notorious as Satan's, when, accordingto Catho- 
lic legends, he took leave of Luther, that disputatious here- 
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tioned before, dissolve enchantments, such aromatic oils have 
doubtless the power of raising tliem; for, whilst I sçented 
their fragrancy, I could have persuaded myself, I was in the 
wardrobe of Hecuba,— 

•• Where treasured odours breathed a costly seenl 9* 

I saw, or seemed to see, the arched apartments, the proces- 
sion of matrons, the consecrated vestments : the very temple 
began to rise upon my sight, when a sweltering Dutch por- 
poise approaching to make me a low bow, his complaisance 
proved full as notorious asSatan's, when, accordingto Catho- 
lic legends, he took leave of Luther, that disputatious here- 
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siarch. No spell can resist a fumigaticn of this nature; 
away fled palace, Hecuba, matrons, temple, &e. I looked 
up, and lo I I was in a garrei. As poetry is but too often 
conneeted with this lofty situation, you will not wonder 
mucli at my flight. Being a little recovered from it, I 
tottered down the staircase, entered lhe cabinets of natural 
history, and was soon restored to my sober senses. A grave 
hippopotamus contributed a good deal to their re-establish- 
ment. 

The butterflies, I mu st needs confess, were very near 
leading me another dance: I thought of their native hills 
and beloved flowers, on the summits of Haynang and Nan- 
Hoa; * but the jargon which was gabbling ali around me 
prevented the excursion, and I summoned a decent share of 
attention for that ample chamber which has been appropri- 
ated to bottled snakes and pickled foetuses. 

After having enjoyed the same speetacle in the British 
Museum, no very new or singular objects canbe selected in 
this. One of the rarest articles it contains is the representation 
in wax of a human head, most dexterously flayed indeed! 
Rapturous encomiums have been bestowed by amateurs on 
this performance. A German professor could hardly believe 
it artificial; and, prompted by the love of truth, set liis teeth 
in this delicious morsel to be eonvineed of its reality. My 
faith was less liazardously establislied; and I moved ofí\ 
under the conviction that art had never produced anything 
more horridly natural. 

It was one o'cIock before I got through the mineral king- 
dom; and another hour passed before I could quit with 
decorum the regions of stufled birds and marine produc- 
tions. At length my departure was allowable; and í went 
to dine at Sir Joseph Yorkes, with ali nations and lan- 
guages. Amongst the company were two honourable boobies 
and their governor, ali from Ireland. The youngest, after 
plying me with a suceession of innocent questions, wished 
to be informed where I proposed spending the carnival. 
" At Tunis," was my answer. The questioner, not in the 
least surprised, then asked who was to sing there ? To which 
I replied, <e FarineIIi.,, 

* Hills íQ lhe neighbourhood of Canton. 
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This settled the business to our mutual satisfaction; so 
after coffee I strayed to the Great Wood, which, consider- 
ing tiiat it almost touches the town with its boughs, is 
wonderfully forest-like. Not a braneh being ever per- 
mitted to be lo-pped, the oaks and beeehes retain their 
natural luxuriance. In some places their straight boles rise 
sixty feet without a bough; in others, they are bent fan- 
tastieally over the alleys, which turn and wind about just 
as a painter would desire. I followed them with eagerness 
and curiosity; sometimes deviating from my path amongst 
tufts of fern and herbage. 

In tliese cool retreats I could not believe myself near 
canais and windmills; the Dutch formalities were ali for- 
gotten whilst contemplating the broad masses of foliage above, 
and the wild flowers and grasses below. Hares and rabbits 
scudded by me while I sat; and the birds were chirping 
their evening song. Their preservation does eredit to the 
police of the country, which is so exact and well regulated 
as, to sufYer no outrage within the preeinets of this extensivo 
vrood, the depth and thickness of which might otherwise 
seem calculated to favour half the sins of a capital. 

Relying upon this comforíable security, I Hngered un- 
molested amongst the beeehes till late in the evening; then 
taking the nearest path, I suffered myself, though not with- 
out regret, to be condueted out of this fresh sylvan scene to 
the dusty, pompous parterres of the Greffier Fagel. Ever}' 
flower that wealth can purchase difTuses its perfume on one 
side ; whilst every stench a canal can exhale poisons the air 
on the other. These sluggish puddles defy ali the power of 
the United Provinces, and retain the freedom of stinking in 
spite of any endeavour to conquer their filthiness. 

But perhaps I am too bold in my assertion ; for I have no 
authority to mention any attempts to purify these noxious 
pools. Who knows but their odour is congenial to a Dutch 
constitution ? One sliould be inclined to this supposition by 
the numerous banquetting-rooms and pleasure-houses which 
hall» directly above their surface, and seem calculated on 
purpose to enjoy them. If frogs were not exeluded from the 
magistrature of their country (and I cannot but think it a 
little hard that they are), one should not wonder at this 
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choice. Such burgomasters might erect their pavilioiw in 
such situations; but, after ali, I am not greatly surprised at 
the fishinesss of their site, since very slight authority would 
persuade me there was a period when Holland was ali water, 
and the ancestors of the present inhabitants fish. A certain 
oysterishness of eye and rlabbiness of complexion are almost 
proofs sufficient of this aquatic descent: and pray tell me 
for what purpose are such galligaskins as the Dutch burthen 
themselves with contrived, but to tuck up a flouncing tail, 
and thus cloak the deformity of a dolphin-like termination ? 

Having done penance for some time in the damp alleys 
which line the borders of these lazy waters, I was led 
through corkscrew sand-walks to a vast flat, sparingly scat- 
tered over with vegetation. There was no temptation to 
puzzle myself in such a labyrinth; so taking advantage of 
the lateness of the hour, and muttering a few complimentary 
promises of returning at the first opportunity, I e9caped the 
ennui of this endless scrubbery, and got home, with the de- 
termination of being wiser and less curious if ever my stars 
should bring me again to the Hague. 

LETTER IV. 

Haerlem, July lst, 1780. 

THE sky was clear and blue when we left the Hague, 
and we travelled along a shady road for about an hour, 
when down sunk the carriage iuto a sand-bed, and we were 
dragged along so slowly that I fell into a profound repose. 
How long it lasted is not material; but when I awoke, we 
were rumbling through Leyden. There is no need to write 
a syllable in honour of this illustrious city : its praises have 
already been sung and said by fifty professore, who have de- 
claimed in its university, and smoked in its gardens. Let us 
get out of it as fast as we ean, and breathe the cool air of the 
wood near Haerlem. 

Here we arrived just as day declined: hay was making 
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in the fields, and pcrfamed the country far and wide with 
its reviving fragrancc. I promised myself a sentimental 
saunter in the groves, took up Gesner, and began to have 
pretty pastoral ideas as I walked forward; but instcad of 
nymphs dispersed over the meadows, I met a gang of wad- 
dling fishermen. Letting fali the garlands 1 had wreathed 
for the shepherdesses, I jumped into the carriage, and was 
driven off to the town. Every avcnue to it swarmed with 
people, whose bustle and agitation seemed to announce that 
something extraordinary was going forward. Upon incjuiry 
I found it was the great fair at Haerlem; and before we had 
advanced much farther, our carriage was surrounded by idlers 
and gingerbread-eaters of ali denominations. Passing the 
gate, wc eame to a cluster of little illuminated booths be- 
neath a grove, glittering with toys and looking-glasses. It 
was not without difficulty that we reached our inn, and then 
the plague was to procure ehambers; at last we were ac- 
commodated, and the first moment I could call my own has 
been dedieated to )rou. 

You will not be surprised at the nonsense J have written, 
since I tell you the scene of the riot and uproar from whence 
it bears date. At this very moment the eonfused murmur 
of voices and music stops ali regular proceedings: old women 
and children tattling; apes, bears, and show-boxes under 
the windows; French rattling, English swearing, outrageous 
Italians, frisking rninstrels; tambours de basque at every 
comer; myself distracted: ti confounded squabble of cooks 
and haranguing German couriers just arrived, their masters 
following open-mouthed, nothing to eat, the steam of liam 
and flesh-pots ali the while provoking their appetite; squeak- 
ing chambermaids in the galleries above, and mine hostess 
below, half inelined to rcccive the golden solicitations of 
certain beauties for admittance, but positively refusing them 
the moment some creditable personagc appears; eleven 
o'clock strikes; half the liglits in the fair are extmguished ; 
scruples grow faint; and mammon gains the victory. 

16 HAERLEM. 

in the fields, and pcrfamed the eountry far and wide with 
its reviving fragrancc. I promised myself a sentimental 
saunter in the groves, took up Gesner, and began to have 
pretty pastoral ideas as I walked forward; but instead of 
nymphs dispersed o ver the meado ws, I met a gang of wad- 
dling fishermen. Letting fali the garlands 1 had wreathed 
for the shepherdesses, I jumped into the carriage, and was 
driven off to the towru Every avcnue to it swarmed with 
people, whose bustle and agitation seemed to announee that 
something extraordinary was going forward. Upon inquiry 
I found it was the great fair at Haerlem; and before we had 
advanced much farther, our carriage was surrounded by idlers 
and gingerbread-eaters of ali denominations. Passing the 
gate, wc carne to a cluster of little illuminated booths be- 
neath a grove, glittering with toys and looking-glasses. It 
was not without difficulty that we reached our mn, and then 
the plague was to procure chambers; at last we were ac- 
commodated, and the first moment I could call my own has 
been dedieated to )rou. 

You will not be surprised at the nonsense I have written, 
since I tell you the scene of the riot and uproar from whence 
it bears date. At this very moment the eonfused murmur 
of voices and music stops ali regular proceedings: old women 
and children tattling; apes, bears, and show-boxes under 
the windows; French rattling, English swearing, outrageous 
Italians, frisking minstrels; tambours de basque at every 
comer; myself distracted: fc confounded squabble of cooks 
and haranguing German couriers just arrived, their masters 
following open-mouthed, nothing to eat, the steam of liam 
and flesh-pots ali the while provoking their appetite; squeak- 
ing chambermaids in the galleries above, and mine hostess 
below, half inelined to rcccive the golden solicitations of 
ccrtain beauties for admittance, but positivcly refusing them 
the moment some creditable personagc appears; eleven 
0'elock strikes; half the liglits in the fair are extinguished ; 
scruples grow faint; and mammon gains the victory. 



AMSTERDAM. 17 

LETTER V. 

Utrccht, 2d July, 1780. 

WELL, thank Heaven, Amsterdam is behind us!   How I 
got thither signifies not one farthing; it was ali along a canal, 
as usual.    The weather was hot enough to broil an inhabi- 
tant of Bengal; and the odours, exhaling from every quarter, 
sufficiently powerful to regale the nose of a Hottentot 

^ Under these pungent circumstanees we entered the great 
eity.    The Stadt-huys being the only cool place it contained, 
I repaired thither as fast as the heat permitted, and walked 
in a lofty marble hall, magnifíeently coved, till the dinner 
was ready at the inn;— that  despatched, we  set off for 
Utrecht.    Both sides of the wayare lined with the countrv- 
houscs and gardens of opulent eitizens, as fine as gilt statues 
and elipped hedges can make th cm.    Thcir number is quite 
astonishing: from Amsterdam to Utrecht, full thirty miles, 
we beheld no other objects than endless avenues and stifí 
parterres scrawled and flourished in patterns like the em- 
broidery of an old maid's work-bag.    Notwithstanding this 
formal taste,  I «could not lielp admiring the neatness and 
arrangement of every inclosure, enlivened by a profusíon of 
flowcrs,  and deckcd  with arbours, beneath which a vast 
number of eonsequential personages were solacing themselves 
after the heat of tlie day.    Eaeh lusthuys we passed con- 
tained some eomfortable party dozing over their pipes, or 
angling in the muddy físh-ponds below.    Scaree an avenue 
but swarmed with female josses; little squat pug-dogs wad- 
dling at their sides, the attributes, I suppose, of these fair 
divinities. 

But let us leave them to loiter thus amiably in their Ely- 
sian groves, and arrive at Utrecht; which, as nothing very 
remarkable claimed my attention, I hastily quitted to visit a 
Moravian establishment at Ziest, in its neighbourhood. The 
chapei, a large house, late the habitation of Count Zinzen- 
dorf, and a range of apartments filled with the holy fra- 
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ternity, are totally wrapped in dark groves, overgrown with 
weeds, amongst which some damsels were straggling, under 
the immediate protection of theír pious brethren. 

Traversing the woods, we found ourselves in a large court, 
built round with brick cdifices, the grass-plats in a deplorable 
way, and one ragged goat, their only inhabitant, on a little 
expiatory scheme, perhaps, for the failings of the fratcrnity. 
I left this poor animal to ruminate in solitude, and foliowed 
my guide into a series of shops furnished with gew-gaws and 
trinkets, said to be manufactured by the female part of the 
society. Mueh cannot be boasted of their handiworks : I 
expressed a wish to see some of these industrious fair ones ; 
but, upon receiving no answer, found this was a subject of 
which there was no discourse. 

Consoling myself as well as I was able, I ]>ut myself 
under the guidance of another slovenly diseiple, who showed 
me the chapei, and harangued tcry pathetically upon celes- 
tial love. In my way thither, I caught a glimpse of some 
pretty sempstresses, warbling melodious hymns as they sat 
needling and thimbling at their windows above. I had a 
great inclination to approach this busy group, but the roll of 
a brother's eye corrected me. 

Refíecting upon my unwortluness., I retired from the con- 
secrated buildings, and was driven back to Utrecht, not a 
little amused with my expedition. If you are as well dis- 
posed to be pleased as I was, I shall esteem myself very 
lucky, and not repent sending you so hasty a narrative. 

LETTER VI. 

WE arrived at Aix-la-Chapelle about ten at night, and 
saw the moiildering turrets of that once illustrious capital by 
the help of a candle and lantem. An old woman at the gate 
asked our names (for not a single soldier appeared); and 
after traversing a number of superannuated streets without 
perceiving the least trace of Charlcmagne or bis Paladins, we 
procured comfortable though not magnificent apartments, and 
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slept most unheroically sound, till it was time to set forward 
for Dusseldorf, 

JuJy sth.—As we were driven out of thc town, I caught 
a glimpse of a grove, hemmed in by dingy buildings, where 
a few water-drinkers wcre sauntering along to the sound of 
some rueful Freneh horns; the wan greenish light admitted 
through the foliage made them look like unhappy souls con- 
demned to an eternal lounge for having trifled away their 
existenee. It was not with much regret that I left sucíi a 
party behind; and, after experiencing the vicissitudes of 
good roads and rumbling pavements, crossed the Rhine and 
travelled on to Dusseldorf. 

Nothing but the famous gallery of paintings could invite 
strangers to stay a moment within its walls; more crooked 
streets, more indifTerent houses, one seldom mcets with ; 
exccpt soldiers, not a living ereature moving about them ; 
and at night a complete regiment of bugs " marked me for 
their own." Thus I lay, at once the seat of wftr and the 
conquest of these detestable animais, til) early in the morn- 
ing (Sunday, July 9th), wben Morpheus, eompassionating 
my sufferings, opened the ivory gates of his empire, and 
freed his votary from the most unconscionable vermin ever 
engendercd. In humble prose, I fell fast asleep ; and re- 
mained quiet, in defiance of my adversaries, till it was time 
to survev the cabinet. 

This collection is displayed in flve large galleries, and con- 
tains some valuable productions of the Italian school; but 
the room most boastcd of is that which Kubens lias filled 
Iwith no less than three enormous representations of the last 

day, where an innumerable host>of sinners are exhibited as 
striving in vain to avoid tlie tangles of the devirs tail. The 
woes of several fat luxurious souls are rendered in the high- 

rest gusto. Satan's dispute with some brawny concubines, 
whom he is lugging off in spite of ali their resistance, cannot 
be too much admired by those who approve this class of 
subjects, and think such strange embroglios in the least cal- 
culated to raise a sublime or a religious idea. 

For my own part, I turned from them with disgust, and 
Jiastened to contemplate a holy family by Camillo Procaccini, 
in another apartment.    The brightest imagination ean never 
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be too much admired by those who approve this class of 
subjects, and think such strange embroglios in the least eal- 
culated to raise a sublime or a religious idea. 
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m another apartment.    The bríghtest imagination can never 
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conceive any figure more graceful than that of the young 
Jesus ; and if ever I beheldan inspired countenance or celes- 
tial features, it was here : but to attc-mpt conveying in words 
what the pencil alone can express, would be only reversing 
the absurdity of many a master in the gallery wh o aims to 
represent those ideas by the pencil which language alone is 
able to describe. Should you admit this opinion, you wvll 
not be surprised at my passing such a multitude of renowned 
pictures unnoticed \ nor at my bringing you out of the cabi- 
net without deluging ten pages with criticisms in the style 
of the ingenious Lady Miller. 

As I had spent so much time in the gallery, the day was 
too far advanced to think of travelling to Cologne ; I was 
thereforc obliged to put my self once more under the dominion of 
the inost inveterate bugs in the universe. This government, 
like many others, made but an indiíferent use of its powcr, 
and the subjcct suffering accordingly was extremely rejoiced 
at flying from his persecutors to Cologne. 

July lOth.— Clouds of dust hindered my making any re- 
marks on the exterior of this eelebrated city; but if its ap- 
pearance be not more beautiful from without than within, I 
defy the most courteous compiler of geographical dictionaries 
to launch forth very warmty in its praise. But of what avail 
are stately palaces, broad streets, or airy markets, to a town 
which can boast of such a treasure as the bodies of those three 
wise sovereigns who were star-led to Bethlehem ? Is not 
this circumstance enough to procure it every kind of respeet? 
I really believe so, from the pious and dignified contentment 
of its inhabitants. The}r care not a hair of an ass's ear 
whether their houses be gloomy and ill-contrived, their pave- 
ments overgrown with weeds, and their shops half choked up 
with íilthiness, pro\ided the carcasses of Gaspar, Melchior, 
and Balthazar might be preserved with proper decorum. 
Kothing, to be sure, can be richer than the shrine which 
contains these precious relies. I paid my devotions before it 
the moment 1 arrived ; this step was inevitable: had I omit- 
ted it, not a soul in Cologne but would have cursed me for a 
Pagan. 

]3o you not wonder at hearing of these venerable bodies so 
far from their native country ?    I thought them snug under 

20 COLOGNE. 

conceive any figure more graceful than that of the young 
Jesus ; and if ever I beheldan inspired countenance or celes- 
tial features, it was here : but to attempt conveying in words 
what the pencil alone can express, would be only reversing 
the absurdity of many a master in the gallery wh o aims to 
represent those ideas by the pencil which language alone is 
able to describe. Should you admit this opinion, you will 
not be surprised at my passing such a multitude of renowned 
pictures unnoticed \ nor at my bringing you out of the cabi- 
net without deluging ten pages with criticisms in the style 
of the ingenious Lady Miller. 

As I had spent so much time in the gallery, the day was 
too far advanced to think of travelling to Cologne ; I was 
thereforc obliged to put my self once more under the dominion of 
the inost inveterate bugs in the universe. This government, 
like many others, made but an indirTerent use of its power, 
and the subjcct suffering accordingly was extremely rejoiced 
at flying from his persecutors to Cologne. 

July lOth.— Clouds of dust hindered my making any re- 
marks on the exterior of this celebrated city; but if its ap- 
pearance be not more beautiful from without than within, I 
defy the most courteous compiler of geographical dictionaries 
to launch fortli very warmly in its praise. But of what avail 
are stately palaces, broad streets, or airy markets, to a town 
which can boast of such a treasure as the bodies of those three 
wise sovereigns who were star-led to Bethlehem ? Is not 
this circumstance enough to procure it every kind of respeet? 
I really believe so, from the pious and dignified contentment 
of its inhabitants. The}r care not a hair of an ass's ear 
whether their houses be glnomy and ill-contrived, their pave- 
ments overgrown with weeds, and their shops half choked up 
with filtliiness, provided the carcasses of Gaspar, Melchior, 
and Balthazar might be preserved with proper decorum. 
Kothing, to be sure, can be richer than the shrine which 
contains these precious relies. I paid my devotions before it 
the moment 1 arrived ; this step was inevitable; had I omit- 
ted it, not a soul in Cologne but would have cursed me for a 
Pagan. 

]3o you not wonder at hearing of these venerable bodies so 
far from their native coimtry ?    I thought them snug under 



COLOGKE. 21 

some Arabian cupola ten feet deep in spice ; but who cari 
tell what is to become of one a few ages hence ? Who 
knows but the Emperor of Morocco may be canonized some 
future day in Lapland ? I asked, of course, how in the 
narne of miracles they carne hither ? but found no story of a 
supernatural conveyance. It seems that great collectress of 
relics, the holy Empress Helena, flrst routed them out: then 
they were packed off to Rome. King Alaric, having no 
grace, bundled them down to Milan ; where they remained 
till it pleased Heaven to inspire an ancient archbishop with 
the fervent wish of depositing them at Cologne; there these 
skeletons were taken into the most especial consideration, 
crowned with jewels and flligreed with gold. Never were 
skulls more elegantly mounted; and I doubt whether Odin's 
bufTet eould exhibit so fine an assortment. The chapei 
eontaining these beatiíied boncs is placed in a dark extremity 
of the cathedral. Several golden lamps gleam along the po- 
lished marbles with which it is adorned, and atTord just light 
cnough to read the following monkish inscription:— 

" conroitA SAKCTORUM RF.CUBANT IIIC TERNA JMCORUM : 
EX   IIIS SUBLATUM   NIHIL   EST   ALIDIVF.   LOCATUM." 

After I had satisfied my curiosity with respect to the 
peregrinations of the consecrated skeletons, I exanrined their 
shrine ; and was rather sui*prised to find it not only enriciíed 
with barbárie gold and pearl, but covered with cárneos and 
intaglios of the best an tique sculpture. Many an impious 
emperor and gross Silenus, many a wanton nymph and fran- 
tic bacchanal, figure in the same range with the statues of 
saints and evangelists. How St. Helena could tolerate such 
a mixed assernbly (for the shrine, they say, was formed 
under her auspices) surpasses my com]veliension. Perhaps 
you will say, it is no great matter; and give me a hint to 
move out of the chapei, lest the three kings and their star 
should lead me quite out of my way. Very well; I think 
í had better stop in time, to tell you, without further excur- 
sion, that we set off after dinner for Bonn. 

Our road-side was lined with beggarl}r cliildren, high con- 
yent walls, and scarecrow crucifixes, lubberly monks, de- 
jected peasants, and ali the delights of Catholicism.    Such 
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scenery not engaging a sharc of my attention, I kept gazing 
at the azure irregular mountains whieh bounded our vicw, 
and in thought was already transported to their summits. 
Vast and wild were the prospeets I surveyed from my 
imaginary exaltation, and innumerable the chimeras whieh 
trotted in my brain. Under their eapricious influenee my 
fancy built eastles and eapitols in the elouds with ali the 
extravaganza of Piranesi. The magnificcncc and variety of 
my aèrial structures hindered my thinking the way long. I 
was walking with a erowd of phantoms upon their terraees, 
when the earriage made a halt. Immediately deseending 
the innumerable flights of steps whieh divide sueh lofty 
ediflees from the lower world, I entered the inn at Bonn, 
and was shown into an apartment whieh commands the 
ehief front of the EIector's residenee, You may guess how 
eontemptible it appeared to one just returned from palaces 
bedeeked with ali the pomp of visionary splendour. In other 
respects I saw it at a very favourable moment, for the twi- 
light, shading the whole façade, eoneealed its plastered walls 
and painted columns. 

LETTER VIL 

Julyll, 1780. 

LET thosc who delight in pieturesque eountry repair to 
the borders of the Rhine, and follow the road from Bonn to 
Coblentz. In some plaees it is suspended like a eorniee 
above the waters; in others, it winds behind lofty steeps 
and broken aeelivities, shaded by woods and clothed with an 
endless variety of plants and flowers. Several green paths 
lead amongst this vegetation to the summits of the rocks, 
whieh often serve as the foundation of abbeys and eastles, 
whose lofty roofs and spires, rising above the cliffs, impress 
passengers with ideas of their grandeur, that might probably 
vanish upon a nearer approach. I^t choosing to lose any 
prejudice in their favour, ] kept a respectful distance when- 
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ever I left my earriagc, and walked on thc banks of thc 
rivcr. 

Just before we carne to Andemach, an antiquated town 
with strange morisco-looking towers, I spicd a raft, at least 
threc hundred feet in length, on which ten or twelve cot- 
tages were erected, and a great many peoplc employed in 
sawing wood. The women sat spinning at their doors, 
whilst their children played among the watcr-lilies that 
bloomed in abundance on the edge of the stream. A srnoke, 
rising from one of these aquatic habitations, partially ob- 
scured thc mountains beyond, and added not a Uttle to their 
eífect. 

Altogether, the scene was so novel and amusing, that I 
sat half an hour contemplating it fi"om an eminence under 
the shade of some leafy walnuts ; and should likc cxtremely 
to build a moveable village, pcople it with my friends, and 
so go floating about from island to island, and from one 
woody coast of thc Rhinc to another. Would you dislike 
such a party ? I ara much deceived, or you would be the 
first to explore thc shady promontories bencath which wc 
should be wafted along* 

But I do not think you would find Coblentz, where we were 
obliged to take up our night's lodging, much to your taste. 
ít is a mcan, dirty assemblagc of plastercd houses, striped 
with paint, and set off with wooden galleries, in the delect- 
ablc taste of old St. GUes's. Above, on a rock, stands the 
palace of thc Elector. which seems to be remarkable for 
nothing except situation. I did not bestow many looks on 
this strueture whilst ascending the mountain across which 
our road to Mayence condueted us. 

July IS.—Having attaincd thc summit, we discovered a 
vast, irregular range of country, and advancing, found our- 
selves amongst downs purplcd with th)Tne and bounded by 
forests. This sort of prospect extending for several 1 cagues, 
I walked on thc turf, and inhaled with avidity the fresh 
gales that blew over its herbage, till I carne to a stcep slope 
overgrown with privet and a variety of luxuriant shrubs in 
blossom. A cloudless sky and bright sunshine made me 
rather loth to move on ; but the charms of the landscape, in- 
creasing every instant, drew me forward. 
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I had not gone far, before a winding valley discovered 
itsclf, incloscd by rocks and mountains cíothed to thcir very 
summits with the thickest woods. A broad river, flowing at 
the base of the cliffs, reflected the impending vegetation, 
and looked so calm and glassy that I was determined to be 
better acquaintcd with it. For this purpose we descended 
by a zigzag path into the vale, and making the best of our 
way on the banks of the Lahn (for so is the river called), 
came suddenly upon the town of Ems, famous in mineral 
story; wherc finding ver}7- good lodgings, we took up our 
abode, and led an Indian lifc amongst the wilds and moun- 
tains. 

After supper I walked on a smooth lawn by the river, to 
observe the moon journeying through a world of silver clouds 
that lay dispersed over the face of the heavens. It was a 
nrild genial evening; every mountain cast its broad shadow 
on the surfacc of the stream ; lights twinkled afar off on the 
hills ; they burnt in silence. Ali were asleep, except a female 
figure in white, with glow-worms shining in her hair. She 
kcpt moving disconsolately about; sometimes I heard her sigh; 
and if apparitions sigh, this must have becn an apparition. 

July 13.—The puré air of the morning invited me abroad 
at an early hour. Hiring a skiff, I rowed about a mile down 
the stream, and landed on a sloping mcadow, levei with the 
waters, and newly mown. Heaps of hay still lay dispersed 
under the copses which hemmed in on every side this little 
sequestered paradise. What a spot for a tent! I could en- 
camp here for months, and never be tired. Not a day would 
pass by without discovering some untrodden pasturc, some 
unsuspected vale, where I might remain among woods and 
preeipices lost and forgotten. I would give you, and two or 
three more, the clue of my labyrinth: nobody cise should be 
conscious even of its entrance. Full of such agreeable dreams, 
I rambled about the meads, scarcely aware which way I was 
going; sometimes a spanglcd fly led me astray, and, oftener, 
my o\vn strange fancies. Between both, I was perfcctly be- 
wildered, and should never have found my boat again, had 
not an old German naturalist, who was collecting fossils on 
the cliffs, directed me to it. 

When I got home it was growing late, and I now began 
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to perceive that I had taken no refreshment, except the per- 
fume of the hay and a few wood strawbemes; airy diet, you 
will observe, for one not yet received into the realms of Gin- 
nistan. 

LETTER VIII. 
Ems, July 14. 

I IIAVE just made a discovery, that tliis place is as full of 
idlers and water-drinkers as tbeir Highnesses of Orange and 
Hesse Darmstadt can desire ; for to them accrue ali the pro- 
fits of its salubrious fountains. I protest, I knew nothing of 
ali th is yesterday, so entirely was I taken up wi-fefo the rocks 
and meado ws; and conceived no chance of meeting either 
eard or billiard players in their solitudes. Both however 
abound at Ems, unconscious of the bold seenery in their 
neighbourhoodj and totally insensible to its charms. They 
had no notion, not they, of admiring barren crags and pre- 
cipiees, where even the Lord would lose bis way, as a 
clumsy lubber decorated with stars and orders very ingeni- 
ously observed to me; nor could they forni the least con- 
ception of any pleasure there was in climbing like a goat 
amongst the clifts, and then diving into woods and recesses 
where the sun had never penctrated; where there were 
neither eard-tables prepared nor sideboards garnished; no 
jambon de Mayence in waiting; no supply of pipes, nor any 
of the commonest delights, to be met with in the commonest 
tavems. 

To ali this I acquiesced with most perfect submission, but 
immediately left the orator to entertain a circle of anti- 
quated dames and weather-beaten officers who were ga- 
thering around him. Scarcely had I turned my back upon 
this polite assembly, wh eu Monsieitr l* Administrateitr 
des bains, a fine pompous fel lo w, who had been maiirc 
dliôtel in a great German family, eame forward purposely 
to acquaint me, I suppose, that their baths had the honour 
of possessing Prince OrlofY, avec sa crande maidresse, son 
shamperlan, et guelgites (ames donneur:" moreover, that his 
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Highness carne hithcr to refresh himself after his laborious 
employments at the Court of St. Petersburgh, and expected 
(gracc aux eaux /) to retum to the domains his august 
sovereign had lately bestowed upon him, perfectly regene- 
rated. 

Wishing Monsieur d'OrlofT ali possible success, I should 
have left the company at a greater distance, had not a violent 
shower stopped my career, and obliged me to retum to my 
apartment. The rain growing heavier, intercepted the pro- 
spect of the mountains, and spread such a gloom over the 
vale as sank my spirits fifty degrees; to which a close 
foggy atmosphere not a little contributed. Towards night 
the clouds assumed a more formidable aspect; thunder rolled 
along the distant cliffs, and torrents began to run down the 
steeps. At intervals a blue flash of Iightning discovered the 
agitated surface of the stream, and two or three scared 
women rushing through the storm, and calling ali the saints 
in Paradise to their assistance. 

Things were in this state, when the orator who had 
harangued so brilliantly on the folly of ascending mountains, 
bounced into the rooni, and regaled my ears with a woful 
narration of murders which had happened the other da}r on 
the precise road I was to foliow the next morning. 

" Sir," said he, " your route is, to be sure, very pe- 
rilous: on the left you have a chasm, down which, should 
your horses take the smallest alarrív, you are infallibly pre- 
cipitated; to the right hangs an impervious wood, and 
there, sir, I can assure you, are wolves enough to devour a 
regiment; a little farther on, you cross a desolate tract of 
forest land, the roads so deep and broken, that if you go ten 
paces in as many minutes you may think yourself fortunate. 
There lurk the most savage banditti in Europe, lately irri- 
ta ted by the Prince of Orange's proscription; and so desperate, 
that if the}r make an attack, you can expect no mercy. 
Should you venture through this hazardous district to- 
morrow, you will, in ali probability, meet a company of 
people who have just left the town to scarch for the mangled 
bodies of their relations; but, for Heavens sake, sir, if you 
value your life, do not sufTer an idle curiosit}r to lead you 
over sucli dangerous regions, however picturesque their ap- 
pearance." 

26 EMS. 
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MANHE1M ULK. 27 

It was almost nine o'clock before my kind adviser ceased 
inspiring me with terrors; then, finding myself at liberty, I 
retired to bed, not under the most agreeablc impressions. 

Early in the morning we set forward; and proceeding 
along the edge of the precipices I had been forewarned of, 
journeyed through the forest which had so recently been the 
scene of murders and depredations. At length, after wind- 
ing several hours amongst its dreary avenues, we emerged 
into open daylight. A few minutes more brought us safe 
to the village of Wiesbaden, wherc we slept in peace and 
tranquillity. 

July 16.—Our apprehensions being entirely dispersed, we 
rose much refreshed; and passing tlirough Mayence, Oppen- 
heim, and Worms, travelled gaily over the plain in which 
Manheim is situated.    The sua set before we arrived there. 

Numbers of well-dressed people were amusing themselves 
with music and fireworks in the squares and open spaces; 
other groups appeared conversing in circles before their doors, 
and enjoying the serenity of the evening. Almost cvcry 
window bloomed with caniations; and we could hardly 
cross a street without hearing the sound of music. A scene 
of such happiness and refinement formed a most agreeable 
contrast to the dismalities we liad left behind. AH around 
was security and contentment in their most engaging attire. 

July 20.—After travelling a post or two, we carne in sight 
of a green moor, of vast extent, with insulated woods and 
villages; here and there the Danube sweeping majestieally 
along, and the city of Ulm rising upon its banks. The fields 
in the neighbourhood of the town were overspread with cloths 
bleaching in the sun, and waiting for barks, which convey 
them down the great river in twelve days to Vienna, and 
thence, through Hungary, into the midst of the Turkish 
empire. 

You never saw a brighter sky nor more glowing clouds 
than those which gilded our horizon. For ten miles we 
beheld no other objects than smooth unlimited ]evels inter- 
spersed with thickets of oak, beyond which appeared a long 
series of mountains. Such were the very spots for youthful 
games and exercises, open spaces for the race, and spreading 
shades to screen the spectators. 
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28 XJLM. 

Father Lafiteau tells us, there are many such vast and 
flowcry savannas in the interior of America, to which the 
roving tribes of Indians repair once or twice in a century to 
settle the rights of the chase, and lead their solemn dances; 
and so deep an impression do these assemblies leave on the 
minds of the savages, that the highest ideas they entcrtain of 
future felicity consist in the perpetuai enjoyment of songs and 
dances upon the green boundless lawns of their clysium. In 
the midst of these visionary plains rises the abode of Ateant- 
sic, encircled by choirs of departed ehieftains Ieaping in ea- 
dence to the sound of spears as they ring on the' shell of the 
tortoise. Their favourite attendants, long separated from 
them while on earth, are restored again in this ethereal rc- 
gion, and skim freely o ver the vast levei space; now, hail- 
ing one group of beloved friends; and now, another. Mor- 
tais newly ushered by death into this worid of puré blue sky 
and boundless meads, see the long-lost objects of their affection 
advancing to meet them, whilst flights of familiar birds, the 
purveyors of many an earthty chase, once more attend their 
progress, and the shades of their faithful dogs scem eoursing 
each other below. The whole region is fllled with low mur- 
mura and tinkling sounds, whieh inerease in nielody as its 
new denizens proceed, who, at length, unable to resist the 
thrilling music, spring forward in ecstasies to join the eternal 
round. 

A share of this celestial transport seemed eommunieated 
to me whiist my eyes wandered o ver the plains, which ima- 
gination widened and extended in proportion as the twilight 
prevailed, and so fully abandoned was 1 to the illusion of the 
moment, that I did not for several minutes perceive our ar- 
rival at Giinzburg; whence we proceeded the ncxt morning 
(July 21) to Augsburg, and rambled about this renowned 
city till evening. The colossal paintings on the walls of 
almost every considerable building gave it a strange air, 
which pleases upon the score of novelty. 

Having passed a number of streets decorated in this exotic 
manner, we found ourselves suddenly before the publie hall, 
by a noble statue of Augustus; whieh way soever we turned, 
our eyes met some remarkable cdifiee, or marble basin into 
which several groups of seulptured river-gods pour a pro- 
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AUGSBURG. 29 

fusion of waters. These stately fountains and bronze sta- 
tues, thc extraordinary size and loftiness of thc buildings, the 
toweís rísing in perspective, and the Dorie portal of the 
town-house, answered in some measure the idea Montfaucon 
gives us of the scene of an ancient tragedy. Whenever a 
pompous Flemish painter attempts a representation of Troy 
or Babylon, and displays in his baek-ground those streets of 
palaces described in the íliad, Augsburg, or some such eity, 
may easily be traeed. Frequently a comer of Antwerp dis- 
covers itself; and sometimes, above a Corinthian pórtico, 
rises a Gothic spire: just such a jumble may be viewed 
from the statue of Angustus, under which I remaine dtill 
the eoneierge eame, who was to open the gates of the town- 
house and show me its magnificent hall. 

I wislicd for vou exceedingly when aseending a flight of a 
liundred steps; I entered it through a portal, supported by 
tall pillars and erowned with a majestic pediment. Upon ad- 
vaneing, I discovered íive more entrances equally grande with 
golden figures ofguardian genii leaning over the cntablature ; 
and saw, through a range of windows, ca eh above thirty feet 
high, and nearly levei with the marble pavement, the whole 
eity, with ali its roofs aiÁ spires, beneath my feet. The pil- 
lars, comices, and paneis of this striking apartment are uni- 
formly tinged with brown and gold ; and the ceiling, enriched 
with emblematical paintings and innumerable canopies and 
pcndents of carved work, casts a very magisterial shade. 
Upon thc whole, I should not be surprised at a burgomaster 
assuming a formidable dignity in such a room. 

I must confess it had a somewhat similar effect upon me; 
and 1 dcsccnded the flight of steps with as mueh pomposity 
as if on the point of giving audience to the Queen of Sheba. 
It happened to be a high festival, and half the inhabitants of 
Augsburg werc gathered together in the opening before their 
hall; thc greatest numbers, especially the women, still cx- 
hibiting the very dresses which Hollar engraved. My lofty 
gait imposed upon this primitive assembly, which receded to 
give me passage with as much silent respect as if T had really 
been thc wise sovereign of Israel. When 1 got home, an 
excerablc sourcroutish supper was served up to my majesty ; 
I scoldcd in an unroyal style, and soon convineed myself I 
was no lon<?er Solomon. 
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30 MUN1CH. 

LETTER IX. 
July 22. 

JOY to the Electors of Bavaria ! for preserving such exten- 
sivo woods of fir in their dominions as shade over the chicf 
part of the road from Àugsburg to Munich. Near the Iast- 
mentioned city, I cannot boast of the scenery changing to 
advantage. Instead of fiourishing woods and verdurc, we 
beheld a parched dreary flat, diversified by fields of wither- 
ing barley, and stunted avenues drawn fonnally aeross them ; 
now and then a stagnant pool, and sometimes a dunghill, by 
way of regale. However, the \vild rocks of the TJTOI termi- 
nate the vicw, and to them imagination may fly, and ram- 
ble amidst springs and lilies of her own creation. í speak 
from authority, having had the delight of anticipating an 
evening in this romantie style. 

Tuesday next is the grand fair at Munich, with horse- 
races and junketings: a piecc of news I was but too soon 
acquainted with; for the moment we entercd the town, 
good-natured ereatures from ali quarters adviscd us to get 
out of it; since traders and harlequins had íillcd every 
comer of the place, and there was not a lodging to be 
procured. The inns, to bc surc, wcre hives of industrious 
animais sorting their merchandise, and preparing their goods 
for sale. Yct, in spite of difriculties, we got possession of 
a quiet apartment 

July 23.—We were driven in the evening to Nymphcn- 
burg, the Elector*s country palacc, the bosquets, jcts-d*eaux, 
and part erres of which are the pride of the Bavarians. The 
principal platform is ali of a glitter with gilded Cupíds and 
shining serpents spouting at every pore. Beds of poppies, 
hollyhocks, scarlet lychnis, and other fíame-coloured flowers, 
border the edge of the walks, which extend till the perspec- 
tive appears to mcet and swarm with ladies and gcntlemen 
in party-coloured raiment. The Quecn of Goleonda's gar- 
dens in a Frendi opera are scarccly more gaudy and artifi- 
cial.    Unluckily too, the evening was fine, and the sim so 
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powerful that we were half roasted before we could eross the 
great avenue and enter the thiekets, whieh barely coneeal a 
very splendid hermitage, where we joined Mr. and Mrs. 
Trevor, and a party of fashionable Bavarians. 

Amongst the ladies was Madame la Comtesse, I forget 
who, a produetion of the venerable Haslang, with her 
danghter, Madame de Baumgarten, who has the honour of 
leading the Eleetor in her ehains. These goddesses stepping 
into a car, vulgarly called a eariole, the mortais followed 
and explored alley after alley and pavilion after pavilion. 

(Theiíj having viewed Pagodenburg, whieh is, as they told 
me, ali Chinese ; and Marienburg, whieh is most assuredly 
ali  tinsel; we  paraded  by a variety of fountains in full 
Ísouirt, and though they certainly did their best (for many 

were set agoing on purpose), I eannot say I greatly admired 
thern. 

The ladies were very gaily attired, and the gentlemen, as 
smart as swords, bags, and pretty elothes could make them, 
looked exactly like the fine people one sees represented on 
Dresden porcelain. Thus we kept walking genteelly about 
the orangery, till the earriage drew up and eonve}*ed us to 
Mr. Trevor's. 

Irornediately after supper, we drove once more out of 
town, to a garden and tea-room, where ali degrees and a^es 
dance jovially together till morning. Whilst one party wheel 
briskly away in the waltz, another amuse themselves in a 
eorner with cold meat and rhenish ;—that despatched, out 
they wlrisk amongst the daneers, with an impetuosity and 
liveliness I little expccted to have found in Ba varia. After 
turninground and round, with a rapidity that is quite as- 
tounding to an English daneer, the musie changes to a slower 
movement, and then follows a suceession of zig-zag minuets, 
performed by old and young, straight and erooked, noble and 
plebeian, ali at onee, from one end of the room to the other. 
Tallow eandles snuffing and stinking, dishes ehanging at the 
risk of showering down upon }*ou their savoury contents, 
heads scratehing, and ali sorts of performances going forward 
at the same moment; the flutes, oboés, and bassoons, snort- 
ing, grunting, and whining with peeuliar emphasis; now 
fast, now slowj just as Variety commands, who  seems  to 
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rule the ceremonial of this motley assembly, where every 
distinction of rank and privilegc is totally forgotten. Once 
a week, on Sundays that is to say, the rooms are open, and 
Monday is gene rally far advanced before they are deserted. 
If good humour and eoarse merriment are ali that people 
desire, here they are to be found in perfeetion. 

July 24.—Custom condenmed us to visit the palace, whieh 
glares with looking-glass, gilding, and furbelowed flounces of 
cut velvet, most sumptuously fringed and spangled. The 
chapei, though small, is richer than anything Croesus ever 
possessed, let them say what they will. Not a corner but 
shines with gold, diamonds, and scraps of martyrdom stud- 
ded with jewels. I had the delight of treading amethysts 
and the riehest gems under foot, which, if you recollect, 
Ápuleius* thinks such supreme fclicity. Alas ! I was quite 
unworthy of the honour, and had mueh rather have trodden 
the turf of the mountains. Mammon would never have 
taken his eyes off the pavement; mine soon left the con- 
templation of it and fixed on St. Peter's thumb, enshrined 
with a degree of elegance, and adomed by some malapert 
enthusiast with several of the most delieate antique cárneos 
I ever beheld ; the subjects, Ledas and sleeping Venuses, 
are a little too pagan, one should tlrink, for an apostle's 
finger. 

From this precious repository we were conducted through 
the public garden to a large hall, where part of the Elector's 
collection is piled up, till a gallery can be finished for its re- 
ception. H was matter of great favour to view, in this 
state, the pieces that compose it, a very imperfeet one too, 
since some of the best were under operation. But I would 
not upon any account have missed thé sight of Rubens's 
Massacre of the Innocents. Such expressive horrors were 
never yet transferred to canvass. Moloch himself might 
have gazed at them with pkasurc. 

After dinncr we were )ed round the churches ; and if you 
are as much tired with reading my voluminous descríptions, 
as I was with the continuai repetition of altars and reliqua- 

* Apulcius Met: Líb. 5. 
Vehemcnler iterum ac sajpius bentos illos qui 
Super gemmas cl monilia calcanl ! „ 
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After dinner we were led round the churches ; and if you 
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ries, tlie Lord have mercy upon you ! However, your deli- 
very draws near. The post is going out, and to-morrow we 
shall begin to mount the cliífs of the Tyrol ; but,_ do not be 
afraid of any long-winded epistles from their summits : I 
sliall be too well employed in ascending them. 

July 25.—The noise of the people thronging to the fair 
did not allow me to slumber very long in the morning. 
When I got up, every street was crowded with Jews and 
mountebanks, holding forth and driving their bargains in ali 
the guttural hoarseness of the Bavarian dialect. Vast quan- 
tities of rich merchandise glittered in the shops as we passed 
to the gates. Heaps of fruit and sweetmeats set half the 
grandams and infants in the place cackling with felicit}r. 

IMighty glad was I to make my escape; and in about an 
hour or two, we entered a wild tract of country, not unlike 
the skirts of a princely park. A little farther on stands a 
cluster of cottages, where we stopped to give our horses some 
refreshment, and were pestered with swarms of flies, most 
probably journeying to Munich fair, there to feast upon su- 
gared tarts and honeyed gingerbread. 

The next post brought us o ver hill and dale, grove and 
mcadow, to a narro w plain, watered by rivulets and sur- 
rounded by cliffs, under which lies scattered the village of 
Wolfrathshausen, consisting of several remarkably large cot- 
tages, built entirely of fir, with strange galleries projeeting 
from them. Nothing ean be neater than the carpentry of 
these complicated edifices, nor more solid than their construc- 
tion; many of them looked as if they had braved the tor- 
rents which fell from the mountains a century ago; and, if 
one may judge from the hoary appearance of the inhabitants, 
here are patriarchs coeval with their mansions» Orchards of 
cherry-trees cover the steeps above the village, which to our 
certain knowledge produce most admirable fruit. 

Having refreshed ourselves with their cooling juice, we 
struck into a grove of pines, the tallest and most flourishíng 

«we had vet bebei d. There seemed no end to these forests, 
except where little irregular spots of herbage, fed by cattle, 
intervened. Whenever we gained an eminence it was only 
to discover more ranges of dark wood, variegated with 
mcadows and glittering streams.    White clover and a profu- 
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sion of sweet-scented flowers elothe their banks; above, waves 
the mountain-ash, glowing with searlet berries : and beyond, 
rise hills, rocks, and mountains, piled upon eme another, and 
fringed with fir to their topmost aeelivities. Perhaps the 
Nonvegian forest3 alone equal these in grandeur and extent.' 
Those which cover the Swiss highlands rarely convey sueh 
vast ideas. There, the woods elimb only half way up their 
aseents, whieh then are eircumseribed by snows: here no 
boundaries are set to their progress, and the mountains, from 
base to summit, display rich unbroken masses of vegetation. 

Às we were surveying this prospect, a thick cloud, fraught 
with thunder, obseured the horizon, whilst flashes of Hghtning 
startled our horses, whose snorts and stampings resounded 
through the woods. The impending tempests gave addi- 
tional gloom to the firs, and we travelled sevcral miles almost 
in total darkness. One moment the clouds began to fleet, 
and a faint gleam promised serener intervals, but the next 
was ali blaekness and terror; presently a deluge of rain 
poured down upon thevalley, andin a short time the torrents 
beginning to swell, raged with such violenee as to be forded 
with difriculty. Twihght drew on, just as we had passed 
the most terrible; then aseending a mountain, whose pines 
and birches rustled with the storm, we saw a little lake be- 
low. A deep azure haze veilcd its eastern shore, and lower- 
ing vapours eoneealed the elifTs to the south; but over its 
westem extremities hung a few transparent elouds; the rays 
of a struggling sunset streamed on the surface of the waters, 
tinging the brow of a green promontory with tender pink. 

I eould not help íixing myself on the banks of the lake for 
several minutes, till this apparition faded away. Looking 
round, I shuddered at a craggy mountain, clothed with fo- 
rests and almost perpendicular, that was absolutely to be 
surmounted before we eould arrive at Walchen-see. No 
house, not even a shed appearing, we were foreed to ascend 
the peak, and penetrate these awful groves. At length, 
after some perils but no adventure, we saw lights gleam upon 
the shore of the Walchen lake, which served to direet us to 
a cottage, where we passed the night, and were soon lulled to 
sleep by the fali of distant waters. 
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LETTER X. 

July 26. 

THE sun rose many hours beforc rnc, and when I got up 
was spangling the surface of the lakc, which spreads itself 
betwecn steeps of wood, crowncd by lofty crags and pinnacles. 
We had an opportunity of contcmplating this bold assem- 
blage as we travelled on the banks of the lake, where it 
forms a bay sheltered by impending forests; the water, tinged 
by their reflection witli a decp ecrulean, calm and tranquil. 
Mountains of pine and beeeh rising above, close every outlet; 
and, no village or spire peeping out of the foliage., impress an 
idea of more than European solitude. 

From the shorc of Walchen-sce, onr road led us straight 
throuffh archin" sroves. which the axe seems never to have 
violated, to the summit of a rock covered with daphnes of 
various species. and wom by the course of torrents into innu- 
mcrable craggy forms. Beneath, lay extended a chãos of 
shattered clifts, with tall pines springing from their cresces, 
and rapid streams hurrying between their intemiinglcd 
trunks and branches. As yct, no hut appeared, no mih\ no 
bridge, no trace of human existence. 

Aftcr a few hours' journey through the wildcrness, we 
began to discover a wreath of smoke; and presently the cot- 
tage from whence it arose, composed of planks, and reared on 
the very brink of a precipice. Piles of eloven fir were dis- 
persed beforethe entrance, on a little spot of verdurc browsed 
by goats ; near tliem sat an aged man with hoary whiskers, 
bis white locks tucked under a fur cap. Two or three beau- 
tiful children with hair neatly braided, played around rrini; 
and a young woman dressed in a short robe and Polish-look- 
ing bonnetj pecpcd out of a wicket window. 

I was so much struck with the appearance of this seques- 
tered family, that, crossing a rivulet, I clambered up to their 
cottage and sought some refreshment. Immcdiately there 
was a eontention amonçst the children, who should be the 
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first to oblige me. A little black-eyed girl suceeeded, and 
brought me an earthen jug full of milk, with crumbled 
bread, and a platter of strawberries fresh picked from the 
bank. I reelined in the midst of my smiling hosts, and 
spread my repast on the turf: never eould I be waited upon 
with more hospitable grace. The only thing I wanted was 
language to express my gratitude; and it was this defieieney 
which made me quit them so soon. The old man seemed 
visibly concerned at my departure ; and his ehildren followed 
me a long way down the roeks, talking in a dialect which 
passes ali understanding, and wavíng their hands to bid me 
adi eu. 

I had hardly lost sight of them and regained my carriage 
before we entered a forest of pines, to ali appearance without 
bounds, of every age and figure; some, feathered to the 
ground with flourishing branches; others, decayed into shapes 
like Lapland idols. Even at noonday, I thought we should 
never have found our way out. 

At last, having descended a long avenue, endless perspec- 
tives opening on either side, we emerged into a valley 
bounded b)r hills, divided into irregular inclosures, where 
many herds were grazing. A rivulet flows along the pastures 
beneath ; and after winding through the village of Walgau, 
loses itself in a narrow pass amongst the clirTs and prccipices 
which rise above the cultivated slopes, and frame in this 
happy pastoral region. Ali the plain was in sunshine, the 
sky blue, the heights illuminated, except one rugged peak 
with spires of rock, shaped not unlike the views I have seen 
of Sinai, and wrapped like that sacred mount, in clouds and 
darkness. At the base of this tremendous mass lies the 
hamlet of Mittenwald, surrounded by thickets and banks of 
verdure, and watered by frequent springs, whose sight and 
murmurs were so reviving in the midst of a sultry day, that 
we could not think of leaving their vicinity, but remaincd at 
Mittenwald the whole evening. 

Our inn had long airy galleries, with pleasant balconies 
fronting the mountain; in one of these we dined upon trout 
fresh from the rills, and cherriesjust cullcd from the orchards 
that cover the slopes above. The elouds were dispersing, and 
the topmost peak half visible, before we ended our repast, 
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every moment discovering some inaccessible clifY or summit, 
shining through the mists, and tinted by the sun with pale 
golden colours. These appearanees filled me with such de- 
light and with such a train of romantic associations, that I 
left the table and ran to an open field heyond the huts and 
gardens to gaze in solitude and catch the vision before it dis- 
solved away. You, if any human being is able, may con- 
ceive tme ideas of the glowing vapours sailing over the 
pointed rocks, and brightening them in their passage wiíh 
amber light. 

When ali was faded and lost in the blue ether, I had time 
to look around me and notice the mead in which I was 
standing. Here, clover covered its surface; there, crops of 
grain ; further on, beds of herbs and the sweetest flowers. 
An amphitheatre of hills and rocks, broken into a variety of 
glens and precipices, open a course for several clear rivulets, 
which, after guigling amidst loose stones and fragments, fali 
down the steeps, and are concealed and quieted in the her- 
bage of the vale. 

A cottage or two peep out of the woods that hang over 
the waterfalls ; and on the brow of the hills above, appears a 
series of eleven little chapeis, unifornily built. I followed. 
the narrow path that leads to them, on the edge of the emi- 
nences, and met a troop of beautiful peasants, ali of the 
name of Anna (for it was St. Anna's day), going to pay 
their devotions, severally, at these neat white fanes. There 
were faces that Guercino would not have disdained copying, 
with braids of hair the softest and most luxuriant I ever be- 
hcld. Some had WTeathed it simply with flowers, others 
with rolls of thin linen (manufactured in the neighbourhood), 
and disposed it with a degree of elegance one should not have 
expected on the clifís of the Tyrol. 

Being arrived, they knelt ali together at the first chapei, 
on the. steps, a minute or two, whispered a short prayer, 
and then dispersed each to her fane. Every little building 
had now its fair worshippcr, and you may well conceive 
how much such figures, scattered about the landscape, in- 
creased its charms. Not^-ithstanding the fervour of their 
adorations (forat intervals they sighed and beat their white 
bosoms with energy), several bewitching profane glances were 
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cast at me as I passed by. Do not be surprised, then, if I 
became a convert to idolatry in so amiablc a fonn, and wor- 
shipped Saint Anna on tbe score of hcr namesakes. 

When got beyond the last chapei, I began to hcar the roar 
of a cascado in a thick wood of becch and cbestnut that 
clothes the steeps of a wide fissure in the rock. My carsoon 
guided me to its entrance^ which was marked by a shed encom- 
passed witli mossy fragments and almost concealed by bushes 
of rhododendron in full red bloom—amongst tliese I strug- 
gled, till reaehing a goat-traek, it conductedme, on thebrink 
of the foaming waters. to the T§ry depths of the clirT, whence 
issues a stream which, dashing impetuously down, strikes 
against a ledge of rocks, and sprinkles the impending thicket 
witíi dew. Big drops hung on every spray, and glittered on 
the leaves partia] ty gilt by the rays of the declining sun, 
whose mellow hues softened the rugged summits, and diffused 
a repose, a divine calm, over this deep retirement, which in- 
clined me to imagine it the extremity of the carth — the 
portal of some other region of existenee, — some happy 
world be}rond the dark greves of pine, the eaves and awíul 
mountains, where the river takes its souree! ímpressed with 
this romantic idea, I hung eagerly over the gulph, and faneied 
I could distinguish a voice bubbling up with the waters; 
then looked into the abyss and strained my eyes to penetrate 
its gloom—but ali was dark and unfathomable as futurity ! 
Awakening from my reverie, I felt the damps of the water 
chill my forehead ; and ran shivering out of the vale to avoid 
them. A warmer atmosphere, that reigned in the meads I 
had wandered across before, tempted me to remain a good 
while longer colleeting dianthi freaked with beautifully va- 
ried colours, and a speeies of white thyme scented like 
vnyrrh. Whilst I was thus employed, a confused murmur 
struck my ear, and, on turning towards a elifT, backed by 
the woods from whence the sound seemed to proceed, forth 
issued a herd of goats, hundreds after hundreds, skipping 
down the steeps: then followed two shepherd boys, gambol- 
ing together as they drove their creatures along: soon after, 
the dog made his appearance, hunting a stray heifer which 
brought up thejear. I followed them with my eyes till lost 
in the windings of the valley, and heard the tinkling of their 
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in the windings of the valley, and heard the tinkling of their 



INSPRUCK. 39 

bclls die gradually away. Now the last blush of crimson 
left the summit of Sinai, inferior mountains being long since 
cast in deep blue shade. The village was already hushed 
when I regained it, and in a few moments I followed its 
example. 

July 27.—We pursued our journey to ínspruck, through 
the wildest scenes of wood and mountain, where the rocks 
were now beginning to assume a loftier and more majestic 
appearance, and to glisten with snows. I had proposed 
passing a day or two at Inspruek, visiting the castle of 
Embras, and examining Count Eysenberg s cabinet, enriched 
with the rarest productions of the mineral kingdom, and a 
complete collection of the moths and flies peculiar to the 
Tyrol; but, upon my arrival, the azure of the skies and 
the brightness of the sunshine inspired me with an irresistible 
wish of hastening to Italy. I was now too near the objeet of 
my journey, to delay posscssion any longer than absolutely 
necessary; so, casting a transient look on H aximi]mn's tomb, 
and the bronze statucs of Tyrolese Counts, and worthies, 
solemnly ranged in the church of the Franeiscans, sct ofT im- 
mediately. 

We crossed a broad noble street, terminated by a triumphal 
arch, and were driven along the road to the foot of a moun- 
tain waving with fields of com, and variegated with wood 
and vineyards, encircling lawns of the finest verdure, scat- 
tered over with white houses. Upon ascending the mount, 
and beholding a vast range of prospects of a similar character, 
I almost repented my impatienee, and looked down with rc- 
gret upon the cupolas and stceples we were leaving behind* 
But the rapid succession of lovely and romantie scenes soon 
effaeed the former from my memory. 

Our road, the smoothest in the world (though hewn in the 
bosom of rocks), by its sudden turns and windings, gave us, 
every instant, opportunities of discovering new villages, and 
forests rising bcyond forests; green spots in the midst of wood, 
high above on the mountains, and cottages perched on the 
edge of promontories. Down, far below, in the chasm, 
amidst a confusion of pines and fragments of stone, rages 
the torrent Inn, which fills the country far and wide with 
a perpetuai murmur.    Sometimes we descended to its brink, 
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and crossed over high bridges ; sometimes mountcd half-way 
up the eliffs, till its roar and agitation beeame, through 
distancc, ineonsiderablc. 

Aftcr a long aseent wc reachcd Schònbcrg,* a village wcll 
worthy of its appcllation : and then, twilight drawing over 
us, began to deseend. We could now but faintly discover 
the opposite mountains, veined with silver ril!s, when we 
came once more to the banks of the Inn. This turbulcnt 
stream accompanied us ali the way to Steinaeh, and broke 
by its continuai roar the stillncss of the night, half spent, 
before we rctircd to rest. 

LETTER XI. 
July 28. 

I ROSE early to enjoy the fragranee of the vegetation, 
bathed in a shower whieh had lately fallcn, and looking 
around me, saw nothing but erags hanging over crags, and 
the rocky shores of the stream, still dark with the shade of 
the mountains. The small opening in whieh Steinaeh is 
situated, terminates in a gloomy strait, scaree leaving room 
for the road and the torrent, whieh does not understand be- 
ing thwartcd, and will foree its way, let the pines grow ever 
so thiek, or the rocks be ever so formidable. 

Notwithstanding the forbidding air of this narrow deli, 
Industry has eontrived to enliven its stecps with habitations, 
to raisc water by means of a wheel, and to cover the surface 
of the roeks with soil. By this means large erops of oats 
and flax are produecd, and most of the huts have gardens 
filled with poppies, whieh seem to thrive in this parehed 
situation. 

" Uril enim lini campum seges, urit avence, 
Urunt Lelhcco perfusa papavera somno." 

The farther we advanced in the deli, the largcr wcre the 
plantations whieh diseovered thcmselves.    For what specific 

* Sehònberg, beautiful mountain. 

40 STEINACH. 

and crossed over high bridges ; sometimes mountcd half-way 
up the eliffs, till its roar and agitation beeame, through 
distancc, ineonsiderablc. 

Aftcr a long aseent wc reachcd Schònbcrg,* a village wcll 
worthy of its appcllation : and then, twilight drawing over 
us, began to deseend. We could now but faintly discover 
the opposite mountains, veined with silver ril!s, when we 
came once more to the banks of the Inn. This turbulcnt 
stream accompanied us ali the way to Steinaeh, and broke 
by its continuai roar the stillncss of the night, half spent, 
before we rctircd to rest. 

LETTER XI. 
July 28. 

I ROSE early to enjoy the fragranee of the vegetation, 
bathed in a shower whieh had lately fallcn, and looking 
around me, saw nothing but erags hanging over crags, and 
the rocky shores of the stream, still dark with the shade of 
the mountains. The small opening in whieh Steinaeh is 
situated, terminates in a gloomy strait, scaree leaving room 
for the road and the torrent, whieh does not understand be- 
ing thwartcd, and will foree its way, let the pines grow ever 
so thiek, or the rocks be ever so formidable. 

Notwithstanding the forbidding air of this narrow deli, 
Industry has eontrived to enliven its stecps with habitations, 
to raisc water by means of a wheel, and to cover the surface 
of the roeks with soil. By this means large erops of oats 
and flax are produecd, and most of the huts have gardens 
filled with poppies, whieh seem to thrive in this parehed 
situation. 

" Uril enim lini campum seges, urit avence, 
Urunt Lelhcco perfusa papavera somno." 

The farther we advanced in the deli, the largcr wcre the 
plantations whieh diseovered thcmselves.    For what specific 

* Sehònberg, beautiful mountain. 



BIUXEX. 41 

purpose these gaudy flowers meet with such encouragement, 
ri had neither time nor language to inquire; the moun- 

taineers stuttering a gibberish unintelligibleeven to Germans. 
Probably opium is extraeted from them; or, perhaps, if you 
love a conjecture, Morpheus has transferred his abode from 
the Cimmerians to a cavem somewhere or other in the re- 
eesses of these endless mountains. Poppies, you know, in 
poetic traveis, ahvays denote the skirts of his soporifie reign, 
and I do not remember a region better calculated for undis- 
turbed repose than the narrow clefts and gullies which run up 
amongst these rocks, lost in vapours impervious to the snn, 
and moistened by rills and showers, whose continuai triek- 
ling inspire a drowsiness not easily to be resisted. Ádd to 
these circumstances the waving of the pines, and the hum of 
bees seeking their food in the crevices, and you will have as 
sleepy a region as that in which Spenser and Ariosto have 
placed the nodding deity. 

But we may as well keep our eyes open for the present, 
and look at the beautiful country round Brixen, where I ar- 
rived in the cool of the evening, and breathed the freshness of 
a garden immediately beneath my window. The thrushes, 
which nest amongst its shades, saluted me the moment 1 
awoke next morninsr, o 
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LETTER I. 

July29, 1780. 

WE proceeded over fertile mountains to Bolsano.    It was 
here first that I noticed the rocks cut into terraços, tbick set 
with melons and Indian com; fig-trees  and pomegranates 
hanging  over garden  walls,  clustered  \fWi  fmit.    In the 
evening we perceived severa] further indications of approach- 
ing Italy; and after sun-set the Adige, rolling its full tide 
between precipices, which looked terrific in the dusk.    My- 
riads of fire-ílies sparkled amongst the shrubs on the bank. I 
traeed the course of these exotic insects by their blueíight, 
now rising to the summits of the trees, now sinking to the 
ground, and associating with vulgar glow-worms.    We had 
opportunities enough to remark their progress, since we tra- 
velled ali night; such being my impatience to reach the pro- 
mised land I 

Morning dawned just as we saw Trent dimly before us. I 
slept a few hours, then set out again (July SOth), after the 
heats were in some measure abated, and leaving Bergine, 
where the peasants were feasting before their doors, in their 
holiday dresses, with red pinks stuck in their ears instead of 
rings, and their necks surrounded with coral òf the same co- 
lour, we carne through a woody valley to the banks of a lake, 
fiUed with the purest and most transparent water, which 
loses itself in shady ereeks, amongst hills entirely covered 
with shrubs and verdure. 

The shores present one continuai thicket, interspersed with 
knots of larches and slender almonds, starting from the un- 
derwood. A cornice of rock runs round the whole, except 
where the trees descend to the very brink, and dip their 
boughs in the water. 
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It was six o'clock when I caught the sight of this unsus- 
pected lake, and the evcning shadows stretched nearly across 
it. Gaining a very rapid ascent, we looked down upon its 
placid bosom, and saw several airy peaks rising above tufted 
foliage. I quitted the contemplation of them with regret, 
and, in a few hours, arrived at Borgo di Volsugano; tlie 
secne of the lake still present before the eye of my faney. 

July 31 st.—My heart beat quick when I saw some hills, 
not very distante which I was told lay in the Venetian 
State, and I thought an age, at least, had elapsed before we 
we were passing their base. The road was never formed to 
delight an impatient traveller ; loose pebbles and rolling 
stones render it, in the highest degree, tedious and jolting. I 
should not have spared my execrations, had it not traversed a 
picturesque vallcy, ovcrgrown with juniper, and strewed with 
fragments of rock, precipitated, long since, from the surround- 
ing eminences, blooming with cyclamcns* 

I clambered up several of these crags, 

Fra gli odoriferi ginepri,* 

to gather the flowcrs I have just mentioncd, and found them 
deliciously scented. Fratillarias, and the most gorgeous flies, 
many of which I here noticed for the first time, were fiutter- 
irig about and expanding their wings to the sim. Thcrc is no 
dGscríbing the numbers I beheld, nor their gaily varied colour- 
ing. I could not fmd in my heart to destroy their felicity ; 
to scatter their bright plumage and snatch them for ever 
from the realms of light and flowers. Had I been less com- 
passionate, I should have gained credit with that respectable 
corps, the torturers of butterflies; and might, perhaps, have 
enriched their cabinets with some unknown captives. How- 
ever, I Ieft them imbibing the dews of heaven, in free posses- 
sion of their native riglits ; and ha\-ing changed horses at 
Tremolano, entered at lcngth my long-desired Italy. 

The pass is rocky and tremendous, guarded by the fortress 
of Covalo, in possession of the empress queen, and only fit, 
one sliould think, to be inhabited by her eagles. There is 
no attaining this exalted hold but by the means of a cord let 

* Ariosto, Orlando Furioso.—Canto 7, stanza 32. 

BORGO   Dl   VOLSUGANO. COVA LO. 41 

It was six o'clock when I caught the sight of this unsus- 
pected lake, and the evcning shadows stretched nearly across 
it. Gaining a very rapid ascent, we looked down upon its 
placid bosom, and saw several airy peaks rising above tufted 
foliage. I quitted the contemplation of them with regret, 
and, in a few hours, arrived at Borgo di Volsugano; tlie 
secne of the lake still present before the eye of my faney. 

July 31 st.—My heart beat quick when I saw some hills, 
not very distante which I was told lay in the Venetian 
State, and I thought an age, at least, had elapsed before we 
we were passing their base. The road was never formed to 
delight an impatient traveller ; loose pebbles and rolling 
stones render it, in the highest degree, tedious and jolting. I 
should not have spared my execrations, had it not traversed a 
picturesque vallcy, ovcrgrown with juniper, and strewed with 
fragments of rock, precipitated, long since, from the surround- 
ing eminences, blooming with cyclamcns. 

I clambered up several of these crags, 

Fra gli odoriferi ginepri,* 

to gather the flowcrs I have just mentioncd, and found them 
deliciously scented. Fratillarias, and the most gorgeous flies, 
many of which I here notieed for the first time, were flutter- 
irig about and expanding their wings to the sim. Therc is no 
dGscríbing the numbers I beheld, nor their gaily varied colour- 
ing. I could not find in my heart to destroy their felicity ; 
to scatter their bright plumage and snatch them for ever 
from the realms of light and flowers. Had I been less com- 
passionate, I should have gained credit with that respectable 
corps, the torturers of butterflies; and might, perhaps, have 
enriched their cabinets with some unknown captives. How- 
ever, I Ieft them imbibing the dews of heaven, in free posses- 
sion of their native rights ; and ha\*ing changed horses at 
Tremolano, entered at lcngth my long-desired Italy. 

The pass is rocky and tremendous, guarded by the fortress 
of Covalo, in possession of the empress queen, and only fit, 
one should think, to be inhabited by her eagles. There is 
no attaining this exalted hold but by the means of a cord let 

* Ariosto, Orlando Furioso.—Canto 7, stanza 32. 



44 BASSANO. 

down many fathoms by thc soldiers, who live in dens and 
caverns, which serve also as arsenais, and magazines for 
powder; whosc mystcries I declined prying into, their ap- 
proach being a little too aerial for my carthly frame. A 
black vapour, tinging tlieir entrance, complctcd thc romance 
of thc prospect, which I never shall forget. 

For two or three leagues therc was little variation in thc 
secnery ; cliffs, nearly perpendicular on botli sides, and the 
Brcnta foaming and thundering below. Bcyond, thc rocks 
began to be mantled with vines and gardens. Hcre and 
there a cottage shaded with mulberries, made its appearancc, 
and we often discovercd, on the banks of thc ri ver, ranges of 
white buildings, with courts and awnings, beneath which 
numbers of women and children were employcd in manufac- 
turing silk. As wc advanccd, the stream gradually widencd, 
and thc roeks receded; woods were more frequent and cot- 
tages thickcr strown. 

About five in the evening we left the country of crags and 
precipices, of mists and cataraets, and were entering the fer- 
tile territory of thc Bassanese. It was now I bchcld groves 
of olives, and vines clustering the summits of the tallest 
elms ; pomegranates in every garden, and vases of citron and 
orange beforc almost every door. The softness and transpa- 
reney of the air soon told me I was arrived in happier cli- 
mates; and I fclt sensations of joy and novelty run through 
my veins, upon beholding this smiling land of groves and 
verdurc stretched out beforc me. A fcw hazy vapours, I 
can hardly call them clouds, rested upon thc extremities of 
the landscape; and, through their medium, thc sun cast an 
oblique and dewy ray. Peasants were rcturning home, 
singing as they went, and calling to each other over the hills; 
whilst the women were milking goats before thc wickcts of 
thc cottage, and preparing their country fare. 

I left them enjoying it, and soon behcld thc ancient ram- 
parts and cyprcsses of Bassano ; whose classic appearance 
rccallcd the memory of fonner times, and answcrcd cxactly 
the ideas I had pictured to myself of Italian edifiecs. Though 
encompassed by walls and tuiTcts, neither soldiers nor cus- 
tom-housc officers start out from their concealment, to ques- 
tion and molest a weary traveller, for such is the happincss 
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of the Venetian State, at least of the terra firma provinces, 
that it does not contam, I believe, above four regiments. 
Istria, Dalmatia, and the maritime frontiers, are more for- 
midably guarded, as they touch, you know, the whiskers of 
the Turkish empire. 

Passing under a Doric gateway, we crossed the chief part 
of the town in the way to our locanda, pleasantly situated, 
and commanding a levei green, where people walk and take 
ices by moonlight. On the right, the Francisean church, 
and eonvent, half hid in the religious gloom of pine and cy- 
pressj to the left, a perspective ofwalls and towers rising 
from the turf, and marking it, when I arrived, with long 
shadows, in front; where the kwn terminates, meadow, 
wood, and garden run quite to the base of the mountains. 

Twilight coming on, this beautiful spot swarmed with 
company, sitting in circles upon the grass, refreshing them- 
selves with fruit and sherbets, or lounging upon the bank 
heneath the towers. They looked so free and happy that I 
ionged to be acquainted with them ; and, thanks to a warm- 
hearted old Venetian, (the Senator Querini,) was introduced 
to a group of the principal inhabitants. Our conversation 
ended in a promise to meet the next evening at the villa of 
La Contessa Roberti, about a league from Bassano, and then 
to return together and sing to the praise of Pachierotti, their 
idol, as well as mine. 

You can have no idea what pleasure we mutually found 
in being of the same faith, and believing in one singer; nor 
can you imagine what effeets that musical divinity produced 
at Pádua, where he perfonncd a few years ago, and threw 
his audience into sueh rapturcs, that it was some time before 
they recovered.     One in particular, a lady of distinetion, 
fainted a way the instant she caught the pathetic accents of 
his voice, and was near dying a martyr to its melody.    La 
Contessa, who sings in the truest taste, gave me a detai\ of 
the whole affair.    " Egli ha fatto veramente un fanatismo a 
Pádua/' was her expression.    I assured her we were not 
without idolatry in England, upon his aecount; but that in 
this, as well as in other articles of belief, there were many 
abominable heretics. 
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Contessa, who sings in the truest taste, gave me a detai\ of 
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46 BASSANO. 

LETTER IL 

August Isí, 1780, 

THE whole morning not a soul stirred who could avoid ít 
Those who were so active and lively the night before, were 
mw stretchcd languidly upon their couches. Bein^ to the 
full as idly disposed, I sat down and wrote some° of this 
dreaming epistle; then feasted upon figs and melons; then 
got under the shade of the cypress, and slumhered till eve- 
mng, only waking to dine, and take some ice. 

The sun declining apace, I hastened to my engagement at 
Alosolente (for so is the villa called), placed on a verdant hill 
encircled by others as lovely, and consisting of three !i*ht 
pavihons connected by pórticos : just such as we admire°in 
the fairy scenes of an opera.    A vast ffight of steps leads to 
the summit, where Signora Roberti and her friends reeeived 
me with a grace and politeness that can never want a place 
m my memory.   We rambled over ali the apartments of this 
agreeable edifice, characterised by airiness   and simplieity. 
lhe  pavement   incrusted  with a composition as cool  and 
pohshed   asmarbk;   the   windows,   doors,  and   balconies 
adonied with silver iron work, commanding sccnes of meads 
and woodlands that extend to the shores of the Adriatic • 
s ender towers and cypresses rising above the leveis : and 
the hazy mountains beyond  Pádua,   diversifying the  ex- 
panse, form altogether a landscape which the elegant ima- 
gination of Horizonti never exceeded- 

I gazed on this delightful riew till Ít faded in the dusk ■ 
then returmng to Bassano, repaired to an illuminated hall' 
and heard Signora Roberti sing the very air which had ex- 
cited.such transport at Pádua. As soon as shc had ended a 
band of vanous instrumenta stationed in the open street beean 
a hvcly symphony, which would have deliglited me at anv 
other time; but now, I wished them a thousand lea^ues 
away, so pleasingly melancholy an impression did the air I 
had bcen listening to leave on my mind. 
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At midnight I took leave of my obliging hosts, who were 
just setting out for Pádua. They gave me a thousand kind 
invitations, and I hope some future day to accept them. 

August 2. 
Our route to Venice lay winding about the variegated 

plains I had survcyed from Mosolente ; and after dining at 
Treviso we carne in two hours and a half to Mestre, bctwccn 
grand villas and gardens pcopled with statues. Embarking 
our baggage at the last-mentioned place, we stcpped into a 
gôndola, whose even motion was very agrecable after the 
jolts of a chaise. We were soon qut of the canal of Mestre, 
termmated by an isle which contains a ccll dedicated to the 
Holy Virgin, peeping out of a thicket, whence spire up two 
tal! cypresses. Its bells tinglcd as we passed along and 
dropped some paolis into a nct tied at the end of a polé 
stretched out to us for that purpose. 

As soon as we had doublcd the cape of this diminutive 
ísland, an expanse of sca opencd to our vicw, tlie domes and 
towers of Venice rising from its bosoni. Now we began to 
distinguish Murano, St. Michcle, St. Giorgio in Alga, and 
severa! other islands, detached from the grand clustert which 
I hailed as old acquaintances ; innumerable prints and draw- 
ings having long since made their sliapcs familiar. Still 
ghdnig forward, we every moment distinguished some new 
church or palace in the city, suflused with the rays of the 
setting sun, and rcficctcd with ali their glow of colouring 
from the surface of the waters. 

The air was cahn ; the sky cloudlcss; a faint wind just 
breathmg upon the deep, lightly bore its surface against the 
steps of a chapei in the island of San Sccondo, and waved 
the vwl beforc its portal, as we rowed by and coasted the 
walte of its garden overhung with fig-trees and surmounted 
J\y spreading pines. The convent discovers itsclf through 
tneir branches, built in a style somcwhat morisco, and levei 

w*     SCÍ1J exccPt wlierc the garden intervenes. 
We were now drawing very near the city, and a confuscd 

num began to interrupt the evening stillness; gôndolas were 
continually passing and repassing, and the entrance of the 
n ml "^P10* with alJ its stir and bustle, lay before us. 
uur gondohers turned with much address through a crowd 
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of boats and barges that blocked up the wa\-, and rowcd 
smoothly by tbe side of a broad pavement, covered with 
people in ali dresses and of ali nations. 

Leaving the Palazzo Pesaro, a noble structure with two 
rows of árcades and a superb rustic, behind, we were soon 
landed before the Leon Bianco, which heing situated in one 
of the broadest parts of the grand canal, eommands a most 
striking assemblage of buildings. I have no terms to describe 
the variety of pillars, of pediments, of mouldings, and cor- 
nices, some Grecian, others Saracenic, that adorn these edi- 
fices, of which the peneil of Canaletti conveys so perfeet an 
idea as to render ali verbal description superfluous. At one 
end of this grand scene of perspective appears the Rialto ; the 
sweep of the canal coneeals the other. 

The rooms of our hotel are spacious and cheerful; a lofty 
hall, or rather gallery, painted with grotesque in a very good 
style, perfectly clean, floored with a marble stucco, divides 
tbe house, and admits a refreshing current of air. Several 
windows near the ceiling look into this vast apartment, which 
serves in lieu of a court, and is rendered perfectly luminous 
by a glazed árcade, thrown open to catch the breezes. 
Through it I passed to a balcony which impends over the 
canal, and is twined ronnd with plants forming a green fes- 
toon springing froni two large vases of orange trees placed at 
each end. Here I established myself to enjoy the cool, and 
observe, as well as the dusk would perniit, the variety of figures 
shooting by in their gôndolas. 

As night approached, innumerable tapers glimmered 
through the awnings before the windows. Every boat had 
its lantern, and the gôndolas moving rapidly along were foi- 
lowed by tracks of light, which gleamed and played upon the 
waters. I was gazing at these dancing fires when the sounds 
of music were wafted along the canais, and as they grew 
louder and louder, an illuminated barge, filled with musi- 
cians, issued from the Rialto, and stopping under one of the 
palaces, began a serenado, which stilled every ciam our and 
suspended ali conversation in the galleries and pórticos; till, 
rowing slowly away, it was heard no more. The gondoliers 
catching the air, imitated its cadences, and were answered 
by others at a distance, whose voices, echoed by the arch of 
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the bridge, aequired a plaintive and interesting tone. I re- 
tired to rest, full of the sound ; and long after I was asleep, 
the melody seemed to vibrate in my ear. 

August 3. 
It was not fíve o'clock before I was aroused by a loud din 

of voices and splashing of water under my balcony. Look- 
ing out, I beheld the grand canal so entirely covered with 
fruits and vegetablcs, on rafts and in barges, that I could 
scareely distinguish a wave. Loads of grapes, peaches, and 
melons arrived, and disappeared in an instant, for every 
vessel was in motion; and the crowds of purchasers hur- 
rymg from boat to boat, formed a very iívely picture. 
Amongst the multitudes, I remarked a good many whosc 
dress and earriage announced something above the com- 
mon rank; and upon inquiry I found they were noble 
A enetians, just come from their casinos, aiíd met to re- 
frosh themselves with fruir, before they retired to sleep 
for the day. 

"tt hilst I was observing them, the sun began to colour 
the balustrades of the palaces, and the puré exhilarating air 
of the morning drawing me abroad, 1 procured a gôndola, 
laid in my provision of bread and grapes, and was rowed 
under the Rialto, down the grand canal to the marble stcps 
of S. Maria delia Salute, erected by the Senate in perform- 
ance of a vow to the Holy Virgin, who begged off a 
temble pestilence in 1G30. The great bronze portal opened 
vrlulst 1 was standing on the steps which lead to it, and 
discovered the interior of the dome, where I expatiated in 
sohtude; no mortal appearing except an old priest who 
tmnmed the lamps and muttered a prayer before the 
ugn atar, still wrapt in shadows. The sun-beams began 

to stnke against the windows of the cupola just as I left 
tne church and was wafted across the  waves to the spa- 

JS platform in front of St. Giorgio Magmore, one of the 
most celebrated works of Paliadio. 

^ hen my first transport was  a little subsided, and I 
iaa exammed the graceful design of each particular orna- 
ment, and united the just proportion and grand   effeet of 
™e wiiole in my mind,   I planted   my umbrella  on  the 
laigm   of the sea, and viewcd  at  my  leisure   the  vast 
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range of palaces, of pórticos, of towers, opening on eveiy 
sidc° and extending out of sight. The Doge's palace and 
the tal! columns at the entrance of the place of St. Mark, 
form, together \vith the árcades of the public library, the 
lofty Campanile and the cupolas of the ducal church, one 
of the most striking groups of buildings that art can boast 
of. To behold at one glance these stately fabrics, so il- 
lustrious in the records of former ages, before which, in the 
flourishing times of the republic, so many valiant chiefs 
and princcs liave landed, loaded vith oriental spoils,, was 
a spectacle I had long and ardently desired. 1 thought of 
the days of Frederic Barbarossa, when looking up the 
piazza of St. Mark, along wlrich hc niarched in solemn 
procession, to cast himself at the fect of Alexander the 
Third, and pay a tardy homage to St. Petcr s successor. 
Hcrc wcre no longer those splendid fleets that attended his 
pro<n*ess; one solitary galeass was ali 1 behold, anchored 
opposite the palace of the Doge and surrounded by crovrdsof 
gôndolas, whose sahle hucs contrasted strongly víth its vcr- 
railion oars and shining omamcnts. A party-coloured rnulti- 
tude was continually shifting froni one side of the piazza to 
the other; \vhilst senators and rnagistrates in long black 
robes wcre already arriving to fill thcir respective offices. 

I contemplated the busy sccne from my peacefal platform, 
where nothing stirred hut aged devotees ereeping to their 
dcvotions; and, vrhilst I rernained thus calm and tranquil, 
heard the distant huzz of the tovrn. Fortunatcly some length 
of vraves rolled betveen me and its tuinults; so that I 
ate rny grapes, and read Metastasio, undisturbed by offi- 
ciousness or curiosity.    When the sun becarne too powerful, 
I entered the nave. 

Aftcr I had admired the masterly structure of the roof 
and the lightness of its arches, my eyes naturally directed 
themsclvcs to the paveracnt of white and ruddy marble, 
polished, and  reflecting like a mirror   the columns which 
rise from it.    O ver th is 1 walked to a door that admitted 
me into the principal quadrangle of the eonvent, surrounded 
by a cloistcr   supportcd on Ionic  pillars,  beautifully  pro* 
portioned.    A flight of stairs  opens into the court, adom- 
ed  with balustrades and  pedestais,  sculptured   uritòi ele- 
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gance truly Grecian. This brought me to the refectory, 
where the cheWceuvre of Paul Veronese, representing the 
marriage of Cana in Galilee, was the first object that pre- 
sented itself. I never beheld so gorgeous a group of wcd- 
ding-garments before; there is every variety of fold and 
plait that can possibly be imagined. The attitudes and 
countenances are more uniform, and the guests appear a 
rery genteel, deeent sort of people, well used to the mode 
of their times and accustomed to miracles. 

Having examined this fietitious repast, í east a look on a 
long range of tables covered with voy exeellent realities, 
which the monks were coming to devour with energy, if 
one might judge from their appearance* These sons of 
penitence and mortification possess one of the most spa- 
cious islands of the whole cluster, a princely habitation, with 
gardens and open pórticos, that engross every breath of air; 
and? what adds not a little to the charms of their abode, is 
the facility of making exeursions from it, whenever they have 
a min d. 

The republie, jealous of ecclesiastieal influenee, eonnives at 
these amusing rambles, and, by eneouraging the liberty of 
monks and ehurehmen, prevents their appearing too saered 
and important in the eyes of the people, who have fre- 
qnent proofs of their being mere flesh and blood, and that 
of the frailcst compositiom Had the rest of Italy been of 
the same opinion, and profited as mueh by Fra Paolo's 
maxims, some of its fairest fields would not, at this moment, 
lie uneultivated, and its ancient spirit might liave revived. 
However, I can scarcely think the moment far distant, when 
itwill assert its natural prerogatives, and look back upon 
the_ tiara, with ali its host of scaring phantoms, as the off- 
^pring of a feverish dream, 

Full of propheeies and bodings, I moved slowly out of 
the eloisters; and, gaining my gôndola, arrived, I know not 
now, at the flights of steps which lead to the Kedentore, a 
stmcture so simple and elegant, that I thought myself en- 
tcniig an antique temple, and looked about for the statue 
oi the God of Delphi, or some other graceful divinity. A 
nuge cruciíix of bronze soon brought me to times present. 

lhe cliarm being thus dissolved, I began to pereeive the 
snapcs of rueful martyrs peeping out  of the niches around, 
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and the bushy beards of capuchin friars wagging before the 
altars. Tliese good fathers had decorated the nave with 
orange and citron trees, placed between the piiasters of the 
árcades; and 011 grand festivais, it seems, they turn the 
whole ehureh into a bower, strew the pavement with leaves, 
and festoon the dome with flowcrs. 

I left them occupied with their plants and their devotions. 
It was mid-day, and I begged to be rowed to some woody 
island, where I might dine in shade and tranquillity. My 
gondoliers shot off in an instant; but, though they went at 
a very rapid rate, I wished to advanee still faster, and 
getting into a bark with six oars, swept along the waters, 
soon left the Zeeea and San Marco behind; and, launching 
into the plains of shining sea, saw turrct after turret, and 
isle after isle, fieeting before me. A pale greenish light ran 
along the shores of the distant continent, whose mountains 
seemed to catch the motion of my boat, and to fty with 
equal celerity. 

I had not mu eh time to contemplate the beautiful effects 
on the waters—the emerald and purple hues which gleamed 
along their surface. Our prow struck, foaming, against the 
walls of the Carthusian garden, before I recollected where 
I was, or eould look attentively around me. Permission 
being obtained, í entered this cool retirement, and putting 
aside with my hands the boughs of figs and pomegranates, 
got under an ancient bay-tree on the summit of a little 
knoll, near which several tall pines lift themselves up to 
the breezes. I listened to the conversation they held, with a 
wind just flown from Greece, and eharged, as well as I could 
understand this airy language, with many afteetionate re- 
membrances from their relations 011 Mount Ida, 

I reposed amidst fragrant leaves, fanned by a constant air, 
till it pleased the fathers to send me some provisions, with a 
basket of fruit and wine. Two of them would wait upon 
me, and ask ten thousand questions about Lord George 
Gordon, and the American wai\ I who was deeply engaged 
with the winds, and a thousand agreeable associations ex- 
cited by my Grecian faneies, wished my interrogators in pur- 
gatory, and pleaded ignorance of the Italian language. This 
circumstance extricated me from my embarrassment, and 
proeured me a long interval of repose. 
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LETTER III. 

THE rustling of tlie pines had the same effect as the mur- 
mure of other old story-tellers, and I dozed undisturbed till 
the people without, in the boat, (who wondered not a little, 
I dare say, what was become of me wiíhin,) began a sort of 
chorus m parts, full of such plaintive modulation, that I still 
thought rnyself under the influence of a dream, and, half in 
this world and half in the other, believed, like the heroes of 
Pingai, that I had caught the musie of the spirits of the hill. 

When I was thoroughly convinced of the reality of these 
sounds, I moved towards the sliore whence they proceeded: 
a glassy sea lay before me; no gale ruffled the expanse; 
every breath had subsided, and I beheld the sun go down in 
ali its sacred calrm    You have experienced the sensations 
this moment inspires; imagine what they must have been in 
such a scene, and accompanied with a melody so simple and 
pathetic.    I stepped into my boat, and now instead of encon- 
ragmg the speed of the gondoliers, begged them to abate their 
ardour, and row me lazily home.    They complied, and we 
were near an hour reaching the platform in front of the ducal 
palace, thronged as usual with a variety of nations. I mixed 
a moment with the crowd;  then directed my steps to the 
great mosque, I ought to say the church of St. Mark; but 
really its cupolas, slender pinnacles, and semicircular arches, 
iiaveso oriental an appearance, as to excuse this appellation, 
u\   a moment at the four stately coursers of bronze and 

gola that adorn the chief portal, and then took in, at one 
giance, the whole extent of the piazza, with its towers and 

taiidards.   A more noble assemblage was never exhibited by 
arclntecture.    I envied the good fortune of Petrarch, who 
°< cnbes, in one of bis letters, a tournament held in this 
pnncely opening. 

W?*"?T are the festivals wllich nave been here celebrated. 
wnen Henry the Third left Poland to mount the throne of 
trance, he passed through Venice, and found the Senate 
waiting to  receive him  in their famous square, which  by 
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means of an awning stretehed from the balustrades of oppo- 
site palaces, was inetamorphosed into a vast saloon, spark- 
ling with artificial stars, and spread with the richest carpets 
of the East. What a magnificent idea! The aneient 
Romans, in the zenith of power and luxury, never coneeived 
a greatcr. It is to them, howevcr, the Venetians are in— 
debted for the hint, sinee we read of the Coliseo and Pom- 
pey's theatre being sometimes covered with transparent can- 
vass, to defend the spectators from the heat or sudden rain, 
and to tint the seene with soft agreeable eolours. 

Having enjoyed the general perspective of the piazza, I 
began to enter into partieulars, and examine the bronze 
pedestais of the three standards before the great chureh, de- 
signed by Sansovino in the true spirit of the antique, and 
covered with rilievos, at once bold and elegant. It is also to 
this celebrated architeet we are indebted for the stately 
façade of the Proatratie nuovc, whieh fonns one side of the 
square, and presents an uninterrupted series of árcades and 
marble columns exquisitely wrought. Opposite this magni- 
ficent range appears another line of palaces, whose architee- 
ture, though far removed from the Grecian eleganee of San- 
sovino^ impressos veneration, and completes the pomp of the 
view. 

There is something strange and singular in the Tower or 
Campanile, which rises distinct from the smooth pavement 
of the square, a little to the left as jrou stand before the chief 
entrance of St. Mark's. The design is barbarous, and ter- 
minates in uncouth and heavy pyramids; yet in spite of 
these defects it struck me with awe. A beautiful building 
called the Loggetta, and which serves as a guard-house 
during the eonvocation of the Grand Council, decorates its 
base. Nothing can be more enriehed, more finished than 
this structure; whieh, though far from diminutive, is in a 
manner lost at the foot of the Canrpanile. This cnormous 
fabrie seems to promise a long duration, and will probably 
exhibit Saint Mark and his Lion to tlie latest posterity. 
Both appear in great state towards its summit, and have 
nothing superior, but an archangel perehed on the topmost 
pinnaele, and pointing to the skies. The dusk prevented my 
remarking the various sculptures with which the Loggetta is 
crowded. 
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Crossing the ample space bctween this graceful ediflcc 
and the ducal palaee, I passed through a labyrinth of pil- 
lars and entered the principal court, of which nothing but 
the great outlinc was visible at so late an hour. Two reser- 
voirs of bronze riehly sculptured diversify the área. In front 
a magnifleent flight of steps presents itself, by which the 
senators aseend through vast and solemn eorridors, which 
lead to the interior of the ediflce. The colossal statues of 
Mars and Neptune guard the entrance, and have given the 
appellation of scala dei giganti to the steps below, which I 
mounted not without respect; and, leaning against the 
balustrades, formed like the rest of the building of the rarest 
marbles, contemplated the tutelary divinities. 

My admiration was shortly intcrrupted by one of the 
sbirri, or officers of police, who take their stands after sunset 
before the avenues of the palace, and who told me the gates 
wcre upon the point of being closed. So, hurrying down the 
steps, 1 left a million of delicate sculptures unexplored ; for 
every pilaster, every friezc., every entablature, is inerusted 
with porphyry, verde antique, or some other precious marblc, 
carved into as many grotesque wreaths of foliage as we ad- 
mire in the loggie of Raphael. The various portais, the 
strange projeetions; in short, the striking irregularity of these 
stately piles, delighted me beyond idea; and I was sorry to 
be forccd to abandon them so soon, especially as the twi- 
light, which bats and owls love not better than I do, en- 
larged every portieo, lengthened every colonnade, and in- 
creased the dimensions of the whole, just as imagination de- 
sired. This faculty would have had full seope had I but 
remained an hour longer. The moon would then have 
gleamed upon the gigantie forms of Mars and Neptune, and 
discovered the statues of ancient heroes emerging from the 
gloom of their niches. 

Such an interesting combination of objects, such regai 
scenery, with the reflection that many of their ornaments 
once eontributed to the decoration of Athens, transported me 
beyond myself. The sbirri thought me distracted. True 
enough, I was stallcing proudly about like an actor in an 
ancient Grecian tragedy, lifting up bis hands to the eonse- 
crated fanes and images around, expecting the reply of bis 
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attendant choras, and declaiming the íirst verses of (Edipus 
Tyrannus. 

This fit of enthusiasm was hardly subsided, when I passed 
the gates of the palace into the great square, which reeeived 
a faint gleam from its casinos and palaees, just beginning to 
be lighted up, and to become the resort of pleasure and dissi- 
pation. Numbers werc walking in parties upon the pave- 
ment; some sought the convenient gloom of the porticoes 
with tlteir favourites; others were eamestly engaged in eon- 
versation, and filled the gay illuminated apartments, where 
they resorted to drink eoffee and sorbet, with laughter and 
merriment. A thoughtless giddy transport prevailed; for, 
at this hour, anything like restraint seems perfectly out of the 
question ■ and however solemn a magistrate or senator may 
appear in the day, at night he lays up wig and robe and 
gravity to sleep together, runs intriguing about in his gôn- 
dola, takes the reigning sultana under his arai, and so ram- 
bles half over the town, which grows gayer and gayer as the 
day declines. 

Many of the noble Venetians have a little suite of apart- 
ments in some out-of-the-way comer, near the grand piazza, 
of which their families are totally ignorant. To these they 
skulk in the dusk, and revê! undisturbed with the eompa- 
nions of their pleasures. Jcalousy itself cannot discover the 
alleys, the winding passages, the unsuspected doors, by which 
these retreats are accessible. Many an unhappy lover, 
whose mistress disappears on a sudden witíi some fortunate 
rival, has searched for her haunts in vain. The gondoliers 
themselves, though the prime managers of intrigue, are oftcn 
unacquainted with these interior eabincts. When a gallant 
has a mind to pursue his adventures witli mystery, he rows 
to the piazza, orders his bark to wait, meets his goddess in 
the crowd, and vanishes from ali beholders. Surely, Venice 
is the city in the uni verse best calculated for ginng scope to 
the observations of a devil upon two stieks. What a variety 
of lurking-places would one stroke of his erutch uneover! 

Whilst the higher ranks werc solacing themselves in their 
casinos, the rabble were gathered in knots round the strollers 
and mountebanks, singing and scaramouching in the middíe 
of the  square.    I observed  a  great  number of Orientais 
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amongst the crowd, and heard Turkish and Arabic muttering 
in every comer. Here the Sclavonian dialect predomi- 
nated ; there some Grecian jargon, almost unintelligible. Had 
Saint Mark's church been the wondrous tower, and its piazza 
the ehief square, of the city of Babylon, there could scarcely 
have been a greater eonfusion of languages, 

The novelty of the scene afforded me no small share of 
amusement, and I wandered about from group to group, and 
from one strange exotic to another, asking and being asked 
innumerable ridiculous questions, and settling the politics of 
London and Constantinople, almost in the saine breath. 
This instant I found myself in a circle of grave Armenian 
priest and jewellers; the next amongst Greeks and Dal- 
matians, who accosted me with the smoothest compliments, 
and gave proof that their reputation for pliability and ad- 
dress was not ill-founded. 

í was entering into a grand harum-scarum discourse with 
some Russian counts or princes, or whatever you please, just 
landed with dwarfs, and footmen, and governors, and staring 
like me, about them, when Madame de Rosenberg arrived, 
to whom I had the happiness of being reeommended. She 
presented me to some of the most distinguished of the Ve- 
netian families at their great casino, whicli looks into the 
piazza, and consists of five or six rooms, fitted up in a gay 
fumsy taste, neither rich nor elegant, where were a great 
many lights, and a great many ladies jiegligently dressed, 
their hair falling very freely about them, and innumerable 
adventures written   in   their  eyes.     The   eentlemen   were 

mg upon the sofás or lounging about the apartments. 
The whole assembly seemed upon the verge of gaping, 

till coffee was carried round. This magic beverage diflused a 
temporary animation; and, for a moment or two, eonversa- 
tion moved on with a degree of pleasing extravagance j but 
the flash was soon dissipated, and nothing remained save 
cards and stupidity. 

ín the intervals of shuffling and dealing, some talked 
over the affairs of the grand council with less reserve than I 
expected; and two or three of them asked some feeble 
questions about the late tumults in London. It was one 
0'elock before ali the company were assembled, and I left 
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them at three, still dreaming over their coffee and card- 
tablcs. Trieze is their fa vou ri te game : uno, due, tre} quatro, 
cinqiiCyfantCj cavai/o rc, are eternal ly repeated; the apart- 
ments echoed no other sound. 

I wonder a lively people ean endure such monotony, for I 
have been told the Venetians are remarkably spirited ; and 
so eager in the pursuit of amusement as hardly to allow 
themselves any sleep. Some, for instance, after declaim- 
ing in the Senate, walking an hour m the square, and 
fidgeting about from one casino to another till morning 
dawns, will get into a gôndola, row across the Lagunes, 
take the post to Mestre or Fusina, and jumble over craggy 
pavements to Treviso, breakfast in haste, and rattle baek 
again as if the Devil were charioteer: by eleven the party is 
restored to Venice, resumes robe and periwig, and goes to 
eouneil. 

This may be very true, and yet I will never eite the Ve- 
netians as examples of vivaeity. Their nerves, unstrung b)r 

early debaueheries, allow no natural flow of lively spirits, 
and at best but a few moments of a false and feverish ac- 
tivity. The approaehes of sleep, forced baek by an immo- 
derate use of coffee, render them weak and listless, and the 
facility of being wafted from place to place in a gôndola, 
adds not a little to their indolence. In short, I can scarcely 
regard their Eastern neighbours in a more lazy light; who, 
thanks to their opium and their harems, pass their lives in 
one perpetuai doze. 

LETTER IV. 
August 4th, 1780. 

THE heats were so excessive in the night, that I thought 
m}Tself several times on the point of sufíbcation, tossed about 
like a wounded fish, and dreamt of the Devil and Senegal. 
Towards sunrise, a faint breeze restored me to life and 
reason. 1 slumbered till late in the day, and the moment I 
was fairly awake, ordered my gondolier to row out to the 
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main ocean, that í might pi unge into the waves, and hear 
and see nothing but waters around me. 

We shot off, wound amongst a number of sheds, shops, 
ehurehes, casinos, and palaees, growing immediately out of 
the canais, without any apparent foundation. No quay, no 
terrace, not even a siab is to be seen before the doors; onc 
step brings you from the hall into the bark, and the vesti- 
bules of the stateliest struetures lie open to the waters, and 
butjust above their levei. I observed severa], as I glided 
along, supported by rows of well-proportioned columns, 
adorned with terms and vases, beyond which the eye ge- 
nerally discovers a grand court, and sometimes a garden. 

In about half an hour, we had left the thickest cluster of 
isles behind, and, eoasting the Plaee of St. Mark opposite to 
San Giorgio Maggiore, whose elegant frontispiece was dis- 
tinctly reflected by the ealm waters, launehed into the blue 
expanse of sea, from which rise the Carthusian and two or 
three other woody islands. I hailed the spot wherc I had 
passed sueh a happy visionary evening, and nodded to my 
friends the pines. 

A few minutes more brought me to a dreary, sun-burnt 
shore, stalked over by a few Selavonian soldiers, who in- 
habit a castle liard by, go regularly to an ugly unfinished 
ehurch, and from thence, it is to be hoped, to paradise;as 
the air of their barracks is abominable, and kills them like 
blasted sheep. 

Forlorn as this island appeared to me, I was told it was 
the scene of the Doge's pageantry at the feast of the As- 
cension; and the very spot to which lie sails in the Bueen- 
taur, previously to wedding the sea. You have heard 
enough, and if ever you looked into a show-box, seen full 
sufficient of this gaudy spectaele, without my enlarging 
upon the topic. I shall only say, that I was obliged to 
pursue, partly, the same road as the nuptial procession, in 
order to reach the beach, and was broiled and dazzled ae- 
cordingly. 

At last, after traversing some desert hillocks, ali of a hop 
with toads and locusts (amongst which English heretics have 
the honour of being inteiTed), I passed under an areh, and 
suddenly the boundless plains of oeean opened to my view. 
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I ran to the smooth sands, extcnding on both sidcs put of 
sight, and dashcd into the waves, which werc coursing one 
another with a gcntlc motion, and breaking Hghtly on the 
shorcs. The tide rolled over me as I lay floating about, 
buoyed up by the water, and carricd me wheresoever it 
listed. It might have borne me far out into the main before 
I had bcen aware, so totally was I abandoned to the illusion 
of the moment. My ears were filled with murmuring un- 
decíded sounds; my limbs, stretched languidly on the surge, 
rose or sunk just as it swcllcd or subsided. In this pas- 
sive staíe I remaincd, till tlie sun cast a less intolerable 
light, and the fishing vcssels, lying out in the bay at a great 
distance, spread their sails and wcrc coming liomc. 

Hastcning back over the desert of locusts, I threw myself 
into the gôndola ; and, no wind or wave opposing, was soon 
waftcd across to those vcncrable columns, so conspicuous in 
the Place of St. Mark. Dirccting my course immcdiately 
to the ducal palace, I entercd the grand court, ascending the 
giants' stairs, and examined at my lcisure its bas-reliefs. 
Then, taking the first guide that presented himself, I was 
shown along severa] cloisters and corridors, sustained by in- 
numcrablc pillars, into the state apartments, which Tintorct 
and Paolo Veronesc have covered with the triumphs of their 
country. 

A swarm of lawyers filled the Sala dcl Maggior Consiglio, 
and one of the first advocates in the republic was pleading 
with ali his might, before a solemn row of senators. The 
eycs and ears of the assembly sccmed equally aftected. 
Clouds of powder, and volleys of execrations issuing every 
instant from the disputants, 1 got out of their way; and was 
led from hall to hall, and from picture to picture, with ex- 
emplary resignation. To bc sure, I was hcartily tired, but 
behaved with deceney, having never once expressed how 
much I wished the chefs-d'ceuvre I had been contemplaiing, 
less smoky and numerous. 

At last, I reached once more the colonnades at the en- 
trance, and caught the sea-brecze in the open porticoes which 
front San Giorgio Maggiore. The walls are covered in most 
places with grim visages sculpturcd in marblc, whosc mouths 
gapc for aceusations, and swallow every lie that malice and 

60 VENICE. 

I ran to the smooth sands, extcnding on both sidcs put of 
sight, and dashcd into the waves, which werc coursing one 
another with a gcntlc motion, and breaking Hghtly on the 
shorcs. The tide rolled over me as I lay floating about, 
buoyed up by the water, and carricd me wheresoever it 
listed. It might have borne me far out into the main before 
I had bcen aware, so totally was I abandoned to the illusion 
of the moment. My ears were filled with murmuring un- 
decíded sounds; my limbs, stretched languidly on the surge, 
rose or sunk just as it swcllcd or subsided. In this pas- 
sive staíe I remaincd, till tlie sun cast a less intolerable 
light, and the fishing vcssels, lying out in the bay at a great 
distance, spread their sails and wcrc coming liomc. 

Hastcning back over the desert of locusts, I threw myself 
into the gôndola ; and, no wind or wave opposing, was soon 
waftcd across to those vcncrable columns, so conspicuous in 
the Place of St. Mark. Dirccting my course immcdiately 
to the ducal palace, I entercd the grand court, ascending the 
giants' stairs, and examined at my lcisure its bas-reliefs. 
Then, taking the first guide that presented himself, I was 
shown along severa] cloisters and corridors, sustained by in- 
numcrablc pillars, into the state apartments, which Tintorct 
and Paolo Veronesc have covered with the triumphs of their 
country. 

A swarm of lawyers filled the Sala dcl Maggior Consiglio, 
and one of the first advocates in the republic was pleading 
with ali his might, before a solemn row of senators. The 
eycs and ears of the assembly sccmed equally aftected. 
Clouds of powder, and volleys of execrations issuing every 
instant from the disputants, 1 got out of their way; and was 
led from hall to hall, and from picture to picture, with ex- 
emplary resignation. To bc sure, I was hcartily tired, but 
behaved with deceney, having never once expressed how 
much I wished the chefs-d'ceuvre I had been contemplaiing, 
less smoky and numerous. 

At last, I reached once more the colonnades at the en- 
trance, and caught the sea-brecze in the open porticoes which 
front San Giorgio Maggiore. The walls are covered in most 
places with grim visages sculpturcd in marblc, whosc mouths 
gapc for aceusations, and swallow every lie that malice and 



VEXICE. 61 

rcvcngc can dictatc. I wished for a fcw ears of the samc kind, 
disperscd about the Doge's residence, to which one might 
apply one's own, and catch some account of the mysteries 
within; some little dialogue between the three Inquisitors, 
or debate in the Council of Tcn. 

This is the tribunal which holds the wealthy nobility in 
continuai awc; beforc which they appear with trembling 
and terror : and whosc summons they dare not disobe)'. 
Sometímes, by way of clcmency, it condcmns its victims to 
perpetua] imprisonment, in close, stifling cells, between the 
Icads and beams of the palace; or, umvillhig to spill the 
blood of a fellow-citizcn, generously sinks them into dun- 
geons, deep under the canais which wash its foundations ; 
so that, above and below, its majesty is contaminatcd by 
the abodes of punishment What other sovereign could en- 
dure the idea of having his immediate residence polluted 
with tears ? or revel in his halls, conscious that many of his 
species werc consuming their hours in lamentations above his 
head, and that but a few beams separated him from the 
secne of their tortures ? Howevdr gaily disposcd, could one 
dance with pleasure on a pavement, beneath which lie damp 
and gloomy caverns, whose inhabitants waste away b}r pain- 
fui degrees, and feel themselvcs wholc }rears a-d}ring ? Im- 
prc.ssed by thesc tcrrible ideas, I could not regard the palace 
without hon-or, and wished for the strength of a thousand 
antediltivians, to levei it with the sea, lay open the secret 
recesses of punishment, and admit frec gales and sunshine 
into every dcn. 

Whcn I had thus vented my indignation, I repaired to the 
stattie of Neptune, whom twenty ages ago I should have in- 
voked to second my enterprisc. Once upon a time no deity 
had a freer hand at razing cities. His execution was rc- 
nowncd througliout ali antiquity, and the proudest monarchs 
deprecated the wrath of KPEIÍ2N ENOSIX0Í1N. But, 
Kkc the other mighty ones of ancient days, his reign is past 
and his trident disregarded. FonTicrl}r an}r wild spirit found 
favour in the eyes of fortune, and was led along the career 
of glory to the deliverance of captives and the extirpation of 
monsters ; but, in our degencrate times, this eas}r road to 
fame is no longer open, and the means of producing such 
signal events are perplexed and difficult. 
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Abandoning thcrefore the sad tenants of the Piombi to 
their fate, I left the courts, and steppirig into my bark, was 
rowed down a canal overshadowed by the loíly walls of the 
palace. Beneath these fatal waters the dungcons I have also 
been speaking of are situated. There the wretches lie mark- 
ing the sound of the oars, and counting the free passage of 
every gôndola. , Àbove, a marble bridge, of bold majestic 
architecture, joins the highest part of the prisons to the 
secret galleries of the palace ; from whence criminais are 
conducted o ver the areh to a cruel and m}rstcrious death. I 
shuddered whilst passing below; and believe it is not with- 
out cause, this structure is named PONTE DEI SOSPIRI. 
Horrors and dismal prospects haunted my fancy upon my 
rcturn. I could not dine in peace, so strongly was my ima- 
gination affected; but snatching my pencil, I drew ehasms 
and subterrâneous hollows, the domain of fear and torture, 
with chains, racks, wheels, and drcadful engincs, in the style 
of PiranesL About sunset I went and refreshed myself with 
the cool air and cheerful scenery of the Fondamenti nuovi, a 
vast quay or terrace of whitc marble, which commands the 
whole series of isles, from San Michcle to Torcello, 

*' That rise and glitter o'er the ambient tidc." 

Nothing can be more picturesque than the groups of 
towers and cupolas which they present, mixed with flat 
roofs and low buildings, and now and then a pine or 
cypress. Afar off, a little woody isle, called II Deserto, 
swells from the ocean and diversifies its cxpanse. 

When I had spent a delightful half-hour in viewing the 
distant isles, M. de Benincasa accompanicd me to the Men- 
dicanti, one of the four conservatórios, which giYC the best 
musical education conceivable to near one hundred young 
women. You may imagine how admirably those of the 
Mendicanti in particular are taught, since their establish- 
ment is under the direction of Bertoni, who breathes around 
him the very soul of harmony. The chapei in which \ve sat 
to hear the oratório was dark and solemn ; a screen of lofty 
pillars, formed of black marble and highly polished, venected 
the lamps which burn perpctually before the altar. Every 
tribuno was thronged with people, whose profound silence 
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showed them worthy auditors of this master's music. Here 
were no caekling old women, or groaning Methodists, such as 
infest our English tabemacles, and scare one's ears with hoarse 
eoughs aecompanied by the naso obligato. Ali were still and 
attentive, imbibing the plaintive notes of the voices with 
eagemess; and scarce a countenance but seemed deeply af- 
fected with David's sorrows, the subject of the performance. 
I sat retired in a solitary tribune, and felt them as my own. 
Night carne on before the last chorus was sung, and I still 
seem to hear its sacred melody. 

LETTER V. 
August 18, 1780. 

IT rains; the air is refreshed and I have courage to re-' 
sume m}r pen, which the sultry weather had forced to lie 
dormant so long. I like this odd town of Venice, and fínd 
every day some new amusement in rambling about its innu- 
merable canais and alleys. Sometimes I pry about the great 
ch-urch of Saint Mark, and examine the varicty of marbles 
and mazes of delicate sculpture with which it is covered. 
The cupola, glittering with gold, mosaie, and paintings of 
half the wonders in the Apocalypse, neyer fails to transport 
me to the period of the Eastern empire. I think myself in 
Constantinople, and expect Michael Paleologus \vith ali his 
train. One circumstance alone prevents mjr observing half 
the treasures of the place, and holds down my fancy just 
springing into the air : I mean the vile stench which exhales 
from every recess and comer of the edifice., and which ali the 
incense of the altars cannot subdue. 

When no longer able to endure this noxious atmosphere, 
I rim up the Campanile in the piazza, and seating myself 
amongst the pillars of the galler}7, breathe the fresh gales 
which blow from the Adriatic ; survey at my leisure ali 
Venice beneath me, with its aznre sea, white sails, and long 
tracts of islands shining in the sun.    Having thus laid in a 
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provision of wholesome brcezes, I brave the vapours of the 
canais, and venture into the most curious and murky quar- 
tcrs of the city, in search of Turks and Infidels, that I may 
ask as many questions as I please about Cairo and Damascus. 

Asiatics íind Venice vcry mueh to their taste, and ali 
those I eonversed with allowed its eustoms and style of liv- 
ing bad a good dcal of conformity to their own. The eterna) 
]ounging in cofYee-houses and sipping of sorbets agree perfectly 
well with the inhabitants of the Ottoman cmpire, who stalk 
ahout here in their proper dresses, and smoke their own exo- 
tie pipes, without being stared and wondered at as in most 
other European capitais. Some few of these Orientais are 
eommunicative and enlightened; but, generally speaking, 
they know nothing beyond the rule of three, and the coin- 
monest transactions of mercantile affairs. 

The Greeks are by far a more lively generation, still re- 
taining their propensity to works of genius and imagination. 
Mctastasio lias been lately translated into their modem lan- 
guage, and some obliging papa or other lias had the patienee 
to put the long-windcd romance of Clelia into a Grecian dress. 
I saw two or three of these volumes cxposed on a stall, under 
the grand árcades of the public libmry, as I went one day to 
admire the antiques in its vcstibules. 

Whilst I was intent upon my oecupation, a little door, I 
nevcr should have suspected, fiew open, and out popped Mon- 
sieur de Viloison, from a place where nothing, 1 believc, but 
broomsticks and certain other utensils wcre evcr before depo- 
sitcd. This gentleman, the most active investigator of Homer 
since the days of the good bishop of Thessaloniea, bespatters 
you with more lcaming in a minute than others communicate 
in half a year; quotes A rabie, Greek, Hcbrcw, S)'riacJ SCQ. 
with formidable flueney; and drove me from one end of the 
room to the other with a storm of erudition. Syllables fell 
thiekcr than hailj and in an instant I found mysclf so weighed 
down and eovered, that I prayed, for mercy's sake, to be in- 
trodueed, by way of respite, to a Laplander whom he leads 
about as a euriosity; a poor hannlcss good sort of a soul, 
ealm and indifferent, who lias acquired the words of several 
Oriental languages to perfection : ideas hc has in nonc. 

Wc went ali together to view a collection of medals in 
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one of the Gradanigo palaees/and two or thrce incstimable 
volumes, filled with paintings that rcprescnt the dress of the 
ancient Venetians ; so that I had an opportunity of observing 
to perfection ali the Lapland nothingness of my eompanion. 
What a perfeet void l Cold and silcnt as the polar regions, 
not one passion ever throbbed in his bosom; not one bright 
ray of faney ever glittered in his mind; without love or 
anger, pleasure or pain, his days flcet smoothly along; ali 
things eonsidered, I must confess I envied such eomfortable 
apathy. 

After having passed an instruetive hour in examining the 
medals and drawings, M. de Viloison proposed condueting 
me to the Armenian eonvent, but I begged to be excused, 
and went to San Giovanni e Paolo, a ehureh to be held most 
holy in the amiais of painting, since it contains that master- 
piece of Titian, the martyrdom of the hermits St. Paul and 
St. Peter. 

In the evening I rowcd out as usual, 

" On the clear hyaline, the glassy sea," 

to observe the efTect of sunset on the tufted gardens of the 
Giudeca, and to eontemplate the distant Enganean hills, once 
the happiest region of Italy; where wandering nations en- 
joyed the simplieity of a pastoral life, long beforc the arrival 
of Antenor. In these primeval days decp forests and exten- 
sive pastures eovered the shores of the Adriatie, and innu- 
merable flocks hung on the bnnv of the mountains. This 
golden period ended upon the ineursion of the Trojans and 
Hencti; who, led by Antenor, drove away the unfortunate 
savages, and possessed themselves of their habitations. 

LETTER VI. 

I AM just returned from visiting the islcs of Burano, Tor- 
cello, and Mazorbo, distant about five miles from Venicc. 
To these amphibious spots the Romans, inhabitants of 
eastcrn Lombardy, fled from the rapine of Attila; and, if 
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we may bèlieve Cassiodorus, there was a time when they 
presented a beautiful appearance. Beyond them, on thc 
coast of the Lagunes, rose the once populous city of Altina, 
with its six stately gates, whieh Dandolo mentions. Its 
neighbourhood was scattered with innumerable villas and 
temples, eomposing altogether a prospeet which Martial com- 
pares to Baiae: 

" /Emula Baianis Altini liltora villis." 

But this agreeable scene, like so marty others, is passed 
entirely away, and has left nothing, except heaps of stones and 
mis-shapen fragments, to voueh for its former magniflcence. 
Two of the islands, Costanziaco and Amiano, that are ima- 
gined to have contained the bowers and gardens of the Alti- 
natians, have sunk beneath the waters; those which remain 
are scarcely worthy to rise above their surface. 

Though I was persuaded little was left to be seen above 
ground, I could not deny myself the imaginary pleasure of 
treading a comer of the earth once so adornedandeultivated; 
and of walking over the roofs, perhaps, of undiscovered pa- 
laces. M. de R. to whom I communieated my ideas, entered 
at once into the scheme; hiring therefore a peiotte, we took 
some provisions and music (to us equally neeessaries of life) 
and launched into the canal, between Saint Miehael and 
Murano. Our instruments played several delightful airs, that 
called fortli the inhabitants of every island, and held them in 
silence, as if spell-bound, on the edge of their quays and 
terraees, till we were out of hearing. 

Leaving Murano far behind, Venice and its world of tur- 
reis began to sink on the horizon, and the low desert isles be- 
yond Mazorbo to lie stretehed out before us. Now we 
beheld vast wastes of purple flowers, and could distinguish 
the low hum of the insects which hover above them ; sueli 
was the stillness of the place. Coasting these solitary fields, 
we wound amongst several serpentine canais, bordered by 
gardens of figs and pomegranates, with neat Indian-looking' 
inclosures of cane and reed: an aromatic plant, which the 
people justly dignify with the title of marine incense, clothes 
the margin of the waters. It proved very servieeable in sub- 
duing a musky odour,  which attacked us the moment we 
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landed, and which procccds froni serpents that lurk in thc 
hedgcs. Tlicse animais, say thc gondolicrs, defend immense 
trcasures which lie buricd under thc ruins. Woe to thosc 
who attempt to invade thcm, or to pr)r too cautiously about! 

Not choosing to be devoured, \vc lcft many a mound of 
fragrocnts unnoticcd, and madc thc bcst of our way to a 
little green, bounded on one side by a miserable shcd, deco- 
rated with thc name of the Podesta's residencc, and on thc 
othcr by a circular church. Some remains of tolerable 
antique sculpturc are enchased in the walls; and the dome. 
supported by pillars of a smooth Grecian marble, though un- 
couth and ill-proportioncd, impresses a sort of veneration, 
and transports the faney to thc twilight glimmcring períod 
when it was raised. 

Having survcycd what little was visiblc, and givcn as 
much career to our iniaginations as thc scenc inspircd, we 
walkcd over a soil composed of crumbling bricks and ceinent 
to thc catliedral; whose arches, in the ancient Roman style, 
convinced us that it dates at kast as high as the sixth or 
seventli century. 

Nothing can wcll be more fantastic than thc ornaments 
of this strueture, formed from the ruins of the Pagan tcmples 
of Altina, and incrusted with a gilt mosnic, likc that which 
covers our Edward the Confessora tomb. The pavement, 
composed of various precious marbles, is richer and more 
beautifid than one could have expected., in a place where 
every other object savours of thc grossest barbarism. At 
thc farther end, beyond the altar, appeavs a semicircular 
niche, with seats like the gradines of a diminutive amphi- 

' theatre ; above rise the quaint forms of the apostlcs, in red. 
blue, green, and black mosaic, and in thc midst of thc group 
a sort of marble chair, cool and pcnitcntial enough, where 
^aint Lorenzo Giustiniani sat to hold a provincial council, 
the Lord knows how long ago! Thc fount for holy water 
stands by thc principal entrance, fronting this curious re- 
cess, and scems to have belonged to some placc of Gcntilc 
worship. The figures of horned imps clinging round its 
^des, more devilish,, more Egyptian, than any I ever beheld. 
Thedragons on old china are not more whimsical; filled with 
bats' blood it would have becn an admirable present to thc 
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sabbath of witches, and have cut a capital figure in their 
orgies. The sculpture is not the most delieate, but I cannot 
say a great deal about \t3 as very little Hght rcaches the spot 
where it is fixed : indeed, the whole chnrch is far from lumi- 
nous, its Windows being narrow and near the roof, with shut- 
ters composed of blocks of marble, which notliing but the 
whirlwinds of the last day3 one should think, would move 
from their hínges. 

By the time we had examined every no ok and comer of 
this singular edifiee., and tried to catch some smal) portion of 
sanctity by sitting in San Lorenzo's chair, dinner was pre- 
pared in a neighbouring convent, and the nuns, allured by 
the sound of our flutes and oboés, peeped out of their cells 
and showed themselves by dozens at the grate. Some few 
agreeable faces and interesting eyes enlivened the dark sister- 
hood; ali seemed to catch a gleam of pleasure from the 
musie; two or three of them, probably the last immured, let 
fali a tear, and suffered the recollection of the world and its 
profane joys to interrupt for a moment their sacred tran- 
quillity. 

We stayed till thesun was low, on purpose that they 
raight listen as long*as possible to a harmony which seemed 
to issue, as the old ahbess expressed herself, from the gates 
of paradise ajar. A tliousand benedictions consecratcd our 
departure; twilight carne on just as we entered the bark and 
rowed out upon the waves, agitated by a fresh gale, but fear- 
ing nothing under the protection of Santa Margherita, whose 
good wíshes our music had secured. 

In two hours we were safely landed at the Fondamenti 
nuovij and went immediately to the Mendicanti, where they * 
were performing the oratório of Siscra. The composer, a 
young man, had displáyed great fire and originality in this 
performance; and a knowlcdge of character seldom found in 
the most celebratcd masters. The supplication of the thirsty 
chieftain, and Jael's insinuating arts and pious treachery, are 
admirably expressed ; but the agitation and boding slumbers 
which precede his death, are imagined in the highest strain 
of genius. The terror and agony of his drcams made me 
start, more than once, from my seat; and ali the horrors oi" 
his assassination seemed full before me. I 

68 VJBNICE. 

sabbath of witehes, and have cut a capital figure in their 
orgies. The sculpture is not the most delieate, but I cannot 
say a great deal about it, as very little light reaches the spot 
where it is fixed : indeed, the whole church is far from lumi- 
nous, its windows being narrow and near the roof, with shut- 
ters composed of blocks of marble, which nothing but the 
whirhvinds of the last day3 one should think, would move 
from their hinges. 

By the time we had examined every nook and corner of 
this singular edifice., and tried to catch some small portion of 
sanctity by sitting in San Lorenzo's chair, dinner was pre- 
pared in a neighbouring convento and the nuns, allured by 
the sound of our flutes and oboés, peeped out of their cells 
and showed themselves by dozens at the grate. Some few 
agreeable faces and interesting eyes enlivened the dark sister- 
hood; ali seemed to catch a gleam of pleasure from the 
musie ; two or three of thern, probably the last immured, let 
fali a tear, and suffered the recollection of the world and its 
profane joys to interrupt for a moment their sacred tran- 
quillity. 

We stayed till the'sun was low, on purpose that they 
raight listen as long*as possible to a harmony which seemed 
to issue, as the old ahbess expressed herself, from the gates 
of paradise ajar. A thousand benedictions consecratcd our 
departure; twilight caine on just as we entered the bark and 
rowed out upon the waves, agitated by a fresh gale, but fear- 
ing nothing under the protectíon of Santa Margherita, whose 
good wishes our music had secured. 

In two hours we were safely landed at the Fondamenti 
nuovij and went immediately to the Mendieanti, where they 
were performing the oratório of Siscra. The composer, a 
young man, had displáyed great fire and originality in this 
performance; and a knowlcdge of character seldom found in 
the most celebratcd masters. The supplication of the thirsty 
chieftain, and Jael's insinuating arts and pious treachery, are 
admirably expressed ,• but the agitation and boding slumbers 
which precede his death, are imagined in the highest strain 
of genius. The terror and agony of his drcams made me 
start, more than once, from my seat; and ali the horrors ol" 
his assassination seemed full before me. 



THE  BRENTA. 69 

Too mueh applause eannot be given to the Marchetti, wh o 
sang the part of Sisera, and seconded the composer's ideas by 
the raost feeling and spirited exeeution. There are few 
things I shall regret more on leaving Veniee, tlian this con- 
servatório. Whenever I am musically given, I fly to it, and 
hear the most striking finales in Paesiello^s and Anfossi's 
operas, as long and often as I please. 

The sight of the orehestra stil! makes me smile. You 
know, I suppose, it is entirely of the feminine gender, and 
that nothing is more eommon than to see a delieate white 
hand journeying aeross an enormous double bass, or a paír of 
roseate eheeks puffing, with ali their efforts, at a French 
horn. Some that are grown old and Amazonian, who have 
abandoned their íiddles and their lovers, take vigorously to 
the kettle-drum; and one poor limping lady, who had been 
crossed in love, now makes an admirable figure on the bas- 
soon. 

Good night! I am quite exhausted with eomposing a 
chorus for this angelie ehoir. The poetry I send you. The 
music takes up too mueh room to travei at present. One 
day or other, perhaps, we may hear it in some dark grove, 
when the moon is eelipsed and naturein alarm. 

This is not the last-letter you would reeeive from Veniee, 
were I not hurrying to Lueca, where Paeehierotti sings next 
week, in Bertoni's opera of Quinto Fábio. 

LETTER VII. 

I WAS sorry to leave Veniee, and regretted my peaeeful 
exeursions upon the Adriatie. No bright rays illuminated 
my departure, the sun was coneealed in elouds; but the cool- 
ness and perfume of the air niade ample amends for his 
absenee. 

About an hour's rowing from the isle of Saint Giorgio in 
Alga, brought us to the coast of Furam, right opposite the 
opening where the Brenta mixes with the sea* This river 
flows calmly between banks of verdure, crowned by poplars, 
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with vines twining round every stalk, and depending from 
tree to tree in beautiful festoons. Beds of mint and iris 
clothe tlie brink of the stream, except where interrupted by 
a tall growth of reeds and osiers. The morning continuedto 
lower as we advanced; scarce a wind ventured to breathe; 
ali was still and plaeid as tlie surfaee of the ri ver. No sound 
struck my ears except the bargemen hallooing to open the 
sluices, and deepen the water. 

As yet I had not pereeived an habitation, nor any other 
objects than green inelosures and íields of Turkish eorn, 
shaded with vines and poplars. It grew late before we glided 
along by the Mira, a village of palaees, whose courts and gar- 
dens, as magnificent as statues, terraces, and vases can make 
them, are far from composing a rural prospect. 

Such artificial scenery not engaging much of my attention, 
we stayed no longer than our dinner required, and reaehed 
the Dolo an hour before sun-set. Passing the great sluices, 
whose gates opened with a thundering noise, we continued 
our course along the peaeeful Brenta, winding its broad full 
stream through impenetrable copses. Day was about to close 
when we reaehed Fiesso; and it being a misty evening, í 
could scarcely distinguish the poinpous façade of the Pisani 
palace. That of Cornaro, where we were engaged to sup, 
looks upon a broad mass of foilage which I contemplated with 
pleasure as it sank in the dusk. 

We walked a long while under a pavilion stretehed before 
the entrance, breathing the freshness of the wood after a 
showor which had lately fallen. The Galuzzi sang some of 
her father Ferandini's compositions with surprising energy; 
lier eheek was flushed, her eyes glistened; the whoie tone of 
lier coimtenance was that of a person rapt and inspired. I 
forgot both time and place while she was singing- The night 
stole imperceptibly away, before I awoke from my trance. 

I do not recollect ever to have passed an evening, which 
every cireumstance eonspired to render so full of charm. In 
general, my musieal pleasures suffer terrible abatements from 
the phlegm and stupidity of my neighbourhood; but here, 
every one seemed to catch tlie flame, and to listen with re- 
ciprocai delight. Marietta Cornaro, whose lively talents are 
the boast of the Venetians, threw quiek around her the 
glancing fires of genius. 
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What with the song of the Galuzzi, and those íntellectual 
meteors, I scarcely knew to what element I was transported, 
and doubted for severa! moments, whether I was not fallen 
into a celestial dream: to wake was painful, and it was not 
without much lingering reluctance I left these scenes of en- 
chantment and fascination, repeating with melaneholy ear- 
nestness that pathetic sonnet of Petrarch's— 

O giorno, o ora, o ultimo momento, 
O stclle congiuratc a' impovcrirme ! 
O fido sguardo, or clic volei lu dirmc, 
Partcnd' io, per non csser mai conlenlo 1 

LETTER VIII. 

THE splendour of the rising sun, for onee in my life, drew 
Httle of my attention. I was too deeply plunged in my re- 
veries, to notice the landscape which lay before me; and the 
walls of Pádua presented themselvcs some time ere I was 
aware. At any other moment, how sensibly should I have 
been affected with their appearance! How many ideas of 
Antenor and his Trojans, would havc thronged into my 
memory 1 but now I regarded the scene with indifierenee, 
and passed man}r a palace, and many a woody garden, with 
my eyes riveted to the ground. The first object that ap- 
peared upon lifting them up, was a confused pile of spires and 
cupolas, dedicated to blessed Saint Anthony, one of whose 
most eloquent sermons the great Addison lias translated con 
amorc, and in his very best manner. 

You are too well apprised of the veneration I have always 
entertained for this inspired preacher, to doubt that I imme- 
diately repaired to his shrine. Mine was a disturbed spirit, 
and required ali the balm of Saint Anthony's kindness to ap- 
pease it. Perhaps you vrill say I had better have gone to 
bed, and applicd myself to my sleepy friend, the pagan divi- 
nity. It is probable that you are in the right; but I eould 
not retireto rest without first venting some portion of efíer- 
vescence in sighs and supplications. The nave was filled 
with decrepit women and feeble children, kneeling by baskets 
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of vegetables and other provisions ; which, by good Anthony*s 
interposition, they hoped to sell advantageously in the eourse 
of the day. Beyond these, nearer the ehoir, and in a gloomier 
part of the edifiee, lcnelt a row of rueful penitents, smiting 
their breasts, and lifting their eyes to heaven. Further on, 
in front of the dark reeess, where the saered relies are depo- 
sited, a few desperate, melancholy sinners lay prostrate. 

To these I joined myself. The sun-beams had not yet 
penetrated into this religious quarter; and the only light it 
reeeived proceeded from the golden lamps, which hang in 
elusters round the sanctuary. A lofty altar, deeked with the 
most lavish magnifieenee, supports tlie shrine. Those wh o 
are profoundly touched with its sanetity, may approaeh, and 
walking round, look through the erevices of the tomb, which, 
it is observed, exude a balsamic odour. But supposing a 
traveller ever so heretieal, I would advise him by no means 
to neglect this pUgrimage; sinee cvery part of the reeess he 
visits is decorated with exquisite seulptures. Sansovino and 
other renowned artists have vied witli eaeli other in carving 
the alto rilievos of the árcade, which, for design and execu- 
tion, would do honour to the sculptors of antiquity. 

Having obsenred these objeets with less exaetness thai 
they merited, I hastened to the inn, luckily hard by, and on< 
of the best I am aequainted with. Here I soon fell asleep in 
defiance of sun-shine. It is true my slumbers were not fc 
little agitated. The saint had been deaf to my prayer, and I 
still found m}'self a frail, infatuated mortal. 

At five I gotup; we dined, and afterwards searcely know- 
ing nor much caring, what became of us, we strolled to tho 
great hall of the town; an enormous edifice, larger consider- 
ably than that of Westminster, but free from stalis, or shops, 
or nests of litigation. The roof, one spaeious vault of brown 
timber, casts a solemn gloom, which was still inereased by 
the lateness of the hour, and not diminisbed by the wan 
light, admitted through the windows of pale blue glass. The 
size and shape of this colossal chamber, the arching of the 
roof, with enormous rafters stretehing across it, and, above 
ali, the watery gleams that glaneed through the dull case- 
ments, possessed my faney with ideas of Noah*s ark, and 
almost persuaded me I beheld that extraordinary vessel. The 
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representation one sees of it in many an old Dutch Bible, 
seems to be formed upon this very modèl, and for severa] 
moments I indulged the chimera of imagining myself confined 
within its precincts. Could I but choose my companions, I 
should have no great objeetion to encounter a deluge, and to 
float away a few months upon the waves í 

We remained till night waiking to and fro in the ark; ít 
vras then full time to retire, as the guardian of the plaee was 
by no means formed to divino our diluvian ideas. 

LETTER IX. 

IMMEDIATELY after breakfast we went to St. Justina's. 
Both extremities of the cross aisles are teiminated by altar- 
tombs of very remote antiquity, adorned with uncouth sculp- 
tures of the Evangelists, supported by wreathed columns 
of alabaster, round which, to my no small astonish- 
ment, four or five gawky fellows were waddling on their 
knees, persuaded, it seems, that this strange devotion would 
cure the rheumatism, or any other aches with which tliey 
were afBicted. You can have no conception of the ridiculous 
attitudes into which they threw themselves; nor tlie diffi- 
culty with which they squeezed along, between the middle 
column of the tomb and those which surround it. No cri- 
minal in the pillory ever exhibited a more rueful appearanee, 
no swine ever scrubbed itself more fervently than these in fá- 
tua ted lubbers. 

I left them hard at work, taking more exercise than had 
been their lot for many a day; and, mounting into the organ 
gallery, listened to Turmas * music with infinite satisfaction. 
The loud harmonious tones of the instrument filled the whole 
edifice; and, being repeated by the echoes of its lofty domes 
and arches, produced a wonderful effect. Turini, aware of 
this circumstance, adapts his compositions with great intelli- 
gence to the plaee. Nothing can be more original than his 
style.    Deprived of sight by an unhappy accident, in the 

* A nephew of Bertoni, tlie celebrated composer. 
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flower of his days, he gave up his entire soul to musie, and 
can scarcely be sai d to exist, but from its mediums. 

When we came out of St. Justina's, the azure of the sky 
and the softness of the 'air inclined us to think of some ex- 
cursion. Where could I wkh to go, but to the place in which 
I had been so delighted ? Besides, it was proper to make the 
Cornaro another visit, and proper to see the Pisani palace, 
which happily I had before negleeted. Ali these proprieties 
considered, Madame deR. accompanied me to Fiesso. 

The sun was just sunk when we arrived. The whole 
ether in a glow, and the fragrance of the arched citron alleys 
deliglitful. Beneath them I walked in the cool, till the Ga- 
luzzi began once more her enchanting melody. She sang till 
the fineness of the weather tempted us to quit the palace for 
the banks of the Brenta. A profound calm reigned upon 
the woods and the waters, and moonlight added serenity to a 
scene naturally peaceful. 

We supped late: before the Galuzzi had repeated the 
airs which had most affected me, morning began to dawn. 

September 8th. 
The want of sound repose, after my return home, had 

thrown me into a feverish and impatient mood. I had 
scarcely snatched some slight refreshment, before I flew to 
the great organ at St. Justina's ; but tried this time to com- 
pose myself, in vain. 

Madame de Rosenberg, finding my endeavours unsuccessful, 
proposed, by way of diverting my attention, that we should 
set out immediately for one of the Euganean hills, about six 
or seven miles from Padua3 at the foot of which some antique 
baths had been very lately discovered. I consented without 
hesitation, little concerned whither I went, or what happened 
to me, provided the scene was often shifted. The lanes and 
inclosures we passed, in our road to the hills, appeared in ali 
the gaiety that verdure, flowers, and sun-shine could give 
them. But my pleasures were overcast, and I beheld every 
object, however cheerful, through a dusky médium. 

Deeplj' engaged in conversation, distance made no impres- 
sion, and I found myself enteiing the meadow, over which 
the ruins are scattered, whilst I imagined myself several 
miles distant.    No scene could be more smiling than this 
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which here presented itself, or answer, in a fuller degree, the 
ideas I had ahvays formed of Italy. 

Leaving our carriage at the entrance of the meadow, we 
traversed its surface, and shortly perecived among the grass, 
an oblong basin, incrusted with puré white marble. lilost of 
the slabs are large and perfeet, apparently brought from 
Greece, and still retaining their polished smoothness. The 
pipes to convey the waters are still perfectly discernible; in 
short. the whole ground-plan may be easily traeed. Near the 
principal bath, we remarked the platforms of several circular 
apartinents, paved with mosaic, in a neat simple taste, far 
from inelegant. Weeds have not yet sprung up amongst 
the creviees; and the freshness of the min everywhere 
shows that it has not long been exposed. 

Theodoric is the prince to whom these struetures are at- 
tributed; and Cassiodorus, the prime ehronieler of the 
countr)r, is quoted to maintain the supposition. M}r spirit 
was too mueh engaged to make any learned parade, or to 
dispute upon a subject, which í abandon, with ali its im- 
portance, to calmer and less impatient minds. 

Having taken a cursory view of the ruins, we ascended 
the hill just above them, and surve3red a prospect of the sanie 
nature, though in a more lovely and expanded st}Tle than 
that which I beheld from Mosolente. Pádua crowns the 
landscape, with its towers and cupolas rising from a continued 
grove; and, from the drawings I have seen, I should con- 
jecture that Damascus presents somewhat of a similar ap- 
pearance. 

Taking our eyes off this extensive prospect, we brought 
them home to the fragments beneath our feet. The walls 
exlnbit the opus reticidatum so eommon in the environs of 
ittples. A sort of terrace, with the remaining bases of 
colunms which encircle the hill, leads me to imagine here 
were formerly árcades and pórticos, constructed for enjoying 
the yiew ; for on the summit I could trace no vestiges of any 
considerable edifice, and am therefore inclined to conelude, 
that nothing more than aeolonnade surrounded the hill, lead- 
mg perhaps to some slight fane, or pavilion, for the reereation 
of the bathers below. 

A profusion of aromatic flowers covered the slopes, and ex- 
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haled additional perfumes, as the sun declined, and the still 
hour approached, which was wont to spread over my mind a 
divine composure, and torestore the tranquillity I might have 
lost in the day.    But now it diffused its reviving coolness in 
vain, and I remaincd, if possible, more sad and restless than 
before. 

Seplember 9lh. 
You may imagine how I felt when the hour of leaving 

Pádua drew near. It happened to be a festival, and high 
mass was celebrated at the great church of Saint Anthony 
in ali its splendour. The ceremony was about half over 
when such a peai of thunder reverberated through the 
vaults and cupolas, as I expected would have shaken th em 
to their foundations. The principal dome appeáred invested 
with a sheet of fire; and the efYeet of terror produced upon 
the majority of the congregatiori, by this sudden lighting up 
of the most gloomy recesses of the edifice, was so violent 
that they rushed out in the wildest eonfusion. Had my faith 
been less lively, I should have followed their example ; but, 
absorbed in the thought of a separation from those to whom 
I felt fondly attached, I remaincd till the ceremony ended; 
then took leave of Madame de R. with heartfelt regret, and 
was driven away to Vicenza. 

Sepíeraber lOth. 

The morning being ovcrcast, I went to Palladio's theatre. 
It is impossible to conceive a structure more truly classical, 
or to point out a single ornament which has not the best an- 
tique authority. I am not in the least surprised that the 
citizens of Viccnza enthusiastically gave in to this great 
architecfs plan, and sacrificed large sums to erect so beautiful 
a model. When finished, they prpcured, at a vast expense, 
the representation of a Grecian tragedy, with its chorus and 
majestic decorations. 

After I had mused a long while in the most retired recess 
of the edifice, fancying I had penetrated into a real and per- 
fect monument of antiquity, which till this moment had re- 
mained undiscovered, we set out for Verona. The situation 
is striking and picturesque. A long line of battlemented 
walls, flanked by venerable towers, mounts the hill in a 
grand irregular sweep, and  incloses the city with many a 
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mained undiscovered, we set out for Verona. The situation 
is striking and picturesque. A long line of battlemented 
walls, flanked by venerable towers, mounts the hill in a 
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VERONA. 77 

woody garden, and grove of slender cyprcss. Beyond rises a 
gronp ofmountains; opposite to which aplain presents itself, 
deeked with ali the variety of meads and thickets, olive- 
grounds and vineyards. 

Amongst tliese our road kept winding till we entered the 
eity gate, and passed (tlie post knows how many streets and 
alleys in the way I) to the inn, a lofty handsome-looking 
building; but so full that we were obliged to take up witíi an 
apartment on its very summit, open to ali the winds, like the 
magie ehamber Apuleius mentions, and commanding the 
roofs of half Verona. Here and there a pine shot up amongst 
them, and the shady hills, terminating the perspective of 
walls and turreis, formed a romantie seene. 

Plaeing onr table in a balcony, to enjoy the prospeet with 
greater freedom, we feasted upon fish from the Lago di 
Guarda, and the delieious fruits of the eountry. Thus did I 
remain, solaeing myself, breathing the eool air, and remark- 
ing the tints of the mountains. Neither paintings nor 
antiques couldtempt me from my aerial situation; I refused 
hunting out the famous works of Paul Veronese seattered 
over the town, and sat like the owl in the Georgies, 

Solis et occasurn servans de culmine summo. 

Twilight drawing on, I left my haunt, and stealing down 
stairs, inquired for a guide to eonduet me to the amphi- 
theatre, perhaps the most entire monument of Roman days. 
The people of the house, instead of bringing me a quiet pea- 
sant, omeiously delivered me up to a professed antiquary, 
one of those precise plausible young nien, to whom, God help 
me ! 1 have so capital an aversion. This sweet spark dis- 
played ali his little erudition, and flourished away upon 
cloacas and vomitoriums with eternal flueney. He was very 
profound in the doctrine of coiiduits, and knew to admiration 
how tlie filthiness of ali the amphitheatre was disposed of. 

But pereeiving my inattention, and having just grace 
enough to remark that I chose one side of the street when 
he preferred the other, and sometimes trotted through despair 
in the kenneljie made me a pretty bow, I threw him half-a- 
erown, and seeing the ruins before me, traversed a gloomy 
árcade and emerged alone into the arena.    A smooth turf 
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78 VERONA. 

eovers its surface, from which a spaeious swecp of gradines 
rises to a majestic elevation. Four arches, with their simple 
Doric ornament, alone remam of the grand circular árcade 
which once crowned the highcst seats of the amphitheatre; 
and, had it not been for Gothic violenee, this part of the 
structure would have equally resisted the ravages of time. 
Nothing can be more exact than the preservation of the gra- 
dines; not a block has sunk from its place, and whatcver 
trifling injuries they may have reccivcd havc bcen carcfnlly 
repaired. The two chicf entrances are rebuilt with solidity 
and closed by portais, no passage being permittcd through the 
amphitheatre except at publie shows and reprcsentations, 
somctimcs still given in the arena. 

When I paccd slowly across it, silenee rcigned undis- 
turbed, and nothing moved, except the weeds and grasses 
which skirt the walls and tremble with the faintest breeze. 
Throwing myself upon the grass in the middle of the arena, I 
enjoyed the freedom of my situation, its profound stillness 
and solitude. How long I remained shut in by endlcss gra- 
dines on every side, wrapped as it were in the recollections of 
perished ages, is not worth noting down; but when I passed 
from the amphitheatre to the opening before it, night was 
drawingon, and the grand outline of a terrific feudal fortress, 
once inhabited by the Scaligeri, alone dimly visil)le. 

September lllh. 
Traversing once more the grand piazza, and casting a last 

glance upon the ampliitheatre, wc passed under a lofty arch 
which terminates the perspective, and left Verona by a wide, 
irregular, picturesque strect, commanding, whenever vou look 
baek, a striking scene of towers, cypress, and mountains. 

The country, between this bcautiful Xovm and Mantua, 
presents one continued grove of dwarfish mulbcrrics, witli 
here and there a knot of poplars, and somctimcs a miscrable 
shed, Mantna itself rises out of a morass formed by the 
Mincio, whosc course, in most places, is so cliokcd up with 
reeds as to bc scarcely discernible. It requires a creative ima- 
gination to discover any charms in such a prospect, and a 
strong prepossession not to be disgusted with the scenc where 
Virgil was boriu 

The  beating  of dmms,  and   sight of German whiskers, 
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finished what croaking frogs.and stagnant ditches had begun. 
Every classic idea being scared by such sounds and such 
objects, J dined in dudgeon, and refused stirring out till ]ate 
in the evening. 

A few paces from the town stand the remains of thepalaee 
where the Gonzagas formerly resided. This I could notresist 
looking at, and was ampl)r rewarded. Several of the apart- 
ments, adorned by the bold pencil of Júlio Romano, merit 
the mo st exact attention; and the arabesques, with which 
the stueco ceilings are covered, equal those of the Vatican. 
Being painted in fresco upon damp negleeted walls, eaehyear 
diminishes their number, and every winter moulders some 
beautiful figure away. 

The subjects, mostly from antique fables, are treated with 
ali the piirity and gracefulness of Raphael; the story of 
Polypheme is very eonspicuous. Acis appears, reelined with 
his beloved Galatea, on the shore of the ocean, whilst their 
gigantie enemy, seated above on the brow of /Etna, seems by 
the paleness and horrors of his eountenanee to meditate some 
terrible revenge. 

When it was too late to examine the paintings any longer, 
I walked into a sort of court, or rather garden, which had 
been decorated with fountains and antique statues. Their 
fragments still remain amongst weeds and beds of fiowers, 
for every comer of the plaee is smothered with vegetation. 
Here nettles grow thick and rampant: there, tuberoses and 
jessamine spring from mounds of ruins, which during the 
elegant reign of the Gonzagas led to grottoes and subterra- 
nean apartments, coneealed from vulgar e3res, and sacred to 
the most refined enjoyments. 

LETTER X. 
Scpícmbcr 12th, 1780. 

A SIIOWER liaving fallen, tbe air was refreshed, and the 
drops still glittered upon the vines, through which our road 
eonducted us. Three or four miles from Mantua the scene 
changed to cxtcnsivc grounds of rice, and meads of the ten- 
derest verdure watered by springs, whose frequent meanders 
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80 RF.GGIO. 

gavc to the whole prospect the appearanee of a vast green 
carpet sliot with silver. Further on we crossed the Po, 
and passing Guastalla, entered a woody eountry full of inelo- 
sures and villages; herds feeding in the meadows, and poultry 
parading before every wiekct. 

The peasants were busied in winnowing their com; or, 
mounted upon the elms and poplars, gathering the rich elus- 
ters from the vines that hang streaming in braids from one 
braneh to anothcr. I was surprised to íind myself already 
in the midst of the vintage, and to see every road crowded 
with carts and baskets bringing it along; you cannot ima- 
gine a pleasanter scene. 

Round Reggio it grew still more lively, and on the other 
side of that sketeh-inviting little city, I remarked many a 
cottage that Tityrus might have inhabited, with its garden 
and willow hedge in flowcr, swarming with bees. Our road, 
the smoothest conceivable, enablcd us to pass too rapidly 
through so eheerful a landseape. I caught glimpses of fields 
and copses as we were driven along, that could have afforded 
me amusement for hours, and orchards on gentle acclivities, 
beneath whieh I eould have walked till evening. The trees 
literally bent under their loads of fruit, and innumerable 
ruddy apples lay seattered upon the ground. 

Beyond tliese ricli masses of foliage, to which the sun lent 
additional splendour, at the utmost extremity of the pastures, 
rose the irregular ridge of the Apennines, whose deep blue 
presented a striking contrast to the glowing colours of the 
foreground. I fixed my eyes on the chain of distant moun- 
tains, and indulged a thousand romantie conjeetm*es of what 
was passing in their reeesses—hermits absorbed in prayer— 
beautiful Contadine fetehing water from springs, and banditti 
conveying their victims, perhaps at this very moment, to 
caves and fastnesses. 

Sueli were the dreams that filled my fancy, and kept it in- 
cessantly employed till it was dusk, and the moon began to 
show herself; the same moon which but a few nights ago 
had seen me so happy at Fiesso. I left the carriage, and 
running into the dim liaze, abandoned myself to the recollec- 
tions it exeited, 

At length, having wandered where chance or the wildness 
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of my fancy led, till thc lateness of thc evening alarmed me, 
I rcgained the chaise as fast as I could, and arrived between 
twelve and one at Modena, the place of my destination. 

September 13lh. 
We traversed a ehampagn^ country in our vrây to Bologna, 

whose riehncss and fcrtility increased in proportion as we 
drew Tiear that celebratcd mart of lap-dogs and sausagcs. A 
chain of hills commands the city, variegated with green in- 
closures and villas innumerable. On the highest acclivity of 
this range appears the magnifieent convent of Madonna dei 
Monte, embosomed in wood, and joined to the town by a cor- 
ridor a league in length. This vast pórtico, aseending the 
stccps and winding amongst thc thickets, sometimcs conccaled 
and sometimes visible, produces an erlect wonderfully grand 
and singular. I longed to have mounted the height by so 
extraordinary a passage ; and hope on some future day to be 
better acquainted with Santa Maria dei Monte. 

At present I have very little indeed to say about Bologna 
(where I passed only two hours), except that it is sadly out of 
humour, an earthquake and Cardinal Buoneompagni having 
disarranged both land and pcople. For half-a-year the 
ground eontiiuied trembling; and for these iast six montas, 
the legate and senators have grumbled and scratehed inces- 
santly ; so that, between natural and politicai eommotions, 
the Bolognese must have passed an agreeablc summer. 

Such a report of the situation of things, you may suppose, 
was not likely to retard my journey. 1 put off delivering my 
letters to another opportunity, and proceeded immediately 
after dinner towards the mountains. We were soon in the 
midst of crags and stony channels, that stream with ten 
thousand rills in the winter season, but during the summer 
months reflect every sunbeam, andharbour half the seorpions 
m the country. 

For many a toilsome league our prospeet consisted of 
nothing but dreary hillocks and intervening wastes, more 
barren and mournful than those to which Mary Magdalene 
retired. Sometimes a eruciíix or chapei peeped out of the 
parched fern and grasses, with which these desolate fíelds are 
clothed; and now and then we met a goggle-eyed pilgrim 
trudging along, and staring about liim as if he waited only 
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82 BOLOGNA. 

for night and opportunity to have additional reasons for hur- 
rying to Loretto. 

During three or four hours that we continued ascending, 
the scene increased in sterility and desolation ; but, at the 
end of our second post, tlie landscape began to alter for the 
better: little green valleys at the base of trcmendous steeps, 
discovered themselves, seattered ovcr with oaks, and fresh- 
ened with running waters, which the nakedness of the im- 
pending rocks set ofT to advantage. The sides of the eliffs 
in general consist of rude misshapen masses; but their sum- 
mits are smooth and verdant, and continually browsed by 
herds of white goats^ which were gambolling on the edge of 
the precipices as we passed beneath. 

I joined one of these frisking assemblies, whosc shadows 
were stretclied by the setting sun along the levei herbage. 
There I sat a few minutes whilst they shook their beards at 
me, and tried to scare me with ali their homs. Bcing tired 
with skipping and butting at me in vain, the whole herd trot- 
ted away, and I afíer them. They led me a dance from crag 
to eras: and from thieket to thicket. 

It was growing dusky apace, and WTeaths of smoke began 
to ascend from the mysterious depths of the valleys. I was 
ignorant what monster inhabited such retirements, so gave 
over my pursuit, lest some Polypheme or other might make 
me repent it. I looked around, the carriage was out of sight; 
but hearing the ncighing of horses at a distance, I soon 
eame up with them, and mounted another rapid ascent, 
whence an extensive tract of eliff and forest land was dis- 
cernible. 

A chill wind blew from the highest peak of the Apen- 
nineSj and made a dismal rustle amongst the woods of chest- 
nut that liung on the mountain's side, througli which we 
were forced to pass. Walking out of the sound of the car- 
riage, I began interpreting the language of the leaves, not 
grcatly to my own advantage or that of any being in the 
universe. I was no prophet of good, and had I but com- 
manded an oracle, as ancient visionaries were wont, I sliould 
have flung mischief about me. 

How long I continued in this strange temper I cannot pre- 
tend to say, but believe it was midnight before we emerged 
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from the oracular forest, and saw faintly before us an assem- 
blage of miserable huts, where we were to slecp. This 
wretched hamlet is suspended on the brow of a bleak moun- 
tain, and every gust that stirs, sbakes the whole vil] age to its 
foundations. At our approaeh two hags stalked forth with 
lanterns and invited us witb a grin, which í shall ahvays re- 
membcr, to a dish of mustard and crows' gizzards, a dish I 
was more than half afraid of tasting, lest it should change me 
to some bird of darkness, condcmned to mope eternal 1y on 
the black rafters of the cottagc. 

After repeated supplications we procured a few e^s, and 
some faggots to makc a fire. Pitching my bed in a warm 
eorner I soon fell asleep, and forgot ali my caves and in- 
quietudes. 

LETTER XI. 

Seplember 14th, 1780. 

THE sun had not been long above tlie horizon, before we 
set fonvard upon a craggy pavement hewn out of rough clifTs 
and precipices. Scarcely a tree was visible, and tlie few that 
presented themsclves began already to sbed their leaves. 
The raw nipping air of this desert with difficulty spares a 
bladc of vegctaíion ; and in the wholc range of these exten- 
sivo eminences I could not discover a single corn-íield or 
pasture. Inhabitants, you may guess, there were none. í 
would dcfy even a Scotch highlander to find means of sub- 
sistence in so rude a soil. 

Towards mid-day, we had surmounted the dreariest part 
of our jotirney, and began to perecivc a milder landscape. 
-fhe elimate improved as well as the prospect, and after a 
eontinual descent of several hours, we saw groves and vil- 
Jages in tlie dips of tlie hills, and inet a string of mules and 
jiorses laden with fruit. I purchased some figs and peaches 
from this Httle caravan, and spread m)' repast upon a bank, 
m the midst of lavender bushes in full bloom. 
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Continuing our route, we bade adieu to thc realms of po- 
vcrty and barrenncss, and entered a cultivated vale, shaded 
by woody acclivities. Amongst tliese we wound along be- 
tween groves of poplar and cypress, till late in the evening. 
Upon winditig a hill wc discovered Florenee at a distance, 
suiTOunded with gardens and terraees rising one above 
anotber : the full moon seemed to shine with a peculiar cbarm 
upon this favoured region. Her serene light on the pale 
grey of the olive, gave a visionary and Elysian appearance to 
the landscape, and I was sorry when I found myself ex- 
cluded from it by the gates of Florenee. 

I slept as well as my impatience would allow, till it was 
time next morning (Sept. 15,) to visit the gallery, and wor- 
ship the Vénus de Medíeis. I felt, upon entering this world 
of refinement, as if I eould have taken up my abode in it for 
ever, but eonfused with the multitude of objeets, I knew not 
on whieh first to bend my attention, and ran childishly by 
the ample ranks of seulptures, like a butterfly in a parterre, 
tliat skims before it fixes, over ten thousand flowers. 

Having taken my course down one side of the gallery, I 
turned the angle and diseovered another long perspective, 
equally stored with master-pieces of bronze and marble. 
A minute brought me to the extremity of this range, vast as 
it was; then, flying down a third, adorned in the same de- 
lightful manner, I paused under the bust of Júpiter Olym- 
pius; and began to refleet a little more matureiy upon thc 
company in whieh I found myself. Opposite, appeared the 
majestic features of Minerva, breathing divinity: and Cybele, 
the mother of the gods. 

Having regarded these powers with due veneration, I next 
cast my eyes upon a black figure, whose attitude seemed to 
announce the deity of sleep. You know my fondness for 
this drowsy personage, and that it is not the first time I have 
quitted the most splendid society for him. I found him at 
present, of touchstone, with the countenance of a towardly 
brat, sleeping ill through indigestion. The artíst had not 
conceived very poetical ideas of the god, or else he never 
would have represented him with so little grace and dignity. 

Displeased at finding my favourite subject profaned, I per- 
ceived the transports of enthusiasm begiiming to sub side, an 
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felt myself ealm enough to follow the herd of guides and 
spectators from chamber to chamber, cabinet tocabinet, without 
falling into errors of rapture and admiration. We were led 
slowly and moderately through the large rooms, containing 
the portraits of painters, good, bad, and indifferent, from 
Raphael to Liotard; then into a museum of bronzes, whfch 
would affbrd both amusement and instruction for years. 

When I had rather alarmed than satisfied my euriosity by 
rapidly running over a multitude of candelabro, urns, and 
sacred utensils, we entered a small luminous apartment, sur- 
rounded with cases riehly deeorated, and filled with the most 
exquisite models of workmanship in bronze and various 
metais, elassed in exact order. Here are crowds of diminu- 
tive deities and tutelary lars, to whom the superstition of 
former days attributed those midnight murmurs which were 
believed to presage the misfortunes of a family. Amongst 
these now negleeted images are preserved a vast number of 
talismans, cabilistie amulets, and other grotesque relies of 
ancient credulity. 

In the centre of the room I remarked a table, beautifully 
formed of polished gems, and, near it, the statue of a genius 
with his familiar serpente and ali his attributes; the guardian 
of the treasured antiquities. From this chamber we were 
eonducted into another, which opens to that part of the gal- 
lery where the busts of Adrian and Antinous are placed. Two 
pilasters, delicately earved in trophies and clustersof ancient 
armour, stand on each side of the entrance; within are several 
perfumed cabinets of miniatures, and a single eolunm of 
oriental alabaster about ten feet in height, 

Lúcido c terso, c bianco, piú chc lattc. 

I put my guide's patience to the proof, by Hngeríng to 
admire the column and cabinets. At last, the musk with 
which they are impregnated, obliged me to desist, and I 
moved on to a suite of saloons, with low arched roofs, glitter- 
ing with arabesque, in azure and gold. Several medallions 
appear amongst the wreaths of foliage, tolerably well painted, 
with representations of splendid feasts and tournaments for 
which Florence was once so famous. 

A vast collection of small pictures, most of them Flemish; 
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covers lhe walls of these apartments. But nothing struck 
me more than a Medusa's head hy Leonardo da Vinci. ít 
appears just severed from the body and cast on the damp 
pavement of a cavem : a deadly paleness covers the counte- 
nance, and the mouth exhales a pestilential vapour: the 
snakes, which fill almost tlie whole picture., beginning to un- 
twist their folds; one or two seemed already crept away, and 
crawling up the rock in company with toads and other veno- 
mous reptiles. 

Here are a great many Polembergs: one in particular, the 
strangest I ever beheld. Instead of those soft scenes of woods 
and waterfalls lie is in general so fond of representing, lie has 
chosen for his subject Virgil ushering Dante into the regions 
of eternal punishment, amidst the ruins of flaming edifices 
that glare across the infernal waters. These moumful towers 
harbour innumerable shapes, ali busy in preying upon the 
damned. Or.e capital devil, in the form of an enormous 
lobster, seems very strenuously employed in mumbling a 
miserable mortal, who sprawls, thougli in vain, to escape 
from his claws. This performance, whimsical as it is, retains 
ali that softness of tint and delicacy of pencil for which Po- 
lemberg is so renowned. 

Had not the subject so palpably contradicted the painter's 
choice, T should have passed o ver this picture, Hke a thou- 
sand more, and have brought )rou immediately to the tri- 
bune. Need T say I was spell-bound the monient I set my 
feet within it, and sawfull before me the Vénus de Medicis? 
The warni ivory hue of the original marble is a beauty no 
copy has ever imitated, and the softness of the limbs exceeded 
the liveliest idea I had formed to myselfof their perfcction. 

When 1 had taken my eyes reluctantly away from this 
beautiful object, T cast them upon a Morpheus of white mar- 
ble, which lies slumbering at the feet of the goddess in the 
form of a graceful child. À dormant lion serves hini for a 
pillow: two ample wings, carved with the utmost delicacy, 
are gathered under liim; two others, budding from his tem- 
pies, half-concealed by a flow of lovely ringlets. His lan- 
guid hands scarcely hold a bunch of poppies; near him 
creeps a lizard, just yielding to his infiuence. Nothing can 
be more just than the expression of sleep in the countenance 
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of the little divinity. His lion too is perfectly lulled, and 
rcsts his muzzle upon bis fore paws as quiet as a domestic 
spaniel. My ill-humour at seeing this dcity so grossly seulp- 
tured in the galler}', was dissipated by the graeefulness of 
his appearanee in the tribune. I was now contented, for 
the artist had realised my idcas; and, if I may venture my 
opinion, sculpture never arrived to highcr perfeetion, and, 
at the same time, kept more justly within its provinee. 
Sleeping figures with me always produce the finest illusion: 
but when I sec an areher in tlie very act of discharging his 
arrow, a dancer with onefoot in the air, or agladiator extend- 
ing his íist to ali eternity, I grow tired, and new sueh weari- 
sonie attitudes with infinitely more admiration than pleasure. 

The morning was gone before I could snatch myself from 
the tribune. In my way home, I looked into the eathedral, 
an cnonnous fabric, inlaid with the riehest marbles, and co- 
vered with stars and chequered work, like an old-fashioned 
cabinet. The architeet seems to have turned his building 
inside out; nothing in art being more ornamented than the 
exterior, and few churehes so simple within. Tlie nave is 
vast and solemn, the dome amazingly spacious, with the 
high altar in its centre, incloscd by a circular árcade near 
two hundred feet in diameter. There is something imposing 
in this decoration, as it suggests the idea of a sanctuary, into 
which none but the holy ought to penetrate. However pro- 
fane I might feel myself, I took the liberty of entering, and 
sat down in a niche. Not a ray of light reaches this sacred ' 
inclosure, but through the médium of narrow windows, liigli 
in the dome, and richly painted. A sort of yellow tint pre- 
dominates, which gives additional solemnity to the altar, and 
palencss to the votary before it. I was sensible of the 
efíect, and obtained at least the colour of sanctity. 

Having remaincd some time in this pious hue, I returned 
home and fcasted upon grapes and ortolans with great ediíica- 
tion; then walked to one of the bridges aeross the Arno, and 
from thence to the garden of Boboli, which lies behind the 
Grand Dukc's palaee, stretched out on the side of a moun- 
tain. I ascended terraee after terrace, robed by a thick 
underwood of bay and myrtle, above which rise several nod- 
ding towers, and a long sweep of vcnerable wall, almost en- 
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tirely concealcd by ivy. You would have been enrapturcd 
with the broad masscs of shade and dusky alleys that 
opened as I advanced, with white statues of fauns and syl- 
vans glimmering amongst them ; some of which pour water 
into sarcopbagi of the purest marble, covered with antique 
rilievos. The capitais of eolumns and aneient friezes are 
seattered about as scats. 

On thesc I reposed niysclf, and looked up to the cypress 
groves which spring above the thiekcts; then, plunging into 
their retirements, I followed a winding path, whieh led me 
by a series of steep ascents to a green platform overlooking 
the wliolc extent of wood, witli Florence deep beneath, and 
the tops of the hills which cncircle it jagged with pines; here 
and there a convento or villa, whitening in the sun. This 
seene extends as far as the eye can reaeh. 

Still ascending I attained the brow of the eminence, and 
had nothing but the fortress of Belvedere, and two or three 
open portieoes above me. On this clevated situation, I found 
several walks of trellis-work, clothed with luxuriant vines. 
A colossal statue of Ceres, her hands extended in the aet of 
scattering fertility over the country, erowns the summit. 

Descending alley after alley, and bank after bank, I carne 
to the orangery in front of the palaee, disposed in a grand 
amphitheatre, with marble niehes relieved by dark foliage, 
out of whieh spring ecdars and tall aèrial eypresses. This 
spot brought the seenery of an antique Roman garden so 
vividly into my mind, that, lost in the train of reeollections 
this idea exeited, I expeeted every instant to be called to the 
table of Lucullus hard by, in one of the portieoes, and to 
stretch mysclf on his puq)le trielínias ; but waiting in vain for 
a summons till the approaeh of night, I retumed delighted 
with a ramble that had led my imagination so far into an- 
tiquity. 

Friday, Sept. 16. — My impatience to hear Paeehierotti 
called me up with the sun. I blessed a day which was to 
give me the great es t of musical pleasures, and travei led gaily 
towards Lueca, along a fertile plain, bounded by rocky hills, 
and seattered o ver with towns and villages. We passed 
Pistoia in liaste, and about three in the afternoon entered the 
Lucchesc territory, by a clean, paved road, which runs through 
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cliestnut copses bordered with broom in blossom, and an im- 
mense variety of heaths; a red soil peeping forth from the 
vegetation, adds totherichnessof the landscape, which swells 
ali the way into gentle acclivities; and at about seven or eight 
miles from the city spreads ali round into mountains, green 
to their very summits, and diversified with gardens and 
palaces. More pleasing scenery can with difficulty be ima- 
gined: I was quite eharmed with beholding it, as I knew 
very wcll that the opera would keep me a long while chained 
down in its neighbourhood. 

Happy for me that the environs of Lucca were so beauti- 
ful; since I defy almost any city to contain more ugliness 
within its walls. Narrow streets and dismal alleys; wide 
gutters and cracked pavements; everybody in black, accord- 
ing with the gloom of tlicir habitations, which however are 
large and lofty enough of conscience; but having ali grated 
windows, they convey none but dark and dungeon-like ideas. 
My spirits fell many degrees upon entering this sable capital; 
and when I found Friday was meagre day, in every sense of 
the word, with its inhabitants, and no opera to be performed, 
I grew wofully out of humour. Iiistead of a delightful sym- 
phony, I heard nothing for some time but the clatter of 
plates and the swearing of waiters. 

Amongst the number of my tormentors was a whole Ge- 
nocse family of distinction; very fat and sleek, and terribly 
addicted to the violin. Overhearing my sad complaint for 
want of music, they most generously determined I should 
have my fill of it, and, getting together afew scrapers, began 
such an academia as drove me to the further end of a very spa- 
cious apartment, whilst they possessed the other. The hopes 
and heir of the family—a chubby dolt of between eighteen 
and nineteen, his uncle, a thickset smiling personage, and a 
brace of innocent-lookingyounger brothers, plied their fiddles 
with a hearty good will, waggled their double chins, and 
played out of tune with the most happy unconsciousness, as 
amateurs are apt to do ninety-nine times in a hundred. 

Pacchierotti, whom they ali worshipped in their heavy way, 
sat sílent the while in a corner; the second soprano warbled, 
not absolutely ill, at the harpsichord; whilst the old lady, 
young lady, and attendantfemalcs, kept oglinghim with great 
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pcrseveranee, Those who eould not get in, squínted through 
the crevices of the door. Abbates and greyhounds werc fid- 
geting eontinually without. In short, 1 was so persecuted 
with questions, criticisms, and concertos, that, pleading head- 
ach and indisposition, I cscapcd about ten o'clock, and shook 
myself wlien I got safe to my apartmcnt like a worried 
spaniel. 

LETTER XIL 
Lucca, Sept, 25, 1780. 

You ask me how I pass my time. Generally upon the 
hills, in wild spots where the arbutus flourishes; whenee 
I may catch a glimpse of the distant sea; my horse tied to 
a cypress, and myself cast upon the grass, like Palmerin of 
Oliva, with a tablet and pencil in my hand, a basket of 
grapes by my sidc, and a crooked stick to shake down the 
chestnuts. I have bidden adieu, severa! days ago, to the 
visits, dinners, convcrsazioni, and glories of the town, and 
only go thither in an evening, just time enough for the 
grand march which precedes Pacchierotti in Quinto Fábio. 
Sometimes he aecompanies me in my cxcursions, to the utter 
discontent of the Luechese, wiio swcar I shall min their 
opera, by leading him such cxtravagant rambles amongst the 
mountains, and exposing him to the inelemency of winds and 
showers. One day they made a vehement remonstrance, but 
in vain; for the next, away we trotted over hill and dale, 
and stayed so late in the evening, that a cold and hoarseness 
were the consequence. 

The whole republic was thrown into commotion} and some 
of its prime ministers were deputed to harangue Pacchierotti 
upon the rides he had eommitted. Had the safety of their 
miglity state depended upon this imprudent excursion, they 
could not have voeiferated with greater violence. You know 
I am rather energetic, and, to say truth, 1 had very nearly 
got into a scrape of importance, and drawn down the exe- 
crations of the Gonfalonier and ali his couneil upon my head 
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byopenly declaring our intcntion of taking, next morning^ 
another ride over the rocks, ánd absolutely losing ourselves 
in the clouds which veil their acclivities. These terrible 
threats were put into execution, and yesterday we made a 
tour of about thirty miles upon the highlands, and visited a 
variety of castles and palaces. 

The Conte Nobili, a noble Lucchese, bom in Flanders and 
educated at Paris, was our conductor. He possesses great 
elegance of imagination, and a degree of sensibility rarely 
met with. The way did not appear tedious in such com- 
pany. The sun was tempered by light elouds, and a soft 
autumnal haze rested upon the hills, covered with shrubs 
and olives. The distant plains and forests appeared tinted 
with so deep a blue, that I began to think the azure so pre- 
valent in Yelvet Breughel's landscapes is hardly exaggerated. 

After riding for six or seven miles along the cultivated 
leveis, we began to ascend a rough slope, overgrown with 
chestnuts; a great many loose fragments and stumps of 
ancient pomegranates perplexed our route, which eontinued, 
turning and winding through this wilderness, till it opened 
on a sudden to the side of a lofly mountain, covered with 
tufted groves, amongst which hangs the princely castle of the 
Garzoni, on the very side of a precipice. 

Alcina could not have chosen a more romantic situation. 
The garden lies extended beneath, gay with flowers, and 
glittering with compartments of spar, which, though in no 
great purity of taste, strikes for the first time with the eftect 
of enchantment. Two large marble basins, with jets-d'eau, 
seventy fcet in height, divide the parterres; from the ex- 
tremity of which rises a rude cliff, shadcd with cedar and 
ilex, and cut into terraces. 

Leaving our horses at the great gate of this magic inclo- 
surc, we passed through the spray of the fountains, and 
mounting an endless flight of steps, entered an alley of 
oranges, and gathered ripe fruit from the trees. Whilst we 
were thus employed, the sun brokc from the clouds, and 
Hghted up the green of the vegetation; at the same time 
spangling the waters, which pour copiously down a succes- 
sion of rocky terraces, and sprinklc the impending citron- 
trees with perpetuai dew.  These streams issue from a chasm 
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in the cliff, surrounded by cypresses, which conceal by their 
thick branches a pavilion with baths. Above arises a colossal 
statue of Fame, boldly earved, and in the very aet of start- 
ing from the precipices. A narro w path leads up to the feet 
of the goddess, on which I reclined; whilst a vast eolumn of 
water arching over my head, fel], without even wetting me 
with its spray, into the depths below. 

I could liardly prevail upon niyself to abandon this cool 
reeess, which the fragrance of bay and orange, maintained by 
eonstant showers, rendered uncommonly luxuríous. At last 
I eonsented to move on, through a dark wall of ilex, which, 
to the credit of Signor Garzoni be it spoken, is suftered to 
grow as wild as it pleases. This grove is suspended on the 
mountain side, whose summit is elothed with a boundless 
wood of olives, and fornis, by its willowy eolour, a striking 
contrast with the deep verdure of its base. 

After resting a few moments in the shade, we proceeded 
to a long avenue, bordered by aloés in bloom, forming ma- 
jestic pyramids of flowers tliirty feet high. This led us to 
the palaee, which was soon run over. Then, mounting our 
horses, we wound amongst sunny vales, and inelosures with 
myrtle hedges, till we carne to a rapid steep. We felt the 
heat most powerfully in aseending it, and were glad to takc 
refuge undera continued bower of vines, which runs formilcs 
along its summit. These arbours afforded us both shade and 
refresliment; I fell upon the clusters which fornied our ceil- 
ing, like a native of the north, unused to such luxuriance: 
one of those Goths, Gray so poetically describes, who 

Scent the new fragrance of the brealhing rose, 
And quaff lhe pendent vinlage as it grows. 

I *kfa you had journeyed with us under this fruitfui canopy, 
and observed the partial sun-sliine through its transparent 
leaves, and the glimpses of the blue sky it every now and 
then admitted. I say only every now and then, for in most 
places a sort of verdant gloom prevailed, exquisitety agreeable 
in so hot a day. 

But such luxury did not last, you may suppose, for ever. 
We were soon forced from our covert, and obliged to traverse 
a mountain exposed to the sun, which had dispersed every 
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cloud, and shone with intolerable bríghtness. On the other 
side of this extensive eminence lies a pastoral hillock, sur- 
rounded by others, woody and irregular. Wide vineyards 
and fields of Indian com lay between, across which the Conte 
Nobili condueted us to his house, where we found prepared a 
very comfortable dinner. We drank the growth of the spot, 
and defíed the richest wines of Constantia to exceed it. 

Afterwards, retiring into a wood of the Marchese Mansi, 
with neat pebble walks and trickling rivulets, we took cofTee 
and loitered till sunset. It was then time to return, as the 
mists were beginning to rise from the valleys. The calm and 
silenee of evening threw us into our reveries. We went pacing 
along heedlessly, just as our horses pleased, without hearing 
any sound but their steps. 

Between nine and ten we entered the gates of Lucca. 
Pacchierotti coughed, and half its inhabitants wished us at 
the devi]. 

LETTER XIIL 

Leghorn, Octobcr2nd, 1780. 

THIS morning we set out for Pisa. No sooner had we 
passed the highly cultivated garden-grounds about Lucca 
than we found ourselves in naiTOw roads, shut in by vines 
and grassy banks of canes and osiers, rising high above our 
carríage and waving their leaves in the air, Through the 
openings which sometimes intervened we discovered a variety 
of hillocks clothed with shrubs, niined towers looking out of 
the bushes, not one without a romantic tale attending it. 

This sort of scenery lasted till, passing the baths, we be- 
held Pisa rising from an extensive plain, the most open we 
had as yet seen in Italy, crossed by an aqueduct. We were 
set down immediately before the Duomo, which stands insu- 
lated in a vast green área, and is perhaps the most curious 
edifice mj eyes ever viewed. Do not ask of what shape or 
architecture ; it is almost impossible to tell, so great is the 
confusion of ornaments.    The dome gives the mass an orien- 
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tal appearanee, which helped to bewilder me; in short, I 
havc dreamed of such buildings, but little thouglit they ex- 
isted. On one side you survey the famous tower, as perfectly 
awry as I expeeted ; on the other the baptistery, a circular 
ediíke distinct from the church and right opposite its prin- 
cipal entrance, crowded wkh sculptures and topped by the 
strangest of eupolas. 

Having indulged our curiosity with this singular prospect 
for some moments, we entered the cathedral and admired the 
stately columns of porphyry and of the rarest marbles, sup- 
porting a roof which, like the rest of the building, shines with 
gold. A pavement of the brightest mosaie completes its mag- 
niflcence : ali around are sculptures by Michael Angelo?Buo- 
narotti, and paintings by the most distinguished artists. We 
examined them with due attention, and tlien walked down 
the nave and remarked the striking efíect of the baptistery, 
seen in perspective through the bronze portais, which you 
know, I suppose, are covered with rilievos of the flnest work- 
manship. Tliese noble valves were thrown wide open, and 
we passed between them to the baptistery, where stands an 
alabaster font, constructed after the primitive ritual and ex- 
quisitely wrought. 

Our next object was the Campo Santo, whieh forms one 
side of the área in which the cathedral is situated. The 
walls, and Gothic tabemacle above the entrance, rising from 
the levei turf and preserving a neat straw eolour, appear as 
fresh as if built within the present eentuiy. Our guide nn- 
locking the gates, we entered a spacious cloister, forming an 
oblong quadrangle, which encloses the sacred earth of Jeru- 
salém, conveyed hither about the period of the erusades, the 
days of Pisanese prosperity. The holy mould produces a 
rampant crop of weeds, but none are permitted to spring from 
tlie pavement, which is cntirely composed of tombs with 
slabs, smoothly laid and covered with monumental inscrip- 
tions. Ranges of slender pillars, formed of tlie whiteet mar~ 
ble and glistening in the sun, snpport the árcade of the clois- 
ter, which is carved with innumerable stars and roses, partly 
Gothic and partly Saracenial. St range paintings of hell and 
the devil, mostly taken from Dante's rhapsodies, cover the 
walls of these fantastic galleries, attributed to tlie venerable 
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Giotto and Bufalmaceo,  whom  Boccaccio mentions in his 
Decamerone. 

Beneath, along the base of the columns, are placed, to my 
no small surprise, rows of pagan sarchophagi; í could not 
have supposed the Pisanese sufficiently tolerant to admit 
profane sculptures within such consecrated precincts. How- 
ever, there they are, as well as fifty other contradictory 
omaments. 

I was quite seized by the strangeness of the place, and 
paced fifty times round and round the cloisters, diseovering 
at every time some odd novelty.    When tired, I seated my- 
self on a fair slab tf giallo antkoy that looked a little cleaner 
than its neighbours (wfawh I only mention to identify the 
precise  point of view), and  looking  through  the  flligreed 
tracery of the arches observed the domes of the cathedral, 
cupola of the baptistery, and roof of the leaning tower rising 
above the leads, and forming the  straiigest  assembla^e of 
pmnacles perliaps in Europe.    The. place is neither sad nor 
solemn ; the arclies are airy, the pillars light, and there is so 
mucli caprice, such an exotic look in the whole scene, that 
witíiout any violent efTort of fancy onc might imagine one's 
self in fairy land.   Every object is new, eveiy ornament ori- 
ginal ; the mixture of antique sarcophagi with Gothic sepul- 
ehres, completes the vagaries of the prospeet, to whieh, one 
day or other, I think of retuming, to hear visionary music 
and commune with sprites, for I shall never find in the whole 
universe besides so whimsical a theatre. 

The heat was so powerfu! that ali the inhabitants of Pisa 
showed their wisdom by keeping within doors. Not an ani- 
mal appcared in the streets, except five camek laden with 
water, stalking along a range of garden walls and pompous 
mansions, with an awning before every door. We were ob- 
»ged to follow their steps, at least a quarter of a mile, before 
we reaclied our hm. Ice was the fírst thing I sought after, 
and when í had swallowed an unreasonable portion, I began 
not to think quite so much of the deserts of Africa, as the 
Heat and the camels had induced me to do a moment ago. . 

Mrly in the afternoon, we proceeded to Leghorn through I 
a wild tract of forest, somewhat in the style of our English I 
parks.    The trees in some places formed such shady arbours, I 
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that we could not resist the dcsirc of walking beneath them, 
and were well rewarded ; for after struggling through a rough 
thicket, wc entcrcd a lawn hemmed in by oaks and chestnuts, 
which extends sevcral 1 cagues along the coast and conceals 
the prospcct of the ocean ; but we heard its murmurs. 

Nothing could be smoother or more verdant than the herb- 
age, which was sprinkled with daisies and purple crocuses, as 
in the month of May. I felt ai! the genial sensations of 
Spring steal into my bosom, and was greatly delighted upon 
discovering vast bushes of myrtle in the fullest and most 
luxuriant bloom. The softness of the a ir, the sound of the 
distant surges, the evening gleams, and repose of the land- 
scape, quieted the tumult of my spirits, and I experienced 
the calm of my infant hours. I lay down in the open turf- 
walks between the shrubberies, and during a fcw moments 
had forgotten every carc ; but when I began to inquire into 
my happiness, I found it vanish. 1 felt niysclf without those 
I love most, in situations they would have warmly admired, 
and without them these pleasant lawns and woodlands looked 
pleasant in vain. 

We had not left this woody region far behind, whcn the 
Fanale began to lift itself above the horizon—tlie very tower 
you have so often mentioncd; the sky and ocean glowing 
with amber light, and the ships out at sea appearing in a 
golden haze, of which we have no conception in our northeni 
climates. Such a prospect, together with the fresh gales 
from the Mediterranean, charmed me; I hurried immediately 
to the port and sat on a reef of rocks, listening to the waves 
that broke amongst them. 

LETTER XIV. 

October3rd, 1780. 

I VE»T, as 3Tou would have done, to walk on the mole as 
soon as the sun began to shinc upon it. Its construetion you 
are no stranger to ; thereforc I think I may sparc mysclf the 
troublc of saying anything about it, except that the port 
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whieh it embraces is no longer crowded. Instead of ten ranks 
of vessels there are only three, and those eonsist chiefiy of 
Corsican galleys, that look as poor and tattered as their 
masters. Not mueh attention did I bestow upon such ob- 
jeets, but, taking my seat at the extremity of the quay, sur- 
veyed the smooth plains of ocean, the eoast scattered o ver 
with wateh-towers, and the roeky isle of Gorgona, emerging 
from the morning mists, whieh still lingered upon the horizon. 

Whilst I was musing upon the seene, and calling up ali 
that train of ideas before my imagination, whieh pleased your 
own upon beholding it, an ancient figure, with a beard that 
would have suited a sea-god, stepped out of a boat, and tot- 
tering up the steps of the quay, presented himself before me 
with a basket in his hand. He stayed dripping a few mo- 
ments before he pronouneed a syllable, and when he began 
his discourse, I was in doubt whether I should not have 
moved off in a hurry, there was something so wan and sin- 
gular in his eountenance. Exeept this being, no other was 
visibíe for a quarter of a mile at least. I knew not what 
strange adventure I might be upon the point of eommencing, 
or what message I was to expect from the submarine divim- 
ties. However, after ali my conjectures, the figure turned 
out to be no other than an old fisherman, who, having picked 
up a few branehes of the rarest speeies of coral, offered them 
to safe. I eagerly made the purehase, and thought myself a 
favourite of Neptune, sinee he allowed me to aequire, with 
such faeility, some of his most beautiful ornaments. 

My bargain thus expeditiously eoneluded, I ran along the 
quay with íny basket of coral, and, taking boat, was rowed 
baek to the gate of the port. The carriage waited there; I 
shut myself up in the grateful shade of green blinds, and wa$ 
driven away at a rate that favoured my impatience. We 
bowled smoothly over the lawns described in my last letter, 
amongst myrtles in flower, that would have done honour to 
the island of Juan Fernandez. 

Arrived at Pisa, I seareely allowed myself a moment to 
revisit the Campo Santo, but hurried on to Lueca, and threw 
the whole idle town into a stare by my speedy return. 

H 
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98 FLORESCE. 

LETTER XV. 

Florcnce, October 5th, 1780. 

Ir was not without regret that I foreed myself from Lucca. 
We had ali the same road to go over again, that brought us 
to this important rcpublic, but we broke down by way of 
variety. The wind was chill, the atrnosphere damp and 
clogged with unwholesome vapours, through which we werc 
foreed to walk for a league, whilst our ehaise lagged after us. 

Taking shelter in a miserable cottage, we remained shi- 
vering and shaking till the carriage was in some sort of order, 
and then proceeded so slowly that we did not arrive at Flo- 
rence till latein theevening, and took possession of an apart- 
ment over the Amo, which being swollen with rains roared 
like a mountain torrent. Throwing open my windows, I 
vieweAits agitated course by the light of the moon, half con- 
cealed in stormy clouds, which hung above the fortress of the 
Belvedere. I sat contemplating the eftect of the shadows on 
the bridge, on the heights of Boboli, and the mountain co- 
vered with palc olive groves, amongst which a convent is 
situated, till the moon sank into the darkest quarter of the 
sky, and a bell began to toll. Its mournful sound filled me 
with gloomy recollections. I closed the casements, and read 
till midnight some dismal memoir of eonspiraeies and assas- 
sinations, Guclphs and Ghibelines, the black story of ancient 
Florcnee. 

October 6ih. 
Every cloud was dispersed when I arose, and the purity 

and transparence of the ether added new charms to the pic- 
turesque eminences around. I felt quite revived by this ex- 
hilarating prospect, and walkcd in the splendour of sun-shine 
to the porticoes beneath the famous gallery, then to an ancient 
eastle, raised in the days of the Kepublic, which fronts the 
grand piazza. Colossal statues and trophies, badly carved in 
the truc spirit of the antique, are placed before it. On one 
side a foiíntain, clung round with antic figures of bronze, by 
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John of Bologna.    On the othcr, three lofty pointed arches, 
and under one of them the Perseus of Benvcnuto Ccllini. 

Having examined some groups of sculptures by Baecio 
Bandinelli and other mighty artists, I entcred the court of 
the castle, dark and deep, as if hewn out of a rock, sur- 
rounded by a vaulted árcade covcred with arabesque orna- 
ments and supported by pillars almost as uncouthly designed 
as those of Persepolis. In the midst appears a marble fount 
with an image of bronze, that looks quite strange and eaba- 
listic. I leaned against it to look up to the summits of the 
walls, which rise to a vast height, whence springs a slen- 
der tower. Above, ín the apartments of the castle, are 
sti]] preserved numbers of curious cabinets, tables of inlaid 
gems, and a thousand rarities, collected by the house of Me- 
diei, and not yet entirely frittered away and disposed of by 
pablic sale. 

It was not without indignation that I learnt this new 
mark of contempt whieh the Austrians bestow on the me- 
niory of those illustrious patrons of the Arts; whom, being 
unwilling to imitate, they afTeet to despise as a race of mer- 
ehants who&e example it would be abasing their dignity to 
follow. 

I could have stayed much longer to enjoy the novelty and 
strangeness of the placo; but it was right to pay some com- 
pliments of form. That duty over, I dined in peaee and so- 
Htude, and repaired, as evening drcw on, to the thickets of 
Boboli. 

What a serene sky! what mellowness in the tints of the 
mountains! A purple haze eoneealed the bases, whilst their 
summits were invested with safTron light, diseovering every 
white cot and every copse that elothed their declivitics. 
The prospeet widened as I ascended the terraees of the 
garden. 

After traversing many long dusky alleys, I rcachcd the 
opening on the brow of the hill, and seating myself under 
the statue of Ceres, took a sketch of the huge mountainous 
eupola of the Duomo, the adjoining lovcly tower and one 
more massive in its neighbourhood, built not improbably in 
the stylc of ancient Etruria. Beyond this historie group of 
buildings a plain stretehcs itself far and wide, most  richly 
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studded with villas and gardens, and groves of pine and 
olive, quite to the fcet of the mountains. 

Having marked the sun's going down and ali the sooth- 
ing effects cast by his declining ntys on every object, I 
went through a plat of vines to a favourite haunt of mine:— 
a little garden of the most fragrant roses, with a spring under 
a mstic areh of grotto-work fringed with ivy. Thousands 
of fish inhabit here, of that beautiful glittering species which 
comes from China. Tliis golden nation were leaping after 
insects as I stood gazing upon the deep clear water, listening 
to the drops that trickle from the cove. Opposite to which, 
at the end of a green alley, }'ou discover an oval basin, and in 
the midst of it an antique statue full of that graceful languor 
so peculiarly Grecian. 

Whilst I was musing on the margin of the spring (for I 
retumed to it after easting a look upon the sculpture), the 
moon rose above the tufted foliage of the terraces, which I 
descended by several fligbts of steps, with marble balustrades 
crowned by vases of aloés. 

It was now seven o'clock, and ali the world were going to 
rny Lord T \ who lives in a fine house ali over blue and 
silver, with stufTed birds, alabaster cupids, and a thousand 
prettinesses more; but to say truth, neíther be nor his 
abode^ are worth mentioning. I found a deal of slopping 
and sipping of tea going forward, and many dawdlers as- 
sembled. 

As I can say little good of the party, I had better shut 
the door, and conduct vou to the Opera, which is really a 
striking spectacle. Tlie first soprano put my patience to 
severe proof, during the few minutes I attended. You never 
beheld such a porpoise. If these animais were to sing, I 
should conjecture it would be in his style. You may suppose 
how often I invoked Pacchierotti, and regretted the lofty 
melody of Quinto Fábio. Everybody seemed as well con- 
tented as if there were no such thing as good singing in the 
world, except a Neapolitan duchess, who delighted me by her 
vivacity. We took our fill of maledictions, and went home 
equally pleased with each other for having mutually exe- 
crated both singers and audience. 
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LETTER XVI. 

October22nd, 1780. 

THKY say the air is worse this year at Romc than ever, 
and that it would be madness to go thither during its malign 
influenee. This was very bad news indeed to one heartily 
tired of Florenee, at least of its society. Mereiful powers! 
what a set harbour within its walls !***#** 
You may imagine I do not take vehement delight in this 
company, though very ingenious, praiseworthy, &e. The 
woods of the Caseini shelter me every morning; and there 
grows an old erooked ilex at their entrance, twisting round a 
pine, upon whose branehes I sit for hours. 

In the afternoon I am irresistibly attraeted to the thiekets 
of Boboli. The other evening, however, I varied my walks, 
and ascended one of those pleasant hills celebrated by Dante, 
whieh rise in the vieinity of the eity, and command a varie- 
gated seene of towers, villas, cottages, and gardens.. On.the 
nght, as you stand upon the brow, appears Fiesole with its 
turrets and white houses, covering a roeky mount to the left, 
the Vai d'Arno lost in the haze of the horizon. A Franeisean 
convent stands on the summit of the eminenee, wrapped up 
in aneient eypresses, whieh hinder its holy inhabitants from 
seemg too mueh of so gay a view. The paved aseent leading 
"P to their abode reeeives also a shade from the eypresses 
whieh border it. Beneath this venerable avenue, crosses 
with inscriptions are plaeed at eertain distances, to mark the 
Tanous moments of Chrisfs passion; as when fainting under 
nis burden he halted to repose himself, or when he met his 
amieted mother. 

. Above, at the end of the perspective, rises a ehapel de- 
signed by M. A. Buonarotti; further on, an aneient ehureh, 
jncrustedwith white marble, porphyry, and verd antique. 
ineinterior presents a erowded assemblage of ornaments, ela- 
borate mosaic pavements and inlaid work without end. The 
í"gh altar is plaeed in a semicircular reeess, whieh, like the 
apsis of the church at Toreello, glitters with barbárie paint- 
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» 
1 ings on a gold ground, and receives a fervid glow of light 
from five windows, filled up with transparent marble clouded 
like tortoiseshell. A sniooth polished staircase leads to this 
mysterious place : another brought me to a subterraneous 
chapei, supported by confused groups of variegated pillars, 
just visible by the glimmer of lamps. 

Passing on not unawed, I followed some flights of steps, 
which tenninate in the neat eloisters of the convent, in per- 
fect preservation, but totally deserted. Ranges of citron and 
aloés fill up the quadrangle, whose walls are hung with su- 
perstitious pietures most singiilarly fancied. The Jesuits 
were the last tenants of this retirement, and seem to have 
had great reason for their ehoice. Its peace and stillness 
delighted me. 

Next day I was engaged by a very opposite seene, though 
mueh against my will. Her Royal Higlmess the Grand 
Duehess having produeed a princess in the night, everybody 
put on grand gala in the morning, and T was carried, along 
with the glittering tide of courtiers, ministers, and ladies, to 
see the ehristening. After the Grand Duke had talked poli- 
tics for some time, the doors of a temporary chapei were 
thrown open. Trumpets flourislied, proeessions marehed, 
and the archbishop began theeeremony atan altar of massive 
gold, placed under a yellow silk pmlion, with pyramids of 
lights before it. Wax tapers, though it was noon-day, shone 
in every comer of the apartments. Two rows of pages, gor- 
geously aceoutred, and holding enorrnous torches, stood on 
each side his Royal Highness, and made hhn the prettiest 
eourtesies imaginable, to the sound of an indifferent band of 
rousic, though led by Nardini. The poor old archbishop, who 
looked very piteous and saint-like, led the Te Deum with a 
quavering voice, and the rest followed him with thoughtless 
expedition. 

The ceremony being despatched, (for his Royal Highness 
was in a mighty fidget to shrink back into his beloved ob- 
seurity,) the crowd dispersed, and I went, with a few others, 
to dine at my Lord T 's. 

Evening drawing on, I ran to throw myself onee more into 
the woods of Boboli, and remained till it was night in their 
recesses.    Really this garden is enough to bewilder an enthu- 
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siastic spirit; there is somethíng so solemn in its shades, its 
avemies, and spires of eypresses. When I had mused for 
many an interesting hour amongst them, I emerged into the 
orangery before the palacc, which overlooks the largest dis- 
trict of the tovni, and beheld, as I slowly deseended the 
road which leads up to it, certain bríght lights glancing about 
the cupola of the Duomo and the points of the highest 
towers. At first I thought them meteors, or those illusive 
flres which often dance before the eye of my imagination ; but 
soon I was convinced of their reality: for in a few minutes 
the lantern of the cathedral was lighted up by agents really 
invisible; whilst a stream of torches ran along the battle- 
ments of the oíd castle wrhich I mentioned in a former letter. 

I enjoyed this prospect at a distanee: when near, my plea- 
sure was greatly diminished, for half the fish in the town 
were frying to rejoice the hearts of his Royal Highness*s loyal 
subjects, and bonfires blazing in every street and alley. 
Hubbubs and stinks of every denomination drove me quiekly 
to the theatre; but that was ali glitterandglare. No taste, 
no arrangement, paltry looking-glasses, and rafs-tail candles. 

LETTER XVII. 
Oclober23rd, 1780. 

Do  you recollect our evening rambles last year, in the 
valley at F , under the hill of pines?    I remember we 
often faneied the seene like Valombrosa; and vowed, if ever 
an occasion offered, to visit its deep retirements. I had put 
ofF the execution of this pilgrimage from day to day till the 
warm weather was gone; and the Florcntines declared I 
should be frozen if I attempted it. Everybody stared last 
night at the Opera when I told them I was going to bury 
myself in fallen kaves, and hear no music but their rustlings. 

Mr. was just as eager as myself to escape the chit- 
chat and nothingness of Florence; so we íinally determined 
upon our expedition, and mounting our horses^ set^out this 
moming, happily without any company but the spirit which 
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led us along. We had needof inspiration, since nothing else, 
I think, would have tempted us oversueb dreary, uninteresting 
hillocks as rise from the banks of the Arno. The hoary olive 
is their prineipal vegetation; so that IST ature, in this part of 
the countr}T, seems in a withering decrepit state, and may 

. not unaptly be compared to " an old woman clothcd in grey." 
Howcver, we did not suifer the prospect to damp our enthu- 
siasni, which was the better preserved for Valombrosa. 

About half way, our palfreys tliought proper to look out 
for some oats, and í to creep into a sort of granary in the 
midst of a barren waste, scattered over with white rocks, 
that reflected more heat thanl eared for, although I had been 
told snow and ice were to be my portion. Seating myself 
on the floor between heaps of eorn, í reached down a few 
purple elusters of Muscadine grapes, which hung to dry in 
the ceiling, and amused myself very pleasantly with them 
till the horses had finished their meai and it was lawful to 
set forwards. We met with nothing but roeky steeps shatter- 
ed into fragments, and such roads as half inclined us to re- 
pent our undertaking; but eold was not yet amongst the 
number of our evils. 

At last, after ascending a tedious while, we began to feel 
the wind blow sharply from the peaks of the mountains, and 
to hear the murmur of groves of pine. A paved patli Ieads 
across them, quite darkened by boughs, which meeting over 
our heads east a gloom and a chillness below that would have 
stopped the proceedings of reasonable mortais, and sent them 
to bask in the plain; but, being not so easily diseomfitedj 
we threw ourselves boldly into the forest. It presented that 
boundless confusion of tall straight stems I am so fond of, 
and exhaled a fresh aromatic odour that revived my spirits. 

The cold to be sure was piercing; but setting that at 
defianee, we galíoped on, and entered a vast amphitheatre 
of lawns and meado ws surrounded by thiek woods beauti- 
fully green. The steep cliffs and mountains which guard 
this retired valley are clothed with beeeh to their very sum- 
mits; and on their slopes, whose smoothness and verdure 
equal our English pastures, were dispersed large flocks of 
sheep. The herbage, moistened by streams which fali from 
the eminences, has never been Imown to fade; thus, whilst 
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the ehief part of Tuscany is parehed by the heats of summer, 
these upland meadows retain the freshness of spring. I re- 
gretted not having visited them sooner, as autumn had al- 
ready made great ha voe amongst the foliage. Showers of 
leaves blew full in our faees as we rode towards the eonvent, 
placed at an extremity of the vale and sheltered by firs and 
ehestnuts towering one above another. 

Whilst we were alighting before the entrance, two fathers 
eame out and received us into the peaee of their retirement. 
We found a blazing flre, and tables spread very comfortably 
before it, round whieh five or six overgrown friars were 
lounging, who seemed, by the sleekness and rosyhue of their 
countenances, not totally to liave despised this mortal ex- 
istenee. 

My letters of recommendation soon brought the heads of 
the order about me, fair round figures, such as a Chinese 
would have placed in his pagoda. I could willingly liave 
dispensed with their attention; yet to avoid this was scarcely 
within the eircle of possibility. Ali dinner, therefore, we 
endured an infinity of nonsensieal questions; but as soon as 
that was o ver, I lost no time in repairing to the lawns and 
forests. The fathers made a shift to waddle after, as fast 
and as complaisantly as they were able, but were soon dis- 
tanced. 

Now I found myself at liberty, and pursued a narrow 
path overhung by rock, with bushy ehestnuts starting from 
the erevices. This led me into wild glens of beeeh trees, 
mostly decayed and covered with moss; several were fallen. 
It was amongst these the holy hermit Gualbertus had his 
eell. I rested a moment upon one of their huge branches, 
Hstening to the roar of a waterfall which the wrood coneealed. 
The dry leaves chased each other down the steeps on the 
edge of the torrents with hollow rustlings, whilst the solemn 
wave of the forests above most perfectly answered the idea 
I had formed of Valombrosa, 

 whcre the Etxurian shades 
High ovcrareh'd embowcr. 

The scene was beginning to take eneet, and the genius of 
Milton to move across his favourite valley, when the fathers 

FLOKENCE. 105 

the ehief part of Tuscany is parehed by the heats of summer, 
these upland meadows retain the freshness of spring. I re- 
gretted not having visited them sooner, as autumn had al- 
ready made great ha voe amongst the foliage. Showers of 
leaves blew full in our faees as we rode towards the eonvent, 
placed at an extremity of the vale and sheltered by firs and 
ehestnuts towering one above another. 

Whilst we were alighting before the entrance, two fathers 
eame out and received us into the peaee of their retirement. 
We found a blazing flre, and tables spread very comfortably 
before it, round whieh five or six overgrown friars were 
lounging, who seemed, by the sleekness and rosyhue of their 
countenances, not totally to liave despised this mortal ex- 
istenee. 

My letters of recommendation soon brought the heads of 
the order about me, fair round figures, such as a Chinese 
would have placed in his pagoda. I could willingly liave 
dispensed with their attention; yet to avoid this was scarcely 
within the eircle of possibility. Ali dinner, therefore, we 
endured an infinity of nonsensieal questions; but as soon as 
that was o ver, I lost no time in repairing to the lawns and 
forests. The fathers made a shift to waddle after, as fast 
and as complaisantly as they were able, but were soon dis- 
tanced. 

Now I found myself at liberty, and pursued a narrow 
path overhung by rock, with bushy ehestnuts starting from 
the erevices. This led me into wild glens of beeeh trees, 
mostly decayed and covered with moss; several were fallen. 
It was amongst these the holy hermit Gualbertus had his 
eell. I rested a moment upon one of their huge branches, 
Hstening to the roar of a waterfall which the wrood coneealed. 
The dry leaves chased each other down the steeps on the 
edge of the torrents with hollow rustlings, whilst the solemn 
wave of the forests above most perfectly answered the idea 
I had formed of Valombrosa, 

 whcre the Etxurian shades 
High ovcrarch'd embowcr. 

The scene was beginning to take eneet, and the genius of 
Milton to move across his favourite valley, when the fathers 



106 FLORENCE. 

arrived puffing and blowing, by an easier ascent than I knew 
of. 

ft You have rnissed the way/' cried the youngest; " the 
hermitage, with the fine pi et tire by Andrèa dei Sarto., which 
ali the English admire, is on the oppositc side of the wood: 
there ! don't you see it on the point of the cliff?,f 

" Yes, yes," said I a little peevishly; ft I wonder the devil 
has not pushed it down long ago; it seems to invite his 
kick." 

<c Satan," answered the old Pagod very dryly, " is full of 
maliee; but whoeveT drinks of a spring which the Lord 
causeth to flow near the hermitage is freed  from his illu- 
sions. 

Are they eo ? " replied I with a sanctified accent, ct ihen 
I pray thee conduct me thither, for I have great need of sueh 
salutary waters." 

The youngest father shook his head, as mueh as to say, 
" This is notliing more than a heretiVs whim." 

The sénior set forwards with greater piety, and began some 
legendary tales of the kind which my soul loveth. He 
pointed to a chasm in the cliff, round whieh we were wind- 
ing by a spiral path, where Gualbertus used to sleep, and, 
tuming himself towards the west, see a long suecession of 
saints and martyrs sweeping athwart the sky, and gilding 
the clouds with far brighter splendours than the setting-sun. 
Here he rested till his last hour, when the bel Is of the 
convent beneath (which till that moment would have made 
dogs howl had there becn any within its precincts) struck 
out sueh harmonious jingling that ali thecountryaround was 
ravished, and began lifting up their eyes with singular devo- 
tion, when, behold ! light dawncd, cherubim appeared, and 
birds chirped although it was midnight. " Alas! alas ! 
what would I not give to witness sueh a speetacle, and read 
my prayer-book by the effulgence o^ opening heaven ! " 

However, willing to see something at least, I crept into 
the eonseerated eleft and extended myself on its rugged sur- 
faee. A very penitential coucli! but commanding glorious 
prospects of the world below, which lay this evening in deep 
blue shade; the sun looking red and angry through misty 
vapours, which prevented our discoTering the Tuscan sea. 
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Finding the rock as damp as miglit be expeeted, I soon 
sliifted my quarters, and followed the youngest father up to 
the Romitorio, a snug little hermitage, with a neat chapei, 
and altar-pieee by Ándrèa dei Sarto, whieh I should have 
examincd more minutely had not the wild and mountainoxis 
forest scenery possessed my whole attention.    I just sta}Ted 
to taste the holy fountain ; and then, eseaping from m}r con- 
duetors, ran eagerly do\vn the path, leaping o ver tlie springs 
that erossed it, and entered a lawn of the smoothest turf 
grazed by sheep. Beyond this opening rises a seeond, hemmed 
in with thickets; and still higher, a third, whence a forest of 
young pine spires up into a lofty theatre terminated by peaks, 
half concealed by a thiek mantle of beech tinged with rudd)r 

brown.    Pausing in the midst of the lawns, and looking up- 
ward to the sweeps of wood whieh surrounded me, 1 addressed 
my orísons to the genius of the plaee, and prayed that I 
might once more retum into its bosom, and be permitted to 
bring you along with me, for surely such meads, sueh groves, 
were formed for our enjoyment! 

This little rite performed, I walked on quite to the extre- 
mity of the pastures, traversed a thicket, and found myself 
on the edge of preeipices, beneath whose base the whole Vai 
d'Arno lies expanded. I listened to distant murmurings in 
the plain, saw wreaths of smoke rising from the eottages, and 
viewed a vast traet of grey barren eountry, whieh evening 
rendered still more desolate, bounded by the blaek mountain 
of Radieofani. Then, turning round, I beheld the whole ex- 
tent of rock and forest, the groves of beeeh, and wilds above 
the eonvent, glowing with fiery red, for the sun, making a 
last effort to pieree the vapours, produced this effect; whieh 
was the more striking, as the sky was gloomy, and the rest 
of the prospeet of a melaneholy blue. 

Returning slowly homeward, I marked the warm glow de- 
serting the eminences, and heard the sullen toll of a bell. 
The young boys of the seminary were moving in a body to 
their dark inelosure, ali dressed* in blaek. Many of them 
looked pale and wan. 1 wished to ask them whether the 
solitude of Valombrosa suited their age and vivaeity; but a 
tall speetre of a priest drove them along like a herd, and 
presently, the gates opening, I saw them no more. 
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The night was growing chill, the winds boisterous, and in 
the intervals of the gusts I had the addition of a lamentable 
screech-owl to depress my spirits. Upon the whole, I was 
not at ali concerned to meet the fathers, who came out to 
show me to rny room, and entertain me with various gossip- 
ings, both sacred and profane, till supper appeared. 

Next inorning, the Padre Decano gave us chocolate in his 
apartment; and afterwards led us round the convent, insist- 
ing most unmercifully upon our viewing every cell and every 
dormitory. However, I was determined to make a full stop 
at the organ, one of the most harmonious I ever played upon ; 
but plaeed in a deep recess, feebly lighted by lamps, not cal- 
culated to inspire triumphant Yoluntaries. The monks, who 
had ali crowded into the lofl in expectation of brisk jigs and 
hvely overtures, soon rctired upon hearing a strain ten times 
rnore sorrowful than ihat to which they were accustomed. I 
did not lament their departure, but played on till our horses 
came to the gate. Wc mounted, wound back through the 
grovc of pines which protect Yalombrosa from intrusion, des- 
cended the steeps, and, gaining the plains, galloped in a few 
hours to Florence. 

LETTER XVIII. 

Sienna, Octobcr27th, 1780. 

HKRK my duty of course was to see the cathedral, and I 
got up much earlier than I wished, in order to perform it. I 
wonder that our holy ancestors did not choose a mountain at 
once, scrape it into tabcrnacles, and chisel it into scripture 
stories; It would have cost them almost as little trouble as 
the building in question, which, by many of the Italian devo- 
tees to a purer style of architecture, is esteemed a master- 
piece of ridiculous taste and elaborate absurdity. The front, 
incrusted with alabaster, is worked into a million of fretted 
arches and puzzling ornaments. Tliere are statues without 
number, and rilievos without end or meaning. 

The church within is ali of black and white marble alter- 
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natcly; the roof blue and gold, with a profusion of silken 
banners hanging from it; and a cornice running above the 
principal árcade, composed entirely of bustos reprcsenting the 
whole series of sovereign pontiffs, from the first Bishop of 
Rome to Adrian the Fourth. Pope Joan they say flgured 
amongst them, between Leo the Fourth and Benedict the 
Third, till the year 1600, when some autliors have asserted 
she was turned out, at the instance of Clement the Eighth, 
to make room for Zacharias the First. 

1 hardly knew whieh was the nave, or which the cross aisle, 
of this singular edifiee, so perfect is the eonfusion of its parts. 
The pavement demands attention, being inlaid so curiously as 
to represent variety of histories taken from Holy Writ, and 
designed somewhat in the style of that hobgoblin tapestry 
which used to bestare the walls of our ancestors. Near the 
high altar stands the strangest of pulpits, supported by po- 
lished pillars of granite, rising frorn lions' backs, which serve 
as pedestais. In every corncr of the place some glittering 
chapei or other offends or astonishes you. That, however, of 
the Chigi family, it must be allowcd, has infinite merit with 
respeet to design and cxecution ; but it wants effect, as seem- 
ing out of place in this chãos of caprice and finery. 

From the church I entered a vaulted chamber, crected by 
the Piccoliminis, filled with missais most exquisitely illumi- 
nated. The paintings in fresco on the walls are rather bar- 
barous, though executed after the designs of the mighty Ra- 
phael; but then we must remember, he had but just escaped 
from Pietro Perugino. 

Not staying long in the Duomo, we left Sienna in good 
time ; and, after being shaken and tumblcd in the worst roads 
that were ever pretended to be made use of, found ourselves 
bencath the rough mountains round Radicofani, about seven 
0 clock on a cold and dismal evening. Up we toiled a steep 
eraggy ascent, and reached at length the inn upon its sum- 
mit. My hcart sank when J entered a vast range of apart- 
ments, with high blackraíled roofs, onceintended fora hunt- 
ing palace of the Grand Dukes, but now desolate and forlorn. 
1 he wmd having risen, every door began to shake, and every 
ooard substituted for a window to elattcr, as if the severe 
power who dwells on the topmost peak of Radicofani, ac- 
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110 RADICO FAKI. 

cording to íts vil! age mythologists, was about to visít his 
abode. My only spell to kcep Mm at a distance was kindling 
an enormous fire, whosc charitable gleams chcered iny spirits, 
and gave them a quicker flov. Yet, for some minutes, I 
never ccascd looking, now to the right, now to thc left, up at 
the dark beams., and down the long passages, where the pave- 
ment, broken up ín several places, and earth newly strewn 
about, seemed to indicate that something horrid was con- 
cealed below. 

A grim fratemity of cats Icept whisking baekwards and 
forwards in these dreary avenues, which I am apt to ima- 
gine is the very identical scene of a sabbath of witches at 
certain periods. Not venturing to explore them, I fastened 
my door, pitched my bed opposite the hearth whieh glowed 
with embers, and erept uiider the coverlids, hardly venturing 
to go to sleep lest I should be suddenly roused from it by I 
know not what terrible initiation into the mysteries of the 
place. 

Scaree was I settled, "before two or three of the brotherhood 
just mentioned stalked in at a little opening under the door. 
I insisted upon their moving off faster than they hatí entered, 
and was surprised, when midnight carne, to hear nothing 
more than their doleful mewings eehoed by the hollow walls 
and arehes. 

LETTER XIX. 

Hadicofani, October *28th, 1780. 

I BEGIN to despair of magicai adventures, since none hap- 
pened at Radicofani, which Katiire seems wholly to have 
abandoned. Not a trce, not an acre of soil, has she be- 
sto we d upon its inhabitants, who vould have more excuse 
for praetising the gloomy art than the rest of mankind. I 
was very glad to leave their blaek hills and stony wilder- 
ness belrind, and, entering thc Papal territory, to see some 
slirubs and eorn-fields at a distance. 
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Ncar Aquapendente, which is situated on a ledge of clifts 
mantled with chestnut copses and tufted ilex., the country 
grew varied and picturesque. St. Lorenzo, the next post, 
built upon a hill, overlooks the lake of Bolsena, whose woody 
shores conceal many ruined buildings. We passed some of 
them in a retired vale, with arches from rock to rock, and 
grottos beneath half lost in thickets, from which rise craggy 
pinnacles crowned by mouldering towers; just sueh scenery 
as Polemberg and Bamboche introducc in thcir paintings. 

Beyond these truly Italian prospects, which a mellow eve- 
ning tint rendered still more interesting, a forest of oaks pre- 
sents itself upon the brows of hills, which extends almost the 
whole way to Monte Fiascone. It was late before we as- 
cended it. The whole country seems full of inhabited ca- 
vems, that began as night drew on to shine with fires. We 
saw many dark shapes glancing before them, and perhaps a 
subterraneous people like the Cimmerians lurk in their re- 
cessos. As we drew near Viterbo, the lights in the fields 
grew less and less frequent; and when we entered the town, 
ali was total darkness. 

To-morrow I liope to pay my vows before the high altar of 
St. Peter, and tread the Vatican. ^Tiy are you not here to 
usher me into the imperial city: to watch my first glance of 
the Coliseo: and lead me up the stairs ofthe Capitol ? I 
shall rise before the sun, that I may see him set from Monte 
Cavallo. 

LETTER XX. 

Rome, Oclober 29tb, 1780. 

WE set out in the dark. Moming dawned over the Lago 
di Viço ; its watei-s of a deep ultramarine blue, and its sur- 
rounding forests catching the rays of the rising sun. It was 
in vain I looked for the cupola of St. Peter's upon descending 
the mountains beyond Viterbo. Nothing but a sea of va- 
pours was visible. 

At length they rolled away, and the spaeious plains began 
to show themsclvcs, in which the most warlike of nations 
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reared their seat of empire. On the left, afar off, ríses the 
rugged chain of Apennines, and on the other side, a shining 
expanse of ocean terminates the view. It was upon this vast 
surface so many illustrious actions were performed, and I 
knownot where a mighty people could have chosen a grander 
theatre. Here was space for the march of armies, and verge 
enough for encampments: leveis for martial games, and room 
for that variety of roads and causeways that led from the ca- 
pital to Ostia. How many triumphant legions have trodden 
these pavements! how many captive kings ! What throngs 
ofcars and chariots once glittered on their surface) savage 
animais dragged from the interior of Africa; and the ambas- 
sadors of Indian princes, followed by their exotic train, hasten- 
ing to implore the favour of the senate 1 

Duringmany ages, this eminence commanded almost every 
day such illustrious scenes; but ali are vanished: the splen- 
did tumult is passed away; silence and desolation remain. 
Dreary flats thinly scattered over with ilex, and barren hil- 
locks erowned by solitary towers, were the only objects we 
perceived for several miles. Now and then we passed a few 
black ill-favoured sheep straggling by the way side, near a 
ruined sepukhre, just such animais as an ancient would have 
sacriíiced to the Manes. Sometimes we crossed a brook, 
whose ripplings were the only sounds which broke the general 
stillness, and observed the shepherds' huts on its banks, 
propped up with broken pedestais and marble friezes. I en- 

,tered one of them, whose owner was abroad tending his 
lierds, and began writing upon the sand and murmuring a 
melancholy song. Perhaps the dead listened to me from 
their narrow cells. The living I can answer for: they were 
far enough removed. 

You will not be surj)rísed at the dark tone of my musings 
in so sad a scene, especially as the weather lowered; and you 
are well acquainted how greatly I depend upon skies and 
sunshine. To-day I had no blue firmament to revive my 
spirits; no genial gales, no aromatic plants to irritate my 
nerves and lend at least a momentary animation. Heath 
and a greyish kind of moss are the sole vegetation which 
covers this endless wilderness. Every slope is strewed with 
the relics of a happier period; trunks of trees, shattered co- 
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lumns, cedar beams, helmets of bronze, skulls and eoins, are 
frequently dug up together. 

I eannot boast of having made any diseoveries, nor of 
sending you any novel intelligence. You knew before how 
perfectly the enviroris of Rome were desolate, and how corn- 
pletely the Papal government contrives to make its subjects 
miserable. But who knows that they were not jiist as 
wretehed in those boasted times we are so fond of celebrating ? 
Ali is doubt and conjecture in this frail existence; and I 
might as well attempt proving to whom belonged the moul- 
dering bonés whieh lay dispersed around me, as venture to 
affirm that one age is more fortiinate than another. Very 
likely the poor cottager, under whose roof I reposed, is hap- 
pier than the luxurious Roman upon the remains of whose 
palace^ perhaps, his shed is raised: and yet that Roman flou- 
rished in the purple days of the empire, when ali was wealth 
and splendour, triumph and exultation. 

I could have spent the whole day by the rivulet, lost in 
dreams and meditations; but reeollecting my vow, 1 ran 
back to the earriage and drove on. The road not having 
been mended, I believe, since the days of the Cfeesars. would 
not allow our motions to be very precipitate. " When you 
gain the summit of yonder hill, )rou will diseoverRome/' said 
one of the postilions: up we dragged; no city appeared. 
" From the next/' cried out a seeond; and so on ftom height 
to height did they amuse my expectations. I thought Rome 
fled before us, such was my impatience, till at last we per- 
eeived a eluster of hills with green pastures on their summits, 
inclosed by thickets and shaded by flourishing ilex. Here 
and there a white house, built in the antique style, with open 
portieoes, that received a faint gleam of the evening sun, just 
emerged from the elouds and tinting the meads below. Now 
domes and towers began to disco ver themselves in the valley, 
and St. Pcter's to rise above the magnificent roofs of the Va- 
tiçan. Every step wc advanced the scene extended, till, 
winding suddenly round the hill, ali Rome opened to our view. 

Shall I ever forget the sensations I experienced upon 
slowly descending the hills, and erossing the bridge o ver the 
líber; when 1 entered an avenue between terraces and orna- 
mented gates of villas, whieh leads to the Porto dei Popoio, 
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and beheld the square, the domes, the obelisk, thc long per- 
spective of streets and palaces opening bcyond, ali glowing 
with the vivid red of sunset ? You can imagine how I en- 
jo}Ted my beloved tint, my favourite hour, surrounded by 
such objeets. You can faney me ascending Monte Cavallo, 
lcaning against thc pedestal which supports Bucephalus; 
then, spite of time and distance, hunying to St. Peter's in 
performance of my vow. 

I met thc Holy Father in ali his pomp returning from 
vespers : trumpets flourishing, and a troop of guards drawn 
out upon Ponte St. Angelo. Casting a respectful glance 
upon the Moles Adriani, I moved on till the full sweep of 
St. Peter's colonnade opened upon me. The edifice appears 
to have becn raised within the ycar, such is its frcshncss and 
preservation. I could hardly take my eyes from oíf the 
beautiful symmetry of its front, contrasted \vith the magnifi- 
cent, though irregular courts of the Yatican towering over 
the eolonnade, till, the sun sinking behind the dome, I ran up 
the steps and entered the grand portal, which was on the very 
point of being closed. 

I knew not where I was, or to what scene transported. A 
sacred twilight concealing the extremities of the strueture, I 
could not distinguish any particular ornament, but enjoyed 
the effect of thc whole. No damp air or fetid exhalation 
offended me. The perfume of incense was not yet entirely 
dissipated. No human being stirred. I heard a door close 
with thc sound of thunder, and thought I distinguished 
some faint whisperings, but am ignorant whence they carne. 
Soveral hundred lamps twinklcd round the high altar, quite 
lost in the immensity of the pile. No other Iight disturbed 
my reveries but the dying glow still visiblc through the 
westeni windows. Imagine how I felt upon finding myself 
alonc in this vast temple at so late an hour. Do you think 
I quitted it without some rcvclation ? 

It was almost eight o'elock before I issued forth, and, 
pausing a few minutes under the porticoes, listened to the 
rush of the fountains: then traversing lialf the town, I believe, 
in my way to the Yilla Mediei, under which I am lodged, fell 
into a profound repose, which my zeal and exercise may be 
allowed, I think, to have merited. 
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ROME. 115 

October 30ih. 
Immediately after breakfast I rcpaired again to St. Peter's, 

which even cxceeded thc height of my expeetations. I could 
hardly quit it. I wish his Holiness would allow me to ereet a 
little tabcrnaele within this glorious temple. I should desire 
no othcr prospeet dnring the wintcr; no other sky than the 
vast arches glowing vrith golden ornaments, so lofty as to lose 
ali glitter or gaudiness. But I cannot say I should be per- 
fectly contented, urdess I could obtain anothcr tabernaele 
for you. Thus established, we would take our evening 
walks on the field of marble; for is not the pavement vast 
cnough for the extravagance of the appellation ? Sometimes, 
instead of elimbing a mountain, we should ascend the eupola, 
and look down on our little encampment below. At night 
I should wish for a eonstellation of lamps dispersed about in 
elusters, and so contrived as to difíuse a mild and equal 
light. I\rusie should not be wanting: at one time to breathe 
in the subterraneous chapeis, at another to echo through the 
dome. 

The doors should be elosed, and not a mortal admitted. 
No príests, no cardinais: God forbid ! We would have ali 
the spaee to ourselves, and to beings of our own visionary 
penuasion. 

I was so absorbed in my imaginary palaee, and exhausted 
with contriving plans for its embelíishment, as seareely to 
have spirits left for the Pantheon, which I visitcd late in the 
evening, and entercd with a reverence approaehing to snper- 
stition. The whiteness of the dome ofTended me, for, alas! 
this venerable temple has been whitewashed. I slunk into 
one of the recesses, closcd my cyes, transported myself into 
antiquity; then opened them again, tried to persuade myself 
the pagan gods were in their niches, and the saints out of 
the question; was vcxed at coming to my scnses, and íinding 
them ali there, St. Andrew with his eross, and St. Agnes 
with her lamb, &e. Then I paeed disconsolately into the 
pórtico, which shows the name of Agrippa on its pediment. 
Fixed for a few minutes against a Corinthian eolumn, I la- 
mented that no pontifí arrived with \*ictims and arúspices, of 
whom I might inquire, what, in the name of birds and gar- 
bage, put me so terribly out of humour! for you must know 
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116 ROME. 

I was very near being disappointed, and began to think Pi- 
ranesi and Paolo Panini had bcen a great deal too colossal in 
their representations of this yenerable structure. I left the 
column, walked to the centre of the temple, and there re- 
mained motionless as a statue. Some architects have ccle- 
brated the cfTect of light from the opening above, and pre- 
tended it to bc distributed in such a manner as to give those 
who walk beneath the appearance of m)rstie beings stream- 
ing with radiance. If that were the case, I appeared, to 
be sure, a luminous figure, and. neverstood I more in need of 
somethíng to enliven me. 

My spirits wcre not mended upon returning home. I had 
expected a heap of Venetian letters, but could not discover 
one. I had received no intelligence from England for many 
a tedious day; and for aught I can tell to the contrary, )Tou 
may have been dead these three weeks. I think I shall 
"\vandcr soon in the Catacombs, wliich I try lustily to per- 
suade niyself communicatc with the lower world; and per- 
haps I may find some Ictter there from you lying upon a 
broken sarcophagus, dated from the realms of Night, and 
giving an account of your descent into her bosom. Yet, I 
pray continually, notvrithstanding my curiosity to learn what 
passes in the dark regions beyond the tomb, that )rou will 
remam a few years longer on our planet; for what would 
become of me should I lose sight of you for ever ? Stay, 
therefore, as long as 3rou can, and let us have the delight of 
dozing a little more of this poor existence away together, and 
steeping ourselves in pleasant dreams. 

LETTER XXL 

November lst, 1780. 

THOUCH you find I am not yet snatched away from the 
carth, according to my last nighfs bodings, I was far too 
restless and dispirited to deli ver my recommendatory letters. 
St. Carlos, a mighty day of gala at Naples, was an excellent 
excuse for leaving Rome, and indulging my roving disposi- 
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VELETRI. U7 

tion. After spending my morning at St. Peter's, we set ofT 
about four o'clock, and drove by the Coliseo and a Capuchin 
convent, whose monks were ali busied in preparing the ske- 
letons of their order, to figure by torch-light in the evening. 
St. John's of Lateran astonished me. I conld not help walk- 
ing several times round the obelisk, and admiring the noble 
space in vrhieh the palaee is erected, and the extensive scene 
of towers and aqueducts diseovered from the platform in 
front. 

We went ont at the Porta Appia, and began to perceive 
the plains which surround the city opening on every side. 
Long reaches of walls and arches, seldom interrupted, stretch 
across them. Sometimes, indeed, a withered pine, lifting 
itself up to the mercy of every blast that sweeps the eham- 
pagne, breaks their uniformity. Between the aqueducts to 
the left, nothing but wastes of fern, or tracts of ploughed 
lands, dark and desolate, are visible, the corn not being yet 
sprung up. On the right, several groups of ruined fanes and 
sepulchres diversify the leveis, with here and there a garden 
or woody inclosure. Such objects are seattered over the 
landscape, which towards the horizon bulges into gentle as- 
cents, and, rising by degrees, swells at length into a chain of 
mountains, which received the palegleamsof the snn setting 
in watery clouds. 

By this uncertain light we diseovered the white buildings 
of Albano, sprinkled about the steeps. We had not many 
moments to contenrplate them, for it was night when we 
passed the Torre di mezza via, and began breathing a close 
pestilential vapour. Half suffocated, and recollecting a va- 
riety of terrifying tales about the malária, we advanced; not 
without fear, to Veletri, and hardly ventured to fali asleep 
when arríved there. 

Novembcr 2nd- 
I arose at day-break, and, forgetting fevers and mortali- 

ties, ran into a levei meadow without the town, whilst the 
horses were putting to the carriage. Why should I calum- 
niate the pearly transparent air ? it seemed at least purer 
than any I had before inhaled. Being perfectly alone, and 
not discovering any trace of the neighbouring city, I fancied 
myself existing in the ancient days of Hespería, and hoped to 
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11 3 TERRACIXA. 

meet Picus in his woods before the evening. But, instead of 
thosc shrill claniours which used to echo through the thickets 
when Pari joined with mortais in the ehase, I heard the 
rumbling of our carriage, and the cursing of postilions. 
Mounting a horse I flcw before them, and seemed to catch 
inspiration from the breczcs. Now I turned my eyes to the 
ridge of precipices, in whosegrots and cavem s Satum and his 
people passed their life ; thcn to the distant ocean. Àfar off 
rose the cliff, sofamous forCirce's incantations,, and the whole 
line of coasts, which was once covered with her forests. 

Whilst I was advaneing -with full speedj the sun-beams 
began to shoot athwart the rnountains,, the plains to light up 
by degrees, and their shrubberies of myrtle to glisten with 
dew-drops. The sea brightened, and the Circean prornontory 
soon glowed with purple. AH ány we kept winding through 
this enchantcd country. Towards evening Terracina ap- 
peared before us, in a bold romantie site ; house above house, 
and turret looking o ver turret, on the steeps of a mountain, 
inclosed with mouldering walls, and crowned by the ruined 
terraces of a palace ; one of those, perhaps, which the luxu- 
rious Romans inhabited diiring the sumnier, when so free and 
lofty an exposition (the sea below, with its gales and mur- 
murs) must have been delightful. Groves of orangc and 
citron hang on the declivity, rough with the Indian fig, whose 
bright red flowers, illuminated by the sun, had a magic splen- 
dour. A palm-tree, growing on the highest crag, adds not a 
little to its singular appearance. Being the largest I had yet 
seen, and elustered with fru.it, I elimbed up the rocks to take 
a sketch of it; and looking down upon the beaeh and glassy 
plains of ocean, exclaimed with Martial: 

O nemus ! O fontes! solidumque roadentis arensc 
Littus, et ffiquorcis splendidus Anxur aquis! 

Glancing my eyes athwart the sea, I fixed them on the 
rock of Circe, which lies right opposite to Terracina, joined to 
the continent by a very narrow strip of land, and appearing 
like an island. The roar of the waves lashing the base of 
the precipices, inight still be thought the howl of savage 
monsters; but where are those woods whieh shaded the dorne 
of the goddess ? Scarce a tree appears.    A few thickets, and 
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but a few, are the sole remains of this oncc impenctrable 
vegetation ; yet even these I longed to visit, sucb was my 
predilcction for the spot. 

Dcsccnding the cliff, and pursuing our route to Mola along 
the shore, by a grand road formed on the ruins of the Appian 
Way, we drove undcr an enormous perpendicular rock, stand- 
ing detached, like a watch-tower, and cut into arsenais and 
magazines. Day closcd just as we got beyond it, and a new 
moon gleamed faintly on the waters. Wc saw íires afar off 
in the bay, some twinkling on the coast, others upon the 
waves, and heard the murmur of voices; for the night was 
still and solemn, like that of Cajetas's funeral. I looked 
anxiously on a sea, where the heroes of the Odyssey and 
iEncid had sailed to fulfil their mystic destinies. 

Nine struck whcn we arrived at Mola di Gacta. The 
boats were just coming in (whose lights we had secn out 
upon the main), and brought such fish as Neptune, I dare 
say, would have grudged iEncas and Ulysses. 

Novemher 3rd. 
The morning was soft, but hazy. I walked in a grove of 

orange troes, white with blossoms, and at the same time 
glowing with fruit. The spot sloped pleasantly towards the 
sea, and here I loitered till the liorses were ready, then set 
ofí on the Appian, betwcen hedges of myrtle and alocs. 
We observed a variety of towns, with battlemented walls 
and ancient turrets, crowning the pinnacles of rocky stecps, 
surrounded by wilds, and rude uneultivated mountains. The 
Liris, now Garigliano, winds its pcaceful course through wide 
extensive meado ws, scattered o ver with the remains of aque- 
duets, and waters the base of the rocks I have just mention- 
ed. Such a prospect could not fail of bringing Virgil's panc- 
gyric of Italy into my mind: 

Tot congesta manu preeruptis oppida saxis 
Fluminaque antiquos subterlabcntia muros. 

As soon as we arrived in sight of Capua, the sky darken- 
ed, clouds covercd the horizon, and prcscntly poured dowii 
such deluges of rain as floated the whole eountry. The 
gloom was general; Vcsuvius disappeared just after we had 
discovered it.    At four o'clock darkness universally prevail- 
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120 NAPIES. 

ed, except when a livid glare of lightning presented momen- 
taryglimpses of the bay and rnountains. We lighted torches, 
and forded several torrents almost at the hazard of our lives. 
The plains of A versa were filled with herds, lowing most 
piteously, and yet not half so much scared as their masters, 
who ran about raving and ranting lilce Indians during the 
eclipse of the moon. I knew Vesuvius had often put their 
courage to prooÇ but little thought ofan inundation occasion- 
ing such commotions. 

For three hours the storrn increased in violerice, and in- 
stead of entering Naples on a ealrn evening, and viewing its 
delightful shoresby moonlight—instead of finding the squares 
and terraces thronged with people and animated by musie, 
we advanced with fear and terror through dark streets totally 
deserted, every ereature being shut up in his house, and we 
heard nothing but driving min, rushing torrents, and the fali 
of fragments beaten down by their violence. Our inn, like 
every other habitation, was in great disorder, and we waited 
a long while before we could settle in our apartments with 
any eomfort. Ali night the waves roared round the roeky 
foundations of a fortress beneath my windows, and the light- 
ning played cleav in my eyes. 

Novcmber 4th. 
Peace was restored to nature in the morning, but every 

mouth was full of the dreadful aecidents which had hap- 
pened in the night. The sky was cioudless when I awoke, 
and such was the transparence of the atmosphere that I could 
clearly discern the rocks, and even some white buildings on 
the island o f Ca preá, though at the distance of thirty miles. 
A large window fronts my bed., and its casements being 
thrown open, gives me a vast prospect of ocean uninter- 
rupted, except by the peaks of Caprea and the Cape of So- 
rento. I lay half an hour gazing on the smooth levei waters, 
and listening to the confused voices of the fishermen, passing 
and repassing in light skiffsj, which carne and disappeared in 
an instant. 

Eunning to the balcony the moment my eyes were fairly 
open, (for till then I saw objects, I know not how, as one 
does in dreams,) I leaned over its rails and viewed Vesuvius 
rising distinct into the bluc ether, with ali that world of gar- 
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dens and casinos which are seattered about its base; thcn 
looked down into the street, deep below, thronged with peo- 
ple in holiday garments, and carriages, and soldiers in full 
parade. The shrubby, variegated shore of Posilipo drew my 
attention to the opposite side of the bay. It was on those 
very rocks, under those tall pines, Sannazaro was wont to 
sit by moonlight, or at peep of dawn, composing bis marine 
eelogues. It is there he still sleeps; and I wished to liave 
gone immediately and strewed coral over his tomb, but I was 
obliged to cheek my impatience and hmxy to the palace in 
form and gala. 

A courtly mob had got thither upon the same errand, 
daubed over with laee and most notably be-periwigged. 
Nothing but bows and salutations were going forward on 
the stairease, one of the largest I evcr beheld, and whieh a 
multitude of prelates and friars were ascending with awk- 
ward pomposity. I jostled along to the presenee ehamber, 
where his Majesty was dining alone in a circular inclosure of 
fine elothes and smirking faces. The moment he had fmish- 
ed, twenty long necks were poked forth, and it was a glorious 
struggle amongst some of the most decorated who fírst should 
kiss his hand, the great business of the day. Everybody pressed 
forward to the best of their abilities. His Majesty seemed 
to eye nothing but the end of his nose, which is doubtless a 
capital object. 

Though people have imagined him a weak monareh, I beg 
leave to difTer in opinion, since he has the boldness to prolong 
his ehildhood and be happy, in spite of years and convietion. 
Give him a boar to stab, and a pigeon to shoot at, a battle- 
dore or an angling rod, and he is better contented than Solo- 
mon in ali his glory, and will never diseover, like that sapient 
sovereign, that ali is vanity and vexation of spirit. 

His courtiers in general have rather a barbárie appearance, 
and differ little in the eharaeter of their physiognomies from 
the most savage nations. I should have taken them for Cal- 
mueks or Samoieds, had it not been for their dresses and 
European flnery. 

You may suppose I was not sorry, after my presentation 
was over, to return to Sir W. H/s, where an interesting 
group of lovely women, literati, and artists^ were assembled : 
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— Gagliani and Cyrillo, Aprile, Milico, and Deamicis— the 
determined Santo Marco, and the more nymph-Iike modest- 
looking, though not less dangerous, Belmonte. Gagliani 
happened to be in full story, and vied with his countryman 
Polichinello, not only in gesticulation and loquacity, but in 
the excessive licentiousness of his narrations. He was pro- 
ceeding beyond ali lwunds of decency and deeorunv, at least 
according to English notions, when Lady H.* sat down to 
the pianoforte. Her plaintive modulations breathed a far dif- 
ferent language. I\To performer that ever I heard produced 
such soothing eífects; they seemed the emanations of a puré, 
uncontaminated mind, at peacc with itself and benevolently 
desirous of diífusing that happy tranquillity around it; these 
were modes a Greeian legislature would have encouraged to 
further the triumph o ver vice of the most amiable virtue. 

The evening was passing swiftly away, and í had almost 
forgotten there was a grand illumination at the theatre of St. 
Cario. After traversing a number of dark streets^ we sud- 
denly entered this enormous edifico, whose seven rows of 
boxes one above the other blazed with tapers. I never be- 
held such lofty walls of light, nor so pompous a decoration as 
covered the stage. Marchesi was singing in the midst of ali 
these splendours some of the poorest music imaginable, with the 
clearest and most trmmphant voice, perhaps, in the uni verse» 

It was some time before I could Iook to any purpose around 
me, or discover what animais inhabited this glittering world : 
such was its size and glare. At last I perceived vast num- 
bers of swarthy ill-favoured beings, in gold and silver raiment, 
peeping out of their boxes. The court being present, a tole- 
rable silenee was maintained, but the moment his Majesty 
withdrew (which great event took place at the beginning of 
the second act) every tongue broke loose, and nothing but buzz 
and hubbub filled up the rest of the entertainment. 

* This excellent and highly eultivated woman died at Naples, in 
AugusL 1782. Had shc lived to a later period her cxamp.c and in- 
fluencc mighi probably havc gone great lenglhs lowards arrestinj that 
tide of corruption and profligacy which swcpt off this il)-fatcd eourt to 
Sicily, and thrcatçned its total dcstruclion. 
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LETTER XXII. 

Novcmber 6th, 1780. 

TILL to-day we have had nothing but rains ; the sea 
covered witli mists, and Caprea invisible. Would you be- 
Kcve it ? I havc not yet been able to mount to St. Elmo 
and the Gapo di Monte, in order to take a general view of 
the town. 

At length a bright gleam of sunshine surnmoned me to the 
broad terrace of Chiaja, which commands the whole coast of 
Posilipo. Insensibly I drew towards it, and (you know the 
pace I run when out upon discoveries) soon reached the en- 
trance of the grotto, which lay in dark shades, whilst the 
crags that lower over it were brightly illumined. Shrubs 
and vines grow luxuriantly in the crevices of the rock; and 
its fresh yellow colours, variegated with ivy, have a bcautiful 
effect. To the right a grove of pines spring from the highest 
pinnacles : on the leftj bay and chestnut conceal the tomb of 
Virgil, placed on the summit of a cliíf which impends over the 
opening of the grotto, and is fringed with vegetation. Beneath 
are severa] wide apertures hollowed in the solid stone, which 
lead to caverns sixty or seventy feet in depth, where a num- 
ber of peasants, who were employed in quarrying, made a 
strange but not absolutely inharmonious din with their tools 
and their voices. 

Walking out of the sunshine, I seated myself on a loose 
stone immediately beneath the first gloomy arch of the grotto, 
and looking down the long and solemn perspective terminated 
by a speck of gray uncertain light, venerated a work which 
some old chroniclers have imagined as ancient as the Trojan 
war. It was here the mysterious race of the Cimmerians per- 
formed their infernal rites, and it was this exeavation perhaps 
which led to their abode. 

The Neapolitans attribute a more modem, though full as 
probleniatical an origin to their famous cavem, and most 
piously believe it to have been formed by the enchantments 
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of Virgil, who, as Àddison very justly observes, is better 
known at Naples in Íris magicai character than as the author 
of the i^Eneid. This strangc infatuation most probably arose 
from the vicinity of the tomb in which his ashes are supposed 
to have been deposited; and which, according to popular tra- 
dition, was guarded by those very spirits who assisted in con- 
structing the cave. But whatever rnay have given rise to 
thesc ideas, certain it is they were not confined to the lower 
ranks alone. King Robert,* a wise though far from poetical 
monarch, conducted his friend Petrarch with great solemnity 
to the spot; and, pointing to the entrance of the grotto, very 
gravely asked him, whether he did not adopt the general be- 
lief, and concludc tliis stupendous passage derived its origin 
from Virgil's powcrful incantations ? The aiwwer, I think, 
may easily be conjectured. 

AVhcn I had sat for some time, contemplating this dusky 
avenue, and trying to persuade myself that it was hewn by 
the Cimmerians, I retreated without proceeding any farther, 
and folio wed a narrow path which led me, after some wind- 
ings and turnings, along the brink of the precipice, across a 
vineyard, to that retired nook of the rocks wJiidfl shelters 
Virgil's tomb, most venerably mossed o ver and more than 
half concealed by bushes and vegetation. The elown who 
conducted me remained aloof at awful distance, whilst I sat 
commercing with the manes of my beloved poet, or straggled 
about the shrubbery which hangs directly above the mouth of 
the grot. 

Advancing to the edge of the rock, I saw crowds of people 
and carriages, diminished by distance, issuing from the bosom 
of the mountain and disappearing alrnost as soon as disco- 
vered in the windings of its road. Clambering high above 
the cavern, I hazarded my neck on the top of one of the 
pines, and looked contemptuously down on the race of pig- 
mies that were so busily moving to and fro. The sun was 
fiercer than I could have wished, but the sea-breezes fanned 
me in my aerial situation, which commandcdthegrandsweep 
of the bay, varied by convents, palaces, and gardens, mixed 
witlrhuge masses of rock and cro wned by the statcly buildings 
of the Carthusians and fortress of St. Elmo.    Add a glittering 

• Mem. pour la Vie dePeirarquc, vol.i. p.439. 
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blue sea to this perspective, with Capvea rising from its bosom 
and Vesuvius breathing forth a white column of smoke into 
the ether, and you will then have a scene upon which I 
gazed with delight, for more than an hour, almost forgetting 
that I was perched upon the head of a pine with nothing 
but a frail brancli to uphold me. However, I descended 
alive, as Virgil's genii, I am resolved to believe, were my 
protectors. 

LETTER  XXIII. 

November 8ih, 1780. 

THIS morning I awoke in the glow of sunshine—the air 
blew fresh and fragrant — never did I feel more elastic and 
enlivened. A brisker fíow of spirits than I had for many a 
day experienced, animated me with a desire of rambling 
about the shore of Baii, and creeping into caverns and sub- 
terraneous chambers. Óíf I set along the Chiaja, and up 
strange paths which impend over tlie grotto of Posilipo, 
amongst the thickets mentioned a letter or two ago; for in 
my prcsent buoyant humour I disdained ordinary roads, and 
would takc paths and ways of my own. A society of kids 
did not understand what I meant by intruding upon their 
precipices; and scrambling away, scattered sand and frag- 
ments upon the good people that were trudging along the 
pavement below. 

I went on from pine to pine and thicket to thicket, upon 
the brink of rapid declivities. My eonductor, a shrewd sa- 
vage, whom Sir William had recommended to me, cheered our 
route with stories that had passed in the neighbourhood, and 
traditions about the grot over which we were travelling. 
I wish you had been of the party, and sat down by us on 
littlesmooth spots of sward, where I reclined, scarcely know- 
ing which way caprice had led me. My mind was full of 
the tales of the place, and glowed with a vehement desire of 
exploríng the world beyond the grot. I longed to ascend the 
proinontory of Misenus, and follow the same dusky route 
down which the Sibyl conducted iEncas. 
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With these dlspositions I proceeded; and soon the cliffs and 
copses opcned to views of the Baian sea with the little isles 
of Niscita and Lazaretto, lifting themselves out of the waters. 
Proeita and Ischia appeared at a distance invested with that 
purple bloom so inexpressibly beautiful, and peculiar to this 
fortunate elimate. I hailed the prospect, and blcssed the 
transparent airthat gave me life and vigour to run dovm the 
rocks, and hie as fast as my savage across the plain to Poz- 
zuoli. There wc took bark and rowed out into the blue 
ocean, by the remains of a sturdy mole : many such, I ima- 
gine, adorned the bay in Roman ages, crowned by vast 
lengths of slender pillars; pavilions at their extremities, and 
taper cypresses spiring above their balustrades: this charae- 
ter of villa occurs very frcquently in the paintings of Hercu- 
laneum. 

We had soon crossed the bay, and landing on a bushy 
coast near some fragments of a temple which they say -m&% 
raised to Hercules, advanced into the country by narrow 
tracks covered with rnoss and strewed with shining pebbles; 
to the right and left, broad rnasses of luxuriant foliagc, 
chestnut, bay and ilex, that shelter the ruins of sepulchral 
chambers. No parties of smart Englishmen and connoisseurs 
were about. I had ali the land to myself, and rnounted its 
steeps and penetrated into its recesses, with the importance 
of a discoverer. What a variety of narrow paths, between 
banks and shades, did I wildly follow ! my savage laughing 
loud at my odd gestures and useless actrvity. He wondered 
I did not scrape the ground for medals, and pocket little bits 
of plaster, like other inquisitive young travellers that had 
gone before me. 

After ascending some time, I followcd him into the won- 
drous * reservoir which Nero construeted to supply his fleet, 
when anchored in the neighbouring bay. A noise of triekling 
waters prevailed throughout this grand labyrinth of solid 
vaults and arehes, that had almost lulled me to sleep as I 
rested myself on the celandine which carpets the íloor ,• but 
curiosity urging me forward, I gained the upper air; walked 
amongst woods a few minutes, and then into grots and dis- 

* The Piscina mirabilis. 
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mal excavations (prísons they call them), which began to 
weary me. 

After having gone up and down in this manner for some 
time, we at last reaehed an eminence that commanded the 
Maré Morto, and Elysian fields trembling with reeds and 
poplars. The Dead Lake, a faithful emblem of eternal 
tranquillity, looked deep and solemn. A few peasants 
seemed fixed on its margin, their shadows refíected on the 
water. Turníng from the lake I espied a rock at about a 
league distant, whose summit was clad with verdure, and 
finding this to be the promontory of Misenus, I immediately 
set my face to that quarter. 

We passed several dirty villages, inhabited by an ill-fa- 
voured generation, infamous for depredations and murders. 
Their gardens, however, discover some marks of industry; 
the fields are separated by neat hedges of cane, and a variety 
of herbs and pulses and Indian com seemed to flourish in the 
inclosures. Insensibly we began to leave the cultivated 
lands behind us, and to lose ourselves in shady wilds, which, 
to ali appearance, no mortal had ever trodden. Here were no 
paths, no inclosures; a primeval rudeness characterized the 
whole scene. 

After forcing our way about a mile, through glades of 
shrubs and briers, we ehtered a lawn-like opening at the 
base of the cliff which takes its name from Alisenus. The 
poets of the Augustan age would have eelebrated such a 
meadow with the warmest raptares, and peopled its green 
expanse with ali the sylvan demi-gods of their beautiful my- 
thology. Here were springs issuing from rocks of pumice, 
and grassy hillocks partially concealed by thickets of bay. 

Et circum irriguo surgebant lilia prato 
Cândida purpureis mista papaveribus. 

But as it is not the lot of human animais to be contented, 
instead of reposing in the vale, I scaled the rock, and was 
three parts dissolved in attaining its summit The sun darted 
upon my head; I wished to avoid,its immediate influence: 
no tree was near; the pleasant valley lay below at a con- 
siderable depth, and it was a long way to deseend to it. Look- 
ing round and round, I spied something like a hut, under a 
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crag on tlie edge of a dark fissure. Might I avail myself of 
its covert? My conductor answered in the affirmatire, and 
added that it was inhabitcd by a good old woman, wh o never 
refused a cup of milk, or slice of bread, to refresh a weary 
travei! er. 

Thirst and fatigue urged me speedily down an intervening 
slopc of stunted myrtle. Though oppressed \vith heat, I 
could not help deviating a few steps froin the direct path to 
notice the uncouth rocks whicli rose frowning on every quar- 
ter. Above the hut, their appearance was trul)r forrnidable, 
bristlcd over with sharp-spircd dwarf aloes^ such as Lúcifer 
himsclf might be supposedto havc sown. Indeed 1 knew not 
whether I was not approaching some gate that leads to his 
abode, as I drew near a guJph (the fissure lately mentioned) 
and heard the deep hollow murmurs of the gusts which were 
imprisoned below. The savage, my guide, shuddered as he 
passed by to apprise the old wonian of my coming. I felt 
strangely, and stared around me, and but half liked my 
situation. 

In the midst of my doubts, forth tottered the old woman. 
u You are welcorne/' said she, in a feeble voice, but a better 
dialect than I had heard in the neighbourhood. Her look was 
more humane, and she seemed of a superior raee to the inha- 
bitants of the surrounding vallcys. My savage treated her 
with peculiar deference. She had just given him some bread, 
with whieh he retired to a respectful distance, bowing to the 
earth. I caught the mode, and was vcry obsequious., think- 
ing myself on the point of experiencing a witch's infíuence, 
and gaining, perhaps, some insight into the volume of futu- 
rity, She smiled at my agitation and kept beckoning me 
into the cottage. 

" Now/' thought I to myself " I am upon the verge of 
an adventurc/' I saw nothing, however, but clay walls, a 
straw bed, some glazed carthen bowls, and a wooden cru- 
cifix. My shoes were loaded with sand: this my hostess 
perceived, and immediatcly kindling a fire in an inner part of 
the hovelj brought out some warm water to refresh my feet, 
and set some milk and chestnuts before me. This patriarchal 
attention was by no means hidifferent aftcr my tiresome 
ramble.   I sat down opposite to the door which fronted the 
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unfathomable gulph ; beyond appeared thc sea, of a deep 
cerulean, foaming with waves. The sky also was darken- 
ing apace with storms. Sadness carne over me like a cloud, 
and I looked up to the old woman for consolation. 

" And you too are sorrowful, young stranger," said she, 
u that come from the gay world ! How must I feel, wh o pass 
year after ycar in thesc lonely mountains?M I answercd 
that the weather afíccted me, and my spirits were exhausted 
by the walk. 

AH the while I spoke she looked at me with such a me- 
lancholy eamestncss that I asked the cause, and began again 
to imagine myself in some fatal habitation, 

Where more ís meant than meets the ear. 

" Your features," said she, " are wondcrfully like those 
of an unfortunate young person, who, in  this  retirement 
 "    The tears began to fali as she pronounced these 
words; my curiosity was fired. " Tell me/' continued I, 
u what you mean; who was this youth for whom )rou are 
so interested! and why did lie scclude himself in this wild 
region ? Your kindncss to liim might no doubt have allc- 
viatcd, in some mcasure, the horrors of the place; but may 
God defend me from passing the night near such a gulph ! I 
would not trust myself in a despairing momento' 

" It is," said she, " a place of horrors. I tremble to re- 
late what has happcncd on this very spot; but your manner 
interests me, and though I am little givcn to narrations, for 
once I uill unlock my lips conceming the secrets of yonder 
fatal eh asm. 

" I was bom in a distant part of Italy, and have known 
better days. In my youth fortune smilcd upon my family, 
but in a few years they withcred away ; no matter by what 
accident. I ain not going to talk much of myself. Have 
patience a few moments ! A series of unfortunate events re- 
duced me to indigence, and drove me to this desert, where, 
from rcaring goats and making their milk into chccsc, by a 
different method than is common in the Neapolitan State, I 
have, for about thirty years, prolonged a sorrowful existence. 
My silent grief and constant retirement had made me appear 
to some a saint, and to others a sorceress,    The slight know- o 
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ledge I have of plants has been exaggerated, and, someyears 
back, the hours I gave up to prayer, and the reeolleetion of 
fornier friends, lost to me for cver i were cruelI)r intruded 
upon by the idle and the ignorant. But soon I sank into 
obseurity ; my little recipes were disrcgarded, and you are 
the first stranger who, for these twelve months past, has 
visited my abode, Ah, would to God its solitude had ever 
remained inviolate! 

" It is now three-and-twenty years/' and shelooked upon 
some eharacters cut on the planks of the eottage, " since I 
was sitting by moonlight, under that clifY you view to the 
right, my eyes fixei on the ocean, my mind lost in the me- 
mory of my misfortunes, when I heard a step, and starting 
up, a figure stood hefore me. It was a young man, in a rieh 
habit, wMi streaming hair, and looks that bespoke the utmost 
terror. I knew not what to think of this sudden apparition. 
' Mother,' said he with faltering aeeents, f let me rest under 
your roof; and delirei* me not up to those who thirst after 
my blood, ^ Take this gold ; take ali, aliF 

<c Surprise hei d me speechless ; the purse fell to the 
ground; the youth stared wildly on evciy si de: I heard many 
voices beyond the roeks; the wind bore them distinctly, but 
presently they died away. I took courage, and assured the 
youth my cot shoidd shelter him. ' Oh! thank you, thank 
you!' answered he, and pressed my hand. He shared my 
scanty provi sion. 

" Overeome with toil (for I had worked hard in the day) 
sleep elosed my eyes for a short interval. When I awoke 
the moon was set, but I heard my unhappy guest sobbing 
in darkness. I disturbed him not. Morning dawned, and 
lie was fallen into a slumber. The tears bubbled out of 
his elosed eyelids, and eoursed one another do wn his wan 
eheeks. I had been too wretched myself not to respect the 
sorrows of another: negleeting therefore my aceustomed oceu- 
pations, I drove away the flies that buzzed around his tem- 
ples. His breast heaved high with sighs3 and he cried loudly 
in his sleep for mercy. 

"The beams of the sun dispelling his dream, he started 
up like one that had heard the Toiee of an avenging angel, 
and hid his face with his hands.   I poured some miik down 
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his parched throat. 'Oh, niother!' he exclaimed, Mama 
wreteh unworthy of compassion; the cause of irmumerable 
suflerings; a murderer ! a parricide!' My blood curdled to 
hear a stripling utter sueh dreadful words, and behold such 
agonising sighs swell in so young a bosom ; for I marked the 
sting of conseienee urging him to disclose what I am going to 
relate. 

" It seems he was of high extraetion, nursed in the pomps 
and luxuries of Naples, the pride and darling of his parents, 
adorned with â. thousand lively talents, whieh the keenest 
sensibility eonspired to improve. Unable to fix any bounds 
to whatever became the object of his desires, he passed his 
first yeaxs in roving from one extravagance to another, but as 
yet there was no crime in his capriees. 

" At length it pleased Heaven to visit his family, and 
make their idol the slave of an unbridled passion. He had a 
friend, wh o from his birth had been devoted to his interest, 
and placed ali his confidence in him. This friend loved to 
distraction a young ereature, the most graceful of her sex (as 
I ean witness), and she returned his affection. In the exulta- 
tion of his heart he showed her to the wreteh whose tale I 
am about to tell. He sickened at her sight. She too eaught 
fire at his glanees. They languished—they consumed away 
—they eonversed, and his persuasive language finished what 
his guilty glanees had begun. 

" Their flame was soon discovered, for he disdained to 
coneeal a thought, however dishonourable. The parents 
warned the youth in the tenderest manner; but adviee and 
prudent counsels were to him so loathsome, that unable to 
contain his rage, and infatuated with love, he menaeed the 
life of his friend as the obstaele of his enjoyment. Coolness 
and moderation were opposed to violenee and frenzy, and 
he found himself treated with a contemptuous gentleness. 
Stricken to the heart, he wandered about for some time like 
one entraneed. Meanwhile the nuptials were preparing; and 
the lovely girl lie had perverted found ways to let him know 
she was about to be torn from his embraees. 

r He raved like a demoniae, and rousing his dire spirit, 
applied to a malignant wreteh who sold the most inveterate 
poisons.   These he infused into a cup of puré ieed water and 
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presented to his friend, and to his own too fond confiding 
father, who soon after they had drunk the fatal potion began 
evidently to pine away. He marked the progress of their 
disso!ution with a horrid firmness; l)e let the moment pass 
beyond which ali antidotes were vain. His friend expired; 
and the young criminal, though he beheld the dews of death 
hang on his parent's forehead, yet stretched not forth his 
hand. In a short space the miserable father breathed his 
last, whilst his son was sitting aíoof in the same chamber. 

" The sight overcame him. He felt, for the first time, 
the pangs of remorse. His agitation passed not unnoticed. 
He was watched: suspicions beginning to unfold, he took 
alarm, and one evening escaped; but not without previously 
informing the partner of his crimes wlrioh way he intended 
to flee. Several pursued ; but the inscrutable will of Provi- 
dence blinded their search, and I was doomed to behold the 
eífects of celestial vengeance. 

" Sueli are the chief circumstances of the tale I gathered 
from the youth. I swooned whilst he related it, and could 
take no sustenance. One whole day afterwards did I pray 
the Lord, that I might die rather than be near an incarnate 
demon. With what indignation did I now survey that slen- 
der fonn and those flowing tresses, which haol interested me 
before so much in his behalf 1 

" No sooner did he perceive the change in rny counte- 
nance, than sullenly rctiring to yonder rock he sat careless of 
the sun and scorchinç winds; for it was now the summer 
solstice. He was equally heedless of the unwholesome dews. 
When midnight carne my horrors were augmented; and í 
meditated several times to abandon my hovel and fly to the 
next village; but a power more than human chained me to 
the spot and fortified my inind. 

" I slept, and it was late next morning when some one 
called at the wicket of the little fold, where my goats are 
penned. I arose, and saw a peasant of my acquaintance 
leading a female strangely muffled up, and casting her eyes 
on the ground. My heart misgave me. I thought this was 
the very maid who had becn tlie cause of such atrocíous 
wickedness. Nor were my conjectures ill-founded. llegardless 
of the clown who stood by in stupid astonishment, she fell to 
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the earth and batlied my hand with tears. Her trembling lips 
with difficulty inquired after the youth ; and, as she spoke, a 
glow of conscious guilt lightened up her pale countcnance. 

" The full recollection of her ]over's crimes shot through 
my memory. I was incensed, and would have spumed lier 
away; but she clung to my garments and seemed to im- 
plore my pity with a look so full of misery, thàt, relenting, I 
led her in silence to the extremity of the cliff where the youth/ 
was seated, his feet dangling above the sea. His eye was 
i-olling wildly around, but it soon fixed upon the object for 
whose sake he had doomed himself to perdition. 

" Far be it from me to describe their ecstasies, or the 
eagerness with which they sought each other's embraces. I 
indignantly turned my head away; and, driving my goats to 
a recess amongst the rocks, sat revolving in my mind these 
strange events. I neglected procuring any provision for my 
unwelcome guests; and about midnight returned homewards 
by the light of the moon which shone serenely in the heavens. 
Almost the first object her beams discovered was the guilty 
maid sustaining the head of her lo ver, who had fainted through 
weakness and want of nourishment. I fetched some dry 
bread, and dipping it in milk laid it before them. Having 
perfornied this duty I set open the door of my hut, and re- 
tiring to a neighbouring oarity, there stretched myself on 
a heap of leaves and offered my prayers to Heaven/ 

" A thousand fears, till this moment unknown, thronged 
into my fancy. The shadow of leaves that chequered the 
entrance ^ to the grot, seemed to assume in my distempered 
imagination the form of ugly reptiles, and I repeatedly shook 
my garments. The flow of the distant surges was deepened 
by my apprehensions into distant groans : in a word, I could 
not rest; but issuing from the cavem as hastily as my 
trembling knees would altar, paced along the edge of the 
precipice. An unaccountable impulse would have hurried my 
steps, yet such was my terror and shivering, that unable to 
advance to my hut or retreat to the cavem, I was about to 
shield inyself from the night in a sandy crevice, when a loud 
shriek pierced my ear. My fears had confused me; I was 
in fact near my hovel and scarcely three paces from the brink 
of the cavem ; it was tlience the cries proceeded. 
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" Advancing in a cold shudder to its edge, part of whieh 
was newly crumbled in, I discovered the fornn of the young 
man suspended by one foot to a branch of juniper that grew 
several feet down: thus dreadfully did lie hang over the 
gulph from the branch bending with his weight. His features 
wcre distorted, his eye-balls glared with agony, and his 
sereams became so shrill and terrible that I lost ali power of 
affording assistance. Fixed, I stood with my eyes riveted 
upon the criminal, who incessantly eried out, f O God ! O 
Father! save me, if there be yet mercy ! save me, or I sink 
into the abyss !' 

<c I am convinced he did not see me; for not once did he 
implore my help. His voice grew faint, and as I gazed in- 
tent upon him, the loose thong of leather, whieh had en- 
tangled itself in the branehes by whieh he hung suspended, 
gave way. and he fell into utter darkness. I sank to the 
earth in a trance, during whieh a sound like the rush of pen- 
nons assaulted my ear: methought the evil spirit was bear- 
ing oíf his sou!; but when I lifted up my eyes nothing stir- 
red; the stillness that prevailed was awful. 

c< The moon hanging low over the waves afforded a siekly 
light, by whieh I perceived some one coming down that white 
cliff you see before you; and I soon heard the voice of the 
young woman calling aloud on her guilty lover. She stopped; 
she repeated again andagain her exelamation; but there was 
no reply. Alarmed and frantic she hurried along the path, 
and now I saw her on the promontory, and now by yonder 
pine, devouring with her glances every crevice in the rock. 
At length perceiving me, she flew to where I stood, by the 
fatal precipice, and having noticed the fragments fresh crum- 
bled in, pored importunately on my countenance. I continued 
pointing to the chasm ; she trembled not; her tears could not 
flow; but she divined the meaning. f He is lost J * said she; 
* the earth has swallowed him ! but, as I have shared \vith 
him the highest joy, so vntt I partake his torments. I will 
foliow: dare not to hinder me/ 

" Like the phantoms I have seen in dreams, she glanced 
beside me; and, clasping her hands above her head, lifted 
a steadfast look on the hemisphere, and viewed the moon 
with an anxiousness that told me she was bidding it farewell 
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for ever. Observing a silken handkerchief on the ground, 
with which she had but an hour ago bound her lover's tem- 
plos, she snatched it up, and imprinting it with buming kisses, 
thrust it into her bosom. Once more, expanding her arms in 
the last act of despair and miserable passion, she threw her- 
self, with a furious leap into the gulph. 

<f To its margin I crawled on my knees, and there did I 
remain in the most dreadful darkness; for nowthemoon was 
sunk, the sky obscured with storms, and a tempestuous blast 
ranging the ocean. Showers poured thick upon me, and the 
lightning, in elear and frequent flashes, gave me terrifying 
glimpses of yonder accursed chasm. 

" Stranger, dost thou believe in our Redeemer ? in his 
most holy mother ? in the tenets of our faith?" I answered 
with reverence, but said her faith and mine were different. 
" Then," continued the aged woman, e< I will not declare 
before a heretic what were the visions of that night of ven- 
geance!"  She paused; I was silent. 

After a short interval, with deep and frequent sighs, she 
resumed her narrative. " Daylight began to dawn as if with 
difficulty, and it was late before its radiance had tinged the 
watery and tempestuous clouds. I was still kneeling by the 
gulph in prayer when the cliffe began to brighten, and the 
beams of the morning sun to strike against me. Then did I 
rejoiee. Then no longer did I think myself of ali human be- 
ings the most abject and miserable. How different did I feel 
myself from those, fresh plunged into the abodes of torment, 
and driven for ever from the morning ! 

" Three days elapsed in total solitude; on the fourth, 
some grave and ancient persons arrived from Naples, wh o 
questioned me, repeatedly, about the wretched lovers, and to 
whom I related their fate with every dreadful particular. 
Soou after I learned that ali discourse concerning them was 
expressly stopped, and that no prayers were offered up for 
their souls." 

With these words, as well as I recollect, the old woman 
ended her singular narration. My blood thrilled as I walked 
by the gulph to call my guide, wh o stood aloof under the 
elifts. He seemed to think, from the paleness of my coun- 
tenance, that I had heard some gloomy prediction, and shook 
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his head, when I turned round to bid my old hostess adieu! 
It was a melaneholy evening, and I could not refrain from 
tears, white t, winding through the defiles of the rocks, the sad 
scenes which had passed amongst t])em recurred to my me- 
mo ry. 

Traversing a wild thieket, we soon regained the shore, 
where I rambled a few minutes whilst the peasant went for 
the boatmen. The.last streaks of light were quivering on 
the waters when I stepped into the bark, and wrapping my- 
self up in an awning, slept till we reaehed Puzzoli, some of 
whose inhabitants carne forth with torches to light us home. 

LETTER XXIV. 

Augsburg, January 20th, 1781. 

FOR these ten days past have I been traversing Lapland : 
winds whistling in my ears, and cones showering down upon 
my head from the wilds of pine through which our route con- 
ducted us. We were oflen obliged to travei by moonlight, 
and I leave you to imagine the awful aspeet of the Tyrol 
mountains buried in snow. 

I scarcely ventured to utter an exclamation of surprise, 
thougli prompted by some of the most striking scenes in na- 
ture, lest I should interrupt the sacred silenee that prevails, 
during winter, in these boundless solitudes. The streams are 
frozen, and mankind petrified, for aught I know to the con- 
trary, since whole days have we journeyed on without per- 
ceiving the slightest hint of their existenee. 

I never before felt so rnuch pleasure by diseovering a smoke 
rising from a eottage, or hearing a heifer lowing in its stall ; 
and could not have supposed there was so much satisfaction 
in perceiving two or three fur caps, with faces under them, 
peeping out of their concealments. I wish you had been 
with me, exploríng this savage region : wrapped up in our 
bear-skins, we should have followed its secret avenues, and 
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penetrated, perhaps, into some enchantcd cave lined with 
sables, where, like the heroes of northern romances, we 
should have been waited upon by dwarfs, and sung drowsily 
to repose. I think it no bad scheme to sleep away five or 
six ycars to come, sincc every hour affairs are growing more 
and more turbulent. Wcll, let them ! provided we may en- 
joy, in security, the shades of our thickets. 

I 
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SECOND VISIT TO ITALY. 

The following Lcttcrs, written duriDg a second Excursion, are added on 
account of their affinity to some of the preceding. 

LETTER I. 

Colognc, May 28th, 1782. 

THIS is the fírst day of summer; the oak leaves expand, 
the roses blow, butterfiies are on the wing, and I have spirits 
enough to write to you. We have had clouded skies this 
fortnight past, and roads like the slough of Despond. Last 
Wednesday we were benighted on a dismal plain, apparently 
boundless. The moon cast a sickly gleam, and now and then 
a blue meteor glided along the morass which lay before us. 

After much difficulty wegained anavenue, andin an hours 
time discovered something like a gateway, shaded by crook- 
ed elms and crowned by a cluster of turrets. Here we paused 
and knocked ; no one answered. We repeated our knocks ; 
the gate returned a hollow sound ; the horses eoughed, their 
riders blew their horns. At length the bars fell, and we en- 
tered—by what means I am ignorant, for no human being 
appeared. 

A labyrinth of narro w winding streets, dark as the vaults 
of a cathedral, opened to our view. We kept wandering 
along, at least twenty minutes, between lofty mansions with 
grated windows and strange galleries projecting one o ver an- 
other, from which depended innumerable uncouth figures and 
crosscs, in iron-work, swinging to and fro with the wind. At 
the end of this gloomy maze we found a long street, not fif- 
teen feet wide, I am certain; the houses still loftier than 
those just mentioned, the windows thicker barred, and the 
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gibbets (for I know not what else to eall them) more fre- 
quent. Here and there we saw lights glimmering in the 
highest stories, and arches on the right and left, which seem- 
ed to lead into retired courts and deeper darkness. 

Along one of these recesses we were jumbled, over such 
pavement as I hope you may never tread upon ; and, after 
parading round it, went out at the same arch through which 
we had entered. This procession seemed at first very mys- 
tical, but it was too soon aecounted for by our postilions, who 
eonfessed they had lost their way. À eouncil was held 
amongst them in form, and then we struck into another laby- 
rinth of hideous ediflees, habitations I will not venture to eall 
them, as not a creature stirred ; though the rumbling of our 
carriages was echoed by ali the vaults and arehes. 

Towards midnight we rested a few minutes, and a head 
poking out of a easement direeted us to the hotel of Der 
Heilige Geist, where an apartment, thirty feet square, was 
prepared for our reeeption. 

LETTER II. 
Inspruck, June 4, 1782. 

No sooner had we passed Fuessen than we entered the 
Tyrol, a country of picturesque wonders. Those lofty peaks, 
those steeps of wood I delight in, lay before us. Innumerable 
clear springs gushed out on every side, overhung by luxuriant 
shruhs in blossom. Tlie day was mild, though overeast, 
and a soft blue vapour rested upon the hills, above which 
rise mountains that bear plains of snow into the elouds. 

At night we lay at Nasseriet, a village buríed amongst 
savage promontories. The next morning we advaneed, in 
bright sunshine, into smooth lawns on the slopes of moun- 
tains, scattered over \tith larches, whose delieate foliage 
formed a light green veil to the azure sky. Flights of hirds 
were merrily travelling from spray to spray. I ran delighted 
into this world of boughs, whilst Cozens sat down to draw 
the huts which are scattered about for the shelter of herds, 
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and discover themselves amongst the groves in the most pie- 
turesque manner. 

These little edifices are uncommonly neat, and excite those 
ideas of pastoral Hfe to which I am so fondly attached. The 
turf from whence they rise is enamclled, in the strict sense 
of the word, with flowers. Gentians predominated, brighter 
than ultramarine; here and there aurículas looked out of the 
moss, and I often reposed upon tufts of ranunculus. Bushes 
of phillyrea were very frequent, the sun shining full on their 
glossy leaves. An hour passed away swiftly in these plea- 
sant groves, where I lay supine under a lofty fir, a tower of 
leaves and branches. 

* 

LETTER III. 
Pádua, June 14th, 1782.    - 

ONCE more, said I to myself, I shall have the delight of be- 
holding Venice; so got into an open ehaise, the strangest 
curricle that ever man was jolted in, and drove furiously 
along the causeways by the Brenta, into whose deep waters 
it is a mercy, methinks, I was not prceipitated. Fiesso, the 
Dolo, the Mira, with ali their gardens, statues, and palaces, 
seemed flying after each other, so rapid was our motion* 

After a few hours' coníinement between close steeps, the 
scene opencd to the wide shore of Fusina. I looked up (for 
I had scarcely time to look before) and beheld a troubled 
sky, shot with vivid red, the Lagunes tinted like the opal, 
and the islands of a glowing flame-colour. The mountains of 
the distant continent appeared of a deep melancholy grey, 
and innumerable gôndolas were passing to and fro in ali their 
blackness. The sun, after a long struggle, was swallowed up 
in the tcmpestuous clouds. 

In an hour we drew near to Venice, and saw its world of 
domes rising out of the waters. A fresh breeze bore the toll 
of innumerable bells to my ear. Sadness carne over me as I 
entered the great canal, and recognised those solemn palaces, 
with their lofty árcades and gloomy arches, beneath which I 
had so often sat, the scene of many a strange adventure. 
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The Vcnetians being mostly at their villas on the Brenta, 
the town appeared deserted. I visited, however, ali my old 
haunts in the Place of St. Mark, ran up the Campanile, and 
rowed backwards and forwards, opposite the Ducal Palaee, by 
moon-light. They are building a spaeious qua}r, near the 
street of the Sclavonians, fronting the island of San Giorgio 
Maggiorc, where I remained alone at least an hoiir, follow- 
ing the wanderings of the moon amongst mountainous 
elouds, and listening to the waters dashing against marble 
steps. 

I elosed my evening at my friend Madame de Rosenberg's, 
where I met Cesarotti, wh o read to us some of the most 
affeeting passages in his Fingal, with ali the intensity of a 
poet, thoroughly persuaded that into his own bosom the very 
soul of Ossian had been transfused. 

Next morning the wind was uncommonly violent for the 
mild season of June, and the eanals mueh ruffled; but í was 
determined to visit the Lido once more, and bathe on my 
accustomed beaeh. The pines in the garden of the Carthu- 
sians were nodding as I passed by in my gôndola, whieh was 
very poetically buffeted by the waves. 

Traversing the desert of locusts,* I hailed the Adriatie, 
and plunged into its agitated waters. The sea, delightfully 
eool, refreshed me to such a degree, that, upon my return to 
Venice, I found myself able to thread its labyrinths of streets, 
canais, and alleys, insearch of amber and oriental curiosities. 
The variety of exotic merchandise, the perfume of cofíee. the 
shade ofawnings, and the sight of Greeks and Asiatics sitting 
crossed-legged under them, made me think myself in the ba- 
zaars of Constantinople. 

It is certain my beloved town of Veniee ever reealls a 
series of eastern ideas and adventures. I cannot help think- 
ing St. Mark's a mosque, and the neighbouring palaee some 
vast seraglio, full of arabesque saloons, embroidered sofás, and 
voluptuous Cireassians. 

See Letter VII. 
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LETTER IV. 

Pádua, Junc 19th, 1782. , 
THE morning was delightful, and St. Anthony's bells in 

full chime. A shower whiofc had fallen in the night ren- 
dcred the air so cool and grateful, that Madame de R. and my- 
self determined to seíze the opportunity and go to Mirabello, 
a country house, which Algarotti had inhabited, situate 
amongst the Euganean hilis, eight or nine miies from Pádua. 

Our road lay betwecn poplar alleys and fields of yellow 
corn, overhung by garlands of vine, most beautifully green. 
I soon found myself in the midst of my favourite hills, npon 
slopes covered with elover, and shaded by cherry-trees. 
Bending down their boughs I gathered the fruít, and grew 
cooler and happier every instant. 

We dined very comfortably in a strange hall, where my 
friend's little wild-looking nieee pitched her pianoforte, and 
sang the voluptuous airs of Bertoni's Armida. Tiiat en- 
chantress miglit have raised her palace m this situation; 
and, had I been Rinaldo, I certainly should not very soon 
have abandoned it. 

After dinner we drank coífee under some branching le- 
mons, which sprang from a terrace, commanding a boundless 
scene of towers and vilias; tall cypresses and shrubby hil- 
locks rising, Hke islands, out of a sea of com and vine. 

Evening drawing cm, and the breeze blowing fresh from 
the distant Adriatie, I reclined on a slope, and turned mv 
eyes anxiously towards Venice; then npon some little fields 
hemmed in by chestnuts, where the peasants were making 
their hay, and, from thence, to a mountain, crowned by a 
circular grove of fir and eypress. 

In the centre of these shades some monks have a com- 
fortable nest; perennial springs, a garden of delieious vegeta- 
bles, and, I dare say, a thousand luxuries besides, which the 
poor mortais below never dream of. 

Had it not been late, I should certainly have climbed up 
to the grove, and asked admittance into its reccsses; but 
having no mind to pass the night in this eyrie, I contented 
myself with the distant prospect. 
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LETTER V. 

Rome, June29lh, 1782. 

IT is needless for me to say I wish you with me: you 
know I do; you know how delightfully we should ramblc 
about Rome together. This evening, instead of parading the 
Corso with the puppets in bluc and silver coats, and green 
and gold coaches, instead of bowing to Cardinal this, and 
dotting my head to Abbè fother, I strollcd to the Colisco 
and scrambled amongst its arehes. Then bending my course 
to the Palatine Mount, I passed undcr the Arch of Titus, 
and gaincd the Capitol, wlúch was quite descrted, the worid, 
thank Heaven, being ali slip-slopping in coflfee-houses, or 
staring at a few paintcd boards patched up before the Colonna 
palaee, where, by the by, to-night is a grand rinfrcsco for ali 
the dolls and doll-fanciers of Rome. I heard thcir buzz at a 
distance ; that was enough for me ! 

Soothed by the rippling of waters, I descendcd the Capi-" 
tolinc stairs, and leaned several minutes against one of the 
Egyptian lionesses. This animal has no knack at oracles, or 
else it would have murmured out to me the situation of that 
secrct cave, where the wolf suckled Romuius and his brother. 

About nine, I retumed home, and am now writing to you 
like a prophet on the housetop. Bchind me rustlc the thickets 
of the Villa Mediei; before, lies roof beyond roof and dome 
beyond dome: these are dimly discovered ; but do not you 
sec the great cupola of cupolas, twinkling with illuminations ? 
The town is real. I am certain; but, surely, that strueture 
of fire must be visionary. 

LETTER VI. 
Rome, Junc 30lh, 1782. 

As toou as the sun deelined I strollcd into the Villa Me- 
diei ; but finding it haunted by pompous people, nay, even 
by the Spanish Ambassador, and several red-lcgged Cardinais, 
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I moved off to the Negroni garden. There I found what my 
soul desired, thickets ofjasmine, and wild spots overgrown 
with bay; long alleys of cypress totally neglected, and almost 
irnpassable through the luxuriance of the vegetation; on erery 
side antique fragments, vases, sarcophagi, and altars sacrcd 
to the Manes, in deep, shady recesses, whieh I am ccrtain 
the Manes must love. The air was filled wkh the murmurs 
of water, triekling down basins of porphyry, and losing itself 
amongst overgrown weeds and grasses. 

Above the wood and between its boughs appeared severa! 
domes, and a strange lofty tower. I will not say they belong 
to St. Maria Maggiore ; no, they are fanes and porticoes dedi- 
eated- to Cybele, who delights in sylvan situations. The for- 
lorn air of this garden, with its high and reverend shades, 
make me imagine it as old as the baths of Dioclesian, which 
peep o ver one of its walls. 

At the close of day, I repaired to the platform before the 
stately porticoes of the Lateran. There I sat, folded up in my- 
self. Some priests jarrcd the iron gates behind me. I look- 
ed over my slioulder through the portais, into the pórtico. 
Night began to fill it with darkness. Upon turning round, 
the melancholy waste of the Campagna met my eyes, and I 
wished to go home, but had scarcely the power. A pres- 
sure, Hke that I have felt in horrid dreams, seemed to fix 
me to the pavement. 

I was thus in a manner foreed to dwell upon the dreary 
scene, the long line of aqucducts and lonesome towers. Per- 
haps the unwholesome vapours, rising like blue mists from 
the plains, had affected mo. I know not how it was; but I 
never experienced such strange, such chilling terrors. About 
ten o'elock, thank God, the spell dissolved; I found my limbs 
at liberty, and returned home. 

LETTER VIL 

Naples, July 8th, 1782. 

THB sea-breezes lestored me to life.   I set the heat of mid- 
day at defiance, and do not believe in the horrors of the 
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PORTICI. \A5 

sirocco. I passed ycsterday at Portici, with Lady H. The 
morning, refreshing and pleasant, invited us at an early hour 
into the open air. Wc drove, in an uncovered chaise, to the 
royal Bosquetto: no other unroyal carriage cxccpt Sir W/s 
being allowcd to enter its alleys, we breathed a fresh air un- 
tainted by dust or garlic. Every now and then, amidst 
vrild bushcs of ilex and myrtle, one finds a graceful antique 
statue, sometimes a fountain, and often a rude knoll, where 
the rabbits sit undisturbed, contemplating the blue glitter- 
ing bay. 

The walls of this shady inclosure are lined witli Pcruvian 
aloés, whose white blossoms, secnted like those of the mag- 
nólia, form the most magnificent clustcrs. Thcy are plants 
to salute respectfully as one passes by ; such is their risse and 
dignity. In the midst of the thickets stands the King s Pag- 
liaro, in a small garden, With hedges of luxuriant jasmine, 
whose branches are suffered to flaunt as much as nature 
pleases. 

The morning sun darted his first rays on their flowers just 
as I entered this pleasant spot. The hut looks as if erected 
in the days of fairy pastoral life ; its neatness is quite delight- 
fui. Bright tiles eompose the floor; straw, nicely platted, 
covers the walls. In the middle of the room you see a table 
spread with a beautiful Pcrsian carpet; at one end, four 
niches with mattresses of silk, where the King and his fa- 
vourites repose after dinner; at the other, a white marble 
basin. Mount a little staircase, and you find yourself in 
another apartment, formed by the roof, which being entirely 
composed of glistening straw, casts that comfortable yellow 
glow I admire. From the windows you look into the gar- 
den, not flourislied over with parterres, but divided into 
plats of fragrant herbs and flowers, with here and there a 
httle marble table, or basin of the purest water. 

These sequestered inclosures are cultivated with the great- 
est care, and so frequently watered, that I observed lettuces, 
and a variety of other vegetables, as fresh as in our m-ceii 
kngland. 5 
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GRANDE CHARTREUSE. 

LETTER I. 

GRAV'S sublime Ode cm the Grande Chartreusc had sunk 
so deeply into my spirit tbat I could not rest in peaee on the 
banks of the Leman Lake till I had visited the scene from 
whence he caught inspiration. I longed to penetrate these 
sacred precinets, to hear the language of their falling waters, 
and throw myself into the gloom of their forests : no object 
of a wordly nature did I allow to divert my thoughts, neither 
the baths of Aix, nor the habitation of the too indulgent 
Madame de Warens (held so holy by Rousseau's worship- 
pers), nor the magnificent road eut by Charles Emanuel of 
Savoy through the heart of a rocky mountain. Ali these 
points of attraction, so interesting to general travellers, were 
lost upon me, so totally Wãs I absorbed iri the antieipation 
of the pilgrimage I had undertaken. 

Mr. Lettiee, who shared ali my sentiments of admiration 
for Gray, and eagerness to explore the region he had deseribed 
in lns short and masterly letters with such energy, felt the 
same indifterence as myself to common-place scencry. 

The twilight was beginning to prevail when we reaehcd 
Les Echelles, a miscrable village, with but few of its chim- 
neys smoking, situated at the base of a mountain, round 
which had gathered a coneourscofred and greyish clouds. I 
was heartily glad to lcave these forlorn and wretched quarters 
at the íirst dawn of the next day. We were now obliged to 
abandon our eoaeh ; and taking horse, proceeded towards the 
inountains, which, váth the valleys bctween them, form what 
is called the Desert of the Carthusians. 

In an hour's time we were drawing near, and could discern 
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the opening of a narrow valley overhung by shaggy precipices, 
above which rose lofty peaks, covered to their very summits 
with wood. We could now distinguish the roar of torrents, 
and a confusion of strange sounds, issuing from dark forests 
of pine. I confess at this moment I was somewhat startled. 
I experienced some disagreeable sensations, and it was not 
without a degree of unwiílingness that I left the gay pastures 
and enlivening sunshhie, to throw myself into this gloomy 
and disturbed region. How dreadful, thought I, must be the 
despair of those wh o enter it never to return ! 

But after the first impression was worn away ali my cu- 
riosity redoubled ; and desiring our guide to put forward with 
greater speed, we made such good haste, that the meado ws 
and eottages of the plain were soon left far behind, and we 
found ourselves on the banks of the torrent, whose agitation 
answered the ideas whieh its sounds had inspired. Into the 
midst of these troubled waters we were obliged to plunge 
with our horses, and, when landed on the opposite shore, 
were by no means displeased to have passed them. 

We had now closed with the forests, over which the im- 
pending rocks difíused an additional gloom. The day grew 
obseured by elouds, and the sun no longer enlightened the 
distant plains, when we began to aseend towards the entrance 
of the desert, marked by two pinnacles of rock far above us, 
beyond which a melancholy twilight prevailed. Every mo- 
ment we approaehed nearer and nearer to the sounds which 
had alarmed us; and, suddenly emerging from the woods, 
we discovered several mills and forges, with maiiy compli- 
cated machines of iron, hanging over the torrent, that threw 
itself headlong from a cleft in the precipices ; on one side of 
which I perceived our road winding along, till it was stopped 
by a venerable gateway. A rock above one of the forges was 
hollowed into the shape of a round tower, of no great size, 
but resembling very mucli an altar in figure; and, what 
added greatly to the grandeur of the object, was a livid flame 
continually palpitating upon it, which the gloom of the valley 
rendered perfectly discernible. 

The road, at a small distance from this remarkable scene, 
was become so narrow, that, had my horse started, I should 
have been but too well acquainted with the torrent that raged 
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beneath; dismounting, therefore, I walked towards the edge 
of the great fali, and there, leaning on a fragment of eliff, 
looked down into the foaming gulph, where the waters were 
hurled along over broken pines, pointed roeks, and stakes of 
iron. Then, lifting up my eyes, I took in the vast extent of 
the forests, frowning on the brows of the mountains. 

ít was here first I felt myself seized by the genius of the 
plaee, and pcnetrated with veneration of its religious gloom; 
and, I believe, uttered many extravagant exclamations; but, 
sueh was the dashing of the wheels, and the rushing of the 
waters at the bottom of the forges, that what I said was 
luekily undistinguishable. 

I was not vet, however. within the eonsecrated inclosure, 
and therefore not perfectly contented; so, leaving my frag- 
ment, I paeed in silence up the path which led to the great 
portal» When we arrived before it, I rested a moment, and 
looking against the stout oaken gate, which closed up the 
entrance to this unknown region, felt at my heart a eertain 
awe, that brought to my mind the sacred terror of those, in 
ancient days, going to be admitted into the Eleusinian mys- 
teries. 

My guide gave two knoeks; after a soleinn pause, the 
gate was slowly opened, and ali our horses having passed 
through it, was again earefully elosed. 

I now found myself in a narrow deli, siuTOunded on every 
side by peaks of the mountains, risíng alrnost beyond my 
sight, and shelving downwards till their bases were hidden 
by the foam and spray of the water, over which hung a 
thousand withered and distorted trees. The roeks seemed 
crowding upon me, and, by their particular situation, threat- 
ened to obstruet every ray of light; but, notwithstanding 
the menaeing appearanee of the prospeet, I still kept follow- 
ing my guide, up a eraggy aseent, partly hewn through a 

"rock, and bordered by the trunks of aneient fir-trees, wliieh 
formed a fantastic barrier, till we eame to a dreary and ex- 
posed promontory, impending direetly over the deli. 

The woods are here elouded with darkness, and the tor- 
rents rushing with additional violenee are lost in the gloom 
of the caverns below; every objeet, as I looked downwards 
frorn my path, that hung midway between the base and the 
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summit of the cliíf, was horrid and woeful. The channel of 
thc torrent sunk decp amidst frightful crags, and the pale 
willows and wreathed roots spreading over it, answered my 
ideas of those dismal abodes, where, according to the druid- 
ical mythology, the ghosts of conquered warriors were bound. 
I shivered whilst I was regarding these regions of desolation, 
and, quickly lifting up my eyes to vary the scene, I per- 
ceived a range of whitish cliífs glistening with the light of the 
sun, to emerge from these melancholy forests. 

On a fragmcnt that projected over the chasm, and con- 
cealed for a momcnt its terrors, I saw a cross, on which was 
written VIA COELí. The cliífs being the heaven to which I 
now aspired, we deserted the edge of the precipice, and as- 
cending, carne to a retired nook of the rocks, in which scveral 
copious rills had worn irregular grottoes. Here we reposed 
an instant, and were enlivened with a few sunbeams, pierc- 
ing the thickets and gilding the waters that bubbled from 
the rock, over which hung another cross, inscribed with this 
short sentence, which the situation rendered wonderfully pa- 
thetic, o SPES úNICA ! the fervent exclamation of some wretch 
disgusted with the world wliose only consolation was found 
in this retirement. 

LETTER  II. 

WE quitted this solitary cross to enter a thick forest of 
beech-trees, that screened in some measurc the precipices on 
which they grew, catching however every instant terrifying 
glimpses of the torrent below. Streams gushed from everjf 

crevice in the cliífs, and falling over the mossy roots and 
branches of the beech, hastened to join the great ton*ent, 
athwart which I every now and then remarked ccrtain tot- 
tering bridges, and somctimes could distinguish a Carthusian 
crossing over to his íiermitage, that just peeped above the 
woody iabyrinths on the opposite shore. 

Whilst I was proceeding amongst the innumerable trunks 
of the beech trecs, my guide pointed out to me a peak, rising 
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above the others, whieh he called the Throne of Moses. If 
that prophet had reeeived his rcvclations in th is desert, no 
voiee need have deelared it holy ground, for every part of it 
is stamped with sueh a sublimity of eharaeter as would alone 
be sufficient to impress the idca. 

Having left these woods behind, and erossing a bridge of 
many lofty arehcs, I shuddered onee more at the impctuosity 
of the torrent; and, mounting still higher, eame at length to 
a kind of platform bcfore t\Vo eliffs, joined by an arch of 
rock, under whieh we were to pursuc our road. Bclow we 
behcld again innumerable streams, turbulcntly precipitating 
themselves from the woods and lashing the base of the 
mountains, mossed over with a dark sea-green. 

In this deep hollow such mists and vapours prevailed as 
hindered my prying into its rcccsses ; besMes, sueh was the 
dampness of the air, that I hastencd gladly from its neigh- 
bourhood, and passing under the second portal bcheld with 
pleasure the sunbeams gilding the throne of Moses. 

It was now ábout ten o'elock, and my guide assured me I 
should soon discover the eonvent. Upon this information I 
took new eourage, and eontinued my route on the edge of 
the rocks, till we struek into another gloomy grove. After 
turning about ít for some time, we entered again into the 
glaré of daylightj and saw a green vallcy skirted by ridges 
of cliffs and sweeps of wood bcfore us. Towards the farther 
end of this inelosure, on a gcntle acelivity, rose the revered 
turrets of the Carthusians, whieh extend in a long line on 
the brow of the hill; beyond th em a woody amphitheatre 
majcstically presents itsclf, terminated by spires of rock and 
promontories lost amongst the clouds. 

The roar of the torrent was now but faintly distinguish- 
able, and ali the seenes of horror and eonfusion I had passed 
were succccdcd by a saered and profound ealm. I traverscd 
the valley with a thousand sensations I despair of describing, 
and stood bcfore the gate of the eonvent with as much awc 
as some no vice or eandidate newly arrived to solieit the holy 
retirement of the order. 

As admittanee is more readily granted to the English than 
to almost any other nation, it was not long before the gates 
opened, and whilst the porter ordered our horses to the stable, 
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we entered a court watered by two fountains and built round 
with lofty edifices, characterized by a noble simplicity. 

The interior portal opening discovered an arehed aisle, ex- 
tending till the perspective nearly met, along which windows, 
but scantily distributed between the pilasters, adrnitted a 
pale solemn light, just sufficient to distinguish the objects 
with a picturesque uncertainty. We had scarcely set our 
feet on the pavernent when the monks began to issue from an 
arch, about half way down, and passing in a long suecession 
from their chapei, bowed reverently with much humility and 
meekness, and dispersed in silenee, leaving one of their body 
alone in the aisle. 

The father coadjutor (for he only remained) advanced to- 
wards us with great courtesy, and welcomed us in a manner 
which gave me íar more pleasure than ali the frivolous saiu- 
tations and afíected greetings so common in the world be- 
neath. After asking us a few indifTerent questions, he called 
one of the lay brothers, who live in the convent under less 
severe restrictions than the fathers, whom they serve, and 
ordering him to prepare our apartment, conducted us to a 
large square hall with casement windows, and, what was 
more comfortable, an enormous chimney, whose liospitable 
hearth blazed with a fire of dry aromatie flr, on each side of 
which were two doors that communicated with the neat 
little cells destined for our bedchambers. 

Whilsthe was plaeing us round the fire, a eeremony by no 
means unimportant in the cold climate of these upper regions, 
a bell rang which summoned him to prayers. After charging 
the lay brother to set before us the best fare their desert af- 
forded, he retired, and left us at full liberty to examine our 
chambers. 

The weather lowered, and the casements permitted very 
Httle light to enter the apartment: but on the other side it 
was amply enlivened by the gleams of the fire, that spread 
ali o ver a certain comfortable air, which even sunshine but 
rarely diffuses. Whilst the showers descended with great 
violence, the lay brother and another of his companions were 
plaeing an oval table, very neatly carved and covered with 
the flnest linen, in the middle of the hall; and, before we had 
examined a number of portraits which were hung in ali the 
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paneis of the wainscot, they callcd us to a dinner widcly 
different from what might have been cxpeeted in so dreary 
a situation. Our attendant friar was helping us to some 
Burgundy, of the happicst growth and vintage, when the 
coadjutor retumed, accompanied by two other fiithers, the 
secretary and proeurator, whom he presented to us. You 
would have been both charmed and surprised with the ehccr- 
ful resignation that appeared in their countenances, and with 
the casy tum of their conversation. 

The coadjutor, though equally kind, was as yet more re- 
served: bis countenance, however, spoke for him without the 
aid of words, and there was in bis manner a mixture of dig- 
nity and humility, which could not fail to interest. There 
wcre moments whcn the recollection of some past event 
seemed to shade bis countenance with a melancholy that 
rendered it still more affecting. I should suspect he formerly 
possessed a great share of natural vivacity (something of it 
being still, indeed, apparent in bis more unguarded moments) ; 
but this spirit is almost entirely subducd by the penitence 
and mortifieation of the order. 

The secretary displayed a very considerable share of know- 
ledgc in tive politicai state of Europe, fumished probably by 
the extensive correspondence these fathers preserve with the 
three hundred and sixty subordinate convents, disperscd 
throughout ali those countries where the court of Rome still 
maintains its influence. 

In the course of óur conversation they askcd me innumcr- 
able questions about England, where formerly, they said, 
many monasteries had belongcd to their order; and princi- 
pally that of Witham, which they had learnt to bc now in my 
possession. 

The secretary, almost with tears in his eyes, beseechcd me 
to revere these consecrated edifices, and to preserve their 
remains, for the sake of St. Hugo, their* canonized prior. I 
replied greatly to his satisfaction, and then dcclaimed so much 
in favour of St. Bruno, and the holy prior of Witham, that 
the good fathers grew exceedingly "delighted with the con- 
versation, and made me promisc to remain some days witli 
them. I rcadily complicd with their request, and, conti- 
nuing in thesame strain, that had so agreeably afTected their 
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ears, was soon presented with the works of St. Bruno, whom 
I so zealously admired. 

After we had satextolling them, and talking upon much 
the same sort of subjects for about an honr, the coadjutor 
proposed a walk amongst the cloisters and galleries, as the 
weather would not admit of any longer excursion. He 
leading the way, we ascended a flight of steps, which brought 
us to a gallery, on each side of which a vast number of pic- 
tures, representing the dependent convents, were ranged; for 
I was now in the capital of the order, where the general re- 
sides, and from whence he issues forth his commands to his 
numerous subjects; who depute the superiors of their respec- 
tive convents, whether situated in the wilds of Calábria, the 
forests of Poland, or in the remotest districts of Portugal 
and Spain, to assist at the grand chapter, held annually 
under him, a week or two after Easter. 

This reverend father died about ten days before our ar- 
rival: a week ago they elected the prior of the Carthusian 
convent at Paris in his room, and two fathers were now on 
their route to apprise him of their choice, and to salute him 
General of the Carthusians. During this interregnum the 
coadjutor holds the first ranlc in the temporal, and the grand 
vicaire in the spiritual affairs of the order; both of which are 
very extensive. 

If I may judge from the representation of the different 
convents which adorn tliis galler}T, there are many highly 
worthy of notice, for the singularity of their situations, and 
the wild beauties of the landscapes which surround them. 
The Venetian Chartreuse, placed in a woody island; and 
that of Rome, rising from amongst groups of majestic ruins, 
struck me as peculiarly pleasing. Views of the Énglish mo- 
nasteries hung formerly in such a gallery, but had been de- 
stroyed by fire, together with the old convent. The list only 
remains, with but a very few written particulars concerning 
them. 

Having amused myself for some time with the pictures, 
and the descriptions the coadjutor gave me of them, we 
quitted the gallery and entered a kind of chapei, in which 
were two altars with lamps burning before them, on each side 
of a lofty portal.    This opened into  a grand coved hall, 
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adorned with historical paintings of St. Bruno's life, and the 
portraits of the generais of the order, since the year of the 
great founder's death (10S5) to the present time. Under 
these portraits are the stalls for the superiors, who assist 
at the grand convocation. In front appears the generaFs 
throne; above, hangs a representation of the eanonized 
Bruno, erowned with stars. 

LETTER III. 

THE coadjutor seemed eharmed with the respeet with 
which I looked round on these holy objects; and if the hour 
of vespers had not been drawing near, wc should have spent 
more time in the eontemplation of Bruno's miracles, por- 
trayed on the lower paneis of the hall. We left that room 
to enter a winding passage (lighted by windows in the roof) 
that brought us to a cloister six hundred feet in length, from 
which branehed off two others, joining a fourth of the same 
most extraordinary dimensions. Vast ranges of slender pillars 
extend round the different courts of the edifice, many of which 
are thrown into gardens belonging to particular eells. 

We entered one of them: its inhabitant received us with 
mueh civility, walked before us through a little corridor that 
looked on his garden, showed us his narrow dwclling, and, 
having obtained leave of the coadjutor to speak, gave us his 
benediction, and beheld us depart with concern. Nature has 
giren tliis poor monk very considerable talents for painting. 
He has drawn the portrait of the late general, in a manner 
that discovers great facility of execution; but he is not al- 
io wed to exercise his pencil on any other subject, lest he 
should be amused; and amusement in this severe order is 
a crime. He had so subdued, so mortified an appearance, 
that I was not sorry to hear the bell, which summoned the 
coadjutor to prayers, and prevented my entering any more of 
the cells. We continued straying from cloister to cloister, 
and wandering along the winding passages and intricate gal- 
leries of this immense edifice, whilst the coadjutor was as- 
sisting at vespers. 
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In every part of tlie structure reigned the most death-like 
calm: no sound reached my ears but the " minute drops 
from oíf the caves/' I sat down in a niche of the cloister, 
and fell into a profound reverie, from which I was reealled 
by the return of our conduetor; who, I believe, was almost 
tempted to imagine, from the east of my countenance, that I 
was deliberating whether I should not remain with them for 
ever. 

But I soon roused myself, and testified some impatience to 
see the great chapei, at which we at length arrived after tra- 
versing another labyrinth of cloisters. The gallery immedi- 
ately before its entrance appeared quite gáy, in comparison 
with the others I had passed, and owes its eheerfulness to a 
large window (ornamented -\vith slabs of polished marble) 
that admits the view of a lovely wood, and allows a full 
blaze of light to dart on the chapei door; which is also 
adorned with marble, in a plain but noble style of archi- 
tecture. 

The father sacristan stood ready on the steps of the portal 
to grant us admittance; and, throwing open the valves, we 
entered the chapei and were struck by the justness of its pro- 
portions, the simple majesty of the arched roof, and the mild 
solemn light equally diffused over every part of the ediflce. 
No tawdry omaments, no glaríng pictures disgraced the sanc- 
tity of the place. The high altar, standing distinct from the 
walls, which were hung with a rich velvet, was the only 
object on which many omaments were lavished; and, it 
being a high festival, was clustered with statues of gold, 
shrines, and candelabra of the stateliest shape and most 
delicate execution. Four of the latter, of a gigantic size, 
were placed on the steps; which, togetlier with part of the 
inlaid floor within the choir, were spread with beautiful 
carpets. 

The illumination of so many tapers striking on the shrines, 
censers, and pillars of polished jasper, sustaining the eanopy 
of the altar, produced a wonderful effect; and, as the rest of 
the chapei was visible only by the faint externai light ad- 
mitted from above, the splendour and dignity of the altar was 
enhanced by contrast. I retired a moment from it, and seat- 
ing myself in one of the furthermost stalls of the choir, lõoked 
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towards it^ and fancied tlie whole structure had risen by 
c< subtle magic," like an exhalation. 

Here I remained sevcral minutes breathing nothing but 
incense, and should not have quitted my station soon, had I 
not been apprehensivc of disturbing the devotions of two 
agcd fathers wh o had just entcred, and were prostrating 
thcmselves before the steps of the altar. These venerable 
figures added greatly to the solemnity of the scene; whieh 
as the 'day declined increased every moment in splendour ; 
for the sparkling of scveral lamps of chased silver that hung 
from the roofs, and the gleaming of nine huge tapers which 
I had not before noticed, bcgan to be visible just as I left the 
chapei. 

Passing through the sacristy, where lay sevcral piles of rich 
embroidered vestments, purposcly displayed for our inspec- 
tion, we regained the cloister which led to our apartment, 
where the supper was ready prepared. We had scarcely 
finished it, when the coadjutor, and the fathers who had ac- 
eompanied us before, returned, and ranging themselves round 
the fire, resumed the conversation abont St. Bruno.^ 

Finding me disposed by the wonders I had seen in the day 
to listen to things of a miraeulous nature, they began to re- 
late the inspirations they had reccived from him, and his 
mysterious apparitions. I was ali attention, respect, and 
credulity. The old secretary worked himself up to such a 
pitch of enthusiasm, that I am very much inclined to imagine 
he believed in these moments ali the marvellous events he 
related. The coadjutor being less violent in his pretensions 
to St. Bruno's modem miracles, contented himself with enu- 
merating the noble works he had done in the days of his fa- 
thers, and in the old time before them. 

It grew rather late before my kind hosts had finished their 
narrations, and I was not sony, after ali the exereise I had 
taken, to return to my cell, where everything invited to re- 
pose. I was charmed with the neatness and oddity of my 
little apartment; its cabin-like bed, oratory, and ebony cra- 
cifix; in short, everything it contained; not forgetting the 
aromatic odour of the pine, with which it was roofed, floored, 
and wainscoted. The night was luckily dark. Had the moon 
appeared, I could not  have prevailed upon myself to have 
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quitted her til! very late; but, as it bappened, I crept into 
my cabin, and was by " whispering winds soon lulled 
asleep." 

Eight o'clock struck next morning before I awoke; when, 
to my great sorrow, I found tlie péaks, which rose abo.ve the 
convent, veiled in vapours, and the rain descending with vio- 
lenec. 

After we had breakfasted by the Hght of our fire (for the 
casemcnts admitted but a very feeble gleam), I sat down to 
the works of St. Bruno ; of ali medleys one of the strangest. 
Allegories without end : a theologico-natnral history of birds, 
beasts, and fishes: several chapters on paradise ; the delights 
of solitude ; the glory of Solomon's temple; the new Jeru- 
salém ; and numberless other wonderful subjects, full of the 
loftiest enthusiasm. The revered author of this strangely 
abstruse and mystie volume was certainly a being of no com- 
mon order, nor do we find in the wide circle of legendary 
traditions an event recorded, better ealeulated- to inspire the 
utmost degree of religious terror than that whieh determined 
him to the monastic state. 

St. Bruno wasof noble descent, and possessed considerable 
wealth. Not less remarkable for the qualities of bis mind, 
their assiduous cultivation obtained for him the chair of mas- 
ter of the great seiences in the University of Rheims, where 
lie contraeted an intimate friendship with Odo, afterwards 
Pope Urban II. Though it appears that a very cheering de- 
gree of public approbation, and ali the blandishments of a 
eociety highly polished for the period, eontributed, not un- 
profitably one should think, to fill up his time, always singu- 
lar, always visionary, he began early in life to loathe the 
world, and sigh after retirement. 

But a most appalling oceurrence eonverted these sighs 
into the decpest groans. A man, who had borne the highest 
character for the exerci se of every virtue, died, and was 
being carried to the grave. The procession, of which Bruno 
formed a part, was moving slowly on, when a low, mournful 
sound issued from the bier. The corpse was distinctly seen 
to Hft up its ghastly countenance, and as distinctly heard to 
articulate these words —" Iam summoncd lo trial." After 
an agonizing pause, the same terrifle voice declared—"Istand 
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before the tribunal" Some further moments of amazement 
and horror having elapsed, the dcad body lifted itself up a 
third time, and moving its livid lips uttered forth this dread- 
ful sentence —l< I am condemned by the just judgment of 
God." <e Alas! alas!'* exelaimed Bruno—" of how little 
avail are apparent good works, or the favourable opinion of 
mankind! 

Ubi fugiam nisi ad te ? — 

Thy mereies alone can save, and it is not in the frivolous 
and seduetive intercourse of a worldly life those mereies can 
be obtained." 

Stricken to the heart by these refleetions, he hurried in a 
fever of terror and alarm (the sepulchral voice still ringing in 
his ears) to Grenoble, of which see one of his dearest friends, 
the venerable Hugo, had lately been appointed bishop. 

This saintly prelate soothed the dreadful agitation of his 
spiríts by relating to him a revelation he had just reeeived in 
a dream. 

" As I slept," said Hugo, " methought the desert moun- 
tains beyond Grenoble became suddenly visible in the dead 
of night by the streaming of seven lueid stars which hung 
directly over them. Whilst I remained absorbed in the eon- 
templation of this wonder, an awful voice seemed to break 
the nocturnal silence, declaring their dreary solitudes thy 
future abode, O Bruno!—by thee to be consecratedas a re- 
tirement forholy men desirous of holding converse with their 
God. No shepherd's pipe shail be heard wi-thin these pre- 
cincts; no huntsman's profane feet ever invade their fast- 
nesses; nor shall woman ascend this mountain, or violate by 
her allurements the sacred repose of its inhabitants." 

Such were the first institutions of the order as the inspired 
Bishop of Grenoble delivered them to Bruno, who selecting a 
few persons that, like himself, contemned the splendours of 
the world and the charms of society, repaired with them to 
this spot; and, in the darkest parts of tlie forests whicli 
shade the most gloomy recesses of the mountains, founded 
the first convent of Carthusians, long since dcstroyed. 

Several years passed away, whilst Bruno was employed in 
actions of the most exalted piety; and, the fame of his exem- 
plary conduct reaching Rome, (where his friend had been 
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lately invested with the papal tiara,) the whole conclave was 
desirous of seeing him, and entreated Urban to invite him to 
Rome. The request of Chrisfs vicegerent was not to be re- 
fused; and Bruno quitted his beloved solitude, leaving some 
of his diseiples behind, who propagated his doetrines, and 
tended zealously the infant order. 

The pomp of the Roman court soon disgusted the rigid 
Bruno, who had weaned himself entirely from worldly af- 
feetions. 

Being whoUy intent on futurity, the bustle and tumults of 
a busy metropolis beeame so irksome that lie supplicated 
Urban for leave to retire; and, having obtained it, left 
Rome, and immediately seeking the wilds of Calábria, there 
sequestered himself in a lonely hermitage, ealmly expecting 
his last moments. 

In his death there was no bitterness. A celestial radiance 
slione around him even before he elosed his eyes upon this 
frail existence, and many a venerable witness has testified 
that the voiees of angelie beings were heard calling him to 
come and receive liis reward; but as the diíferent accounts of 
his translation are not essentially varied, it would be tedious 
to recite them. 

LETTER IV. 

I HAD scavcely finished taking extracts from the writings 
of this holy and highly-giíled personage when the dinner ap- 
peared, consisting of everything most delicate which a strict 
adherence to the rules of meagre eould allow. The good fa- 
tliers returned as usual before our repast was half o ver, and 
resumed as usual their mystie discourse, looking ali the time 
rather earnestly into my eountenance to observe the sort of 
efíeet their most marvellous narrations produced upon it 

Our eonversation, which was beginning to take a gloomy 
and serious tum, was interrupted, I thought very agreeably, 
by the sudden intrusion of the sun, which, escaping from the 
clouds, shone in full splendour above the highest peak of the 
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mountains, and the vapours fleeting by degrccs discovered the 
woods in ali the frcslmcss of their vcrdure. The pleasure I 
reccived from seeing this ncw creation rising to view was very 
livcly, and, as the fathers assurcd me the huniidity of their 
walks did not often continue longer than the showers, I left 
my halK 

Crossing the court, I hastened out of the gates, and running 
swiftly along a windmg path on the side of the meado w, bor- 
dercd by the forcsts, enjoyed the charms of the prospect, in- 
haled the perfume of the woodlands, and now turning to- 
wards the summits of the precipicés that cncircled this sacred 
iiiclosure, admircd the glowing colours thejr borrowed from 
the sun, contrasted by the dark hues of the forest. Now, 
casting my eycs below, I suífered theni to roam from valley 
to valley, and from one stream (beset with tall pines and 
tufted beech trees) to another. The puríty of the air in 
these exalted regions, and the lightness of my own spirits, al- 
most scized me with the idea of treading in that element. 

Not contcnt with the distant beauties of the hanging rocks 
and falling waters, I still kept running wildly along, with an 
cagemcss and rapidity that, to a sober spcctator, would have 
givcn me the appearance of one possessed, and with reason, 
for I was aííected with the scene to a degree I despair of ex- 
pressing. 

WhUst I was continuing my course, pursued by a thousand 
st range ideas, a father, wh o was retuming from some distant 
hemiitage, stopped m)r career, and made signs for me to re- 
pose myself on a bench erected under a ncighbouring shed; 
and, perceiving my agitation and disordercd looks, fancied, I 
bclieve, that one of the bears that lurk near tlie snows of the 
mountains liad alanned me byliis suddcn appearance. 

The good old man, expressing by his gesturcs that he 
wished me to reco ver myself in quict on the bench, hastened, 
with as much alacrity as his age permitted, to a cottage ad- 
joining the shed, and retuming in a few moments, presentcd 
me some water in a wooden bowl, into which he let fali 
severa! drops of an elixir composed of innumcrable herbs, and 
having perfonned this deed of charity, signiíied to me by a 
look, in wliich benevolence, compassion, and pcrhaps some 
little remains of curiosity were strongly painted, how sorry 
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he was to be restrained by bis vow of silence from inquiri ng 
into the cause of my agitation, and giving me farther assist- 
ance. I answered also by signs, on purpose to carry on the 
adventure, and suffered him to depart with ali his conjectures 
unsatisfied. 

No sooner had I lost sightof tlie benevolent hermit tban I 
started up, and pursued my path with my former agility, till 
I carne to the edge of a woody deli, that divided the meadow 
on  which I was   running  from   the opposite promontory. 
Here I paused, and looking np at the eliffs, now but faintíy 
illumined by the sim, which had becn some time sinking on 
our narrow horizon, reflccted that it would be madness to be- 
wilder myself, at so late an hour, in the mazes of the forcst. 
Being tinis determined, 1 abandoned with regret the idea of 
penetrating into the lovely region before me, and contented 
myself for some moments with marking the pale tints of the 
evening gradually overspreading the clifts, so lately flushed | 
with the gleams of the setting sun. 

But my eyes were soon diverted from contemplating these 
objects by a red light streaming over the northern sky, which 
attracted my notice as I sat on the brow of a sloping hill, 
looking down what appeared to be a fathomless ravine 
blackened by the shade of impervious forests, above which 
rose majestically the varied peaks and promontórios of the 
mountains. 

The upland lawns, which hang at immense heights above 
the vale, next eaught my attention. I was gazing alternately 
at them and the valley, when a long succession of light misty 
clouds, of strange fantastic shapes, issuing from a narrow gully 
between the rocks passed on, like a solemn procession, over 
the hollowdale, inidway between the stream that watered it 
below and the summits of the cliflfs on high. 

The tranquillity of the region, the verdure of the lawn, 
environed by girdles of fiounshing wood, and the lowing of 
the distant herds, filled me with the most pleasing sensations. 
But when I lifted up my eyes to the towering clifts, and be- 
held the northern sky streaming with ruddy light, and the 
long succession of misty forms hovering over the space be- 
neatli, they became sublime and awful. The dews which 
began to descend, and the vapours which were rising from 

GRANDE   CHARTREUSE. 161 

he was to be restrained by his vow of silence from inquiring 
into the cause of my agitation, and giving me farther assist- 
ance. I answered also by signs, on purpose to carry on the 
adventure, and suífered him to depart with ali his conjectures 
unsatisfied. 

No sooner had I lost sight of the benevolent liermit than I 
started up, and pursued my path with my former agility, till 
I carne to the edge of a woody deli, that divided the meadow 
on  which I was   running  from   the opposite promontory. 
Here I paused, and looking up at the eliffs, now but faintíy 
illumined by the suii, which had been some time sinking on 
our narrow horizon, reflected that it would be madness to be- 
wilder myself, at so late an hour, in the mazes of the forcst. 
Being tinis determined, 1 abandoned with regret the idea of 
penetrating into the lovely region before me, and contented 
myself for some moments with marking the pale tints of the 
evening gradually overspreading the clifts, so lately flushed 
with the gleams of the setting sun. 

But my eyes were soon diverted from contem pi ating these 
objects by a red light streaming over the northern sky, which 
attracted my notice as I sat on the brow of a sloping hill, 
looking down what appeared to be a fathomless ravine 
blackened by the shade of impervious íbrests, above which 
rose majestically the varied peaks and promontórios of the 
mountains. 

The upland lawns, which hang at immense heights above 
the vale, next eaught my attention. I was gazing altcrnately 
at them and the valley, when a long succession of light misty 
clouds, of strange fantastic shapes, issuingfrom a narrow gully 
between the rocks passed on, like a solemn procession, over 
the hollowdale, midway between the stream that watered it 
below and the summits of the cliflfs on high. 

The tranquillity of the region, the verdure of the lawn, 
environed by girdles of flounshing wood, and the lowing of 
the distant herds, filled me with the most pleasing sensations. 
But when I lifted up my eyes to the towering clift% and be- 
held the northern sky streaming with ruddy light, and the 
long succession of misty forms hovering over the space be- 
neatli, they became sublime and awful. The dews which 
began to descend, and the vapours which were rising from 



16*2 GRANDE   CHARTREUSE. 

every deli, reminded me of thc latcness of the hour ; and it 
was with great reluctancc that I turned from the scene which 
had so loiíg engaged my contemplation, and traverscd slowly 
and silently the solitary meadows, over which I had hurncd 
with sueh eagerness an hour ago. 

Hill appeared aftcr hill, and hilloek succeeded hillock, 
which I had passed unnotieed before. Sometimcs 1 imagincd 
myself foliowing a different path from that which had brought 
me to the edge of the deep rattey. Anothcr moment, descend- 
ing into the hollows between the hillocks that conecaled the 
distant prospcets from my sight, I faneicd I had entirely 
mistaken my route, and expccted every moment to be lost 
amongst the rude brakes and tangled thiekets that skirted 
the eminenees around. 

As the darkness increased, my situation bccame still more 
and more forlorn. I had almost abandoned the idca of reach- 
ing the convent; and whenever I gained any swelling ground, 
looked aboye, below, and on every side of me, in hopes of dis- 
covering some glimmering lamp which might indieate a her- 
mitage, whose charitable possessor, I flattered myself, would 
direet me to the monastery. 

At lengtli, after a tedious wandcring along the hills, I 
found myself, unexpectedly, under thc convent walls ; and, 
as I was  looking for the gate, the attcndant lay-brothers 
carne out with lights, in order to seareh for me.   Seareely had 
I joined them, when thc coadjutor and the secretary carne 
fonvard, with the kindest anxiety expressed their uneasiness 
at my long absence, and eondueted me to my apartment, 
where Mr. Lettice was waiting, with no small degree of im- 
paticnee ; but I found not a word had been mentioned of my 
adventure with the hcrmit; so that, I believe, hc strictly 
kept bis vow till the day when the Carthusians are allowed 
to speak, and which happcned after my departure. 

LETTER V. 

WE had hardly supped before the gates of the convent 
were shut, a circumstance which disconcerted me not a little, 
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as the full moon gleamed through the casements, and the 
stars sparkling above the forests of pines, invited me to leave 
íny apartment again, and to give myself up entirely to the 
spectacle they offered. 

Tlie coadjutor, perceiving that I was often looking earnestly 
through the windows, guessed my wishes, and calling a 3a}r- 
brother, ordered him to open the gates, and wait at them till 
my return. It was not long before I took advantage of this 
permission, and escaping from the eourts and cloisters of the 
monastery, ali hushed in death-like stillness, ascended a green 
knoll, which several aneient pines strongly marked with their 
shadows ; there, leaning against one of their trunks, I lifted 
up my eyes to the awful barrier of surrounding mountains, 
discovered by the trembling silver light of the moon shooting 
direetly on the woods which fringed their acclivities. 

The lawns, the vast woods, the steep deseents, the pre- 
cipices, the torrents, lay ali extended beneath, softened by a 
pale bluish haze, that alleviated, in some measure, the stern 
prospect of the rocky promontories above, wrapped in dark 
shadows. The sky was of the deepest azure, innumerable 
stars were distinguished with unusual clearness from this ele- 
vation, many of which twinkled behind the íir-trees edging 
the promontories. White, grey, and darkish elouds carne 
marching towards the moon, that shone full against a range 
of cliffs, which lift themselves far above the others. The 
hoarse murmur of the torrent, throwing itself from the dis- 
tant wildernesscs into the gloomy vales, was mingled with the 
blast that blew from the mountains. It increased. The 
forests began to wave, black elouds rose from the north, and, 
as they fleeted along, approached the moon, whose light they 
shortly extinguished. A moment of darkness suceeeded ; the 
gust was chill and melancholy ; it swept along the desert, 
and then subsiding, the vapours began to pass away, and the 
moon returned ; the grandeur of the scene was renewed, and 
its imposing solemnity was increased by her presence. Inspi- 
ration was in every wind. 

I followed some impulse which drove me to the summit of 
the mountains before me ; and there, casting a look on the 
whole extent of wild woods and romantic precipices, thought 
of the days of St. Bruno.   1 eagerly contemplated every rock 
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that fonnerly might have met his eyes ; drank of the spring 
which tradition says he was wont to drink of; and ran to 
ever)r pine, whose withered appearance bespoke thc most re- 
mote antiquity, and beneath which, perhaps, tlie saint had 
reposed himself, when worn with vigils, or possessed with the 
sacred spirit of his institutions. It was midnight bcfore I 
retumcd to the convent and retired to my quiet chambcr, 
but m)T imagination was too much disturbed, and my spirit-s 
far too active, to allow me any rest for some time. 

I had scarcely fallen asleep, when I was suddenly awaken- 
ed by a furious blast, which drove open my casement, for it 
was a troubled and tempestuous night, and let in the roar of 
the tempest. In the intervals of the storm, in those moments 
when the winds seemed to pause, the faint sounds of the choir 
stole upon my ear; but were swallowed up the next instant 
by the redoubled fury of the gust, which was still increased 
by the roar of the waters. 

I started from my bed, closed the casement, and composed 
myself as well as I was able; but no sooner had the sun- 
beams entercd my window, than I arosc, and gladly leaving 
my cell, hastened to the same knoll where I had stood the 
night before. The storm was dissipated, and the puré morn- 
ing air delightfully refreshing: every tree, every shrub/glis- 
tened witfo dew. A gentle wind breathed upon the woods, 
and waved the fir-trees on the clíffs, which, free from cl ou d?, 
rose distinctly into the clear blue sky. í strayed from the 
knoll into the valley between the steeps of wood and lhe tur- 
reis of tlie convent, and passed tlie diíferent buildings, des- 
tined for the manufacture of the articles necessary to the 
fathers; for nothing is worn or used within this inclosure 
wliich comes from the profane world. 

Traversing the meado ws and a succession of little delis, 
where I was so lately bewildered, I carne to a bridge thrown 
over the torrent, which I crossed ; and here followed a slight 
path that brought me to an eminence, covered with a hang- 
ing wood of beech-trees feathered to the ground, from whence 
1 looked down the narrow pass towards Grenoble'. Perceiv- 
ing a smoke to arise from the groves which nodded over the 
eminence, I climbed up a rocky steep, and, after struggling 
tlirougli a thicket of shrubs, entered a smooth, sloping lawn, 
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framed in by woody precipices ; at one extremity of which I 
discovered the cottage, whose smoke had directed me to this 
sequestered spot; and, at the other, a numerous group of cat- 
tle, lying under the shade of some beech-trees, whilst severa] 
friars, with long beards and russet garments, were employed 
in milking them. 

The luxuriant foliage of the woods, clinging round the 
steeps that skirted the lawn; its gay, sunny exposition; 
the groups of sleek, dappled cows, and the odd employment 
of the friars, so little consonant with their venerable beards, 
formed a picturesque and certainly very singular spectacle. 
I, who had been accustomed to behold <e milk-maids singing 
blithe/* and tripping lightly along with their pails, was not a 
little surprised at the silent gravity with which these figures 
shifted their trivets from cow to cow; and it was curious 
to see with what adroitness they performed their funetions, 
managing their long beards with a facility and cleanliness 
equally admírable. 

I watched ali their movements for some time, concealed 
by the trees, before I made myself visible; but no sooner 
did I appear on the lawn, than one of the friars quitted his 
trivet, very methodically set down his pail, and coming to- 
wards me with an open, smiling countenance, desired me to 
refresh myself with some bread and milk. A second, ob- 
serving what was going forward, was resolved not to be ex- 
ceeded in an hospitable act, and, quitting his pail too, hasten- 
ed into the woods, whence he returned in a few minutes 
with some strawberries, very neatly enveloped in fresh leaves. 
These hospitable, milking fathers, next invited me to the cot- 
tage, whither I declined going, as 1 preferred the shade of the 
beeches; so, throwing myself on the dry aromatic herbage, I 
enjoyed the pastoral charaeter of the scene with ali possible 
glee. 

Not a cloud darkened the heavens; every object smiled; 
innumerable gaudy fiies glanced in the sunbeams that played 
in a clear spring by the eottage; I saw with pleasure the 
sultry glow of the distant cliffs and forests, whilst indolently 
reclined in the shade, listening to the summer hum; one 
hour passed after another neglected away, durtng my repose 
in this most delightful of valleys. 
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Wlien I returned unwillingly to the convent, the only to- 
pic on wíhich I could converse was the charms of Valombré, 
for so is th is beautifully wooded region most appropriately 
called. Notwithstanding the indifference with which I now 
regarded the prospeets that surrounded the monastery, I could 
not disdain an offer made by one of the friars, of conducting 
me to the summit of the highest peak in the desert. 

Pretty late in the afternoon I set out with my gnide, and, 
following his steps through many forests of pine, and wild 
apertures among them, strewed with fragments, arrivcd at a 
chapei, built on a mossy rock, and dedicated to St. Bruno. 

Having once more drunk of the spring that issues from 
the roek on which this edifice is raised, I moved forward.. 
keeping my eyes fixed on a lofty green niountain, whencc 
rises a vast cliff, spiring up to a surprising elevation ; 
and which (owing to the sun's rcflcction on a transparent 
mist hovering around it) was tinged with a pale visionary 
light. This object was the goal to which I aspired; and re- 
doubling my activity, I made the best of my way over rude 
ledges of roeks, and crumbled fragments of the mountain 
interspersed with firs, till I carne to the green steeps I had 
surveyed at a distance. 

These I ascended with some difficulty, and, leaving a few 
scattered beech-trees behind, in full leaf, shortly bade adieu 
to summer, and entered the regions of spring; for, as I ap- 
proached that part of the mountain next the summit, the 
trees, which I found there rooted in the crevices, were but 
just beginning to unfold their leaves, and every spot of the 
greensward was eovered with cowslips and violets. 

After taking a few moments' repose, my guide prepared to 
clamber amongst the rocks, and I followed him with as much 
alertness as I was able, till la^àng hold of the trunk of a 
withered pine, we sprang upon a small levei space, where I 
seated mvself, and beheld far beneath me the vast desert and 
dreary solitndes, amongst which appeared, thinly scattered, 
the green meadows and hanging lawns. The eye next over- 
looking the barrier of mountains, ranged through immense 
tracts of distant countries; the plains where Lyons is situ- 
ated; the woodlands and lakes of Savoy; amongst which 
that of Bourget was near enough to discover its beauties, ali 
glowing with the "warm haze of the setting sun. 
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My situation was too dizzy to allow a long survey; so 
turning my eyes from the terrifie preeipice, I gladly beheld 
an opening in the rocks, through which we passed into a little 
irregular glen of the smoothest greensward, elosed in ou one 
side by the great peak, and on the others by a ridge of sharp 
pinnaeles, which crown the range of white cliffs I had so much 
admired the night before, when brightened by the moon. 

The singular situation of this romantic spot invited me to 
remain in it till the sun was about to sink on the horizon: 
during which time I visited every little cave delved in the 
ridges of rock, and gathered large spríngs of the mezereon and 
rhododendron in full bloom, which with a surprising variety 
of other plants carpeted this lovely glen. A luxuriant vcge- 
tation, 

That on the grecn turf suck'd the honeyM showers, 
And purplcd ali the ground wilh vernal flowcrs. 

My guide, pereciving I was ready to mount still higher, 
told me it would be in vain, as the beds of snow that lie 
eternally in some fissures of the mountain, must necessarily 
impede my progress; but, íinding I was very unwilling to 
abandon the enterprisc, he showed me a few notches in the 
peak, by whieh wc might ascend, though not without danger. 
This prospect rather abated my courage, and the wind rising, 
drove several thick clouds round the bottom of the peak, 
which increasing every minute, shortly sereencd the green 
mountain and ali the ibrest from our sight. A sea of vapours 
soon undulated beneath my feet, and lightning began to flash 
from a dark angry cloud that hung over the valleys and de- 
luged them with storms, whilst I was securely standing under 
the clear expanse of ether. 

But the hour did not admit of my remaining long in this 
proud station; so descending, I was soon obliged to pass 
through the vapours, and, carcfully following my guide (for a 
false step might have caused my destruetion), wound amongst 
the deelivities, till we left the peak behind, and just as we 
reached the green mountain which was moistened with the 
late storm, the clouds flceted and the evening recovered its 
serenity, 

Leaving the chapei of St. Bruno on the right, we entered 
the woods, and soon emerged from them into a large pasture, 
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under the grand amphitheatre of mountains, having a gentle 
ascent bcfore us, beyond which appcarcd the ncat blue roofs 
and glittcring spires of the convent, v>rhere \vc arrived as the 
moon was beginning to assume her enipire. 

I necd not say 1 rested well after the interesting fatigues 
of the day. The next morning early, I quitted my kind hosts 
with great reluetance. The coadjutor and two other fathers 
accompanicd me to the outward gate, and there withtn the 
solemn circle of the desert bestowed on me their benediction. 

It seemcd indeed to come from their hearts, nor would they 
leave me till I was a hundred paces from the convent; and 
tlien, laying their hands on their breasts, declared that ifever 
I was disgusted with the worid, herc was an asylum. 

I was in a mclanclioly mood whcn I traced back ali the 
windings of my road, and when I found myself beyond the 
last gate in the midst of the wide world again, it increased. 

Wc returned to Les Echelles; from thence to Chambery, 
and, instead of going through Àix, passed by Annecy; but 
nothing in ali the route engaged my attention, nor had I any 
pleasing sensations till I bcheld the glassy lake of Geneva, 
and its lovely environs. 

I rejoiced then because I knew of a retirement on its banks 
wherc I could sit and think of Valombré. 
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SALEVE 

LETTER I. 

I HAD long wished to revisit the holt of trces so con- 
spicuous on the summit of Saleve, and set forth this morning 
to accomplish that purpose. Brandoin, an artist, once the de- 
light of our travclling lords and ladies, accompanied me. We 
rode pleasantly and sketchingly along through Carouge to 
the base of the mountain, taking vicws every now and then 
of picturesque stumps and cottages. 

At length, after a good deal of lackadaisieal loitering on 
the banks of the Àrve, we reached a sort of goats' path, 
leading to some steps cut in the rock, and justly called the 
Pas d*Echcllc. I necd not say wc were obliged to dismount 
and toil up this ladder, beyond which risc steeps of verdure 
shaded by walnuts. 

Thcsc brought us to Moncti, a rude straggling village, 
with its church towcr embosomed in gigantic limes. We 
availed ourselves of their deep eool shade to dine as eom- 
fortably as a whole posse of withered hags, wh o scemed to 
have just alighted from their broomsticks, would allow us. 

About half-past three, a sledge drawn by four oxen was 
got read}r to drag us up to the holt of trees, the goal to which 
we werc tending: stretching ourselves on the straw spread 
over ourvehicle, we set off along a ruggcd path, condueted 
aslant the stccp slope of the mountain, vast prospects open- 
ing as we ascended; to our right the crags of the little Sa- 
leve— the variegated plains of Gex and Chablais, separated 
by the lake ; below, Moncti, almost concealed in wood; be- 
hind, the mole, lifting up its pyramidical summit amidst the 
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wild amphitheatre of glaciers, which lay this evening ín 
dismal shadow, the sun being overeast, the Jura half lost in 
rainy mists, and a heavy storm darkening the Fort de l'Ec- 
luse. Except a sickly gleam east on the snows of the Buet, 
not a ray of sunshine enlivened our landscape. 

This sorrowful eolouring agreed but too well with the de- 
jeetion of my spirits. I suffered melaneholy reeolleetions to 
take full possession of me, and glancing my eyes over the 
vast map below, souglit out those spots where I had lived so 
happy with my lovely Margaret. On th em did í eagerly 
gaze;—absorbed in the consciousness of a fatal, irreparable 
loss, I little noticed the transports expressed by my com- 
panion at the grand efTects of light and shade, which obeyed 
the movements of the elouds; nor v/as I more attentive to 
the route of our oxen, which, perfectly familiarized with 
precipices, preferred their edge to the bank on the other side, 
and by this choice gave us an opportunity of looking down 
more than a thousand feet perpendicularly on the wild shrub- 
beries and shattered rocks deep below, at the base of 4the 
mountain. In general I shrink back from such bird's-eye 
prospects with my head in a whirl, and yet, by a most un- 
accountable fascination, feel a feverish impulse to throw my- 
self into the very gulph í abhor; but to-day I lay in pas- 
sive indifíerence, listlessly extended on our moving bed. 
Its progress being extremely deliberate, we had leisure to 

fobserve, as we crept along, a profusion of Alpine flowers; but 
none of those gorgeous insects mentioned by Saussure as 
abounding on Saleve were fluttering about them. This was 
no favourable day for butterfly excursions; the flowers laden 
with heavy drops, the forerunners of still heavier rain, hung 
down their heads. We passed several chálets; fonned of mud 
and stone, instead of the neat timber, with which those on the 
Swiss mountains are constructed. Meagre peasants, whose 
sallow countenances looked quite of a piece with the sandy hue 
of their habitations, kept staring at us from crevices and hol- 
low places : the fresh roses of a garden are not more different 
from the rank weeds of an unhealthy swamp, than these 
wretched objects from the ruddy inhabitants of Switzerland. 

My heart sank as we were driven alongside of one of these 
squalid groups, huddled together under a blasted beech, in 
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expectation of a storm. The wind drove the smoke and 
sparks ofx ] firc justkindlcd at the rootof the tree, full in the 
face of an infant, whosc motlicr had abandoned it to implore 
our charity with outstrctched withercd hands. The poor 
helplcss being filled the air with wailings, and being tightly 
swaddlcd up in yellow rags, according to Savoyardc custom, 
exhibitcd an appearance in form and coiour not unlike that 
of an overgrown pumpkin thrown on the grou n d out of the 
way. How should I have cnjoyed setting its limbs at liberty, 
and transporting it to the swelling bosom of a Bcrnesc pea- 
sant! such as I have secn in untaxed garments, red, blue, 
and green, with hair fallingin braids mixed with flowcrs and 
silver trinkets, hurrying along to some wake or wedding, 
with that firm stcp andsmiling hilarity which the conscious- 
ness of freedom inspires. 

A few minutes dragging bcyond the tree just mentioncd, 
wc reached the bold verdant slopes of delicate short lierbagc 
which crown the crags of the mountain. Wc now moved 
smoothly along the turÇ brushing it with our hands to extract 
its aromatic fragrance, and having no longer rough stones 
to encounter3 our convcyancc became so agreeable that we 
regretted our arrival before a chálet, under a clump of 
weather-beaten becch. These are the idcntical trecs, so far 
and widely discovered, on the summit of Saievc, and the 
point to which we had been tending. 

Seating ourselves on the very edge of a rocky comice, we 
surveycd the busy crowded territory of Gcncva, the vast 
reach of the lakc, its coast, thickset with castlcs, towns, and 
villages, and the long linc of the Jura protecting these richly 
cultivated possessions. Turning round, we traccd the course 
of the Arvc up to its awful sanctuary, the Alps of Savoy, 
above which rose the Mont Blanc in deadly palcness, backed 
by a gloomy sky; nothing could fonri a stronger contrast to 
the populous and fertile plains in front of the mountain than 
this chãos of snowy pcaks and mclancholy deserts/the loftiest 
in the old world, hcld up in the air, and beaten, in spite of 
summer, with wintry stonns. 

I know not how long wc should have remained examining the 
prospect had the weather becn favourablc, and had wc cnjoyed 
one of thosc serene evenings to bc expected in the month of 
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July. Many such have I passed in my careless childish days, 
stretched out on thcbrowof this very mountain, contemplat- 
ing the heavenly azure of thc lake; the innumerable windows 
of the villas below blazing in the sctting sun, and the glaciers 
suffused by its last ray with a blushing pink. How often, 
giving way to youthful enthusiasm, have I peopled these sin- 
gularty varied peaks with gnomcs and fairies, the distribu- 
tors of gold and crystal to those who advcnturously scaled 
their lofty abode. 

This evening my faney was led to no sueh gay atfrial ex- 
cursions; sad rcalities chained it to the eartli, and to the 
scene before my eyes, which, in lowering, sombre hue, cor- 
responded with my interior gloom. A rude blast driving us 
ofTthe mnrgin ofthe preeipices, we retumed to the shelter of 
the beech. There we found some disappointed butterfly 
catchers, probably ofthe wateh-making tribe, and a silly boy 
gaping after them with a lank net and empty boxes. This 
being Monday, I thought the Saleve had been deliveredfrom 
sueh intruders; but it seems that thc rage for natural his- 
tory has so victoriously pervaded ali ranks of people in the 
republie, that almost every day in the week sends forth some 
of its journe)Tnen to ransack the neighbouring cliffs, and trans- 
fix unhappj' butterflies. 

Silversmiths and toymcn, possessed by the spirit of De Luc 
and De Saussure's lucubrations, throw away the light imple- 
ments of their trade^ and sally forth with hammer and pick- 
axe to pound pebbles and knock at the door of every moun- 
tain for information. Instead of furbishing up tea-spoons 
and sorting wateh-eliains, they talk of nothing but quartz and 
feldspath. One flourishes away on thc durability of granite, 
whilst anothcr treats calcareous rocks with eontempt; but as 
human plcasures are seldom perfeet and perrriancnt, acrimo- 
nious disputes too frequervtly interrupt the ealm of the philo- 
sophie excursion. Squabblcs arise about the genus of a co- 
ralite, or concerning that elcmcnt which has borne the great- 
est part in the convulsion of nature. The advoeate of water 
too often sneaks home to his wife with a tattered collar, 
whilst the partisan of fire and volcanoes lies vanquished in a 
puddle, or winding up the clue of his argument in a solitary 
diteh.    I eannot help thinking so diffused a taste for fossils 
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and petrifactions of no very particular benefit to the artisans 
of Geneva, and that watehes would go as well, though their 
inakers were less enlightened. 

LETTER 1L 
IT began to rain just as we entered the châlet under the 

beech-trees, and one of the dirtiest I ever crept into—it 
would have been uncharitable not to have regrettcd the ab- 
senee of swine, for here was mud and filth enough to have 
insured their felieity. A woman, whose teeth of a shining 
whiteness were the only elean objeets I eould diseover, 
brouglit us foaming bowls of cream and mlk, with which we 
regaled ourselves, and then got into our vehiele. Webut too 
soon left the smooth herbage behind, and passed about an 
hour in rambling down the mountain, pelted by the showers, 
from which we took shelter under the limes at Moneti. 

Here wè should have drunk our tea in peace and quiet- 
ness, liad it not been for the incursion of a gang of bandy- 
legged watclimakers, smoking their pipes, and scraping their 
fiddles, and snapping their fingers, with ali that insolent vul- 
garity so eharacteristic of the Rue-basse portion of the Ge- 
nevese community. We got out of their way, you may 
easily imagine, as fast as we were able, and deseending a 
rough road, most abominahly strewn with rolling pebbles, 
arrived at the bridge d'Etrombieres just as it fell dark. The 
mouldering planks with which the bridge is awkwardly put 
together, sounded suspieiously hollow under the feet of our 
horses, and had it not been for the friendly light of a pine 
torcli which a peasant brought forth, we might have been 
tumbled into the Arve. 

It was a mild summer niglit; the rainy clouds were dis- 
solnng away with a murmur of distant thunder so faint as 
to be scareely heard. From time to time a flash of summer 
liglitning discovered the lonely tower of Moneti on the edge of 
the lesser Saleve. The ghostly tales, which the old cure of 
the mountains had told me at a period when I hungered and 
thirsted after supernatural narrations, recurred to my memory 
in ali their varicty of horrors, and kept it fully employed till 
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I found myself under the walls of Geneva. The gates were 
shut, but I knew they were to bc opened agam at ten o clock 
for the conveniencc of those returning from the Comcdie. 

The Comcdie is becqme of wondcrful importance; but a 
few years ago the very name of a play was held in such 
abhorrence by the spiritual consistory of Geneva and  íts 
obsequious servants, which then included the bcst part of the 
republic, that the partakers and abettors of such diversions 
were esteemed on the high road to eternal perdition. Though, 
God knows, I am unconscious of any extreme partiahty for 
Calvin, I cannot help thinking bis severo discipline wisely 
adapted to the moral constitution of this stareh bit of a re- 
public, which he took to bis grim embraces.    But these days 
of rvndity and plainness are completely gonc by; the soft 
spiri? of toleration, so elocuiently insinuated by Voltaire, has 
removed ali thorny fences, familiarized his numerous admirers 
with every innovation, and laughed scruples of cvery nature 
to scorn.    Voltaire, indeed, may justly be styled the archi- 
tect of that gav well-ornamented bridge, by which freethmk- 
ing and immorality have been smuggled into the republic 
under the mask of philosophy and liberality and sentiment. 
These monsters,like the Sin and Death of Milton, have made 
speedy and irreparable havoc.    To facilitate their operations, 
rose the genius of« Rentes Viagères" at his bidding, tawdry 
Tílias with their little pert groves of poplar and horse-ehest- 
nut start up—his power enables Madame C. D. the book- 
seller's lady to amuse the D. of G. with assemblies, sets Pa- 
risian cabrioleis and English phaetons rolling from one faro 
table to another, and kunches innumerable pleasure parties 
mth banners and popguns on the lake, drumming and trum- 
petiu" away their time from morn till evening.    I recollect, 
not rnany years past, how seldom the echoes of the moun- 
tains were profaned by such noises, and how rarely the drones 
of Geneva, if any there were in that once industrious cit-y, 
had opportunities of displaying their idleness; but now Dissi- 
pation reigns triumphant, and to pay the tribute she exacts, 
every fool runs headlong to throw his scrapings into the vora- 
cious Whirlpool of annuities; little caring, provided he feeds 
high and lolls in his carriage, what becomes of his postenty. 
I had ample time to make these reflections, as the Comedie 
lasted longer than usual. 
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Luckily the night improved, the storms had rolled away, 
and the moon rising from behind the erags of the lesser Sa- 
leve east a pleasant gleam on thesmooth turf of plain-palais, 
where we walked to and fro above half an hour. We had 
this extensive levei almost entirely to ourselves; no light 
glimmered in any window, no sound broke the general still- 
ness, except a low murmur proceeding from a group of chest- 
nut trees. There, snug under a garden wall on a sequestered 
bench, sat two or three Genevois of the old stamp, chewing 
the cud of sober sermons— men wh o reeeive not more than 
seven or eight per cent. for their money: there sat they 
waiting for their young ones, who had been seduced to the 
theatre. 

A loudhubbub and glare of flambeaus proelaiming theend 
of the play, we left these good folks to tlieir rumination, and 
regaining our carriage rattled furiously through the streets of 
Geneva, onee so quiet, so silent at these hours, to the no 
small terror and annoyance of those whom Rentes Viagères 
had not )-et provided with a speedier conveyance than their 
own legs, or a brighter satellite than an old eook-maid with 
a candle and lantern. 

It was eleven o'eloek before we reached home, and near 
two before I retired to rest, having sat down immediately to 
write this letter whilst the impressions of the day were fresh 
in my memory. 
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VOLUME II. 

PORTUGAL. 

*.* Portugal attraeting much attention in her present convulsed and 
deelining state, it might not perhaps be uninteresting lo lhe public to 
cast baek a glance by way of contrast to the happier times ivhen she 
enjoyed, under the mild and benefieent reign of Donna Maria the First, 
a great share of courily and commercial prosperity.—Murch 1,1834. 

LETTER I. 

Falmouth, March 6, 1787. 

THE glass is sinking; thewest wind gently breathing upon 
the water, the smoke softly deseending into the room, and 
sailors yawning dismally at the door of every ale-house. 

Navigation seems at a full stop. The captains lounging 
about with their hands intheir pockets, and passengers idling 
at billiards.    Dr. V   has scraped acquaintance with a 
quaker, and went last night to one of their assemblies, where 
he kept jingling his fineGenevan wateh-chains to their sober 
and silent dismay. 

In the intervals of the mild showers with which \ve are 
blessed, I ramble about some fields already springing witli 
fresh hcrbage, which slope down to the harbour. The imme- 
diate environs of Falmouth are not unpleasant upon better 
acquaintance. Just out of the town, in a sheltered recess of 
the bay, lies a grove of tall elms, fomiing several avenues 
carpeted with turf. In the central point rises a stone pyramid 
about thirty feet high, well designed and constmcted, but 
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quite plain, without any inscription; betwccn the stems of 
the trees onc discovers a low wbite house, built in and out in 
a very capricious manner, with oriel windows and porches, 
shaded by bushes of prosperous bay. Scveral rose-coloured 
eabbages, with lcaves as crísped and curled as thosc of the 
acanthus, decoratc a little grass-plat, neatly swept, before the 
door. O ver the roof of this snug habitation I spied the skele- 
ton of a gothic mansion, so completely robed with thick ivy 
as to appear like one of those castles of clipped box I have 
often scen in a Dutch garden. 

Yesterday evening, the winds being still, and the sun 
gleaming warm for a moment or two, I visited this spot to 
examine the min, hear birds chirp^ and scent wall-flowers. 

Two young girls, beautifdly shaped, and dressed with a 
sort of romantic provincial elcgance, were walking up and 
down the grove by the pyramid. There was something so 
lovclorn in their gestures, that I have no doubt they were 
sighing out their souls to each other. As a decided amateur 
of this sort of confidential promenade, I would have given my 
cars to have heard their confessio?zs. 

LETTER II. 

Falmouth, March 7, 1787. 

SCOTT eame this morning and took me to sec the Consoli- 
dated mines m the parish of Grwynnap: they are situated in 
a bleak desert, rendered still more doleful by the unhealthy 
appearancc of its inhabitants. At every step onc stumbles 
upon ladders that lead into utter darkncss, or funncls that 
cxhale warm copperous vapours. Ali around these openings 
the ore is piled up in hcaps waitíng for purchasers. I saw it 
drawn reeking out of the mine by the help of a machine ealled 
a whim, put in motion by inules, which in their tum are sti- 
mulatcdby irnpish clúldren hanging oYer the poor brutes^and 
flogging them round without respite. This dismal scenc of 
tchims, suftering mules, and hillocks of cinders, extends for 
miles. - Huge iron engines crcaking and groaning, invented 
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by Watt, and tall chimneys smoking and flaming, that seem 
to belong to old Nieholas's abode, diversify the prospect. 

Two strange-looking Comish beings, dressed in ghostly 
white, conducted me about, and very kindly proposed a de- 
scent into the bowels of the earth, but I declined initiation. 
These mystagogues oceupy a tolerable house, with fair sash 
windows, where the inspectors of the mine hold their meet- 
ings, and regale upon beef, pudding, and brandy. 

While I was standing at the door of this habitation, seve- 
ral woful figures in tattered garments, with pickaxes on their 
shoulders, crawled out of a dark fissure and repaired to a 
novel, which I learnt was a gin-shop. There they pass the 
few hours allotted them above ground, and drink, it is to be 
hoped, an oblivion of their subterraneous existence. Piety as 
wcll as gin helps to fill up their leisure moments, and 1 was 
told that Wesley, wh o carne apostolising into Cornwall a few 
years ago, preached on this very spot to above seven thou- 
sand followers. 

Since this period Methodism has made a very rapid pro- 
gress, and has been of no trifling serviço in diverting the 
attention of these sons of darkness from their present con- 
di tion to the glories of the life to come. Howevcr, some 
people inform me their actual state is not so much to be 
lamented, and that, notwithslanding their pale looks and 
tattered raiment, they are far from being poor or unhealthy. 
Fortune often throws a considerable sum into their laps when 
they least expect it, and many a common miner has been 
known to gain a hundred pounds in the space of a month or 
two. Like sailors in the first effusion of prize-money, they 
have no notion of tuming their good luck to advantage ; but 
squander the fruits of their toil in the silliest species of ex- 
travagance. Their wives are dressed out in tawdry silks, 
and fíaunt away in ale-houses betwcen rows of obedient fid- 
dlers. The money spent, down they sink again into damps 
and darkness. 

Having passed about an hour in collecting minerais, stop- 
ping engines with my finger, and perfoi*ming ali the functions 
of a diligent young man desirous of information, I tumed my 
back on smokes, flames, and coal-holes, with great pleasure. 

Not above a  mile-and-a-half from  this  black bustling 
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seene, in a sheltered valley, lies the mansion of Mr. Bcau- 
champ, wrapped up in shrubberies of laurel and laurustine. 
Copses of hazel and holly tenninate the prospect on almost 
every side, and in the midst of the glen a broad elear stream 
reflects the impending vegetation. This transparent water, 
after performing the part of a mirror before the house, fonns 
a sueeession of waterfalls wliich glitter between slopes of the 
smoothest turf, sprinkled with'daffodils: numerous flights of 
widgeon and Museovy dueks, were sprueing themselves on 
the edge of the stream, and two grave swans seemed highly 
to approve of its woody retired banks for the edueation of 
their progeny. 

Very glad was I to disport on its " margent green/' after 
erushing einders at every step ali the morning; had not the 
sun hid himself, and the air grown ehill, I might have fooled 
away three or four hours with the swans and the widgeons, 
and lost my dinner. Upon m)r return home, I found the 
wind as contrary as ever, and ali thoughts of sailing aban- 
doned. 

LETTER III. 

Falraouth, March 8, 1787. 

WHAT a lovely morning! how glassy the sea, how busy 
the fishing-hoats, and how fast asleep the wind in its old 
quarter ! Towards evening, however, it freshened, and I 
took a toss in a boat with Mr. Trefusis, whose terrítories ex- 
tend half round the bay. His green hanging downs spotted 
with sheep, and intersectcd by rocky gullies, shaded by tall 
straight oaks and ashes, form a romantic prospect, very much 
in the style of Mount Edgeumbe. 

We drank tea at the capital of these dominions, an anti- 
quated mansion, whieh is placed in a hollow on the summit 
of a lofty hill, and contains many ruinous halls and never- 
ending passages: they cannot, however, be said to lead to 
nothing, like those celcbrated by Gray in his Long Story, for 
Mrs. Trefusis terminated the perspective.    She is a native 
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of Lausanne, and was quite happy to see her countryman 
Verdcil. 

We should have very much cnjoyed her eonversation, but 
the moment tca was over, the squire could not resist leadirig 
us round his improvements in kennel, stable, and ox-stall: 
though it was piteh-dark, and we were obliged to be escorted 
by grooms and groomlings with eandles and lanterns; a very 
nccessary precaution, as the winds blew not more violently 
without the house than within. 

In the course of our percgrination through halls, pantries, 
and antechambers, we passed a staircase with heavy walnut- 
railing, lined from top to bottom with effigics of anccstors 
that looked quite formidablc by the horny glow of our lan- 
terns ; which illumination, dull as it was, oecasioned much 
alarm amongst a collection of animais, both furred and fca- 
thercd, the delight of Mr. Trcfusis's existcnce. 

Every comer of his house contains some strange and stink- 
ing inhabitant; one can hardly move without stumbling over 
a basket of puppies, or rolling along a mealy tub, with fcrrets 
in the bottom of it; rap went m}r hcad against a wire cage, 
and bchold a squirrel twirlcd out of its sleep in sad confusion: 
a littlc furthcr on, I was very near being the destruetion of 
some new-born dormice—their fecble squeak haunts my cars 
at this moment! 

Beyond this nursery, a door opened and admitted us into 
a Iarge saloon, in the days of Mr. Trefusis's father very splen- 
didly decoratcd, but at present exhibiting nothing, save damp 
plastercd walls, mouldering floors, and craeked windows. A 
well-known perfume issuing from this apartment, proclaimed 
the neighbourhood of those fragrant animais, which you per- 
fectly recollcct were the joy of my infaney, and prescntly 
three or four couple of spanking yellow rabbits made their 
appearance. A racoon poked his hcad out of a coop, whilst 
an owl lifted up the gloom of his countenance, and gave us 
his malcdiction. 

My nose having lost ali relish for rabbiiish odours, took 
refuge in my handkcrchief; there did I keep it snug till it 
plcased our conduetors to light us through two or three 
closets, ali of a flutter with Virginian nightingalcs, goldflnches, 
and canary-birds, into the stable.    Scvcral game-cocks fell a 
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crowing with most triumphant shrillness upon our approach ; 
and a monkey—the image of poor Brandoin—expandcd his 
jaws in so woful a manner, that I grcw melancholy, and paid 
the hunters not half the attention they merited. 

At lcngth we got into the open air again, made our bows 
and dcparted. The cvcning was become serene and pleasant, 
the moon beamcd brilliantly on the sea; but the owls, who 
are never to be pleased, hooted most ruefully. 

Good night: I expect to dream of dosed-up doors,* and 
haunted passages; rats, puppies, racoons, game-cocks, rab- 
bits, and dormiec. 

LETTER IV. 

Falmouth, Mareh 10, 1787. 

I THOUGHT last night our thin pasteboard habitation 
would have been blown into the sea, for never in my life 
did I hcar such dreadful blusterings. Perhaps the winds are 
celebrating the approach of the equinox, or some high festival 
in /Eolus's ealendar, with whieh we poor m.ortals are unac- 
quainted. How tircd I am of the language of the compass, 
of \vind shifting to this point and veering to the other; of 
gales spríiiging up, and brcezes freshening; of rough seas, 
clear berths, ships driving, and anchors lifting. Oh ! that I 
was rooted like a tree, in some shcltcred comer of an in- 
land valley, where I might never hear more of salt water or 
sailingi 

You cannot wonder at my becoming impatient, after eleven 
days' captivity, nor at my wishing myself anywhere but 
where I am : I should almost prefer a quarantine party at 
the new elegant Lazaretto oíf Marseilles, to this smoky re~ 
sidence; at least, I might there learn some curíous particu- 
lars of the Levant, enjoy bright sunshine, and perfect myself 
in Arabic. But what can a being of my turn do at Falmouth? 
I have little taste for the cxplanation of fire-engines, Mr. 

" See Miss \Villiams's poems. 
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Scott; the pursuit of hares under the auspices of young Tre- 
fusis : or the gliding of billiard-balls in the society of Barba- 
does Creoles and packet-boat captains. The Lord have merey 
upon me ! now, indeed, do I perform penanee. 

Our dirmer yesterday went ofF tolerably well. We had 
on the table a savoury pig, right worthy of Otaheite, and 
some of the íinest poultry I ever tastcd; and round the table 
two or three brace of odd Cornish gentlefolks, not deficient 
in humour and originality. 

About eight in the cvcning, six game-cocks were ushered 
into the cating-room by two limbcr lads in scarlet jackets; 
and, after a flourish of crowing, the noble birds set-to with 
surprising keenness. Tufts of brilliant feathers soon flew 
about the apartment! but the carpet was not stained with 
the blood of the combatants: for, to do Trefusis justice, lie 
has a generous heart, and takes no pleasure in cruelty. The 
cocks were unarmed, had their spurs cut short, and may live 
to fight fífty such harmless battles. 

LETTER V. 

Falmouth, March 11,1787. 

WHAT a fool was I to leave my beloved retirement at Evian! 
ínstead of viewing innumerable transparent rills falling over 
the amber-coloured rocks of Melierie, I am chained down to 
eontemplate an oozy bcach, deserted by the sea, and becrawled 
with worms tracking their way in the slime that harbours 
theni. ínstead of the chcerful crackling of a wood-fire in the 
old baron's great hall, I hear the bellowing of winds m 
narrow chimneyc. You must allow the aromatic fragranee of 
fireones, such heaps of which I used to bum in Savoy, is 
greatl}r preferable to the exhalations of Welsh eoal, and that 
to a person wrapped up in musical devotion, high mass must 
be a good dcal superior to the hummings and hawings of a 
Quaker assembly. Colett swears he had rather be b^arded 
at the Inquisition than remain at the merey of the eonfounded 
keeper of this hotel, the worst and the dearest in Christen- 
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dom.    We are ali tired to death., and know not what to do 
with ourselves. 

As I look upon ennui to be very catching, I shall break off 
before I give you a share of it. 

LETTER VI. 

Falmouth, March 13, 1787. 

T$o prospect of launching this day upon the ocean. Everj' 
breeze is subsided, and a profound calm established. I walk 
up and down the path which leads to Pen-dennis Castle with 
folded arms, in a most listless despondiríg mood. Vast 
brakes of furze, much stouter and loftier than any with which 
í am acquainted, scent the ah* with the perfume of apricots. 
Primroses, violets, and fresh herbs innumerable expand on 
every bank. Larks, poised in the soft blue sky, warble de- 
lightfully. The sea, far and wide, is covered with fishing- 
boats; and sueh a stillness prevails, that I hear the voices of 
the fishermen. 

You will be rambling in sheltered alleys, whilst winds and 
currents drive me furiously along craggy shores., under the 
scowl of a tempestuous sky. You will be angling for pereh, 
whilst sharks are whetting their teeth at me. Methinks I 
hear the voraeious gluttons disputing the first snap, and point- 
ing upwards their cold slimy noses. Out upon them ! I have 
no desire to invade their elemento or (using poetical language) 
to plough those plains of waves which brings themrich har- 
vests of earcasses, and had much rather cling fast to the 
green banks of Pen-dennis. I even prefer mining to sailing; 
and of the two, had rather be swallowed up by the earth than 
the ocean. 

I wish some " swart fairy of the mine" would snateh me 
to her eoneealments. Rather than pass a month in the qualms 
of sea-sickness, I would consent to live three by eandlelight, 
i*i the deepest den you could discoverj stuck close to a foul 
midnight hag as mouldy as a rotten apple. 
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This, vou will tell me, is being very energetic in my 
aversions,—that I allow; but such, you know, is my trim, 
and I cannot help it. 

LETTER VII. 
30th May, 1787       I 

HORXE persuadedme much against my will to accompany 
him in his Portuguese chaise to Pagliavam, the residence of 
John the Fifth's bastards, instead of foliowing my usual 
track along the sea-shore. The roads to this stately garden 
are abominable, and more infested by beggars, dogs, flies, 
and musquitoes, than any I am acquainted with. The villa 
itselfj which belongs to the Marquis of Lourical, is placed in 
a hollow, and the tufted groves which surround it admit not 
a breath of air; so I was half suffbeated the moment I 
entered their shade. 

A great flat space before the garden-íront of the villa is 
laid out in dismal labyrinths of clipped myrtle, with lofty 
pyramids rising from them, in the style of that vile Duteh 
maze planted by King William at Kensington, and rooted up 
some years ago by King George the Third. Beyond this 
puzzling ground are several long alleys of stifí dark verdure, 
called ruas, i, e. literally streets, with great propriety, being 
more close, more formal, and not less dusty than High 
Holbom. I deviated from them into plats of well-watered 
vegetables and aromatic herbs, inelosed by neat fences of 
cane, covered with an embroidery of the freshest and most 
perfect roses, quite free from insects and cankers, worthy to 
have strewn the couches and graced the bosom of Lais, As- 
pasia,  or Lady .    You   know  how  warmly   every 
mortal of taste delights in these lovely fíowers; how fre- 
quently, and in what harmonious numbers, Ariosto has cele- 
brated them.   Has not Lady  a  whole apartment 
painted over with roses? Does she not fill her bath with 
their leaves, and deck her idols with garlands of no other 
flowers ? and is she not quite in the right of it ? 

Whilst I was poetically engaged with  the roses, Home 

x 
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entered into conversation with a sort of Anglo-Portuguese 
master of the horse to theír bastarei highnesses. He had a 
snug well-powdered wig, a bright silver-hilted sword, a crim- 
son full-dress suit, and a gently bulging pauneh. With one 
hand in his bosom and the other in the aet of taking snuff, he 
harangued emphatieally upon the holiness, temperance, and 
ehastity of his august masters, who live sequestered from 
the world in dingy silent state, abhor profane company, 
and never cast a look upon females. 

Being eurious to see the abode of these semi-royal sober 
personages, í entered the palaee. Not an insect stirred, not 
a whisper was audible. The principal apartments consist in 
a suite of lofty-coved saloons, nobly proportioned, and uni- 
formly hung with damask of the deepest crimson. The 
upper end of each room is doubly shaded by a ponderous 
canopy of cut velvet. To the right and left appear rows of 
huge elbow-chairs of the same materiais. No g]asses, no 
pictures, no gilding, no decoration, but heavy drapery; even 
the tables are concealed by cut velvet flounces, in the style 
of those with which our dowagers used formerly to array 
their toilets. The very sight of such close tables is enough 
to make one perspire; and I cannot imagine what demon 
prompted the Portuguese to invent such a fusty fashion. 

This taste for putting eommodes and tables into petticoats 
is pretty general here, at least in royal apartments. At 
Queluz, not acard or dining-table has escaped; and many an 
old court-dress, I should suspeet, has been cut up to furnish 
these accoutrements, which are of ali colours, plain and 
flowered, pastorally sprigged or gorgeously embroidered. Not 
so at Pagliavam. Crimson ai one prevails, and casts its royal 
gloom unrivalled on every object. Stuck fast to the wall, 
between two of the aforementioncd tables, are two fauteuils 
for their highnesses ; and opposite, a rank of chairs for those 
reverend fathers in God who from time to time are honoured 
with admittance. 

How mighty is the force ofeducation!—What pains it 
must require on the part of nurses, equerries, and chamber- 
lains, to stifle every lively and generous sensation in the 
princelings they educate,—to break a huvnan being into the 
habits of impotent royalty!    Dignity without command is 
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one of the hcaviest of burthens.    A sovereign may employ 
himself; hc has the choice of good or evil; but princes, Hke 
those of Pagliavam, without powcr or influcnec, who have 
nothing to feed on but imaginary greatness, must yawn their 
souls out, and become in process of time as formal and inani- 
mate as the pyramids of stunted myrtle in their gardens. 
Happier were those babies King John did not think proper to 
recognize, and they are not few in number, for that pious 
monarch, 

" Wide as his eommand, 
t( Scattered his Maker's image through the land." 

They, -pcrhaps, whilst their brothers are gaping under rusty 
canopies, tinklc their guitars in carclcss moonlight rambles, 
wriggle in gay fandangos, or enjoy sound sleep, rural fare, 
and inerriment, in the character of jolly village eurates. 

I was glad to get out of the palace : its stillness and gloom 
depressed my spirits, and a confined atmosphere, impreg- 
nated with the smell of burnt lavender, almost overcame me. 
I am just retumed gasping for air. No wonder; one might as 
wcll be in bed with a warming-pan as in a Portuguese 
cariole with the portly Home, who carnes a noble protuber- 
anee, set off in this season with a satin waistcoat richly 
spangled. 

I must go to Cintra, or I shall expire ! 
I 
> 

LETTER VIII. 
May 31, 1787. 

IT is in vain I eall upon elouds to cover me and fogs to 
wrap me up. You can form no adequatc idea of the con- 
tinuai glare of this renowned climate. Lisbon is the place 
in the world best ealeulated to make one ciy out 

° Hidc me from day*s garish cye;" 

but where to hidc is not so casy.    Here are no thickets of 
pine as in the classic Italian villas, none of those quivering 
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poplars and leafy chestnuts which cover the plains of Lom- 
bard}'. The groves in the immediatc environs of this capital 
are composed of— with, alas ! but few exceptions — dwarfish 
orange-trees and cinder-eoloured olives. Under their branches 
repose neither shephcrds nor shephcrdcsses, but whitening 
bonés, seraps of leather, broken pantiles, and passengers not 
unfrequently attended by monkeys, who, I have been told, 
are let out for the purpose of pieking up a livelihood. Those 
wh o cannot afTord this apish luxury, have their bushy polés 
untenanted by afíeetionate relations, for yesterday just under 
my window I* saw two blessed babies rendering this good 
office to their aged parent. 

I had determined not to have stirred beyond the shade of 
my awning; however, towards eve, the extreme fervour of 
the sun being a little abated, old Home (who has yet a 
colt's-tooth) prevailed upon me to walk in the Botanie Gar- 
dens, where not unfrequently are to be found certain youth- 
ful animais of the female gender called Açafatas, in Portu- 
guese; a speeies between a bedchamber woman and a maid 
of honour. The Queen has kindly taken the ugliest with 
her to the Caldas: those who remain have large blaek eyes 
sparkling with the true spirit of adventure, an exuberant 
flow of dark hair, and pouting lips of the colour and size of 
full-blown roses. 

Ali this, you will tell me, does not compose a perfect 
beauty. I never meant to eonvey sueh a notion: I only 
wish you to nnderstand that the nymphs we have just 
quitted are the flowers of the Queen's flock, and that she 
has, at least, four or five dozen more in attendance upon her 
saered person, with larger mouths, smaller eyes, and swar- 
thier complexions. 

Not being in suffieient spirits' to flourish away in Portu- 
guese, my eonversation was chiefly addressed to a lovely 
blue-eyed Irísh girl of íifteen or sixteen, lately married 
to an officer of her Majesty*s customs. Spouse goes 
a pilgrimaging to Nossa Senhora do Cabo—little madam 
whisks about the Botanie Garden with the ladies of the pa- 
lace and a troop of sopranos, who teach her to warble and 
speak Italian. She is well worth teaching everything in 
their power.    Her hair of the lovcliest auburn, her straight 
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sparkling with the true spirit of adventure, an exuberant 
flow of dark hair, and pouting lips of the colour and size of 
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Ali this, you will tell me, does not compose a perfect 
beauty. I never meant to eonvey sueh a notion: I only 
wish you to nnderstand that the nymphs we have just 
quitted are the flowers of the Queen's flock, and that she 
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speak Italian. She is well worth teaching everything in 
their power.    Her hair of the lovcliest auburn, her straight 
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Grecian eyebrows and fair eomplexion, form a striking con- 
trast to the gipsy-coloured skins and jett^y tresses of her com- 
panions. She looked like a visionary being skimming along 
the alleys, and leasing the pot-bellied sopranos and dowdy 
Açafatas far bebind, wondering at her agility. 

The garden is pleasant enough, situated upon an cminenee, 
planted witb light flowering trees elustered with blossoms. 
Above their topmost branches rises a broad majestic terraee, 
with raarble balustrades of shining whiteness and strange 
Oriental pattern. They design indifíerently in this eountry, 
but execute with great neatness and precision. I never saw 
balustrades better hewn or chiseled than those bordering the 
steps whieh lead up to the grand terraee. Its ample surface 
is laid out in oblong compártments of marble eontaining no 
very great variety of hcliotropes, aloés, geraniums, China 
roses, and the eommonest plants of our green-houses. Such 
ponderous divisions have a dismal effeet; they reminded one 
of a place of interment, and it struck me as if the deceased 
inhabitants of the adjoining palaee were sprouting up in the 
shape of prickly-pears, Indian figs, gaudy holly-oaks, and 
peppery capsicums. 

The terraee is about fifteen hundred paees in length. Three 
eopious fountains give it an air of eoolness, much increased 
by the vraving of tall acácias, exposed by their lofty situation 
to every breeze whieh blows from the entrance of the Tagus, 
whose lovely azure appears to great advantage between the 
quivering foliage» 

The Irish girl and yourfaithful correspondent coursed each 
other like children along the terraee, and when tired reposed 
under a group of gigantic Brazilian aloés by one of the foun- 
tains. The swarthy party detached its principal guardian, 
a gawky young priest, to observe ali the wanderings and 
riposos of us white people. 

It was late, and the sun had set several minutes before I 
took my departure. Black eyes and blue eyes seem horridly 
jealous of each other. I fear my youthful and lively com- 
panion will suffer for having more alertness than the Aça- 
fatas : she will be pinched, if I am not mistaken, as the 
party return through the dark and intricate passages whieh 
join the palace of the Ajuda to the gardens.   Sad thought, 
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lhe leaving such a fair little bcing in the hands of fiery, de- 
spotic females, so grcatly her inferiors in complexion and de- 
li cacy. 

They will take especial care, I warrant th em, to fill the 
husband's head with suspicions less charitable than those in- 
spired by Nossa Senhora do Cabo. 

LETTER IX. 

June3, 1787. 

WE went by special invitation to the royal convent of the 
Necessidades, belonging to the Oratorians, to sce the cere- 
mony of consecrating a father of that order Bishop of Algarve, 
and wcre placed fronting the altar in a gallery crowded 
with important personages in shining raiment, the rclations 
of the new prelate. The floor being spread with rich Persian 
earpets and velvet cushions, it mm pretty good kneeling; 
but, notwitbstanding this comfortable accommodation, I 
thought the ceremony would never finish. Thcrc was a 
mighty glitter of crosses, censers, mitres, and crosiers, conti- 
nually in motion, as several bishops assisted in ali their pomp. 

The music, vrhich was extremely simple and pathetic, ap- 
pearcd to afíect the grandecs in my ncighbourhood very pro- 
íbundly, for they put on woful contríte countenances, thump- 
cd their breasts, and seemed to think thcmselves, as most of 
tlicm are, miserable sinners. Feeling oppresscd by the hcat 
and the sermon, I made my retreat slyly and silently from 
the splendid gallery, and passed through some narrow corri- 
dors, as warm as flues, into the garden. 

But this was only exchanging one scene of formality and 
closeness for another. I panted after air, and to obtain that 
blessing cseaped through a little narrow door into the wild 
frec vallcy of Alcântara. Here ali was solitude and hum- 
ming of bces, and fresh gales blowing from the entrance of 
the Tagus over the tuftcd tops of orange gardens. The re- 
freshing sound of water-whecls seemed to give me new life. 

I set the sun at defiance, and advanced towards that part 
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of the valley across which stretches the enormous aqueduct 
you have heard so often mentioned as the most colossal edi- 
fiee of its kind in Europe. It has only óne row of pointed 
openings, and the principal areh, which crosses a rapid brook, 
measures above two hundred and fifty feet in height. The 
Pont de Garde and Caserta have several rows of arches one 
above the other, which, by dividing the attention, take ofT 
from the size of the whole. í here is a vastness in this single 
range that strikes with astonishment. I sat down on a frag- 
ment of rock, under the great arch, and looked up to the 
vaulted stone-work so high above me with a sensation of awe 
not unallied to fear; as if the building I gazed upon was the 
perfonnance of some immeasurable being endued with gigan- 
tic strength, wh o might perhaps take a fancy to saunter about 
his works this moming, and, in mere awkwardness, crush me 
to atoms. 

Hard by the spot where I sat are several inclosures íilled 
with canes, eleven or twelve feet high: their fresh green 
leaves, agitated by the feeblest wind, form a perpetuai mur- 
mur. I am fond of this rustling, and suffered myself to be 
lulled by it into a state of very necessary repose after the 
fatigues of scrambling over crags and precipices. 

As soon as I returned from my walk, Home took me to 
dine with him, and afterwards to the Marialva palace topay 
the Grand Prior a visit. The court-yard, íilled with shabby 
two-wheeled chaises, put me in mind of the entrance of a 
French post-house ; a recollection not weakened by the sight 
of severa] ample heaps of manure, between whieh we made 
the best of our way up the great staircase, and had near tum- 
bled over a swinging sow and her numerous progeny, which 
escapcd from imder our legs with bitter squeakings. 

This hubbub announced our arrival; so out carne the Grand 
Prior, his nephew, the old Abade, and a troop of domestics. 
AH great Portuguese families are infested with herds of these, 
in general, ill-favoured dependants; and none more than the 
Marialvas, who dole out every day tliree hundred portions, at 
Ieast, of rice and other eatables to as many greedy devourers. 

The Grand Prior had shed his pontifical garments, and did 
the honours of the house, and conducted us \nth mueh agility 
ali over the apartments, and through the manégc, where the 
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old Marquis, bis brother, though at a very advaneed age, dis- 
plays feats of the most consummate horsemanship. He seems 
to have a decided taste for clocks, compasses, and time-keep- 
ers. I eounted no less than teu in his bedehamber; four or 
five in full swing, making a loud hissing: they were chíming 
and striking away (for it was exactly six) when I followed 
my conduetor up and do\vn half-a-dozen staircases into a 
saíoon hung with rusty damask. 

A table in the centre of this antiquated apartment was 
covered with rarities brought forth for our inspection : curious 
shell-work, ivory crucifixes, models of ships, housings, em- 
broidered with feathers, and the Lord knows what besides, 
stinking of camphor enough to knock one down. 

Whilst we wcre staring with ali our eyes and holding our 
handkerchiefs to our noses, the Count of V , Viccroy 
of Algarve, made his appearance, in grand pea-green and 
pink and silver gala, straddling and making wry faces as if 
some disagreeable accident had befallen him. He was, how- 
ever, in a most gracious mood, and received our eulogiums 
upon his relation, the new bishop, with much complacency. 
Our conversation was limpingly carried on in a great variety 
of broken languages. Spanish, Italian, Portuguese, French, 
and English, had cach their turn in rapid suecession. The 
subject of ali this polyglottery was the glories and piety of 
John the Fifth, regret for the extinction of the Jesuits, and 
the reverse for the death of Pombal, whose memory he holds 
in something not distantly removed from execration. This 
flow of eloquence was accompanied by the strangest, most 
burToonical grimaces and slobberings I ever beheld, for the 
Viceroy having a perennial moistness of mouth, drivels at 
every syllable. 

One must not, liowever, decide too hastily upon outward 
appearances. This slohbering, canting personage is a dis- 
tinguished statesman and good officer, pre-eminent amongst 
the few who have seen service and given proofs of prowess 
and capacity. 

To escape the long-winded narrations which were pouring 
warm into my ear, I took refuge near a harpsichord, where 
Policarpio, one of the first tenors in the Queen's chapei, was 
singing and accompanying him self.   The curtains of the door 
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of an adjoining dark npartment being half drawn, gave me a 
transient glhnpse of Dorma Henriquetta de L ,  Don 
Pedro's sister, advancing one moment and retiring the next, 
eager to approach and examine us exotic beings, but not vcn- 
turing to enter the saloon during ber mother's absenee. She 
appearcd to me a most interesting girl, with eyes full of be- 
witeliing languor;—but of what do I talk ? I only saw her 
pale and cvanescent, as one fancies one sees objects in a dream. 
A group of lovely children (her sisters, I believe,) sat at her 
feet upon the ground, resembling genii partially concealed by 
folds of drapery in some grand allegorieal pieture b)' Rubens 
or Paul Veronese. 

Night approaching, lights glimmered on the turrets, ter- 
raços, and every part of the strange huddlc of buildings of 
which this morisco-looking palace is composed; half the fa- 
mily were engaged in reciting the litanies of saints, the other 
in freaks and frolics, perhaps of no very edifying nature : the 
monotonous staccato of the guitar, aecompanied by the low 
soothing murmur of female voiees singing modinhas, formed 
altogether a strange though not unpleasant eombination of 
sounds. 

I was listening to them with avidity, when a glare of flam- 
beaux, and the noise of a splashing and dashing of water, 
called us out upon the verandas, in time to witness a proces- 
sion scarcely equalled since the days of Noah. I doubt 
whether his ark contained a more heterogeneous collection 
of animais than issued from a scalera with fifty oars, which 
had just landed the old Marquis of M. and his son Don 
José, attended by a swarm of musicians, poets, bull-fighters, 
grooms, monks, dwarfs, and children of both sexes, fantas- 
tically dressed. 

The whole party, it seems, were returned from a pilgrim- 
age to some sainfs nest or other on the opposite shore of the 
Tagus. First jumped out a hump-backed dwarf, blowing a 
little squeaking trumpet thrce or four inches long; thcn a 
pair of )ed captains, apparentl)1- commanded by a strange, 
old, swaggerhig fellow in a showy uniform, who, I was told, 
had actcd the part of a sort of brigadier-general in some sort 
of an island. Had it been Barataria, Sancho would soon nave 
sent him about his business, for, if we believe the scandalous 
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chronicle of Lisbon, a more impudent bufibon, parasite, and 
pilfercr seldom existed. 

Close at bis heels stalked a savage-looking monk, as tall as 
Sampson, and two Capuchin friars, heavily laden, but with 
what sort of provision I am ignorant; ncxt eame a very slim 
and sallow-faccd apothecary, in deep sables, complctely an- 
swering in gait and costume the figure one faneics to one's 
self of Senhor Apuntador, in Gil Blas, followed by a half- 
crazed improvisatore, spouting verses at us as he passed under 
the balustrades against which we were leaning. 

He was hardly out of hearing before a confused rabble of 
watermen and servants with bird-cages, lanterns, baskets of 
fruit, and chaplets of flowers, carne gamboling along, to the 
great delight of a bevy of ehildren ; who, to look more Hke 
the inliabitants of Hcaven than even Nature designed, had 
light fluttering wings attached to their rose-coloured shoulders. 
Some of these Httle theatríeal angels were extremely beauti- 
ful, and had their hair most coquettishly arranged in ringlets. 

The old Marquis is dotingly fond of them ; night and 
day they remain with him, imparting ali the advantages that 
can possibly be derived from fresh and innocent breath to a 
declining constitution. The patriareh of the Marialvas has 
followed this regimen many years, and also some others 
which are scarcely credible. Having a more than Roman 
facility of swallowing an immense pvoíusion of dainties, and 
making room eontinually for a fresh supply, he dines alone 
eveiy day betwcen two silver canteens of extraordinary mag- 
nitude. Nobody in England would believe me if I detailed 
the enormous repast I saw spread out for him ; but let your 
imagination loose upon ali that was ever eoneeived in the 
way of gormandizing, and it will not in this case exceed the 
rcality. 

As soon as the contents, animal and vegetable, of the prin- 
cipal sealera, and three or four other barges in its train, had 
been deposited in their respective holes, corners, and roosting- 
places, I received an invitation from the old Marquis to par- 
take of a collation in his apartment. Not less, I am certain, 
than fifty servants were in waiting, and exclusive of half-a- 
dozen wax-torehes, which were borne in state before us, 
above a hundred tapers of diífercnt sizes were lighted up in 
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the range of rooms, intcrminglcd with silver braziers and cas- 
solettes, diffusing a very pleasant perfume. 

I found the master of ali this magnifieenee most eourteous, 
affable, and engaging. There is an urbanity and good-humour 
in his looks, gestures, and tone of voice, that prepossesscs in- 
stantaneously in his favour, and justifies the universal popu- 
larity he enjoys, and the afíeetionate name of Father, by 
which the Queen and Royal Family often address him. Ali 
the favours of the erown have been heaped upon him by the 
present and preceding sovereigns, a tide of prosperity unin- 
terrupted cven during the grand vizwíat of Pombal. te Act 
as you judge wisest with the rest of my nobility," used to say 
the King Don Joseph to this redoubted minister; " but be- 
ware how you interfere with the Marquis of Marialva." 

In eonsequence of this deeided predilection, the Marialva pa- 
lace bceame in many cases a sort of rallying point, an asylum 
for the oppressed; and its master, in more than one instance, 
a shield against the thunderbolts of a too powerful minister. 
The reeolleetions of these times seem still to be kept alive; 
for the heart-felt respcct, the filial adoration, I saw paid the 
old Marquis, was indeed most remarkable; his slightest 
glances were obeyed, and the person on whom they fell 
seemcd gratified and animated; his sons, the Marquis of 
Tancos and Don José de Meneses, never approached to offer 
him anything without bending the knee; and the Conde de 
Villaverde, the heir of the great house of Anjeja, as well as 
the Viceroy of Algarve, stood in the circle which was formed 
around him, receiving a kind or gracious word with the same 
thankful earnestness as courtiers who hang upon the smiles 
and favour of their sovereign. I shall long remember the 
grateful sensations with which this scene of reciprocai kind- 
ness íilled me ; it appeared an interchange of amiable senti- 
ments ; beneficence diffuscd without guile or affectation, and 
protection received without sullen or abject servility. 

How preferable is patriarchal government of this na- 
ture to the cold theories pedantic sophists would establish, 
and which, should suecess attend their selfisli atheistical 
ravings, bid fair to undermine the best and surest props 
ofsociety! AVhen parents cease to be honoured by their 
children, and the feelings of grateful subordination in thosc of 
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helpless age or condition are unknown, kings will soon cease 
to reign, and republics to be govcrned by the councils of expe- 
rience; anarchy, rapine, and massacre will walk the earth, 
and the abode of demons be transferred from hell to our 
unfortunate planet. 

LETTER X. ' 

7th June» 
A MOST sonorous peai of bells, an alarming rattle of drums, 

and a piercing flourish of trumpets, roused me at daybreak. 
You are too piously disposed to be ignorant that this day is 
the festival of the Corpo de Deos. I had half a mind tohave 
stayed at home, turning o ver a curious collection of Portu- 
guese chronicles the Prior of Avis has just sent to me; but I 
was told such wonders of the expected procession that I 
could not refuse giving myself a little trouble in order to wit- 
ness them. 

Everybody was gone before I set out, and the streets of 
the suburb I inhabit, as well as those in the city through 
which I passed in my way to the patriarchal cathedral, were 
entirely deserted. A pcsttlence seemed to have swept the 
Great Square and the busy environs of the Exchange and 
índia House; for even vagrants, scavengers, and beggars, in 
the last state of decrepitude, had ali hobbled away to the 
scene of action. A fcw miserable curs snifftng at offals 
alone remained in the deserted streets, and I saw no human 
being at any of the windows, except half-a-dozen scabby 
children blubbering at being kept at home. 

The murmur of the crowds, assembled round thepatriarch- 
ate, reached us a long while before we got into the midst of 
them, for we advanced with difficulty between rows of soldiers 
drawn up in battle array. Upon turning a dark angle, 
overshadowed by the high buildings of the seminary adjoin- 
ing the patriarchale, we discovered houses, shops, and palaces, 
ali metamorphosed into tcnts, and hung from top to bottom 
with red damask, tapestry, satin coverlids, and fringed coun- 
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terpanes glittering with gold. I thought myself in the midst of 
the Mogul's encampment, so pompously describcd by Bemier. 

The front of the Great Church in particular was most niag- 
nificently curtained: itrises from a vast flight of steps, which 
werc covered to-day with the ycomen of the Queen's guard in 
their rich party-coloured velvct dresses, and a multitude of 
priests bearing a gorgeous variety of painted and silken ban- 
ncrs; flocks of sallow monks, white, brown, and black, kept 
pouring in continually, like turkeys driving to market. 

This part of the holy display lasting a tiresome while, I 
grew vrcary, and left the balcony, whcrc we were placed 
most advantageously, and got into the church. High mass 
was performing with awful pomp, incense ascending in clouds, 
and the light of innumerable tapers blazing on the diamonds 
of the ostensory, just elevated by the patriarch with trembling 
devout hands to receive the mysterious wafer. 

Before the close of the ceremony, I regained my window, 
to have a full vicw of the coming forth of the Sacramcnt. Ali 
was expectation and silence in the people. The guards had 
ranged them on each side of the steps before the entrance of 
the church. At length a shower of aromatic herbs and 
flowers announced the approach of the patriarch, bearing the 
host under a regai eanopy, surrounded by grandees, and pre- 
ceded by a long train of mitred figures, their hands joined in 
prayer, their scarlet and purple vestments sweeping the 
ground, their attendants bearing croziers, crosses, and other 
insígnia of pontifical grandeur. 

The procession slowly descending the flights of stairs to 
the sound of choirs and the distant thunder of artillery, lost 
itself in a winding street decorated with embroidered hang- 
ings, and left me with my senses in a whirl, and my eyes 
dazzled, as if awakened from a vision of celestial splcndour. 
 My head swims at this moment, and my ears 
tingle with a confusion of sounds, bells, voices, and the 
echoes of cannon, prolonged by mountains and wafted o ver 
waters. 
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LETTER XI. 

f 

11 th June, 1787. 

TO-DAY we were engaged to dine in the country at a villa 
belonging to a gcntleman, whose volley of names, when pro- 
nounced with the true Portuguesc twang, sounds like an ex- 
pectoration—José Street-Arriaga-Brum da Silveira. Our 
hospitable host is of Irish extraction, boasts a stature of six 
fcet, proportionablc brcadth, a ruddy countenance, herculean 
legs, and ali the exterior attributes, at least, of that enter- 
prising race, who often have the luck of marrying great for- 
tunes. About a ycar or two ago he bore off a wealthy Bra- 
zilian hciress, and is now master of a large estatc and a fub- 
sical, squat wife, with a head not unlike that of Holofernes in 
old tapestry, and shoulders that act the part of a platter with 
rathcr too much exactitude. Poor soul I to be sure, she is 
neither a Vénus nor a Hebe, has a rough lip, and a manly 
voice, and I fear is somewhat inclined to be dropsical; but 
her smiles are frequent and fondling, and she cleaves to her 
husband with great perseverance, 

He is an odd character, will aecept of no employment, 
civil or military, and affects a bullying frankness, that I should 
think must displease very much in this country, where in- 
dependence either in fortune or sentiment is a crime seldom if 
ever tolerated. 

Mr. S—- likes a display, and the repast he gave us 
was magnificent; sixty dishes at least, eight smoking roasts, 
and every ragout, French, English, and Portuguesc, that 
eould be thought of. The dessert appeared like the model of 
a fortification. The principal cake-tower measured, I dare 
say, three feet perpendicular in height. The company was 
not equal either in number or consequence to the splendour 
of the entertainment. 

Had not Miss Sill and Bezerra been luckily in my neigh- 
bourhood, I should have perished with ennuu One stately 
damsel, with portentous eyebrows, andlooks that reproached 
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the malc part of the assembly with inattention, was the only 
lady of the palace Mr. S had invited. 

I expected to have met the whole troop of my Botanic 
Garden aequaintance, and to have escorted them about the 
vineyards and eitron-orchards whieh surround this villa; but, 
alas ! I was not destined to any such amusing excursion. 
The tragie damsel, who I am told has been unhappy in her 
tender attachments, took my arm, and never quitted itduring 
a long walk through Mr. S 's ample possessions.    We 
conversed in Italian, and paid the birds that were singing, 
and the rills that were murmuring, many fine compliments 
in a sort of prose run mad, borrowed from operas and sere- 
natas, the Aminto of Tasso, and the Àdone of Marini. 

The sun was just difTusing his last rays over the distant 
rocks of Cintra, the air balsamic, and the paths amongst the 
vines springing with fresh herbage and a thousand flowers 
revived by last night's rain. Giving up the narrow tract 
which leads through these rural regions to the signora, I 
stalked by her side in a furrow well garnished with nettles, 
acanthus, and dwarf alocs, stinging and scratching myself at 
every step. This penance, and the disappointment I was 
feeling most acutely, put me not a little out of humour; I 
regretted so delicious an evening should pass away in such 
forlorn company, and lacerating my legs to so little purpose. 
How should I have enjoyed rambling with the young Irish 
girl about these pleasant clover paths, between festoons of 
luxuriant leaves and tendrils, not fastened to stiff polés and 
stumpy stakes as in France and Switzerland, but climbing 
up Iight canes eight or ten feet in height! 

Pinioned as I was, you may imagine I felt no inclination 
to prolong a walk which already had been prolonged uncon- 
scionably. I escapcd tea and playing at voltarete, made a 
solemn bow to the solemn damsel, and got home before it 
was quite dark. 
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LETTER XII. 

June 12th, 1787. 

WE passed the day quite en famitte at Belém with a 
whole legion of Marialvas. Some reverend fathers, of I 
know not what community, had sent them immense messes 
of soup, very thick, slab, and oily; aportion whieh, it seems, 
the faithful are aceustomed to swallow on the eve of St. 
Anthony's festival. 

As soon as I decently could, after a collation whieh was 
served under an awning stretehed over one of the terraces, I 
stolc out of the cirele of lords, ladies, dwarfs, monks, buf- 
foons, bullics, and almoncrs, to visit the neighbouring monas- 
tery. I aseended the great stairs, eonstrueted at the expense 
of the Infanta Catherine, King Charles the Seeond's dowager, 
and after walking in the eloisters of Emanuel, looked into the 
Iibrary, whieh is far from being in the cleanest or best order- 
ed eondition. The spacious and lofty eloisters present a 
striking spread of arches, whieh, though not in the purest 
style, attract the eye by their delicately-carved arabesque 
ornament, and the warm reddish hue of the marble. The 
eorridor, into whieh open an almost endless range of cells, is 
full five hundred feet in length. Each window has a eom- 
modious resting-place, where the monks loll at their ease and 
enjoy tlie view of the ri ver. 

In a little dark treasury eommunicating by winding-stairs 
with that part of the edifice tradition points out as the habi- 
ta tion of King Emanuel, whcn at eertain holy seasons he re- 
tired within these precinets, I was shown by candlclight some 
extremely eurious plate, partieularly a eustodium, made in 
the year 1506, of the purc gold of Quiloa. Nothing can be 
more beautiful as a specimen of elaborate gothic sculpture 
than this eomplicated enamelled mass of flying buttresses and 
fretted pinnaeles, with the twelve Apostles in their niehes, 
under canopies formed of ten thousand wreaths and ramifica- 
tions. 

From this gloomy recess, I was condueted to the chureh, 
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one of the largest in Portugal, vast, solemn, and fantastic, 
like the interior of the Temple of Jerusalém, as I have seen 
it figured in some old German Bibles. There was little, 
however, in the altars or monuments worth an}Tvery minute 
investigation. 

It fell dark before I went outat thegreat porch, and found 
the wide space before it beginning to catch a vivid gleam from 
a line of bonfires on the edge of the Tagus. I could hardly 
reach my carriage without being singed by squibs and 
crackers, and wished myself out the moment I got into it, a 
rocket having shot up just under the noses of my mules and 
scared them terribly. 

Unless St. Anthony lulls me asleep by a miracle, I must 
expect no rest to-night, there is such a whizzing of fireworks, 
blazing of bonfires, and flourishing of Freneh horns in honour 
of to-morrow, the five hundred and fifty-fifth anniversaiy of 
that memorable day, when the Holy One of Lisbon passed 
by a soft transition to the joys of Paradise. I saw his image 
at the door of almost ever}' house and even novel of this po- 
pulous capital, placed on an altar, and deeked with a profu- 
sion of wax-lights and flowers. 

LETTER   XIII. 
June 13th, 1787. 

I SLEPT better than I expected: the Saint was propitious, 
and during the night cooled the ardour of his votaries and 
the flames of their bonfires by a vernal showcr, whieh pat- 
tered agreeably this morning amongst the vine-leaves of my 
garden. The elouds dispersed about eight o'clock, and at 
nine, just as I ascended the steps of the new church, built 
over the identieal house where St. Anthony was bom, the 
sun shone out in ali its splendour. 

I cannot sa}r this edifice recalled to my mind the magnifi- 
cent sanctuar}'1 of Pádua, which five years ago on this very 
day impressed my imagination so forcibly. Here are no con- 
stellations of golden lamps depending by glittering chains 
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LETTER  XIII. 
June 13tb, 1787. 
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I cannot sa}r this edifice recalled to my mind the magnifi- 
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from a mysterious vaulted cciling, no árcades of alabaster, 
no sculptured marbles. The church is supportcd by two rows 
of pillars neatty carved in stone, but wretchedly proportioned. 
Ovcr thc high altar, where stands the revered image in the 
midst of a bright illumination, was stretched a canopy of 
flowered velvct. This drapery, richly fringed and tasseled, 
marks out the spot formerly occupied by the ehamber of the 

^ saint, and receives an amber-light from a row of tall case- 
ment windows, the woodwork gleaming with burnished gold. 

A great many broad English faces burst forth from amongst 
the crowd of profane vulgar at the portal of the church, and ali 
their eyes were directed to their enthusiastic countryman, 
but he was not to be stared out of a decent countenance. 

The ceremony was extremely pompous. A prelate of the 
flrst rank, with a considerable detachmcnt of priests from the 
royal chapei, officiated to the sounds of lively jigs and rant- 
ing minuets, better calculated to set a parcel of water- 
drinkers a dancing in a pump-room than to direet the move- 
ments of a pontifT and lús assistants. 

After much indifferent music, vocal and instrumental, per- 
formed full gallop in the most rapid allegro, Frè Joaô Jacinto, 
a famous preacher, mounted the pulpit, lifted up hands and 
eyes, and poured forth a torrent of sounding phrases in 
honour of St. Anthony. What vrould I not give for such a 
voice? — it would almost have reached from Dan unto 
Beersheba. 

The father has undoubtedly great powers of elocution, and 
none of that canting, nasal whine so common in the delivery 
of monkish sermons. He treatcd kings, tctrarchs, and con- 
querors, the heroes and sages of antiquity, with ineífable con- 
tempt; reduced their palaces and fortifications to dust, their 
armies to pismires, their imperial vestments to cobwebs, and 
impressed ali his audience, except the heretical squinters at 
the door, with the most thorough conviction of St. Anthony's 
superiority over these objects of an erring and impious ad- 
miration. 

<( Happy," exclaimed the preacher, :c wcre those gothic 
ages, falscly called ages of barbarism and ignorance, when 
the hearts of men, uncorrupted by the delusive beverage of 
plúlosophy, were open to the words of truth falling like honey 
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from the moutbs of saints and confessors, such words as dis- 
tilled from the lips of Anthony, yet a suckling hanging at the 
breast in this very spot. It was here the spirit of the Most 
High descended upon him, here thathe coneeived the sublime 
intention of penetrating into the most turbulent parts of 
Europe, setting the inclemeney of seasons and the malice of 
men at defiance, and sprinkling amongst lawless nations the 
seeds of graee and repentanee. Tliere, my brethren, is the 
door out of whieh he issued. Do you not see him in the 
habit of a Menino de Coro, smiling with ali the graces of inno- 
eenee, and dispensing with his infant hands to a group of 
squalid ehildren the portion of nourishment lie has just 
received from his mother ? 

<e But Anthony, from the first dawn of his existence, lived 
for others, and not for himself: he forewent even the luxury 
of meditation, and instead of retiring into a peaceful cell, 
rushed into the world, helpless and unprotected, lifting high 
the banner of the Cross amidst perils and uproar, appeasing 
wars, settling dirTerenees both publie and domestic, exhorting 
at the risk of his life ruffians and plunderers to make restitu- 
tion, and armed misers, guarding their eofTers with bloody 
swords, to open their hearts and their hands to the distresses 
of the widow and the fatherless. 

C€ Anthony ever sighed after the erown of martyrdom, and 
had long entertained an ardent desire of passing over into 
Moroeeo, and exposing himself to the fury of its bigoted and 
cruel sovereign ; but the commands of his superior retain him 
on the point of embarkation; he makes a sacrifiee of even 
this most laudable and glorious ambition; he traverses 
Spain, repairsto Assisi, embraces the rigid order of the great 
St. Francis, and continues to his last hour administering con- 
solation to the dejected, fortifying their hopes of heaven, and 
conflrming the faith of such as were wavering or deluded by 
a suecession of prodigies. The dead are raised, the sick are 
healed, the sea is calmed by a glance of St. Anthony ; even 
the lowest ranks of the ereation are attracted by eloquence 
more than human3 and give marks of sensibility. Fish swim 
in shoals to hear the word of the Lord; and to convince the 
obdurate and those aceursed, whose hearts the false reasoning 
of the world had hardened, mules and animais the most 
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perverscly obstinate humble themselvcs to the earth when 
Anthony holds forth the Sacrament, and acknowledgc the 
presencc of the Divinity." 

The sermon ended, fiddling began anew with redoublcd 
vigour, and I, disgusted with such unseasonable levity, retired 
home in dudgeon. This little cloud of peevishness was soon 
dissipated by the cheering presence of the good Prior of Avis, 
than whom there exists not, perhaps, in this world a more 
benign, evangélica! character; one who gives glor}r to God 
vrâth less ostentation, or bears a more unafYectcd goodwilí 
towards men. This excellent prelate had been passing his 
morning, not in attending pompous ceremonies, but in consol- 
ing the sick and relieving the indigent; climbing up to their 
miserable chambers to afford assistance in the name of the 
saint whosc festival was celebrating, and whosc fame, for 
every charitable beneficent act, had bcen handed down by 
the inhabitants of Lisbon from father to child, through a 
long series of generations. 

Our discourse was not of a nature to incline me to relish 
pomps and vanities. I waved seeing the procession which 
was expected to pass through the principal streets of the city, 
and, accompanied by my reverend friend, enjoyed the serc- 
nity of the evening on the shore of Belém. We stopped as we 
passed by the Marialva palace, and took up Don Pedro and 
his nursing father, the old Abade, who proposed a visit to 
the Carthusian convent of Cachiez. 

In about half an hour we werc set down before thechurch, 
which fronts the royal gardens, and were ushered into a so- 
lcmn, silent quadrangle. Several spectres of the order were 
gliding about the cloisters, which branch oíf from this court. 
In the middlc is a marble fountain, shaded by pyramids of 
clipped box; around are seven oreight small chapeis: one of 
which contains a coloured image of the Saviour in the last 
drcadfuí agonies of his passion, covered with livid bruisesand 
corrupted gore. 

Whilst we were examining this too faithful effigy, some of 
the monks, by leave of their superior, gathered around us; 
one of them, a tall interesting figure, attracted my attention 
by the deep mclancholy which sat upon his features. Upon 
inquiry, I learned lie was only two-and-twenty years of age, 
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of illustrious parentage, and lively talents; but the immediate 
cause of his having sought these mansions of stillness and 
mortifieation, the Grand Prior seemed loth to communieate. 

I eould not help observing, as this young victini stood be- 
fore me, and I contemplated the evening light thrown on the 
árcades of the quadrangle, how many setting suns he was 
likeíy to behold wasting their gleams upon these walls, and 
what a wearisome succession of years he had in ali probability 
devoted himself to consume within their precinets. The eyes 
of the good prior filled with tears, Verdeil shuddered, and 
the Abade, forgetting the superstitious part lie generally acts 
in religious places, exclaimed loudly against the toleration of 
human saerifices, and the folly of permitting those to renounce 
the worldj whose youth ineapaeitates th em from making a due 
estimate of its sorrows or advantages. As for Don Pedro, 
his serious disposition reeeived additional gloom from the 
objeets with whieh we were environed. 

The chill gust that blew from an arched hall where the 
fathers are interred, and whose pavement retumed a hollow 
sound as we walked overit, struck him with horror. It was 
the first time of his entering a Carthusian eonvent, and to 
my surprise, he appeared ignorant of the severities of the 
order. 

The sun set before we regained our carriage, and our con- 
versation the whole way home partook of the impression 
which the seenery we had been contemplating inspired. 

r 
> 

LETTER XIV. 

14ih Junc, 1787. 

IT was my lot this afternoon to receivc a curious succession 
of visiters. First came Pombal, wh o looked worn down with 
gay living and late hours; but there is an ease and fashion 
in his address not cominou in this country. Though he 
possesses one of the largest landed estates in the kingdom, 
(about one hundred and twenty thousand crowns a-year,) 
he  wished   me   to   understand   that   his dread father,  the 
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scourge and terror of the noblest houses in Portugal, the sole 
dispenser during so many years of the royal treasure, died, 
notwithstanding, in distressed eircumstanees, loaded with 
debts contraeted in supporting the dignity of bis post. 

The next wh o did me the honour of a visit was the Judge 
Conservator of the English factor}', Joaô Telles, a relation, 
legitimate or illegitimate (I know not exaetly which), of the 
Penalvas. This man, wh o has risen to one of the highest 
posts of the law by the sole strength of his abilities, has a 
nervous, original style of expression, which put me in mind 
of Lord Thurlow; but to ali this vigour of eharacter and 
dietion, he joins the pliability and subtleness of a serpent; 
and those he cannot take by storm, he is sure of overcoming 
by every soothing art of flattery and insinuation. 

As soon as he was departed, entered a pair of nionks with 
a basket of sweetmeats in cut paper, from a good lady abbess, 
beseeching me to portion out two sweet virgins as God's 
spouses in some neighbouring monastery. 

They were scarcely dismissed, before Father Theodore 
d'Almeida and another of his brethren were ushered in. 
The whites of their eyes alone were visible, nor could Whit- 
field himself, the original Doctor Squíntum of Foote, have 
squinted more scientifieally. 

I was ali attention to Father Theodore's seraphic diseourse ; 
so excellent an opportunity of hearing a flrst-rate speeimen of 
hypocritieal eant was not to be negleeted. No sooner had the 
fathers been eonducted to the stairs-head with due eeremony, 
than Monsenhor Aguilar, one of the prelates of the Patri- 
arehal Cathedral, was announced. He confirmed me in the 
opinion I entertained of Father Theodore. No person can 
aecuse Aguilar of being a hypoerite. He lays himself but 
too much open, and treats the cliurch from which he derives 
a handsome maintenance, not as a patroness, but as a hum- 
ble companion, the constant butt and objeet of his sarcasms. 
In Portugal, even in the year 1787, such conduct is madness, 
and I fear will expose him one day or other tc^ severe per- 
secution. 

We were roused from a peaeeful dish of tea by a loud 
hubbub in the street, and running to the baleony, found a 
beastly mob of old hags, ehildren, and ragamufrms assem- 
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blcd, headed by half-a-dozen drummers, and as many negrões 
in scarlet jaekets, blowing French-horns with unusual vehe- 
mence, and pointing tbem directly at the house. I was won- 
dering at this Jericho fashion of bcsicging one's door, and 
drawing back to avoid being singed by a rocket which whiz- 
zed along within an inch of my nose, when one of the ser- 
vants entered with a cruciíix on a silvcr sal ver, and a mighty 
kind message from the nuns of the Convent of the Sacrament, 
who had sent thcir musicians with timbreis and flreworks, 
to invite us to some grand doings at their convent, in honour 
of the Festival of the Heart of Jesus. Really, these church 
parties begin to lose in my cyes great part of the charm 
which novelty gave them. I have had pretty nearly my fill 
of motets, and Kyrie eleisons, and incense, and swcctmeats, 
and sermons. 

That heretic Verdeil, who would almost as soon be in hell 
at once as in sueh a eloying heaven, would not let me rest 
till I went with him to the theatre in the Rua d*os Condes, 
in order to dissipate by a littlc profane air the fumes of so s 
much holiness. The play afforded me more disgust than 
amusement; the theatre is low and narrow, and the aetors, 
for there are no aetresses, below critieism. Her Majesty's 
absolute commands having swept females oíf the stage, thcir 
parts are acted by calvish young fellows. Judge what a 
pleasing efíect this metamorphosis must produce, especially 
in the dancers, where one sces a stout shepherdess in vinrm 
white, with a soft blue beard, and a prominent collar-bone, 
clenching a nosegay in a íist that would almost have knock- 
ed down Goliah, and a train of milk-maids attendino her 
enormous footsteps, tossing their petticoats over their heads 
at every step. Such sprawling, jerking, and ogling I never 
saw before, and hope never to see again. 

We were heartily siek of the performance before it was 
half íinished, and the night being serene and pleasant, wcre 
tempted to take a ramble in the Great Square, which re- 
ceived a faint gleam from the lights in the apartments of the 
palaee, every window being thrown open to catch the breeze. 
The Archbishop Confessor displa}red his goodly person at one 
of the balconies; from a clown, this now most important per- 
sonage becamc a common soldier, from a common soldier a 
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corporal, from a corporal a monk, in which station he gave so 
many proofs of toleration and good-humour, that Pombal, 
who happened to stumble upon him by one of those chances 
which sei ali calculation at defiance, judged him sufficiently 
shrewd, jovial, and ignorant, to make a very harmless and 
comfortable confessor to her Majesty, then Princess of Brazil: 
since her accession to the throne, he is become Archbishop m 
parlibus, Grand Inquisitor, and the first spring in the present 
government of Portugal. I never saw a sturdicr fellow. He 
seems to anoint himself with the oil of gladness, to laugh and 
grow fat in spite of the criticai situation of affairs in this king- 
dom, and the just fears ali its true patriots entertain of seeing 
it once more relapse into a Spanish provinee. 

At a window immediately over his right reverence's shining 
forehead, we spied out the Lacerdas, two handsome sisters, 
maids of honour to the Queen, waving their hands to us very 
invitingly. This was encouragement enough for us to run up 
a vast many flights of stairs to their apartment, which was 
crowded with nephews and nieces and cousins clustcring 
round two very elegant young women, who, accompanied by 
their singing-inaster, a little square friar, with greenish eyes, 
were warbling Brazilian modinhas. 

Those who have never heard this original sort of music, 
must and will remain ignorant of the most bewitching ínelo- 
dies that ever existed since the days of the Sybarites. They 
consist of languid interrupted measures, as if the breath was 
gone with excess of rapture, and the soul panting to meet the 
kindred soul of some belovcd object. With a childish care- 
lessness they steal into the heart, before it lias time to arm 
itself against their enervating infiuence ; you fancy you are 
swallowing milk, and are admitting the poison of voluptuous- 
ness into the closest recesses of your existence. At least, 
such beings as feel the power of harmonious sounds are do- 
ing so; I won't answer for hard-eared, phlegmatic northeni 
animais. 

An hour or two passed away almost imperceptibly in the 
pleasing delirium these sjTren notes inspired, and it was not 
without regret I saw the company disperse and the spell dis- 
solve. The ladies of the apartment liaving received a sum- 
mons to attend her Majesty*s supper, curtsied us off very 
gracefully, and vanished. 
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In our vray home we met thc Sacramcnt, cnvcloped in a 
glare of light, marching in state to pay some sick person a 
farewell visit; and tliat hopeful young noblcman, the Conde 
de Villa Nova,* preceding the canopy in a scarlet mantle, 
and tinkling a silver belL He is always in close attendance 
upon thc Host, and passes the flower of his days in this sin- 
gular species of danglement. No lover was ever more jcalous 
of his mistress than this ingenuous youth of his bell. He 
cannot endure any othcr person should give it vibration. 
The parish officers of the extensive and populous district in 
which his palace is situated, from respcct to his birth and 
opulence, indulge him in this caprice, and indeed a more per- 
severant bell-bearer they could not have chosen. At ali 
hours and in ali weathers he is ready to perform this holy 
office. In the dcad of the night, or in the most intense hcat 
of thc day, out he issucs and down he dives^ or up he climbs, 
to any dungeon or garret whcre spiritual assistance of this 
nature is demanded. 

It has been agaín and again obserred, that there is no ac- 
counting for fancies"; every person has his own, which he 
follows to the best of his means and abilities. The old Ma- 
rialva^ delights are centred between his two silver recipien- 
daries; the Marquis his son in dancing attendance with the 
Queen; and Villa Nova, in announcing with his bel) to ali 
true believers the approach of celestial majesty. The pre- 
sent rage of the scribbler of ali these extravagances is modin- 
has, and under its prevalence he feels half-tcmpted to set sail 
for the Brazils, the native land of these enchanting composi- 
tions, to live in tents, such as the Chevalier de Parny de- 
senhes in his agreeable littk voyage; and swing in ham- 
mocks, or glide over smooth mats, surrounded by bands of 
youthful minstrels, diflusing at every step the perfume of 
jasmine and roses. 

* Sincc Marquis of Abrantes, 
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LETTER XV, 

29th June, 1787. 

THE bright sunshine whieh has lately been our portion, 
glorious as it is, begins to tire me- Twenty times a day I 
cannot help wishing myself extended at full-lcngth upon the 
fresh hcrbage of some shady Englisli valley, where fairies 
gambol in the twilights of Midsummer, whispering in the 
ears of their sleeping favourites the good or evil fortunes 
which await them. It is too hot for these oracular little 

I elvish beings in Portugal, onc must not liere expect their 
inspirations; but would to Heaven some revelation of this or 
any other nature had warned me off in time, from the blind- 
ing dust and exeessive sultriness of Lislwn and its neighbour- 
hood. How silly, when one is well and eool, to gad abroad, 
in the vain hope of making what is really best, ]>etter. De- 
pend upon it, there is more vernal delight and joy in our green 
hills and copses, than in ali these stunted olive fields and suii- 
burnt promontories. 

We have a homely saying, that what is poison to one 
man is meat to another, and true enough; for these days 
and nights of glowing temperature, which oppress me beyond 
enduranee, are the delight and boast of the inhahitants of 
this capital. The heat seems not only to have new venomed 
the strings of the fleas and the musquitoes, but to have drawn 
out, the whole night long, ali the human ephemera of Lis- 
bon. They frisk, and dance, and tinkle their guitars from 
sunset to sunrise. The dogs, too, keep yelping and howl- 
ing without intermission; and what with the bellowing of 
litanies by parochial processions, the whizzing of fireworks, 
which devotees are perpetually ictting off in honour of some 
member or other of the celestial hierarchy, and the squabbles 
of bullying rake-hells, wh o scour the streets in rearch of ad- 
ventures, there is no getting a wink of sleep. even if the 
lieat would allow it. 

As to those quiet noetural parties. where ingenuous youths 
rest their heads, not on the lap of earth, but on that of their 
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mistresses, who are soothingly employed in delivering the 
jetty locks of their lovers from too abundant a population, J 
have nothing to say against them, nor am I much disturbed 
by tlie dashing sound of a fcw downfalls * from the windows; 
but thcsc dog-howlings excecd every annoyance of the khid I 
ever endured, and give no slight foretaste of the infernal re- 
gions. 

Nothing but amuscment and ràcket being thought of here 
at this scason, (when to cclcbrate St. Peter's festival wit-h ali 
the noise and extravagance in your power, is not more a pro- 
fane inelination than a pious duty;) that simpleton, the 
Conde de Villa Novo, opened his garden lastnight-to the 
nob and mob-ility of Lisbon. There was a dull illumina- 
tion of paper lanterns, and a sort of pavilion awkwardly 
constructcd for dancing, bcneath which the prettiest French 
and English mantua-makers, milliners, and abigails of the 
metropolis, figured away in cotillons with the Duke of Cada- 
val and some other young mcn of the first distinction, who, 
like many as hopeful in our own capital, are never at their 
ease but in low company. Two or three of my servants ac- 
eompanied my tailor to the fête, and returned enrapturcd 
with the affable pleasing manners of the forcign milliners and 
native nobilitv. 

I should have been most happy to remain at home, in the 
shade of my green blinds, giving ear, through mere laziness, 
to any nonsense that anybody chose to say to me; but we 
had been long cngaged to dine with Don Diego de Noronha, 
at the Anjeja palace. 

When we arrívcd at our destination, we found the heir of 
the family surrounded by priests and tutors, learning to look 
out at the window, the chief employment of Portuguese 
fidalgo lifc. Oh, what a prccious collection of stories did í 
hear at this attic banquet! There happened to be amongst 
the company a }*oung oaf of a priest, from I forget what 

* Writers of traveis are sadly givcn lo exaggeration. Tlie author of 
theTableau du Lisbonne writes, " II est dix heures, une foule de P. de 
Ch. s*avance," «Scc. From such an aecount one would suppose the whole 
line of liouses in motion. No such thing. At intervals, to be sure, some 
aceidents of this sort, more or !ess, slily oecurj but by no means in so 
general and evident a manaer. 
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university (I hope not Coimbra), who kept 011 during thc 
whole dinner favouring us with marvellous narrations, sueh 
as the late Queen's pounding a pear] of inestimable value, to 
swallow in medicai potions ; and tliat one of the nuns of the 
Convent of the Sacrament, having intrigued with old Beelze- 
bub in própria persona^ had been sent to the Inquisition, 
and the window through whieh his infernal majesty had en- 
tered upon this gallant exploit, walled up and painted over 
with red crosses.   The same precautionary deeoration, eonti- 
nuedhe, has been bestowed upon every opening in the façade, 
sothat no demon, liowever sharp-set, can get in again.    He 
would fain also have made us believe, that a woman very 
fair and plump to the eye, with an overflowing breast of 
milk, who took in sueklings to nurse cheaper than anybody 
else, regularly made away with them, and was now in the 
dungeons  of the holy office, aceused of having mineed up 
above a seore of innoeents I 

Heaven forbid I should  detail any further partieulars of 
our table-talk ; if I did, you would be finely surfeited. 

After dinner the company dispersed, some to their couches, 
some to hear a sonata on the dulcimer, aceompanied on the 
jew'« harp by a couple of dwarfs; the heir-apparent to his 
beloved window; and Verdeil and I to a convent of Savoy- 
ard nuns, at Belém, the eool^r^eaffôltTitirMnnit^irr^tlie" 
^Tole~rreig}Tl5C»in*hood;-and blessed into the bargain by the 
especial patronage and inspection of Fathcr Theodore d'Al- 
meida. His revcrence, it seems, liad been the principal in- 
strument, under Providence, of transplanting these blessed 
sprouts of holiness from the Convent of the Visitation at 
Anneey to the glowing climate of Portugal. 

As 1 had just reeeived a sugary epistle from this paragon 
of picty, recommendinghisfavouritc establishment in severa! 
pages of ardent panegyrie, hc eould do no less than come 
forth from his interior raest, andbid us welcome witli a coun- 
tenance arrayed in the sweetest smiles, though I dare say he 
wished us at old scratch for our intrusion. 

(( Poor things," said he, spcaking of the chickens under 
edueation in this eoop, tc we do ali we can to improve their 
tender minds and their guileless tongues in foreign languages. 
Sister Theresa has an admirable knack for teaching arith- 
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metic; our venerable mother is remarkably well-bottomed 
in grammar, and Sister Francisca Salesia, whom I had the 
happiness to bring over from Lyons, is not only a most puré 
and persuasive moralist, but is aeknowledged to be one of 
tlie first needles in Christendom,—so we do tolerably well in 
embroidery. In music we are no great proficients. We 
allow of no modinhas, no opera airs ; a plain hymn is ali you 
must expect here; in short, we are ill-fitted to receive such 
distinguished visitcrs, and have notliing the world would call 
interesting to recommend us; but then, I, their unworthy 
confessor, must allow that such sweet, clean consciences as I 
meet with in this asylum are treasures beyond ali that the 
Indies can furnish." i \f 

Both V^erdejl_and myself, conscious of our own extreme l p- 
unworthiness, were quite abashed by this sublime declama- 
tion, poured forth with hands crossed on the bosom, and eyes 
turned up to the  eeiling,  hke some images one has seen 
of St. Ignatius or St. Francis Xavier. 

It was a minute at least before his reverence relaxed from 
this attitude, and, drawing a eurtain, condescended to admit 
us into a spacious pari our, delightfully cool, perfumed with 
jasmine, and filled with little Brazilian doves, parroquets, 
and canary birds. Such a cooing and chirping was never 
heard in greater perfection, except in Mahomet*s Paradise; 
nor were the houries wantlng, for in a deep recess, behind a 
tolerably wide lattiee, sat a row of the loveliest young erea- 
tures I ever beheld. A daughter of my friend Don José de 
Brito was amongst the number, and her eyes, of the most 
bewitching softness, seemed to acquire new faseination in 
this mysterious sort of twilight, beaming from beliind a 
double grating of iron. 

Every now and then the birds, not in the least intimi- 
dated by the predatory glances of Father Theodore, violated 
the sanctuary, and pitched upon ivory necks, and were re- 
ceived with ten thousand endearments by the angels of this 
little sequestered heaven, which looked so refreshing, and 
formed by its sacred calm so inviting a eontrast to the tur- 
hulent world without, and its glaring atmosphere, that I 
could not resist exclaiming, " O that I had wings like a dove, 
that I might fíy through thosc bars and be at rest!" 
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I need not tell you we passed half-an-hour most delight- 
fully in talktng of music, gardens, roses, and devotion, witli 
the meninas, and had almost forgotten wc werc engaged to 
hear the Scarlati sing. Her father, an old captain of horse, of 
Italian extraction, livesnot far from thcConvent of the Visi- 
tatíon, so we had not mueh time during our transit to expe- 
rience tlie woful difference between the cool parlour of the 
nuns and the suffocating exterior air. 

A numerous group of the young ladies* kindred stood ready 
at the street-door, with ali that hospitable courtesy for 
whtch the Portuguese are so remarkably distinguished, to 
usher the strangers up-stairs into a gallery hung with arras 
and sconees, not unlike the great rooni of an Italian inn, once 
the palace of a nobleman. To keep up these post-house 
ideas, we scented a strong effluvia of the stable, and heard 
certain stampings and neighings, as if a party of hounnyms 
had arrived to partake of the concert. 

Many strange, aboriginal figures of both sexes were assem- 
bled, an uncouth collection enough, I am apt to conjecture; 
howevcr, I soon ceased giving them any notice. The young 
lady of tlie house charmed me at first sight by her graceful, 
modest manner; but when she sang some airs, composed by 
the famous Pcrez, I was not less delighted than surprised. 
Her voice moduktes with unafíected catclessness into the 
most pathetic tones.* Though she has adopted tlie masterly 
and scientific style of Ferracuti, one of the first singers in the 
Queen's service, she gives a simplicity of expression to the 
most difficult passages, that makcs them appear the effusions 
of a young romantic girl warbling to hersclf in the secret 
recesses of a forest. 

I sat in a dark comer, unconscious of everything that 
* Thesc aííeeting tones secm to have made alasting impression indeed 

upon the hcart of a young man, one of the principal cicrks in the Sccre- 
tarv of State's officc 3 lie was ali admiration, ali ardour, his divinity ali 
inefifierence. After a long period of unavailing couriship, the poor^ lovcr 
driven to absolute despair, made a donalion of ali hc was worth m lhe 
world to the object of his adoration, and tlirew liimself into the Tagus. 
Providentially lie was fished out and brouglit home, pale and almosi in- 
animatc Sueli a speetaclc, aecompanicd by so vivid a proof of unlimited 
rrassion, had its erTect. The lady relenicd ; they werc united, and are as 
happy at ihisday, I bclieve, as the recollection of so narrow an escape, 
and its cause,can make them. 
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passed in the apartment, of the singular figures that entered, 
or those that went away; the starings, whisperings, and fan- 
flirtings of the assembly were lost upon me: I eould not utter 
a syUable, and was vexed when an arbitrar}7 old aunt insisted 
upon no more singing, and proposed a faro-table and a danee. 

Most eagerly did I wish ali the kindred and their friends 
petrified for the time being by some obliging neeromaneer, 
and would have done anything, short of engaging my own 
dear self to the devil, to have obtained an uninterrupted 
audience of the syren till morning. 

LETTER XVI. 
30th June, 1787. 

 WE sallied out after dinner to pay visits. 
Never did I behold such cursedups-and-downs, sueh shelving 
descents and suddcn rises, as oeeur at every step one takes in 
going about Lisbon. I thought myself fifty times on the 
point of being overtumed into the Tagus, or tumbled into 
sandy ditches, among rotten shoes, dead cats, and negro bel- 
dames, who retire into such dens and burrows for the purpose 
of telling fortunes and selling eharms for the ague. 

The Inquisition too often lays hold of these wretehed 
sib}Tls, and works them confoundedly. I saw one dragging 
into light as I passed by the ruins of a palaee thrown down 
by the earthquake. Whether a familiar of the Inquisition 
was griping her in his elutches, or whether she was being 
taken to aeeount by some disappointed votary, I will not pre- 
tend to answer. Be that as it may, I was happy to be 
driven out of sight of this hideous objeet, whose eontortions 
and howlings were truly horrible. 

The more one is aequainted with Lisbon, the less it answers 
the expeetations raised by its magnificent appearance from 
the ri ver. Could a traveller be suddenly transported with- 
out preparation or prejudiee to many parts of this eity, he 
would reasonably eonelude himself traversing a suecession of 
villages  awkwardly taeked  together, and  overpowered by 
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massive convents. The churches in general are in a woful 
taste oí architecture, the taste of Borromirii, with crinklcd 
pediments, furbelowed cornices and turrets, somewhat in the 
style of old-fashioned French clock-cases, such as Bouchcr 
designed with many a scrawl and flourish to adorn the apart- 
ments of Madame de Pompadour. 

Wc traversed the city this evening in ali its extent in our 
way to the Duke d'Alafoens's villa, and gave vast numbers 
of her most faithful Majcsty's subjects an opportunity of 
staring at the height of the eoach-box, the short jacket of the 
postilion, and other Anglicisms of the equipage. The Duke 
had bcen summoncd to a council of state; but wc found the 
Marquis of Marialva, who went with us round the apartments 
of the villa, which have nothing remarkablc except one or 
two large saloons of excellent and striking proportions. 

He aftenvards proposcd accompanying us about half-a- 
mile farther to the quinta of Marvilla, which belongs to his 
father. This spot has great picturesque beauties. The 
trees are old and fantastic, bending over ruined fountains and 
mutilated statues of heroes in armour, variegated by the 
lapse of years with innumerable tints of purplc, green, and 
yellow. In the centre of almost impcnetrable thickets of bay 
and mjTtlc, rise strange pyxamids of rock-work surrounded 
by marblc lions, that have a magic, symbolical appearance. 
M has fecling enough to respect these uncouth monu- 
mentsof an age when his ancestors performed so many heroic 
achievements, and readily promiscd me never to sacrifice 
theni and the vcnerable shades in which they are embowered, 
to the pert, gaudy taste of modem Portugucsc gardening. 

We walked part of the way home by the serene light of 
the full moon rising from behind the mountains on the oppo- 
site shorc of the Tagus, at this extremity of the metropolis 
above nine miles broad. Lisbon, which appeared to me so 
uninteresting a few hours ago, assumed a very dirTcrent 
aspect by these soft gleams. The flights of steps, terraços, 
chapeis, and porticoes of several convents and palaces on the 
brink of the river, shone forth likc edifices of white marblc, 
whilst the rough cliffs and miserable sheds rising above thern 
were lost in dark shadows. The great square through which 
we passed wasfilled with idlers ofall sorts and sexes, staring 
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up at thc illuminated windows of the palace in hopes of 
catehing a glimpse of her Majesty, the Prince, tlie Infantas, 
the Confessor, or Maids of Honour, whisking about from one 
apartmcnt to thc other, and giving ample scopc to amusing 
conjectures, 1 am told the Confessor, though somewhat 
advanced in his carcer, is far from being insensible to thc 
allurements of beauty, and pursucs the young nymphs of the 
palace from window to window with juvenile alacrity. 

It was nine before we got home, and I had not been long 
reposing myself after my walk, and arranging some plants 1 
had gathered in the thickets of Marvilla, before three distinct 
ringings of the bell at my door announced the arrival of some 
distinguished personage; nor was I disappointed, for in carne 
thc old Marquis of Penalva and his son, who, till a year ago, 
when the Queen granted him the same titlc as his father, was 
callcd Conde de Tarouca. 

You must have heard frequently of that name. A grand- 
father of the old Marquis rendered it very illustrious by 
several important and successful embassies: the splendid en- 
tertainments he gave at tlie Congress of Utrecht are amply 
described in Madame du Noyers and several other books of 
memoirs. 

The Penalvas brought this evening in their suite a famous 
Jesuit, Padre Duarte, whom Pombal thought of sufficient 
consequence to be imprisoned for eighteen years, and a tall, 
knock-kneed, rhubarb-faced physician, in a gorgeous suit of 
glistening satin, one of the most ungain, conceited professors 
of the art of murdering I ever met with. Bctween the Jesuit 
and the doctor I had enough to do to keep my temper or 
countenance. They prated inccssantly, pretended to have thc 
most implicit admiration for everything that carne from Eng- 
land, either in the way of funiiture or poetry, and confound- 
ing dates, names, and subjects in one strange jumble, asked 
whether Sir Peter Lely was not the actual President of our 
ftoyal Academy, and launched forth into a warm encomium 
of my countryman Hans Holbein. 1 beggcd leave to assurc 
these complaisant sages, that the last-mcntioncd artist was 
born at Basle, and that Sir Peter Lely had becn dead a cen- 
tury. They starcd a little at this information, but continued, 
ncvcrthelcss, in full song, playing oíf a sounding peai of com- 
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pliments upon our national proficiency in painting, watch- 
making, the stoeking-manufactory, &c., when General Forbes 
carne in and made a diversion in my favour. We had some 
eonversation upon the present state of Portugal, and the risks 
itruns of being swallowed up by the negotiations, not by the 
arms of Spain, ere many years are elapsed  

Our discourse was interrupted by the arrival of a fiddler, a 
priest, and an ítalian musician, humble servants and toad- 
eaters to my illustrious guests. They fell a thumping my 
poor piano-forte, and playing sonatas whether I would or not. 
You are aware I am no great friend to sonatas, and that cer- 
tain ehromatic, squeaking tones of a fiddle, when the performer 
turns up the whites of his eyes, waggles a greasy chin, and 
afTects ecstaeies, set my teeth on edge. The griping counte- 
nanee of the doctor was enough to produce tliat eftect already, 
without the assistanee of his fellow parasites, the priest and 
musician. Padre Duarte seemed to like them no better than 
myself; General Forbes had wisely withdrawn; and the old 
Marquis inspired by a pathetic adagio, glided suddenly aeross 
the room in a step which I took for the beginning of a ballet 
heroique, but which turned out a minuet in the Portuguese 
style, with ali its kicks and flourishes, in whieh Miss S , 
who had come in to tea, was persuaded to join much against 
her inelination. It was no sooner ended, than the doetor dis- 
played his ruefiil length of person in sueh a twitching angular 
minuet, as I want words to describe; so, between the sister 
arts of music and dancing, I passed a delectable evening. 
This set shan't catch me at home again ina hurry. 

LETTER XVIL 

July 2nd, 1787. 

I WAS awakened in the night by a horrid cry of dogs; not 
that infenial pack whieh Dryden tells us in his dirine tale of 
Theodore and Honoria went regularly a ghost-himting every 
Friday, howled half so dreadfully; Lisbon is more fnfested 
than any other capital I ever inhabited by herds of these 
half-famished animais, making themselves of use and import- 
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ance by ridding the strects of some part, at least, of their 
unsavoury encumbranees. 

Verdeil, who could not sleep any more than myself, on 
aecount of a furious and long protracted battle between two 
parties of these hell-hounds, persuaded me to rise with the 
sun, and proceed onhorseback along the shore of Belém, which 
appeared in ali its morning glory; the sky diversifica by 
streaming clouds of purple edged with gold, and the sea by in- 
numerable vessels of difierent sizes shooting along in various 
directions, whilst the waves at the entrance of the harbour 
wcre in violent agitation, ali froth and foam. 

To vary our exeursion a little, we struck out of the common 
track, and visited the convent of San José di Ribamar. The 
building is irregular and picturesque, rising from a craggy 
eminence, and baeked by a thicket of elm, bay, and arbor 
judie. We were shown by simple, siniling friars, into a 
small court with cloisters, supported bylow Tuscan columns. 
A fountain pla}ring in the middle and sprinkling a profusion 
of flowers, gave an oriental air to this little court that pleased 
me exceedingly. The monks seem sensiblc of its merits, for 
they keep it tolerably elean, which is more tlian I will say 
for their garden. Bindweed and dwarf-aloes almost prevented 
our crossing it in our way to the thicket; a delicious retreat, 
the refuge and comfort of half the birds in the country. 
Thanks to monkish laziness, the underwood remains unelipped, 
and intrudes wherever it pleases upon the alleys, which hang 
over thc sca, in a bold romantic manner. 

The fathers would show me their flower-garden, and a very 
pleasant terrace it is; neatly paved with chequered tiles, and 
interspersed with knots of carnations, in a style as ancient, I 
should eonjeeture, as the dominion of the Moors in Portugal. 
Espaliers ofeitron and orange cover the walls, and have almost 
gotten the better of some glaring shell-work, with which a 
reverend father incrusted them ten or twelve ycars ago. 
Shining beads, ehina platcs and saucers tumed inside out, 
compose the ehief ornaments of this decoration; 1 observed 
the same propensity to shell-work andbroken china in a Mr. 
deVisme, whose quinta at Bemfiea eclipses our Clapham and 
lslington villas in ali the attractions of leaden statues, 
Chinese templos, serpentine rivers, and dusty hermitages. 
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We returned liome before the lieat grew quite intolerable, 
and just in time to go to a breakfast at the Marquis of 
Penal va's, to which we had been invited tlie day before )rester- 
day. When once a Portuguese of the first class determines 
to admit a stranger into the penetralia of his family, he 
spares no pains to set off ali he possessos to the most striking 
advantage, and offer it to his guest with the most liberal 
hospitality ; you appear to command him, and he everything. 
Our reeeption, therefore, was most sumptuous and most 
cordial. 

If we had wished for a coneert, the best musicians of the 
royal chapei were in waiting to perform it; if to examine 
early editions of the classics or scaree Portuguese authors, the 
library was open, and the librarian ready to hand and ex- 
plain to us any article that happened to attract our attention ; 
if to see pietures, the walls of severa] apartments displayed 
an interesting collection., both of the ltalian and Flemish 
schools; if conversation, almost every person of literary note 
in this capital, academicians and artists, were assembled. 
Supposing the rarest botanical specimens and fiowers had 
been our peculiar taste, some of the most perfect I ever be- 
held were presented to us; and that nothing in an)7 line 
might be wanting, the rich grated folding-doors of a chapei 
were expanded, and an altar splendidly lighted up, seemed to 
invite those who felt spiritual calls, to indulge themselves. 

For my part, the sea breezes having sharpened my tempo- 
ral appetite, I sat down with great alaerity to breakfast. It 
was magnificent and well served. I could not help noticing 
the extreme fineness of the linen, euriously embroidered with 
arms and fiowers, red on a white ground. Superb embossed 
gilt salvers supported plates of iced fruit, particularl)r scarlet 
strawberries, which are uneomnion in Portugal, and filled the 
apartment with fragrance; the more grateful, as it exeited, by 
the strong powcr of associated ideas, recollections of home and 
of England. 

Much whispering and giggling was going forward in the 
cool shade of several mysterious chambers, which opened into 
the saloon where we were at table. These sounds proeeeded 
from the ladies of the family, who, had they been nativos of 
Bagdad or Constantinople, could hardly have remained in a 
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more Asiatic state of seclusiom    I was allowed, however, to 
niake my bow to thcm in tlieir harém itself, which, I was 
given to under st and, Iought to look upon as a most flatterin* 
mark of distinction.    Who should í find in the midst of the 
group of senhoras, and seated Hke theni upon the ground à la 
façon   de Barbárie, but the  newly-consecrated, and veiy 
young-looking Bishop of Algarve, whose small, blaek, sleek, 
schoolboyish liead and sallow countenance, was overshadowed 
by an enormous pair of green spectacles.    Truth obliges me 
to confess that the expression which beamed from the eyes 
under these formidabic glasses, did not absolutcly partake of 
the most decent, mild, or apostolic character.    in process of 
time, perhaps, lie may acquire that varnish, without which 
the Jeast holy intentions often miss their aim, the varnish of 
hypocnsy.    I wonder he has not already attained a more 
conspicuous degree of perfection in this style, having studied 
under a complete Tartitffc and Jansenistical bigot as ever 
existed, one of the cock-birds of a nest of imaginary philoso- 
phers, who are workinghard to undo what little good has been 
doxie in this country, and laying a mine of ten thousand 
intrigues to bíow up, if they can but contrive it, ali çenuine 
sentiments of religion and morality, 

The old Marquis of Penalva pressed lis to stay dinner, 
which was set out in high order, in a pleasant, shady apart- 
ment. Verdeil could not resist the temptation ; but I was 
fatigued with the howlings of the night, and the sultriness 
and bustle of the day, and went home to a quieter partv 
with the Grand Prior and Don Pedro. 

In the evening we drove to Marvilla, the ncglected garden 
1 nave before mentioned, and which commands the broadest 
expanse of the Tagus, a prospect which recalled to my mind 
the lake of Geneva, and ali that befel me on its banks. You 
may imagine, then, it tended much more to depress than ex- 
hilarate my spirits. I consented, however, to accompany the 
Grand Prior about the alleys and terraces of this romantic 
mclosure, the scene of his childhood, and of which he is pecu- 
Iiarly fond. The palace, courts, and fountains are ahnost in 
rums, the part erres of myrtle have shot up into wild bushes 
covered with blossoms, and the statues are half concealed by 
jasmine. J 
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22'2 RAMALHAO. 

Here is a small theatre for operas, and a chapei, not unlike 
a mosque in shape, and arabesque ornaments, darkly shadow- 
cd by Spanish banners, the trophies of the battle of Elvas, 
gained by an ancestor of the Marialvas. 

A long bower of vines, supported by marble pillars, leads 
from the palaee to the chapei. There is something majestie 
in this verdant gallery, and the glow of sunset piercing its 
foliage, lighted up the wan features of several superannuated 
servants of the family, who crawled out of their deeayed 
ehambers and threw themselves on their knees before the 
Grand Prior and Don Pedro. 

We wandered about this forlom, abandoned garden, whose 
stillness equalled that of a Carthusian convent, till dusk, when 
a refreshing wind having risen, waved the eypresses and seat- 
tered the white jasmine fiowers over the parterres of myrtle 
in elouds like siiow. Don Pedro filled the earriage frith 
flowery sprays pulled from mutilated statues, and we were 
ali haíf intoxieated before we reached my habitation with 
the delieious but overcoming perfume. 

LETTER XVIII. 

JulyDih, 1787. 

I WAS at the Marialva palaee by nine, and set off from 
thence with the Marquis for Cintra. Having the command 
of the QueerTs stables, in which are four thousand mules and 
two thousand horses, he orders as many relays as he pleases, 
and we changed mules four times in the space of an hour. 

A few minutes after ten we were landed at Ramalhaô, a 
villa, under the pyramidieal rocks of Cintra, Signor S. Arriaga 
was so kind as to lend me a month or two ago, and which I 
have not had time to visit till to-day. The suite of apart- 
ments are spacious and airy, and the views they command of 
sea and arid country boundless; but unless the heat becomes 
more violent, I shall be eooler than I wish in them, as they 
contain not a ehimney except in the kitchen. 

I found the garden in excellent order, and fíourislnng crops 
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of vegetables springing up between rows of orange and citron. 
Such is the power of the climate, that thc gardenias and Cape 
plants I brouglit with me from England, mere stumps, are 
covered with beautiful blossoms. The curled mallows, and 
some varieties of Indian-corn, sown by my English gardener, 
have shot up to a strange elevation, and begin already to 
forni shady avenues and fairy forests, where children might 
play in perfection at landscape-gardening. 

After I had passed half-an-hour in looking about me, the 
Marquis and I got into our chair and drove to bis own villa; 
a new creation, which has cost him a great many thousand 
pounds sterling. Five years ago it was a wild hill bestrewn 
with flints and rocky fragments. At prcsent you find a gay 
pavilion designed by Pillement, and elegantly decorated; a 
parterre with statues and fountains, thick alleys of laurel, 
bay, and laurustine, cascades, arbours, clipped box-trees, and 
every omament the Portuguese taste in gardening renders 
desirable. 

We dined at a clean snug inn, situated towards the mid- 
dle of the village of Cintra. The Queen has lately bestowed 
this house and a large tract of ground adjoining it, upon the 
Marquis. From its windows and loggias you look down 
deep ravines and bold slopes of woods and copses, variegated 
with mossy stones and ancient decayed chestnuts. 

As soon as the sun grew low we went to Collares, and 
walked on a terrace belonging to M. la Roche, a French mer- 
chant, wh o has shown some glimmering of taste in the lay- 
ing out of his villa. The groves of pine and chestnuts starting 
from the crevices of rock, and rising one above another to a 
considerable elevation, give Collares the air of an Alpine vil- 
lage. Innumerable rílJs, overhung by cork-trees and braneh- 
ing lemons, burst out of ruined walls by the wayside, and 
dash into marble basins. A favourite attendant of the late 
king's, who has a very large property in these environs, in- 
vited us with mueh civility and obsequiousness into his gar- 
den. I thought myself entering the orchards of Alcinous. 
The boughs literally bent under loads of fruit; the slightest 
shake strewed the ground with plums, oranges, and apricots. 

This villa boasts a grand artificial cascade, with tritons 
and dolphins vomiting torrents of water; but I paid it not 
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half the attention its proprietor expcctcd, and rctiring under 
the shade of the fruit-trecs, feastcd on the golden apples and 
purple plums that were rolling about me in such profusion. 
The Marquis, who sharcs with most of the Portuguese a re- 
markable predilection for flowcrs, filled his carriage with car- 
nations and jasminc. I never saw plants more conspicuous 
for size and vigour than those which have the luck of being 
sown in this fortunate soiL The exposition likewise is sin- 
gularly happy ; screencd by sloping hills, and defended from 
the sea-airs by severa! miles of thickcts and orehards.    I felt 
unwilling to quit a spot so favoured by nature, and M  
flatters himself I shall be tempted to purehase it. 

The wind became troublesome as we aseended the hill, 
crowned b}r the Marialva villa. The sky was clear and the sim 
set íiery. The distant convent of Mafra, glowing with ruddy 
light, lookcd like the enchanted palace of a giant, and the 
surrounding country bleak and barren as if the monster had 
eaten it desolate. To repose oursclvcs a little after our rapid 
excursion we entered the pavilion I told you just now Pille- 
ment had designed. It represents a bower of fantastic Indian 
trees mingling their branches, and discovering bctween them 
peeps of a summer sk)r. From the mouth of a flying dragon 
depends a magnifleent lustre for fifty lights, hung with fes- 
toons of brilliant glass, thattwinkle like strings of diamonds. 

We loitered in this saloon till it was pitch-dark. The 
pages riding full speed before us with flaming torches, and 
the wind driving back sparks and smokc full in our faces, I 
was stunned and bcwildercd, and experienced, perhaps, the 
sensations of a novice in soreery, mounted for the first time 
bchind a witeh on a broomstick. In less than an hour we 
had rattled o ver twelve miles of rough, disjoined pavement, 
going up and down the stcepcst hills in a convulsive gallop, 
so that 1 expected every instant to be thrown fiat on my 
nose ; but, happily, the mui es wcre pickcd from perhaps a 
hundred, and never stumbled. I found the air on the heights 
above the Ajueda very keen and piercing. 

It sounds strange to be complaining of cold at Lisbon on 
the ninth of July. 
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LETTER XIX. 

July24tb, 1787. 

THERE exists, I am convineed, a decided sympathy 
between toads and witch-like old women. Mother Mor- 
gan * descended this morning, not into the infernal regions, 
but into the cellar, and immediately five or six spanking 
reptiles of this mysterious species waddled around her. She 
rewarded the eonfidenee the poor things plaeed in her rather 
scurvily, and laid three of the fattest sprawling. I saw them 
lying .breathless in the court as I got on horseback; the 
largest measured seven inches in diameter. Portuguese toads 
may be more distinguished for size, but are not half so ami- 
ably speckled as those we have the happiness to harbour in 
England. 

I was some time hesitating whieh way I should turn my 
horse^ steps, whether to the Pedra d'os Ovos, or on the 
other side of the rock to the Peninha, a cell belonging to the 
Hieronimites, and dependent upon their principal eyry, 
Nossa Senhora da Penha. Marialva, whom í met with ali 
hjs train of equerries and picadors coming forth from his 
vilia, decided me not to take a clambering ride, but to ac- 
company him to the palaee, the interior of which I had not 
yet visited. 

The Alhambra itself is scarcely more morisco in point of 
arehiteeture than this confused pile, which seems to grow 
out of the summit of a rocky eminenee, and is broken into 
a variety of picturesque reeesses and projections. It is a 
thousand pities that they have whitened its venerable walls, 
stopped up a range of bold árcades, and sliced out one end 
of the great hall into two or three mean apartments like 
the dressing-rooms of a theatre. From the windows, whieh 
are ali in a fantastic oriental style, crinkled and crankled, 
and supported by twisted pillars of smootli marble, striking, 
romantic views of the clifTs and village of Cintra are com- 

* An old English housckeeper. 
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manded, Several irregular courts and loggias, formed by the 
angles of square towers, are enlivened by fountains of marble 
and gilt bronze, continually pouring forth abundant strcams 
of the purest water. 

A sort of reservoir, almost long enough to be styled a 
canal, is continued the whole length of the great hall, and 
serves as a paradise for shoals of the largest and most bril- 
liant gold and silvcr fish I ever set eyes upon. The mur- 
mur of the jets-d'eau which rise from this canal, the ripple 
of the water undulating against steps and slabs of polished 
marble, the glancing and gleaming of the fish, and the strik- 
ing contrast of light and shadc produced by the intricate 
labyrinth of arches and columns, combine altogether to forni 
a scene of enchantment such as we sometimes dream of, but 
hardly suppose is ever realized. There is a sobricty in the 
hues of the marble, a mysteriousness in the dark recesses 
seen in perspective, and a solemnity in the deep colour, ap- 
proaching to blackness, of the water in that part of the re- 
servoir which is overshadowed by lofty buildings, I cannot 
help thinking superior to ali the fiutter and glitter of the 
most famous Moorish ediíices at Granada or Seville. 

The flat summit of one of the loftiest terraces, not less 
than one hundred and fifty feet from the ground, is laid out 
as a neat parterre, which is spread like an embroidered 
carpet before the entrance of a huge square tower, almost 
entirely oceupied by a hall incrusted with glistening tiles, 
and crowned by a most singularly shaped dome. Amidst 
the scrolls of arabesque foliage which adorn it, appear the 
arms of the principal Portuguese nobility. The achievement 
of the unfortunate house of Távora is blotted out, and the 
panei it oceupied left bare. 

We had elimbed up to this terrace and tower by one of 
those steep, cork-screw staircases, of which therc are num- 
bers in the palace, and which connect with vaulted passages 
in a secret and suspicious manner. The JUarquis pointed 
out to me the mosaic pavement of a small chamber, fretted 
and woro away in several places by the steps of Alphonso 
the Sixth, who was confined to this narrow space a long 
series of years. 

Descending from it, we looked into the chapei, not less 
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singular in form and eonstruction than the rest of the ediflee. 
The low fíat eupola, as well as the intersections of the arehes, 
aremuch in the style of a mosque; butthe barbárie profusion 
of gol d, and still more barbárie paintings with which every 
soffite and panei are eovered, might almost be supposed the 
work of Cingalese or Hindostanee artists, and reminded me 
of those subterraneous pagodas where his Satanie Majesty 
reeeives homage under the form of Gumputy or of Boodh. 

The original glare of ali this strange scenery is greatly suh- 
dued by the smoke of lamps, which have been burning for 
ages before the altar: a n^sterious pile of earved work and 
imagery, in perfect eonsonance, as to gloom and uncouth- 
ness, with every other object in the place. It was whilst N 
kneeling before this very altar that the young, the ardent, 
the chívalrous DonSebastian is said to have received asu- 
pernaturai warning to renounce thatfTatal Afriçan expcdition 
which" cost him his erown and his life, and what anjieroie 
mind liolds in far higher estimation, that immortal fame 
which follows sueeessful aehievements. 

A something I ean hardly deseribe, an oppressive gloom, 
seemed to hang over this chapei, which remains very nearly, 
I should imagine, in the same style it was left by the ill- 
fated Sebastian. The want of a free eirculation of air, and 
a heavy cloud of incense, affected the nerves of my head so 
disagreeably that I was glad to move on, and follow the 
Marquis into the rooms preparing for the Queen and the In- 
fantas. These are airy and well ventilated ; but instead of 
hanging them with rieh arras, representing the adventurers 
of knights and worthies, her Majesty's upholsterers are hard 
at work covering the stout walls with bright silks and satins 
of the palest and most delieate colours. I saw no furniture 
worth notice, not a picture or a cabinet: our stay, therefore, 
as we had nothing to see, was not protracted. 

Às soon as the Marquis had given some orders; with which 
his royal mistress had charged him, we returned to Ramalhaô, 
where Horne and Guildenneester, the Dutch cônsul, were 
waiting our arrival, and squabbling about insuranees, per- 
centages, commissions, and othcr commcrcial speculations. 

I have been persuading the Marquis to aeeompany me to- 
morrow to Guildermeester's: it is the old man's birth-day, 
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and he opens his new house with dancing and suppering. 
We shall have a pretty sample of the factory misses, clerks, 
and apprentices, some underlings of the corps diplomatique, 
and God knows hov many thousand pounds weight of Dutch 
and Hambro' merchants. 

LETTER XX. 
July25th, 1787. 

GRAND gala at Court, and the Marquis gone to attend it ; 
for this blessed day not only gave birth to Guildermeester, 
but to the Princess of BraziK We went to dine with the 
Marchioness. A band of regimental music, on their march 
to Guildermeester, began playing in the court, and drew forth 
one of those curious swarms of ali sexes, ages, and colours, 
which this beneficent family are so fond of harbouring. Don- 
na Henriquetta was seated on the steps, which lead up to 
the great pavilionj whispering to some of her favourite at- 
tendants, who, like the cliorus in an ancient Greek tragedy, 
were continually giving their opinion of whatever was going 
forward. 

Just as Don Pedro and I were preparing to set offtogether 
for the bali at the old consul's we.were agreeably surprised 
by the arrivai of the Marquis, who had escaped from the 
palace much earlier than he expected. J carríed him in my 
chaise to Horne's, where we drank tea on his terrace, which 
commands the most romantic view in Cintra; vast sweeps of 
varied foliage, banks with twisted roots, and trunks of enor- 
mous chestnuts, mingled with weeping-willows of the freshest 
verdure, and citrons clustered with fruit. Àbove this sylvan 
scene tower three shattered pinnacles of rock, the middle one 
diversified by the turrets and walls of Nossa Senhora da 
Penha, a convent of Jeronimites, frequently concealed in 
clouds. I leaned against a cork-tree, which spreads its 
hranches almost entirely over the veranda, enjoying the view, 
and staring idly at the grotesque figures, Dutch, English, 
and Portuguese, passing along to Guildermeester's; a series 
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sufficicntly diversified to have amused me for some time, had 
not M—— grown impatient and uneasy.    His brother-in- 
jaW} S  V ,  to whom he has a mortal  aversion, 
having made his appearanee, the powers of light and dark- 
ness, if personified, could not exhibit a stronger contrast than 
these two  personages ;   M  looking ali benignity, and 
S V  ali malevolence.    Indeed, if one half of the 
atrocities* public report attributes to this notorious noble- 
man be true, I should not wonder at the blackness oí revenge 
and tyranny being so deeply marked in every line of his 
countenance. 

Moving off the first opportunity, we passed through dark 
and gloomy lanes, admirably calculated for such exploits as 
I have just alluded to, and were near being jerked into a 
ditch as we drove to the old consuTs door. The space before 
this new building is in sad disorder. The house has little 
more than bare walls, and was not very splendidly lighted 
up. 

As for the company, they tumed out just what I expeet- 
ed.   Madame G , wh o is a woman of spirit and discern- 
ment, did the honours with the grcatest ease, and paid her 
principal guests the most marked attentions. There is a 
something pointedly original in ali her observations, which 
pleased me very mueh. She is not, however, of the merciful 
tribe, and joined forces with Verdeil (no foe to a little slash- 
ing conversation) in cutting up the factory.    M handed 
her in to supper. This part of the entertainment was mag- 
niíicent. There was a bright illumination, an immense pro- 
fusion of plate, a striking breadth of table, every deliçacy 
that could be procured, and a dessert-frame fifty or sixty 
feet in length, gleaming \nth burnished figures and vases of 
silver flowers. I felt no inclination to dance after supper; 
the music was not inspiring, and the company tlirown into 
the utmost confusion by the mad freaks of a Frenchnian, upon 
whom one of the principal ladies present is supposed for two 
or three years past to have placed her affeetions. A coup de 
sokã and a quarrel with his ambassador, Monsieur de Bom- 
belles, it seems had turned the poor fcllow's brain : there was 

» For no light specimenof these atrocities, see Southey's Letters from 
Spain and Portugal. 
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no prevcnting his rushing from room to room with the sput- 
ter and eccentricity of a firework, now abusing one person, 
now another, eonfessing publicly the universal kindness he 
had received from the lady above hinted at, and the many 
marks of tender aífeetion a certain Miss W had bestow- 
ed on him. " Why," said he to the two heroines, who I am 
told are not upon the best terms imaginablc, "should you 
squabble and scratch ? You are both equally indulgent, and 
have both rendered me in your turns the happiest mortal in 
the uni verse." 

Whilst the light of truth wts shining upon the bystanders 
in this very singular manner, I leave you to imagine the 
awkward surprisc of the worthy old husband, and the angry 
blushes of his spouse and her fair associate. I never beheld 
a more capital scene. In some of our pantomimes, if I re- 
collect rightly, harlequin applies a touchstone to his adver- 
saries, and by its magic infiuence draws truth from their 
mouths in spite of propriety or interest. The lawyer con- 
fesses having fingered"a bribe, the soldier his flight in the day 
of battle; and the whining methodistical dowager her frequent 
recourse to the bottle of inspiration. This wondrous eífect 
seems to have been here realizcd, and some malicious demon 
to have possessed the talkative Frenchman, and to have 
compellcd him to disclose the mysteries to which he owes 
his subsistence. Amongst the harsh truths poured out by 
this flow of sincerity wu a vehement apostrophe to the 
English canaillc, as he styled them, upon their rank intolerancc 
of ali customs except their own, and their ten thousand starch 
uncharitable prejudices. Mrs. 9 become dauntless through 
despair, took up the cudgels in this cause most vigorously, 
compared the chief part of the company to a swarm of veno- 
mous insects, unworthy to crawl upon the hem of her really 
puré, though calumniated garments, and fit to be shaken off 
with a vengeance the íirst opportunity. 

The Marquis, Don Pedro, and I enjoyed the scene so much, 
that we staycd later than vre intended. 
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LETTER XXL 

Ramalhaô, near Cintra, 26th August, 1787. 

THE Queen of Portugal's chapei is still lhe first in Europe; 
in point of vocal and instrumental excellence, no other esta- 
blishment of the kind, the papal not exeepted, ean boast such 
an assemblage of admirable musieians. Wherever her Ma- 
jesty moves they follow; vrhen she goes a hawking to Sal- 
vaterra, or a health-hunting to the baths of the Caldas. 
Even in the midst of these \vild rocks and mountains, she is 
surronnded by a bevy of deli cate warblcrs, as plump as 
quails, and as gurgling and melodious as nightingales. The 
violins and violoncellos at her Majesty s beck are ali of the 
first order, and in oboé and fiute players her musical mena- 
gerie is unrivalled. 

The Marquis of M , as first Lord of the Bedchamber, 
Master of the Horse, and, as it were, hereditary prime fa- 
vourite, enjoys a decided influence over this empire of sweet 
sounds; and having been so friendly as to impart a share of 
these musical blessings to me, I have been permitted to avail 
myself, "\vhenever I please, of a seleetion from this wonderful 
band of performers. This vcry morning, to my shame be it 
recorded, I remained hour after hour in my newly-arranged 
pavilion, without reading a word, writing a line, or entering 
into any conversation. Ali my faculties were absorbed by 
the harmony of the wind instruments, stationed at a distance 
in a thicket of orange and bay trees. It was to no purpose 
that I tried several times to retire out of the sound—I was 
as often drawn back as I attempted to snateh myself away. 
Did I consult the health of my mind, I should dismiss these 
musieians; their plaintive affecting tones are sure to awaken 
in my bosom a long train of moumful reeolleetions, and by 
the force of associated ideas to plunge me into a state of lan- 
guor and gloom. 

My excellent friend, the Prior of Aviz, performed a real 
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act of friendship, by breaking in almost by force upon my 
seclusion, and rousing me from my reveries. He insisted 
upon my accompanying him to the Archbishop's, wbere the 
rehearsal of a council to be beld in the Queen's prcsencc was 
gomg fonvard, and ali the ministers with their assistant un- 
der-secretaries assembled, Such congregations are new to 
the good old Confessor, who lias been just pressed into the 
supreme direction, I might say control, of the cabinet, much 
against bis wilL He knows too well the value of ease and 
tranquillity not to regret so violent an inroad upon his usual 
habits of life. We found him, therefore, as might be ex- 
pected, in a state of turmoil and irritation, flushed up to the 
very forehead with a ruddy tint, which was higlily contrasted 
by his flowing white flannel garments. These garments he 
frequently shook and crumpled, and more than once did he 
strike with vehemence against his portly paunch, which, 
though he declared it had waited an hour longer than cus- 
tomary for its wonted replenishment, sounded by no means 
so hollow as an empty tub. The old saying, that " fat 
paunches make lean patês/' could not, however, be apphed 
to him. He was sogracious and confidential as to give me a 
summary of what had been represented to him from the dif- 
ferent departments of state, with great perspicuity and acute- 
ness. 

Notwithstanding the interest this singular communication 
ought to have excited, I paid it not half the attention it de- 
served. The impression I had received in the morning, from 
the music of Haydn and Jomelli, still lingered about me. 
The Grand Prior, flnding politics could not shake them off, 
consulted with his nephew, who happened to be just by in 
the Queen's apartment,.and returned with a proposal, that as 
I had long expressed a wish to see Mafra, we should put this 
scheme m execution to-morrow. It was settled, therefore 
that to-morrow we should set off. 
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LETTER XXII. 

Augusl 27lhf 1787. 

WE got into thc carriage at nine, in spite of the wind, 
which blew full in our faces. The distance from thc villa I 
inhabit to this stupendous convent is about fourtecn English 
miles, and the road, which by good luck has becn lately 
mended, condueted across a parched, open country, thinly 
scattered with windmills and villagcs. Thc retrospect on 
the "vvoody slopcs and pointed rocks of Cintra is pleasant 
enough; but when you 3ook fonvard, nothing can be more 
bleak or barren than the prospect. Thanks to relays of 
mulos, we advanccd, full specd, and in less than an hour 
and a quarter found oursclves under a strong wall which 
winds boldly across the hills., and incloses the park of Mafra. 

We now caught a glimpse of the marble towers and dome 
of the convent, relieved by an azure expanse of ocean, rising 
above thc brow of hcathy eminences, diversified here and 
there by the bushy hcads of Italian pines and the tall spires 
of cypress. The roofs of the edifice were not yet visible, and 
wè continucd some time winding about the undulating accli- 
.vities in the park beforc tlicy were discovered. A detach- 
ment of lay-brothers were waiting to open thc gates of the 
royal inclosure, sadly blackcned by a fire, which about a 
month ago consumed a great part of its wood and verdurc; 
Our approach spread a terrible alarm among the herds of 
dcer, which were pcacefully browsing on a slope rather 
greener than those in its ncighbourhood. Oíf they scudded 
and took refuge in a tliickct of half-burnt pines. 

After coasting thc wall of the great garden, we turned 
suddenly the comer, and discovered one of the vast fronts of 
the convent, appcaring Hkc a strcet of palaces. I cannot 
pretend that the style of the building is such as a lovcr of 
puré Grecian architecture would approve ; the windows and 
doors are many of them fantastically shaped, but at least 
wcll proportioned. 
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LETTER XXII. 

Augusi27lh, 1787. 
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I was admiring thcir ample range as we drove rapidly 
along, when, upon wheeling round tlie lofty square pavilion 
which flanks the edifice, the grand façade, extending above 
eight hundred feet, opened to my view. The ceníre is form- 
ed by the porticoes of the church, richly adomed with columns, 
niches, and bass-reliefs of marble, On each side two towers, 
some wh at resembling those of St. PauTs in London, rise to 
the height of near two hundred feet, and, joining on to the 
enormous corps de logis, the palace terminates to the right 
and left by its stately pavilions. These towers are light, 
airy, and clustered \vith pillars, remarkably beautiful; but 
their form in general borders too rnuch on a sort of pagoda- 
ish style, and wants solemnity. They contain many bells 
of the largest dimensions, and a famous chimc which cost 
several hundred thousand crusadoes, and which was set play- 
ing the moment our arrival was notiíicd. The platform and 
flight of steps before the columned entrance of the church is 
strikingly grand; and the dome, which lifts itself up so 
proudly above the pediment of the pórtico, merits praise for 
its lightness and elegance. 

My eyes ranged along the vast extent of palace on each 
side till they were tired, and I was glad to turn them from 
the glare of marble and confusion of sculptured ornaments to 
the blue expanse of the distant ocean. Before the front of 
this colossal strueture a wide levei of space extends itself, at 
the extremity of which several white houses lie dispersed. 
Though these buildings are by no means uiconsiderable, they 
appear, when contrasted with the immense pile in the neigh- 
bourhood, like the booths of workmen, for such I took them 
upon my flrst survey, and upon a nearer approach was quite 
surprised at their real dimensions. 

Few objects render the prospect from the platform of 
Mafra, interesting. You look over the roofs of an indif- 
ferent village and the summits of sandy accli^ties, backcd 
by a boundless stretch of sea. On the left, your view is 
terminatcd by the craggy mountains of Cintra; to the right, 
a forest of pines in the Viscount of Ponte de Lima's exten- 
sive garden, arTords the eye some small refreshment. 

To screen ourselves from the sun, which darted powerfully 
on our heads, we entered the church, passing through its 
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magnificent pórtico, which reminded me not a little of the 
entrance ofSt. Peter's; and is crowded with the statues of 
saints and martyrs, carved with infinite delicacy. 

The first coup-d' ceil of the church is vcry imposing. The 
higli altar, adorned with two majestic columns of reddish 
variegated marble, each a single block, above thirty feet in 
height, immediately fixes the eye. Trevisani has painted 
the altar-piece in a masterly manner: it represents St. An- 
thony in the ecstasy of beholding the infant Jesus deseending 
into his cell amidst an effulgence of glory. 

To-morrow being the festival of St. Augustine, whose fol- 
io wers are the actual possessors of this monastery, ali the 
golden candelabra were displayed, and tapers lighted. After 
pausing a few minutes in the midst of this bright illumina- 
tion, we visited the collateral chapeis, each enriched with 
highly finished bassi-rilievi and stately portais of black and 
yellow marble, riclily veined, and so highly polished as to re- 
flect objects like a mirror. Never did I behold such an as- 
semblage of beautiiul marble as gleamed above, below, and 
around us. The pavement, the vaulted ceiling, the dome, 
and even the topmost lantern, is incrusted with the same 
costly and durable materiais. Roses of whitc marble and 
wreaths of palm-branches, most exquisitely sculptured, en- 
rich every part of the edifice. I never saw Corinthian capi- 
tais better modelled, or executed with more precision and 
sharpness, than those of the columns which support the nave. 

Having satisfied our curiosity by examining the various 
ornaments of the altars, we followed our conductor through 
a long coved gallery into the sacristy, a magnificent vaulted 
hall, panelled with some beautiful varieties of alabaster and 
porphyry, and carpeted, as well as a chapei adjoining it, in a 
style of the utmost magníficence. We travcrsed several more 
halls and chapeis, adorned with equal splendour, till we were 
fatigued and bewildered like errant knights in the mazes of 
an enchanted palace. 

I began to think there was no end to these spacious apart- 
ments. The monk who preceded us, a good-natured, slob- 
bering gi-eybeard, taking for granted that I could not under- 
stand a syllable of his language, attempted to explain the ob- 
jects which presented themselves by signs, and would hardly 
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believe his ears, when I asked him in good Portuguese when 
we should have done with chapeis and sacristies. The old 
fellow seemed vastl)' delighted with thc Meninos, as he called 
Don Pedro and me; and to give our young legs an opportu- 
nity of stretching themselves, trotted along with such expe- 
dition that the Marquis and Verdeil wished him in purgatory. 
To be sure, we advaneed at a most rapid rate, striding from 
one end to the other of a dorrnitory, six hundrcd feet in 
length, in a minute or two. These vast corridors, and the 
eells with whieh they communieate, tliree hundred in number, 
are ali arched in the most sumptuous and solid manner. 
Every eell, or rather chamber, for theyare sufficiently spacious, 
lofty, and well lighted, to merit that appellation, is furaished 
with tables and cabinets of Brazil-wood. 

Just as we entered the library, the Abbot of the convent, 
dressed in his ceremonial habit, advaneed to bid us welcome, 
and invite us to dine with him to-morrow, St. Àugustine's 
day, in the refeetory; which it seems is a mighty compli- 
ment. We thought proper, however, to decline the honour, 
being aware that, to enjoy it, we must sacrifice at least two 
hours of our time, and be half parboiled by the steam of huge 
roasted calves, turkeys, and gruntlings, whieh had long been 
fattening, no doubt, for this solenni occasiòn. 

The library is of a prodigious length, not less than three 
hundred feet; the arched roof of a pleasing form, beautifully 
stuccoed, and the pavement of red and white marble. Mueh 
cannot be said in praise of the cases in whieh the books are to 
be arranged. They are clumsily designed, coarsely executed, 
and darkened by a gallery which projects into the room in a 
very awkward manner. The collection, which consists of 
above sixty thousand volumes, is locked up at present in a 
suite of apartments which opens into the library. Several 
well preserved and richly illuminated first editions of the 
Greek and Roman elassics were handed to me by the father 
librarian: but my nimble eonduetor would not allow me 
mueh time to examine them. He set offfull speed, and, as- 
cending a winding staircase, led us out upon the roof of the 
convent and palace, which form a broad, srnooth terrace, 
bounded by a magnificent balustrade, unencumbered by chim- 
neys, and eommanding a birdVeye view of the courts and 
garden. 
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From this elevation the whole plan of the edifíce may be 
comprehendcd at a glance. In the centre rises the dome, like 
a beautiful temple from the spacious walks of a royal garden, 
It is infinitely superior, in point of design, to the rest of the 
edifice, and may certainly be reekoned among the lightest 
and best proportioned in Europe. Don Pedro and Monsieur 
Verdeil proposed scaling a ladder which leads up to the Jan- 
tem, but I begged to be excused aceompanying them, and 
amused myself during their absence with ranging about the 
extensive loggias, now and then venturing a look down on the 
courts and parterres so far below; but oftener enjoying the 
prospcct of the towers shining bright in the sunbeams, and 
the azure bloom of the distant sea. A fresh balsamic air, 
wafted from the orchards of citron and orange, fanned me as 
I rested on the steps of the dome, and tempered the warmth 
of the glowing ether. 

But I was soon driven from this cloudless, peaceful situa- 
tion, by a confounded jingle of ali the bells; then followed a 
most complicated sonata, banged off on the chimes by a great 
proíicient. The Marquis. wlio liad elimbed up on purpose to 
enjoj* this cataract of what some persons cal] melodious sounds, 
at its fountain-head, would havc me approach to examine the 
mechanism, and I was half stunncd, í know very littk 
indeed about chimes and clocks, and am quite at a loss for 
amusement in a belfry. My friend, who inherits a mcchanical 
turn from his father, the rcnowncd patron of clocks and time- 
picces, investigated every wheel with minute attention. 

His survcy finished, we descended innumerable stairs, and 
retired to the Capitan Mor's, whose jurisdiction extends o ver 
the park and district of Mafra. He has seven or eight thou- 
sand crusadoes a year, and his hahitation wears every appear- 
ance of comfort and opulence. The floors are covered with 
mats of the íinest texture, the doors hung with red damask 
curtains, and our bcds, quite new for the occasion, spread 
with satin covcrlids richly cmbroidered and fringed. We had 
a most luxnrious rcpast, and a better dessert than even the 
monks could have given us—the Capitan Mor taking the 
dishes from his long train of servants, and placing them himself 
on the table, quite in the feudal style. 

After eoffee we hurried to vespers in the gi-eat church of 
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the convent, and advancing between the range of illuminated 
chapeis, took our places in the royal tribunc. We were no 
sooner seated than the monks entered in procession, preceding 
their Abbot, who ascended his throne, having a row of sacris- 
tans at his fect and canons on his right hand, in their cloth 
of gold embroidered vestments. The service was chanted 
with the most imposing solemnity to the awful sound of 
organs, for therc are no fcwer than six in the church, ali of an 
enormous size. 

When it was ended, being once more laid hold of by the 
nimble la3r-brother, we were condueted up a magnificent 
staircase into the palacc. The suite extends seven or eight 
hundred feet, and the almost endless snecession of lofty doors 
seen in perspective, strikcs with astonishment; but we were 
soon weary of being mercly astonished, and agreed to pro- 
nounce the apartments the dullest and most comfortless we 
had ever beheld ; there is no variety in their shape, andlittle 
in their dimensions. The furniture being ali locked up at 
Lisbon, a naked sameness universally prevails; not a niehe, 
not a cornice, not a curved moulding breaks the tedious uni- 
formity of dead white walls. 

I was glad to return to the convent and refresh my eyes 
with the sight of marble pillars, and my feet by treading on 
Persian carpets. We were followed wherever we moved, into 
every cell, chapei, hall, passage, or sacristy, b}r a strange medley 
of inquisitive monks, sacristans, lay-brothers, corregidors, vil- 
lage-curates, and country beaux with long rapiers and pigtails. 
If í happened to ask a question, half-a-dozen ali at once 
poked their necks out to answer it, like turkey-polts when 
addressed in their native hobble-gobblc dialect. The Marquis 
was quite sick of being trotted after in this tumultuous 
manner, and tried several times to leave the crowd bchind 
him, b}' taking sudden turns; but sticking close to our heels, 
it baffled ali his endeavours, and increased to such a degree, 
that we seemcd to have swept the whole convent and villagc 
of their inhabitants, and to draw th cm after us by onc of 
thosc supernatural attractions we rcad of in tales and 
romances. 

At length, pereciving a largc door open into the garden, we 
bolted out, and striking into a labyrinth of myrtlcs and lau- 
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reis, got rid of our pursuers. The garden, which is about a 
mile and a half in eircumference, eontains, besides wild 
thiekets of pine and bay-trees, several orehards of lemon and 
orange, and two or three parterres more filled with weeds 
than fíowers. I was much disgusted at finding this beautiful 
inclosurc so wretchedly neglected, and its luxuriant plants 
withering away for want of being properly watered. 

You may suppose, that after adding a walk in the prin- 
cipal alleys of the garden to our other pcregrinations, we 
began to find ourselves somewhat fatigued, and were not 
sorry to repose ourselves in the Abbofs apartment till we 
were summoned onee more to our tribune to hear matins per- 
formed. It was growing dark, and the innumerable tapers 
burning before the altars and in every part of the church, 
began to diffuse'a mysterious light. The organs joined again 
m full aceord, the long series of monks and novices entered 
with slow and solemn steps, and the Abbot resumed his 
throne with the same pomp as at vespers. The Marquis 
began muttering his orisons, the Grand Prior to reeite his 
breviary, and I to fali into a profound reverie, which lasted 
as long as the service, that is to say above two hours. Ver- 
deil, ready to expire with ennui, could not help leaving the 
tribune and the clond of incense which filled the ehoir, to 
breathe a freer air in the body of the church and its adjoining 
chapeis. 

It was almost nine when the monks, after ehanting a most 
solemn and sonorous hymn in praise of their venerable father, 
Saint Augustine, quitted the choir. We followed their pro- 
cession through lofly chapeis and arched cloisters, which by a 
glimmering light appeared to have neither roof nor termin- 
ation, till it entered an octagon forty feet in diameter, with 
fountains in the four principal angles. The monks, after dis- 
persing to wash their hands at the several fountains, again 
resumed their order, and passed two-and-two under a portal 
thirty feet high into a vast hall, communicating with their 
refectory by another portal of the same lofty dimensions. 
Here the proeession made a pause, for this ehamber is conse- 
crated to the remembrance of the departed, and styled the 
Hall de Profundis. Before every repast, the monks standing 
round it in solemn ranks, silently revolve in their minds the 
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preeariousness of our frail existence, and offer up prayers for 
the salvation of their predecessors. I could not hcíp bcing 
struck with awe when I beheld by the glow of fiaming lamps, 
so many venerable figures, in their blaek and white habits, 
bending their eyes on the pavement, and absorbed in the 
most interesting and gloomy of meditations. 

The moment allotted to this solemn supplieation being 
passed, every one took his place at the long tables in the 
refeetory, whieh are made of Brazil-wood, and eovered with 
the whitest linen. Eaeh monk had his glasscarafte of water 
and wine, his plate of apples and saJad set before him; neither 
fish nor flesh were served up, the vigil of St. Augustine's day 
being observed as a fast with the utniost strietness. 

To enjoy at a glance this singular and majestie speetacle, 
we retreated to a vestibule preeeding the oetagon, and from 
thence looked through ali the portais down the long row of 
lamps into the refeetory, whieh, owing to its vast length of 
fuH two hundred feet, seemed ending in a point. After re- 
maining a few minutes to enjoy this perspective, four monks 
advaneed with torches to light us out of the convent, and bade 
us good-night with many bows and genufleetions. 

Our supper at the Capitan Mor's was very cheerfu]. We 
satup late, notwithstanding our fatigue, talking over the 
variety of objeets that had passed before our eyes in so short 
a space of time, the crowd of grotesque figures whieh had 
stuck to our heels so long and so elosely, and the awkward 
vivacity of the lay-brother. 

LETTER XXIII. 

Augusi28íh, ]?87. 
I WAS half asleep, half awake, when the sonorous bells 

of the convent struck my ears. The Marquis and Don 
Pedro's voiees in earnest conversation with the Capitan Mor 
in the adjoining ehamber, eompletely roused me. We swal- 
lowed our eoffee in haste; the Grand Prior reluctantly left 
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his pillow, and aeeompanicd us to high mass. The monks 
oncc more exerted their efibrts to prevail on us to dine with 
them; but wc remained inflcxiblc, and to avoid their impor- 
tunities liastened awaj, as soon as mass was ended, to the 
Viscount Ponte de Lima's gardens, where the deep shade of 
the bay and ilex sercened us from the excessive heat of 
the sun. 

The Marquis, scating himself by me, ncar one of those 
clear and copious fountains with which this magnificent Ita- 
lian-looking garden is refreshed and cnlivenecj, entered into a 
most serious and semi-official discourse about my stay in 
Portugal, and tlie means which werc projecting in a very high 
quarter to render it not only plcasant to myself, but of some 
importance to many others.' 

* # * * * * 

I felt relieved when the appearancc of Don Pedro and his 
uncle, who had bcen walking to the end. of an immensely 
long avenue of pines, warded orYa conversation that began to 
press hard upon me. Wc retumed altogether to the Capitan 
Mor's3 and found dinner reftdy. 

Both Don Pedro and nrysclf werc sorry to lcavc Mafra, 
and should have had no objection to another race along the 
cloisters and dormitories with the lay-brother. The evening 
was bright and clear, and the azure tints of the distant sea 
incxprcssibly lovely. Wc drove with a tumultuous rapidity 
over the rough-pavcd roads, that the Marquis and I could 
hardly hear a word wc said to each other. Don Pedro had 
mounted his horsc. Vcrdcil, who preceded us in the carinho, 
scemcd to outstrip the winds. His mule, one of the most 
ficry and gigantic of her species, excited by repeated floggings 
and the shout of a hulking Portugucsc postilion, perched up 
beliind the carriage, gallopcd at an ungovemablc rate; and at 
about a lcaguc from the rocks of Cintra, thought propor to 
jerk out its drivers into the midst of some bushes at the foot 
of a lofty bank, ncarly perpendicular, where they still re- 
mained sprawling when wc passed by. 

Vcrdcil hobbled up to us, and pointed to the carinho in the 
ditch bclow. Exccpt a slight contusion in the knce, he had 
received no hurt. I cxclaimcd immcdiatcly, that his escape 
was miraculous, and that, doubtiess, St. Anthony had some 
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hand in it. My friend, who has ahvays the horrors of heresy 
before his eyes, whispered me that the devil had saved him 
this time, but might not be so favourably disposed another. 

It was not half-past five whcn we reached Cintra. The 
Marchioness, the Abade, and the ehildren, were waiting our 
arrival. 

Feeling my head in a whirl, and my ideas as much jolted 
and jumbled as my body, I retumed home just before it fell 
dark, to enjoy a few hours of uninterrupted calm. The 
seenery of my ample saloon, its air of seclusion, its silence, 
seemed to breathe a momentary tranquiliity o ver my spirits. 
The mat smoothly laid down, and formed of the finest and 
most glossy straw, assumed by candlelight a delightful, soft, 
and liarmonious eolour. It looked so cool and glistening that 
I stretched myself upon it. There did I lie supine, contem- 
plating the serene summer-sky, and the moon rising slowly 
from behind the brow of a shrubby hill. À faint breeze 
blowing aside the curtains, discovered the summit of the 
woods in the garden, and beyond, a wide expanse of country, 
temiinated by plains of sea and hazy promontories. 

LETTER XXIV. 
August 29th, 1/87. 

IT was furiously hot, and I trifled away the whole moni- 
ing in my pavilion, surrounded by fidalgos in flowered bed- 
gowns, and musieians in yiolet-coloured aecoutrements, with 
broad straw-hats, like bonzes or talapoins, looking as sun- 
burnt, vaeant, and listless, as the inhabitants of Ormus or 
Bengal; so that my company as well as my apartment wore 
the most decided oriental appearance : the divan raised a few 
inches above the floor, the gilt trellis-work of the windows, 
and the pellueid streams of water rising from a tank imme- 
diately beneath them, supplied in endless succession by 
springs from the native rock. 

An agreeable variety prevails in my Asiatie saloon; half 
its curtains admit no light, and display the riehest folds; the 
other half are transparent, and cast a mild glow on the mat 
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and sofás. Largc clear mirrors multiply this profusion of 
drapery, and scveral of my guests seemed ncver tircd of run- 
ning from corner to eorner, to view thc difTerent groups of 
objects reflected on ali sides in the most unexpected directions, 
as if they fancied thcmsclvcs admitted by enchantraent to 
peep into a labyrinth of magic chambers. 

One of the party, a vcry shrewd old Italian priest, who 
had left his nativc land before the too-famous eartbquake 
shook more tban the half of Lisbon to its foundations, told 
me he remembered an apartment a good deal in this style, 
that is to say, bedeeked with mirrors and curtains, in a sort 
of fairy palaee communicating with thc Nunncxy of Odivellas, 
so famous for the pious retircment of that paragon of splendour 
and holiness, King John the Fifth. These were delightful days 
for the monareh and the fair companions of his devotions. 

"Oh!"said the old priest very judiciously, " of what 
avail is the fincst cage without birds to enliven it ? Had 
you but heard the celestial harmony of King John's rceluses, 
you would never have sat down eontented in your fine tent 
with the squalling of sopranos and the grumbling of bass- 
viols. The silver, virgin tones I allude to, proceeding from 
the holy recess into which no other malc mortal exeept the 
monareh was ever allowcd to penetmte, had an eífect I still 
remember with ecstaey, though at the distance of so many 
years. Four of our finest singers, two from Venice and two 
from Naples, attracted by a truly regai munificenee, added ali 
that the most eonsummate taste and science eould give to the 
best voices in Portugal; the result was perfection." 

Aguilar, who carne to dine with us, and whose mother, 
when in the bloom of youth and beauty, had been not un- 
frequently invited to act the part of perhaps more than audi- 
ence at these edifying parties, confirmed ali the wonders the 
old Italian narratcd, and added not a few of the samc gold 
and ruby colour in a strain so extravagantly enthusiastic, 
that were I to repeat even half the glittering aneedotes he 
favoured me with, upon the subject of Don John the Fifth's 
unbounded fervour and magnificence, your imagination would 
be completely dazzled. 

Just as we had removed from the dinner to thc dessert- 
tablc, which was spread out upon aterrace fronting the prin- 
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cipal alley of the gardens, entered the Abade Xavier, in full 
cry, with a rapturous story of the eonversion of an old con- 
sumptive Englishwoman, who, it secms, finding herself upon 
the eve of departure, had eallcd for a priest, to whom she 
might eonfess, and abjure her errors of every description. 
Happening to lodge at the Cintra hm, kept by a most flam- 
ing Irish Catholie, her commendable desires were speedily 
eomplied with, and Mascarenhas and Aceiaoli, and two or 
three other priests and monsignors, suinmoned to further the 
good work. 

ff Great," said the Abade, " are our rejoieings upon the oe- 
casion. This very evening the aged innocent is to be buried 
in triumph: Marialva, San Lorenzo, Asseca, and several 
more of the principal nobility are already asscmbled to graee 
the festival; suppose you were to come with me and join 
the procession ? " 

fí Witli ali my heart," did I reply ; <( although T have no 
great taste for funerais, so gay a one as this you talk of may 
forni an exeeption." 

Offwe set, driving as fast as most exeellent mules eould 
carrjr us, lest we should come too late for the entertainment. 
A great mob was assembled bcfore the door. At one of the 
windows stood the Grand Prior, looking as if he wished him- 
self a thousand leagues away, and reeiting bis breviary. I 
went up-stairs, and was immediately surrounded by the old 
Conde de San Lorenzo and other believers, overflovring with 
congratulations. Líasearenhas, one of the soundest Iimbs of 
the patriarchal establishment, a capital devotee and seraphic 
doetor, was introduced to me. Aceiaoli, whom I was before 
aequainted with, skipped about the room, rubbing his hands 
for joy, with a eunning leer on his jovial eountenanee, and 
snapping his fingers at Satan, as much as to my, c< I don't 
eare a d—TI for you. We have got one at least safe out of 
your clutehes, and clear at this very moment of the smoke of 
your caldron." 

There was such a bustle in the interior apartment where 
the wretched eorpse was deposited, sueh a ehanting and 
praying, for not a tongue was idle, that my head swam 
round,°and I took refuge by the Grand Prior. He by no 
means relished the party, and kept slnoigging np his shoulders, 
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and saying tbat it was very edifying — very edifying indeed, 
and tbat Acciaoli had been extrcmely alert, extremely active, 
and deserved great commendation, but that so nmeh fuss 
might as well have been spared. 

By some bints tbat dropped, I won't say from wbom, I dis- 
co vcred tbe innoeent now on tbe higli road to eternal felicit)r 

by no means to have suífered the eup of joy to pass by un- 
tastcd in this existence, and to have lived many years on a 
very easy footing, not only with a stout Englisb bachelor, 
but with several others, married and unmarried, of his par- 
ticular aequaintanee. However, she had taken a suddcn 
taek upon findingherselfdrivcn apacc down tbe tide of a rapid 
eonsumption, and had been fairly towed into port by the 
joint eftbrts of tbe Irish hostess and the monsignori Masca- 
renhas and Acciaoli. 

" Thrice  happy  Englishwoman,"   exclaimed  M a, 
<l what luck is thine ! In the next world immediate admis- 
sion to paradisc, and in this thy body will have the proud 
distinetion of being borne to tbe grave by men of the highest 
rank.—Was there cvcr such felieity ?" 

The arrival of a band of priests and sacristans, with 
tapers lighted and eross erected, ealled us to the seene of 
action. The procession being marshalled, the corpse, dressed 
in virgin-white, lying snug in a sort of rose-coloured band- 
box with six silvered handles, was brought forth.    M , 
who abhors the sight of a dead body, reddened up to his 
ears, and would have given a good sum to make an honour- 
ablc retreat; but no retreat could now have been made con- 
sistent with piety: hc was obliged to conquer his disgust and 
take a handle of the bier. Another was plaeed in the mur- 
derous gripe of the notorious San Vicente; another fell to 
the poor old snuffling Conde de San Lorcnzo; a fourth to 
the Viseount desseca, a mighty simple-looking young gentle- 
man ; the fifth and sixth were allotted to the Capitão Mor 
of Cintra, and to the judge, a gaunt fellow with a hang-dog 
eoiintenance. 

No sooner did the Grand Prior catch sight of the ghastly 
visao-e of the dead body as it was being conveyed down-stairs 
in the manner I have recited, than he made an attempt to 
move on, and precede instead of following the procession; 
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move on, and precede instead of following the procession; 
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but Acciaoli, who acted as master of the ceremonies, would 
not let him off so easily: hc allotted him the post of honour 
immediatcly at the head of the eorpse, and placcd himself at 
his left hand, giving the right to Mascarenhas. Ali the bells 
of Cintra struck up a cheerful peai, and to their merry jing- 
lings we hurried alongthrough a dense cloud of dust, a rabble 
of ehildren frolicking on either si de, and their grandmothers 
hobbling after, telling their beads, and grinning from ear to 
ear at this triumph o ver the prince of daTkness. 

Happily the way to the church was not long, or the dust 
would have choked us. The Grand Prior kcpt his mouth 
close not to admit a particle of it, but Acciaoli and his col- 
league were too full of their fortunate exploit not to chatter 
incessantly. Poor old San Lorenzo, who is fat, squat, and 
pursy, gasping for breath, stopped several times to rest on 
his journey. Marialva, whom disgust rendcred heartily fa- 
tigued with his burthen, was very glad likewise to make a 
pause or two. 

We found ali the altars in the church blazing with lights, 
the grave gaping for its immaculate irthabitant, and a nu- 
mero us detachment of priests and choristers waiting to re- 
ceive the proeession. The moment it entered, the same 
hymn which is sung at the intemient of babes and suck- 
lings burst forth from a hundrcd youthful voices, incense 
arose in clouds, and joy and gladness shone in the eyes of 
the whole congregaiion. 

A murmur of applause and congratulation went round 
anew, those whom it most concerned receiving with great afía- 
bility and meckness the compliments of the occasion. Old San 
Lorenzo, waddling up to the Grand Prior, huggcd him in his 
arms, and strewing him ali over with snufT, set him violently 
a-sneezing. San Vicente, as soon as the innocent was safely 
deposited, retired in a sort of dudgeon, being never rightly 
at ease in the presence of his brother-in-law Marialva. 
As for the latter warm-hcarted nobleman, exultation and 
triumph earried him beyond ali bounds of decorum. He 
scofTed bitterly at heretics, reprcsented in their true colours 
the actual happiness of the convert, and just as we left the 
church, cried out loud enough for ali those who were near to 
have heard him, " EUe sef- iclie de nous tous àprésent.1' 

ú 
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Their pious toil being ended, Mascarenhas and Aeeiaoli 
aceompanied us to the hcights of Penha Verde, to brcathe a 
fresh air under the odoriferous pines : then, retuming in our 
eompany to Ramalhaô, partook of a nice collation of iced 
fruit and sweetmeats, and eoneluded the evening with much 
gratifying diseourse about the lively scene we had just wit- 
nessed. 

LETTER XXV. 

THE principal personages wh o had so piously distinguished 
themselves )?esterday dined with me this blessed afternoon. 
01 d San Lorenzo has a prodigious memory and a warm ima- 
gination, rendered still more glowing by a slight touch of 
madness. He appears perfeetly well aequainted with the 
general politics of Europe, and though never beyond the 
limits of Portugal, gave so eireumstantial and plausible a 
detail of what oeeurred, and of the part he himself acted at 
the eongress of Aix-la-Chapelle, that I was eompletely his 
dupe, and believed, until ] was let into the seeret, that he 
had aetually witnessed what he only dreamt of. Notwith- 
síanding the high favour he enjoyed with the Infante Don 
Pedro, Pombal east him into a dungeon with the other vie- 
tims of the Aveiro conspiracy, and for eighteen most me- 
laneholy ymr% was his active mind reduced to prey upon 
itself for sustenanee. 

Upon the present Qucen*s aceession he was released, and 
found his intimate friend the Infante sharing the throne ; but 
thinking himself somewhat coolly reeeived and shabbily neg- 
leeted, he threw the key of ehamberlain whieli was sent him 
into a plaee of less dignity than convenience, and retired to 
the eonvent of the Neeessidades. No means, I have been 
assured, were left untried b}r the King to soothe and flatter 
him; but they ali proved fruitless. Since this period, though 
he quitted the eonvent, he has never appeared at court, and 
has refuscd ali employment. Devotion now absorbs his en- 
tire soul. Exeept when the chord of imprisonment and Pom- 
bal is touched upon, he is calm and reasonable: í found him 
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extremely so to-day, and full of the most instruetive and 
amusing anccdote. 

Coftee over, my eompany having stretched themselves out 
at full-length most eomfortably, some on the mat, and some 
on the sofás, to reeruit their spirits I suppose, afterthe pious 
toils and enthusiastie procession of the day before, I prevailed 
upon Marialva to escort me to Mrs. Guildermeestei^s, whom 
we found in a vast but dingy saloon, her toads squatting 
around her. She gave us some excellent tea, and a plain 
sensibleloafof brown bread, aecompanied by delicious butter, 
just fresh from a genuine Dutch dairy, condueted upon the 
most immaculate Dutch principies. Donna Gcnuefa, the 
toad-passive in waiting, is a little jossish old woman, with a 
head as round as a humming-top, and a large placid líp., very 
smiling and good-natured. IVIiss Coster, the toad-active., lias 
been rather pretty a few years ago, makes tea with decorum, 
shuts doors and opens windows with judgment, and has a 
good deal to say for herself when allowed to sit still on her 
chair. 

We had searcely begun complimenting the mistress of the 
house upon the complete suceess of her cow-establishment, 
when the old cônsul her spouse entered, with many bows 
and salutations, bearing a huge japan tray, upon which was 
spread out in glittering profusion an ample treasure, both of 
rough and well-lapidated brilliants, the fruits of his famous 
and most lucrative contraet in the days of Pombal. Some of 
the largest diamonds, in superb though heavy Dutch or Ger- 
man settings, he eagerly desired Marialva would recommend 
to the attention of the Queen, and whispered in my ear that 
he hoped I also would speak a good word for hiin. I remained 
as deaf as an adder, and tlie Marquis as blind as a beetle, 
to the splendour of the display; so he returned once more to 
his interior eabinet, with ali his hopes out of blossom. and we 
moved ofY. 

Evening was drawing on, and a drizzling mist overspread- 
mg the crags of Cintra. It did not, however, prevent us from 
going to Mr. Horne's. We passed under arching elms and 
ehestnuts, whose moistened foliage exhaled a fresh woody 
odour. High above the vapours., which were rolling away 
just as we emerged from the shady avenue, appeared the 
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Lturret of the convent of the Penha, faintly tinted by the last 
rays of the sun, and looking down, like the ark on Mount 
Ararat, on a sea of undulating clouds. 

At Horne's, Aguilar, Bezerra, and the usual set were as- 
sembled. The Marquis, as soon as he liad made liis eon- 
deseending bows to the right and left, retired to his vil!a, 
and I took Home in my chaise to XH. Staits', a littlc slender- 
waisted, wild-eyed woman, by no means unpleasing or flinty- 
hearted. It wa»s her birth-day, and she had congregated niost 
of the English at Cintra, in a damp garden about seventy 
feet long by thirty-two, illuminated by tliirty or forty lan- 
terns. Mrs. Guildermeester was there, eovered with dia- 
monds, and sparkling like a star in the niidst of this murky 
atmosphere.t We had a cold funereal supper, undcr a low 
tent in imitation of a grotto. 

Mrs. Staits' well-disposed, easy-tempered husband placed 
me next Mrs. Guildermeester, who amused herself tolerably 
well at the cxpense of the entertainment. The dingy, sub- 
terraneous appearanee of the booth, the wan light of the ian- 
terns sparingly seattered along it, and the fragrance of a dish 
of rather mature prawns plaeed under my nose, seized me 
with the idea of being dead and buried. íf Alas !" said 1 to 
my fair neighbour, " it is ali o ver with us now, and tliis our 
íirst banquet in the infernal regions; we are ali equal and 
jumbled togcther. There sits the pious presbyterian Mrs. 
Fussock, with that bridling miss her daughter, and elose to 
them   those   adulterous   doves,   Mr and  his   sultana. 
Here am I, miserable sinner, right opposite your righteous 
and mueh enduring spouse; a little lower our kind host, 
that pattern of conjugal meekness and resignation. Hark ! 
don't you hear a hnnbering noise ? They are letting down a 
eargo of heavy bodies into a neighbouring tomb." 

In this strain did we continue till the subject was ex- 
hausted, and it was time to take our departure. 
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LETTER XXVI. 

Septcmber lOth, 1787. 

ADIEU to the tranquillity of Cintra, we shall soon have 
nothing but hubbub and confusion. The Qaeen is on the 
point of arriving with ali her maids of honour, secretaries of 
state, dwarfs, negresses and horses, whitc, black, and pie- 
bald. Half the quintas around will be dried up, military 
possession having been taken of the aqueducts, and their 
waters diverted into new channels for the use of an encamp- 
ment. 

I was walking in a long arched bower of citron-trees, when 
M appeared at the end of the avenue, accompanied by 
the Duke d'Alafoins. This is tlie identical personage welí- 
known in every part of Europe by the appellation of Duke of 
Braganza. He has no right, however, to wear that illustri- 
ous title, which is merged in the crown. Were he called 
Duchess Dowager, of anything you please, I think nobody 
would dispute the propriety of his style, lie being so like an 
old lady of the bed-chamber, so fiddle-faddle and so coquet- 
tish. He had put on rouge and patches, and though he has 
seen seventy winters, contrived to tum on his heel and glide 
about with juvenile agility. 

I was much surprised at the ease of hís motions, having 
been told that he was a martyr to the gout. After lisping 
French with a most rcfined accent, complaining of the sun, 
and the roads, and the state of architecture, he departed, 
(thank heaven !) to mark out a spot for the encampment of 
the cavalry, which are to guard the Queen?s sacred person 
during her residence in these mountains.     M  was in 
duty bound to accompany him ; but left his son and his 
nephews, the heirs of the house of Tancos, to dine with me. 

ín the evening, Verdeil, tired with sauntering about the 
verandas, proposed a ride to a neíghbouring village, where 
there was a fair. He and Don Pedro mounted their horses, 
and preceded the young Tancos and me in a garden-chair, 

250 CINTRA. 

LETTER XXVI. 

Septcmber lOth, 1787. 

ADIEU to the tranquillity of Cintra, we shall soon have 
nothing but hubbub and confusion. The Qaeen is on the 
point of arriving with ali her maids of honour, secretaries of 
state, dwarfs, negresses and horses, whitc, black, and pie- 
bald. Half the quintas around will be dried up, military 
possession having been taken of the aqueducts, and their 
waters diverted into new channels for the use of an encamp- 
ment. 

I was walking in a long arched bower of citron-trees, when 
M appeared at the end of the avenue, accompanied by 
the Duke d'Alafoins. This is the identical personage well- 
known in every part of Europe by the appellation of Duke of 
Braganza. He has no right, however, to wear that illustri- 
ous title, which is merged in the crown. Were he called 
Duchess Dowager, of anything you please, I think nobody 
would dispute the propriety of his style, he being so like an 
old lady of the bed-chamber, so fiddle-faddle and so coquet- 
tish. He had put on rouge and patches,, and though he has 
seen seventy winters, contrived to tum on his heel and glide 
about with juvenile agility. 

I was much surprised at the ease of his motions, having 
been told that he was a martyr to the gout. After lisping 
French with a most rcfined accent, complaining of the sun, 
and the roads, and the state of architecture, he departed, 
(thank heaven !) to mark out a spot for the encampment of 
the cavalry, which are to guard the Queen?s sacred person 
during her residence in these mountains.     M  was in 
duty bound to accompany him ; but left his son and his 
nephews, the heirs of the house of Tancos, to dine with me. 

ín the evening, Verdeil, tired with sauntering about the 
verandas, proposed a ride to a neíghbouring village, where 
there was a fair. He and Don Pedro mounted their horses, 
and preceded the young Tancos and me in a garden-chair, 



CINTRA. 251 

drawn bv a most resolute mule. The roads are abominable, 
and lay partly along the sloping base of the Cintra moun- 
tains, vlrich in the spring, no doubt, are clothed with" a tole- 
rabie verdura, but at this season every blade of grass is parch- 
ed and witliered. Our earriage-wheels, as we drove sideling 
along these slippery declivities, pressed forth the odour of in- 
numerable aromatie herbs, half pulverized. Thieknesse per- 
haps would have said, in his original quaint style, that Nature 
was treating us with a pineh of her best cephalie. No snuff, 
indeed, ever threw me into a more violent fit of sneczing. 

I eould hardly keep up my head when we arrived at the 
fair, whieh is held on a pleasant lawn, bounded on one side 
by the pieturesque buildings of a eonvent of Hieronimites, 
and on the other by roeky hills, shattered into a variety of 
uneouth romantic forms; one cliff in partieular, called the 
Pedra d'os Ovos, terminated by a cross, crowns the assem- 
blage, and exhibits a very grotesque appearanee. Behind 
the eonvent a thiek shrubbcry of olives, ilex, and eitron, fills 
up a small vallejr refreshed by fountains, whose elear waters 
are condueted through several eloisters and gardens, surround- 
ed by low marble eolumns, supporting fretted arches in the 
morisco style. 

The peasants assembled at the fair were seattered over the 
lawn ; some eonversing with the monks, others half intoxi- 
eated;, sliding off their donkeys and sprawling upon the 
ground; others bargaining for silk-nets and spangled rings, to 
bestow on their mistresses. The monks, who were busily 
employed in administering ali sorts of eonsolations, spiritual 
and temporal, aceording to their respective ages and vocations, 
happily paid us no kind of attention, so we escaped being 
stuffed with sweetmeats, and worried with compliments. 

At sunset we returned toRamalhaô, and drank tea in its lan- 
tern-like saloon, in whieh are no less than eleven glazed doors 
and windows of large dimensions. The winds were still; the 
air balsamie; and the sky of so soft an azure that we eould 
not remain with patienee under any other eanopy, but stept 
onee more into our cumcles and drove as far as the Duteh 
consul's new building, by the mingled light of innumerable 
stars. 

It was after ten when we got back to the Marialva vilh, 
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and long before we reaehed it, we heard the plaintive tones of 
voices and wind instrnments issuing from the thickets. On 
the margin of the principal basin sat the Marchioness and 
Donna Henriquetta, and a numerous groap of their female 
attendants, many of them most graceful figures, and listening 
with ali their hearts and souls to the rehearsal of some very 
delightful musie with whieh her Majesty is to be serenaded a 
few evenings hence. 

It was one of those serene and genial nights when musie 
aequires a double eliarm, and opens the heart to tender 
though melaneholy impressions. Not a leaf rustled, not a 
breath of wind disturbed the clear ílame of the Hghts whieh 
had been plaeed near the fountains, and which just served to 
make th em visible. The waters, flowing in rills round the 
roots of the lemon-trees, formed a rippling nwmnur; and in 
the pauses of the concert, no other sound exeept some very 
faint wliisperings was to be distinguished; so that the enehant- 
ment of elimate, musie, and mystery, ali contributed to 
tlirow my niind into a sort of trance, from whieh I was not 
roused again without a degree of painful reluctauce. 

LETTER XXVII. 

September 12th, 1787. 

I WAS hardly up before the Grand Prior and IVÍr. Street were 
announeed: the latter abusing kings, queens, and princes, 
with ali his might, and roaring after liberty and independ- 
ence; the former complaining of fogs and damps. 

As soon as the advocate for republieanism had taken his 
departure, we went by appointment to the Archbishop-eonfes- 
sor's, and were immediately admitted into his sanctnm sane- 
toruiti, a snug apartment communicating by a winding stair- 
case with that of the Queen, and hung with bright, lively 
tapestry. A lay-brother, fat, round, buffoonical, and to the 
fui] as eoarse and vulgar as any cárter or muleteer in Chris- 
tendom, entertained us with some very amusing, though not 
the most decent, palaee stories, till his patron carne forth. 

Those who expect to sce the Grand Inquisitor of Portugal, 
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a doleful, meagrc figure, with cycs of reproof and malcdic- 
tion, would bc disappointcd. A pleasanter or more honcst 
countenancc than that kind hcaven has blcsscd him with, 
onc has seldom thc comfort of looking upon. He received me 
in thc most opcn, cordial manner, and I have rcason to think 
I am in mighty favour. 

We talkcd about archbishops in England being married. 
c< Pray," said thc prelatc, " are not your archbishops strange 
fellows ? consecrated in alc-houses, and good bottlc compa- 
nions ? í have bcen told that mad-cap Lord Tyrawlcy was 
an archbishop at home/' You may imagine how niucli I 
laughed at this inconccivable nonsense; and though I cannot 
say, speaking of his yight reverence, that « truths divino 
camc mended from his tongue," it may bc allowed, that non- 
sense itsclf became more conspicuously nonsensical, flowing 
from so revered a source. 

Whilst wc sat in the windows of the saloon, listening to a 
band of regimental music, we saw Joaô António de Castro, 
thc ingenious mechanician, who invented the present method 
of lighting Lisbon, two or three solemn Dominicans, and a 
famous court fool * in a tawdry gala-suit, bedizencd with 
mock orders, coming up the steps which ícad to the great 
audience-chamber, ali together. <f Ay, ay," said thc lav- 
brother, who is a shrcwd, cómica! fcllow, " behold a trtic 
picture of our customers ! Threc sorts of persons find their 
way most readily into this palacc; men of superior abilities, 
bufibons, and saints; the íirst soon losc what eleverness they 
possessed, thc saints become martyrs, and the bufibons alonc 
prosper." 

To ali this the Archbishop gave his hearty assent by a 
very significant nod of thc hcad; and being, as I have alrcady 
told you, in a most gracious, communicative disposition, 
would not permit me to go away, whcn I rose up to takc lcavc 
ofhim. 

4< No, no/' said hc, « don't think of quitting me yct 
awhile. Let us repair to the hall of Swans, where ali thc- 
court are waiting for me, and pray tcll me then what you 
think of our great fidalgos." 

Taking me by the tip of the  fingers, hc led me along 
• Don Joaô da Valpcrra. 
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through a number of shady rooms and dark passages to a pri- 
vate door, which opened from the Queen's presence-chamber, 
into a vast saloon, crowded, I really believe, by half the dig- 
nitaries of the kingdom: here were bishops, heads of orders, 
secretaries of state, generais, lords of the bedchamber, and 
courtiers of ali denominations, as fine and as conspicuous as 
embroidered uniforms, stars, crosses, and gold keys could 
make them. 

The astonishment of this group at our sudden apparition 
was truly laughable, and indeed, no wonder; we must have 
appeared on the point of beginning a minuet—the portly 
Arehbishop in his monastic, flowing white drapery, spreading 
himself out like a turkey in full pride, and myself bowing and 
advancing in a sort of pas-graves blinking ali the whilc like 
an owl in sunshine, thanks to my rapid transition from dark- 
ness to the most glaring daylight. 

Dowii went half the party upon their knees, some with 
petitions and some with memoriais ; those begging for places 
and promotions, and these for benedictions, of which my 
revered conductor was by no means prodigal. He seemed to 
treat ali these eager demonstrations of fawning servility with 
the most contemptuons composure, and pushing through the 
crowd which divided respectfully to give us passage, beck- 
oned the Viscount Ponte de Lima, the Marquis of Lavradio, 
the Count d'Obidos, and two or three of the lords in waiting, 
into a mean little room, not above twenty by fourteen. 

After a deal of adulatory complimentation in a most sub- 
dued tone from the circle of courtiers, for which they had got 
nothing in return but rebufis and gruntling, the Arehbishop 
drew his chair close to mine, and said wilh a very distinct 
and audible pronunciation, ie My dear Englishman, these are 
ali a pareel of flattering scoundrels; do not believe one word 
they say to you. Though they glitter like gold, mud is not 
meaner—I knowthem well. Here/' continued he, holding 
up the flap of my coat, " is a proof of English prudenee; this 
little button to seeure the pocket is a preeious contrivance, 
especially in grand company; do not leave it off, do not adopt 
any of our fashions, or you will repent it." 

This sally of wit was reeeived with the most resigned 
complacency by those who had inspired it, and, staring with 
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ali my jeye», and listening with ali my ears., I could hardly 
credit either upon seeing the most complaisant gesticulations, 
and hearing the most abject protestations of devoted attaeh- 
ment to his right reverenee's sacred person frora ali the com- 
pany. 

There is no saying how long this tide of adnlation would 
have eontinued pouring on, if it had not been interrupted by 
a message from the Queen., commanding the confessora imme- 
diate attendance. Giving his garments a hearty shake, he 
trudged off, bawling out to me over his shoulder, " I shall be 
baek in half-an-hour, and you must dine with me."—"Dine 
with him !" exclainied the company in chorus: " such an 
honour never befel any one of us; how fortunate ! how dis- 
tinguished you are !" 

Now, I must confessj I was by no means enchanted with 
this most peculiar invitation ; I had a much pleasanter en- 
gagement at Penha-Verde, one of the coolest and most ro- 
mantic spots in ali this poetic district, and felt no vocation 
to be cooped up in a dose bandboxical apartment, smelling of 
paint and varnish enough to give the headach; however, 
there was no getting off. I was told that I must obey, for 
everybody in these regions, high or low, the royal family 
themselves not exeepted, obeyed the Archbishop, and that I 
ought to esteem myself too happy in so agreeable an oppor- 
tunity. 

It would be only repeating what is known to every one, 
who knows any tliing of courts and courtiers, were I to add 
the flowery speeches, the warm encomiums, I received from 
the íinest feathered birds of this covey upon my own trans- 
cendant perfections, and those of my host that was to be. 
The half-hour, which, by the by, was more than three-quar- 
ters, scarcely sufficed for lialf those ver}7 people had to say 
in my commendation, who, a few days ago, were ali reserve 
and indifferenee, if I happened to approach them. My sum- 
mons to this envied repast was conveyed to me by no less a 
personage than the Marquis of M , who, with gladsome 
surprise in ali his gestures, whispered me, (< I am to be of 
the party too, the íirst time in my life I can assure you; 
lot a creature besides is to be admitted; for my uncle is gone 
íiome tired of waiting for you." 
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We knoeked at thc private door, which was immedi- 
ately opencd, and followmg thc same passagcs through wbich 
T had becn bcfore conducted, cmerged into an ante-ehambcr 
looking hito a vcry ncat little kitchen, where thc lay-brother, 
with his slccves tuckcd up to his shoulders, was making hos- 
pitable preparation. A table with thrcc covers was prepared 
in thc tapestry-room, and upon a sofá, in thc corner of it, sat 
the omnipotent prclate, wrapped up in an old smiff-coloured 
great coat, sadly patchcd and tattered. 

" Come," said lie, clapping his hands after thc oriental 
fashion, " serve up, and let us be merry—Oh, these women, 
thesc women, above stairs, what a plague it is to scttlc their 
differences! Who knows better than you, Marquis, what 
enigmas they are to unriddle ? I dare say thc Englishman9s 
archbishops have not half such puzzles to get over as I have: 
well, lct us sec what wc have got for you." 

Entered thc lay-brother with three roasting-pigs, on a huge 
tray of massive silver, and an enonnous pillau, as admimble 
in quality as in size; and so it had need to have bcen,for in 
these two dishes consisted our whole dinner. I am told the 
faro at the Archbishop's table never varies, and roasting-pigs 
sueceed roasting-pigs, and pillaus pillans throughout ali the 
vicissitudes of the scasons, except on certain peculiar fast-days 
of supreme meagre. 

Thc simplicity of this part of õur entertaiument was made 
up by the profusion and splcndour of our dessert, which ex- 
cceded in varicty of fmits and swectmeats any one of which 
I had ever partaken. As to thc wines, they were admir- 
able, the tribute of every part of the Portugucse dominions. 
ofTered up at this holy shrinc. The Port Company, who are 
just soliciting thc rencwal of their charter, had contribnted 
the ehoiccst produce of their happicst vintages, and as I hap- 
pencd to commend its peculiar exccllence, my hospitable en- 
tertainer, whose good-humour sccmed to acquirc every in- 
stant a livelier glow, insisted upon my accepting sevcral pipes 
of it, which were punctually sent me the next morning. The 
Arehbishop becamc quite jovial, and supposing I was not 
more insensible to the joys of convivial potations than many 
of my countrymen, plied me as often and as waggishly as if 
I had becn one of his imaginary archbishops, or Lord Ty- 
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rawley himsclÇ retumed from those cold precincts whcre no 
dinncrs are givcn or bottlc circulated. 

The lay-brothcr was such a fountain of anecdote, the 
Archbishop in such glec, and Marialva in such jubilation at 
bemg admittcd to thisconfidential party, that it is impossible 
to say how long it would have lasted, had not the hour of 
hcr Majesty's evening excursion approached, and the Ardi- 
bishop been callcd to aecompany her. As Master of the 
Horse, the Marquis eould not dispense with liis attcndance, 
so I was left under the guidance of the hy-brotíier, who, 
jeading me through another labyrinth of passages, opened a 
kmd of wicket door, and let me out with as little ceremony 
as he would have tumed a goose adrift on a common. 

LETTER XXVIII. 

Sept. 19th, 1787. 

NEVER did I behold so fine a day, or a sky of such lovely 
asure.    The M were with me by lialf-past six, and we 
rode over wild hills, which command a great extent of appa- 
rently desert country; for the villages, if there are any, are 
concealed in ravines and hollows. 

Intending to explore the Cintra mountains from one ex- 
tremity to the other of the range, we placed rclays at difter- 
ent stations. Our first object was the Convcnt of Nossa 
Senhora da Penha, the little romantie pile of white buildings 
I had scen glittering from afar when I first sailed by the 
coast of Lisbon. From tliis pyramidical elevation the vicw 
is boundless: you look immediatcly down upon an immense 
expanse of sea, the vast, unlimited Atlantic. A long series 
of detached clouds of a dazzling whiteness, suspended low 
over the waves, had a magic effbet, and in pagan times might 
have appeared, without any great stretch of faney, the cars 
of marine divinities just risen from the bosom of their ele- 
ment. 

There was nothing very interesting in the objects imme- 
diatcly around us.    The Moorish remains in the ncighbour- 
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hood of the convent are scarcely worth notice, and indeed 
seem never to have made part of any eonsiderable edifiee. 
They were probably built up with the dilapidations of a 
Roman temple, wliose eonstruetors had perhaps in their turn 
availed themselves of the fragments of a Punic or Tyrian fane 
raised on this liigh plaee, and blackened with the smoke of 
some horrible sacrifice. 

Amidst the crevices of the mouldering walk, and particu- 
lar] y in the vault of a eistern, which Eeems to have served 
both as a reservoir and a bath, I noticed some capillaries and 
polypodiums of infinite delicacy; and on a íittle flat space 
before the convent a numerous tribe of pinks, gentians, and 
other alpine plants, fanned and invigorated by the puré 
mountain air. These refreshing breezes, inipregnated with 
the perfume of innumerable aromatic herbs and flowers, seem- 
ed to infuse new Hfe into my veins, and, with it, an almost 
irresistible impulse to fali down and worship in this vast 
temple of Nature the source and cause of existence. 

As we had a very extensive ride in eontemplation, I could 
not remain half so long as I vished on this acrial and se- 
cluded summit.   Descending by a tolcrably easy road, which 
wound amongst the rocks in many an irregular curve, we fol- 
io wed for severa! miles a narro w traet o ver the brow of savage 
and desolate eminences, to the Cork convent, whieh answered 
exactly, at the first glanee we caught of it, the picture onc 
represei!ts to one's self of the settlement of Robinson Crusoe. 
Before the entrance, formed of two ledges of ponderous rock, 
extends a smooth levei  of greensward, browsed bjr cattle, 
wliose tinkling bells filled me with recollections of early days 
passed amongst wild and alpine seenery.    The Hermitage, 
its cells, chapei, and refectory, are ali scooped out of the na- 
tive marble, and lined with the bark of the cork-tree.   Seve- 
ral of the passages about it are not only roofed, but floored 
with the same material, extremely soft and pleasant to the 
feet.   The shrubberies and garden-plats, dispersed amongst 
the mossy rocks which lie about in the wildest eonfusion, are 
delightful, and I took great pleasure in exploring their nooks 
and comers, following the course of a transparent, gurgling 
rill, which is condueted through a rustic water-shoot, between 
bushes of lavender and rosemary of the tenderest green. 

258 CHfTRA. 

hood of the convent are scarcely worth notice, and indeed 
seem never to have made part of any eonsiderable edifiee. 
They were probably built up with the dilapidations of a 
Roman temple, wliose eonstruetors had perhaps in their turn 
availed themselves of the fragments of a Punic or Tyrian fane 
raised on this liigh plaee, and blackened with the smoke of 
some horrible sacrifice. 

Amidst the crevices of the mouldering walk, and particu- 
lar] y in the vault of a eistern, which Eeems to have served 
both as a reservoir and a bath, I noticed some capillaries and 
polypodiums of infinite delicacy; and on a íittle flat space 
before the convent a numerous tribe of pinks, gentians, and 
other alpine plants, fanned and invigorated by the puré 
mountain air. These refreshing breezes, inipregnated with 
the perfume of innumerable aromatic herbs and flowers, seem- 
ed to infuse new Hfe into my veins, and, with it, an almost 
irresistible impulse to fali down and worship in this vast 
temple of Nature the source and cause of existence. 

As we had a very extensive ride in eontemplation, I could 
not remain half so long as I vished on this acrial and se- 
cluded summit.   Descending by a tolcrably easy road, which 
wound amongst the rocks in many an irregular curve, we fol- 
io wed for severa! miles a narro w traet o ver the brow of savage 
and desolate eminences, to the Cork convent, whieh answered 
exactly, at the first glanee we caught of it, the picture onc 
represei!ts to one's self of the settlement of Robinson Crusoe. 
Before the entrance, formed of two ledges of ponderous rock, 
extends a smooth levei  of greensward, browsed bjr cattle, 
wliose tinkling bells filled me with recollections of early days 
passed amongst wild and alpine seenery.    The Hermitage, 
its cells, chapei, and refectory, are ali scooped out of the na- 
tive marble, and lined with the bark of the cork-tree.   Seve- 
ral of the passages about it are not only roofed, but floored 
with the same material, extremely soft and pleasant to the 
feet.   The shrubberies and garden-plats, dispersed amongst 
the mossy rocks which lie about in the wildest eonfusion, are 
delightful, and I took great pleasure in exploring their nooks 
and comers, following the course of a transparent, gurgling 
rill, which is condueted through a rustic water-shoot, between 
bushes of lavender and rosemary of the tenderest green. 



CINTRA. 259 

The Prior of this romantie retirement is appointed by the 
Marialvas, and this very day his installation takes plaee, so 
\ve werc pressed to dine with him upon the occasion, and 
could not refuse; but as it was still very early, we galloped 
on, intending to visit a famous cliff, the Pedra d'Àlvidrar, 
which eomposes one of the most stríking features of that re- 
nowned promontory the Rock of Lisbon. 

Our road led us through the skirts of the woods which sur- 
round the delightful village of Collares, to another range of 
barren eminenees extending along the sea-shore. I advaneed 
to the vcry margin of the eliff, which is of great height, and 
nearly perpendicular. A rabble of boys followed at the heels 
of our horses, and five stout lads, detached from this posse, 
deseended with the most perfeet uneoneem the dreadful pre- 
eipice. One in particular walked down with his arms ex- 
panded, like a beíng of a superior order. The coast is truly 
pieturesque, and eonsists of bold projeetions, intermixed with 
pyramidieal rocks sueeeeding eaeli other in theatrical perspec- 
tive, the most distant crowned by a lofty tower, which serves 
as a lighthouse. 

No words can convey an adequate idca of the bloom of the 
atmosphere, and the silvery light refleeted from the sea. 
From the edge of the abyss, where I had remained severa! 
minutes like one spell-bound, we deseended a winding path, 
about half a mile, to the beach. Here we foimd ourselves 
nearly shut in by shattered elirTs and grottos, a fantastic am- 
phithcatre, the best caleulated that can possibly be imagincd 
to invite the sports of sea nymphs. Such eoves, such deep 
and broken recesses, such a play of outline I never bebei d, 
nor did I ever hear so powerful a roar of rushing waters upon 
any other coast. No wonder the warm and suseeptible ima- 
gination of the aneients, inflamed by the scenery of the place., 
led th em to believe they distinguished the conchs of tritons 
sounding in these retired caverns; nay, some grave Lusita- 
nians positively declared they had not only heard, but seen 
theni, and despatched a messenger to the Emperor Tiberius 
to announce the event, and congratulai e him upon so evident 
and auspicious a manifestation of divinity. 

The tide was beginning to ebb, and allowed us, not with- 
out some risk hovrever, to pass into a cavem of surprising 
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loftiness, the sídes of which were inerusted with beautiful 
limpets, and a variety of small sliells grouped together. 
Against some rude and porous fragments, not far ftom the 
aperture through which we had erept, the waves swell with 
violenee, rush into the air, form instantaneous eanopies of 
foam, then fali down in a thousand trickling rills of silver. 
The fliekering gleams of light thrown upon irregular arches 
admitting into darker and more retired grottos,— the mys- 
terious, watery gloom,—the eehoing murmurs and almost mu- 
sical sounds, oceasioned by the conflict of winds and waters,— 
the strong odour of an atmosphere composed of saline parti- 
cles,—produced altogether such a bewildering eflect upon the 
senses, that I can easily conceive a min d, poetically given, 
might be thrown into that kind of tone which inclines to the 
belief of supernatural appearances. I am not surprised, there- 
fore, at the credulity of the aneients, and only wonder my own 
imagination did not deceive me in a similar manner. . 

If solitude could have induced the Nereids to have vouch- 
safed me an apparition, it was not wanting, for ali my com- 
pany had separated upon different pursuits, and had left me 
entirely to myself. During the full half-hour I remained 
shut out from the breathing world, one solitary corvo marino 
was the only living creature I caught sight of, perched upon 
an insulated rock, about fifty paces from the opening of the 
cavem. 

I was so stunned with the complicated sounds and mur- 
murs which íilled my ears, that it was some moments before 
I could distinguish the voices of Verdcil and Don Pedro, who 
were just returned from a hunt after seaweeds and madra- 
pores, calling me loudly to mount on horsebaek, and make 
the best of our way to rejoin the Marquis and his attendants, 
ali gone to mass at the Cork convent. Happily, the little 
detached clouds we had seen from the high point of Nossa 
Senhora da Penha, instead of melting into the blue sky, had 
been gathering together, and screened us from the sun. We 
had therefore a delightful ride, and upon alighting from our 
palfreys found the old Abade just arrived with Luis de Mi- 
randa, the colonel of the Cascais regiment, surrounded by a 
whole synod of monks, as picturesque as bald patês and 
venerable beards could make them. 
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As soon as the Marquis carne forth from his devotions, 
dinner was served up exactly in the style one might have 
expeeted at Mequinez 01 Moroeco,—pillaus of difTerent kinds, 
delicious quailsj and pyramids of rice tinged with saffron. 
Our dessert, in point of fruits and sweetmeats, was most 
luxurious, nor would Pomona herself have been ashamed of 
canying in her lap such peaches and nectarines as rolled in 
profusion about the table. 

The Abade seemed animated after dinner by the spirit of 
contradiction, and would not allow the Marquis or Luis de 
Miranda to know more about the court of John the Fifth, 
than of that of Pharaoh, king of Egypt. 

To avoid being stunned by the clamours of the dispute, in 
which two or three monks with stentorian voices began to 
take part most vehemently, Don Pedro, Verdeil, and I climb- 
ed up amongst the hanging shrubberies of arbutus, bay, and 
myrtle, to a little platform carpeted with delicate herbage, 
exhaling a fresh, aromatic perfume upon the slightest pres- 
sure. There we saí, lulled by the murmur of distant waves, 
breaking over the craggy shore we had visited in the morn- 
ing. The clouds carne slowly sailing over the hills. My 
companions pounded the cones of the pines, and gave me the 
kernels, which have an agreeable almond taste. 

The evening was far advanced before we abandoned our 
peaceful, sequestered situation, and joined the Marquis, who 
had not been yet able to appease the Abade. The vociferous 
old man made so many appeals to the father-guardian of the 
convent in defence of his opinions, that I thought we never 
should have got away. At length we departed, and after 
wandcring about in clouds and darkness for two hours, reach- 
ed Cintra exactly at ten. The Marclúoness and the children 
had been much alarmed at our long absenee, and rated the 
Abade severely for having occasioned it. 
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262 PEKHA VERDE. 

LETTER XXIX. 

September 22nd, 1787. 

WHEN I got up, the mists were stealing off the hills, and 
the distant sea discovering itself in ali its azure hloom. 
Though I had been led to expect man)' visiters of importance 
from Lisbon, the morning was so inviting that I could not 
resist riding out after breakfast, even at the risk of not being 
present at their arrivaL 

T took the road to Collares, and found the aír delightfully 
soft and fragrant. Some min which had lately failen, had 
refreshed the whole face of the country, and tinged the steeps 
beyond Penha Verde \vith purple and green ; for the numerous 
tribe of heaths had started into blossom, and the little irre- 
gular lawns, overliung by crooked cork-trees, which oceur so 
frequently by the way-side, are nowcovered with large white 
lilies streaked with pink. 

Penha Verde itself is a loyely spot. The villa, with its 
loT\-, flat roofs, and a loggia projecting at one end, exactly 
resembles the edifices in Gaspar PousshVs landscapes. Before 
one of the fronts is a square parterre with a fountain in the 
middle, and niches in the wafis with antique busts. Above 
these walls a variety of trees and shrubs rise to a great eleva- 
tion, and compose a mass of the richest foliage. The pines, 
wliieh, by their bright-green eolour, liave given the epithet of 
verdant to this rocky point (Penha Verde), are as picturesque 
as those I nsed to admire so warmly in the Negroni garden at 
Eome, and full as ancient, perhaps more so: tradition as- 
sures us they were planted by the far-famed Don John de 
Castro, whose heart reposes in a small marble chapei beneath 
their sliade. 

How often must that heroic heart, whilst it still beat in 
one of the best and most magnanimous of human bosoms, 
have yearned after this calm retirement! Here, at least, did 
it promise itself that rest so cruelly denied him b)r the blind 
perversities of his ungrateful countrymen: for his had been 
an arduous contest, a long and agonizing struggle, not only in 
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the field under a burning sun, and in the face of períl and 
death, but in sustaining the glory and good fame of Portugal 
against court intrigues, and the vile caba]s of envious, do- 
mestic enemies. 

These scenes, though still enchanting, have most probably 
undergone great changes since his days. The deep forests 
we read of have disappeared, and with them many a spring 
they fostered. Architectural fountains, gaudy terraces, and 
regular stripes of orange-gardens, have usurped the place of 
those wild orchards and gusliing rivulets he may be supposed 
to have often visited in his dreams, when removed some 
thousand lea<mes from his native countrv. AH these are 
changed; but mankind are the same as in his time, equally 
insensible to the warning voice of genuine patriotism, equally 
disposed to crouch under the rod of corrupt tyranny. And 
thus, by the neglect of wise and virtuous men, and a mean 
subservienc}r to knavish fools, eras which might become of 
gold, are transmuted by an accursed alchymy into iron rusted 
with blood. 

Impressed with ali the recollections this most interesting 
spot could not faií to inspire, I could hardly tear myself away 
from it. Again and again did I foliow the mossy steps, 
which wind up amongst shad}^ rocks to the little platfoi*m 
terminated by the sepulchral chapei— 

 " densis quam pinus opacat 
Frondibus et nulla lucos ag^tante procella 
Stridula conifcris modulatur carmina Tamis." 

You must not wonder then, that I was haunted the whole 
way home by these mystcrious whisperings, nor that, in sucli 
a tone of mind, I saw with no great pleasure a procession of 
two-wheeled chaises, the lord knows how many out-riders, 
and a caravan of bouras, marching up to the gate of my villa. 
I had, indeed, been prcpared to expect a very considerablc 
influx of visiters; but this was a deluge. 

Do not let me send you a catalogue of the company, lest 
you should be as mu eh annoyed with the detail, as 1 was 
with such a formidable arrival en masse. Let it sufíice to 
name two of the principal characters, the old pious Conde de 
San Lorenzo, and the Prior of San Juliaô, one of the Arch- 
bishop*s prime  favourites, and  a person  of great worship. 
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Moríier's Dutch biblc happening to lie upon the table, they 
bcgan tumbling ovcr the leaves in m egregiously awkward 
manner. I, who ablior sceing books thumbed, and prints de- 
monstrated by the close application of a greasy fore-finger, 
snapped at the old Conde, and cast an evil look at the Prior, 
who was leaning his whole príestly weight on the volume, 
and creasing its corners. 

My musieians werc in full song, and Pedro Grua, a capital 
violoneello, exerted liis abilities in his best style; but San 
Lorcnzo was too pathetically engaged in deploring the mas- 
sacre of the Innocents to pay him any attention, and his 
reverend convpanion had entered into a long-winded disserta- 
tion upon parables, miracles, and martyrdom, from which I 
prayed in vain the Lord to deliver me. Verdeil, scenting 
from afarthc saintly flavour of the discourse, stole off. 

I cannot say much in praise of tlie Prior's erudition, even in 
holy matters, for he positively affirmed that it was Henry the 
Eighth himself who knocked St. Thomas a Beckefs brains 
out, and that by the beast in the Apocalypse, Lutlier was 

• positively indicatcd.    1 hate wrangles, and had it not been 
for the soiling of my prints, should never have contradicted 
his reverence; but as 1 was a little out of humour, I lowered 
him somewhat in the Conde's opinion, by stating the real 
period of St. Thomas's murder, and by tolerably specious ar- 
guments, shoving the beasfs homs off Luther, and clapping 
them tight upon—whom do you think ?—CEcolampadius! 
So grand a name, which very probably they had never lieard 
pronounced in their lives, carried ali before it, (adding an- 
other instance of the triumph of sound ovcr sense,) and settled 
our bickerinçs. 

Wc sat down, I believe, full thirty to dinner, and had 
hardly got through the dessert, when  Berti carne in to tell 
me that Madame Ariaga, and a bevy of the palace damsels, 
were prancing about the quinta on palfreys and bouras.    I 
hastened to join them.    Tlierc was Donna Maria do Carmo, 
and Donna Maria da Penha, with her hair flowing about her 
shoulders, and her large beautiful eyes looking as wild and 
roving as those of an antelope.    I called for my horsc, and 
galloped through alleys and citron bushes, brushing off leaves, 
fruit, and blossoms.    Evcry breeze wafted to us the sound of 

264 CINTRA. 

Mortier s Dutch biblc happening to lie upon the table, they 
bcgan tumbling ovcr the leavcs in m egrcgiously awkward 
manner. I, who abliorsceing books thumbed, and prints de- 
monstrated by the close application of a greasy fore-finger, 
snap])ed at the old Conde, and cast an evil look at the Prior, 
who was leaning his whole pricstly weight on the volume, 
and creasing its comers. 

My musicians were in full song, and Pedro Grua, a capital 
violoneello, exerted his abilities in his best style; but San 
Lorenzo was too pathetically engaged in deploring the mas- 
sacre of the Innocents to pay him any attention, and his 
reverend eompanion had entered into a long-wiiided disserta- 
tion upon parables, miracles, and martyrdom, from which I 
prayed in vain the Lord to deli ver me. Verdcil, scenting 
from afar the saintly flavour of the discourse, stole off 

I cannot say much in praise of the Prior's erudition, even in 
holy matura, for he positively affirmed that it was Henry the 
Eighth himself who knocked St. Thomas à Bcckefs brains 
out, and that by the beast in the Apocalypse, Luther was 

• positively indicated.    1 hate wrangles, and had it not been 
for the soiling of my prints, should never have contradicted 
his reverence ; but as 1 was a little out of humour, I lowered 
him  somewhat in the Conde's  opinion, by stating the real 
period of St. Thomas's murder, and by tolerably specious ar- 
guments, shoving the boMt's horns off Luther, and clapping 
them tight upon— whom do you think ?—GEcolampadius! 
So grand a name, which very probably they had never heard 
pronounced in their lives, carried ali before it, (adding an- 
other instance of the triumph of sound ovcr sense,) and settled 
our bickerinors. 

Wc sat down, I believe, full thirty to dinncr, and had 
hardly got through the dessert, when  Berti carne in to tell 
me that Madame Ariaga, and a bevy of the palace damsels, 
were pmncing about the quinta on palfreys and bouras.    I 
hastencd to join them.    Tliere was Donna Maria do Carmo, 
and Donna Maria da Penha, with her hair flowing about her 
shoulders, and her large beautiful eyes looking as wild and 
roving as those of an antelope.    I called for my horsc, and 
galloped through alleys and citron bushes, brushing off leavcs, 
fruit, and blossoms.    Evcry breeze wafted to us the sound of 



CINTRA. 265 

Freneh horas and oboés. The ladies seemed to enjoy the 
freedom and novelty of tliis scamper prodigiously, and to re- 
gret the short time it was doomed to last; for at seven the}r 

are obliged to return to striet attendance on the Queen, and 
had some strange fairy-tale metamorphosis into a pumpkin or 
a cueumber been the penalty of disobedienee, they could not 
have shown more alarm or anxiety when the fatal hour of 
seven drew near, Luekityj the}r had not fcr to go, for her 
Majesty and the Royal Family were ali assembled at the 
Marialva villa, to partake of a splendid merenda and see 
fireworks. 

. As soon as it fell dark Verdeií and I set fortli to catcli a 
glimpse of the royal paity. Tlie Grand Prior and Don 
Pedro eondueted us mysteriously into a snug boudoir whieh 
looks into the great pavilion, whose gay, fantastie scenery 
appeared to infinite advantage by the light of innumerable 
.tapers reflected on ali sides from lustres of gíittering crystal. 
The little Infanta Donna Carlotta was perched on a sofá in 
conversation with the Marehioness and Donna Henriquetta, 
who, in the true oriental fashion, had plaeed themselves cross- 
legged on the fioor. A troop of maids of honour, eommanded 
by the Countess of Lumieres, sat in the same posture at a 
little distanee. Donna Rosa, the favourite dwarf negress, 
.dressed out in a flaming scarlet riding-habit, not so froliesome 
as the last time I had the pleasure of seeing her in this fairy 
bower, was more sentimental, and leaned against the door, 
ogíing and flirting witli a handsome Moor belonging to the 
Marquis. 

Presently the Queen, followed by her sister and daughter- 
in-law, the Princess of Brazil, eame forth from her merenda, 
and seated herself in front of the latticed-wndow, behind 
whieh I was plaeed. Her manner struek me as being peeu- 
Harly dignified and coneiliating. She looks born to com- 
mand; but at the same time to make that high authority as 
much beloved as respeeted. Justice and clemeney, the motto 
so glaringly misapplied on the banner of the abhorred Inqui- 
sition, might be transferred with the strictest truth to this 
good princess. During the fatal contest betwixt England 
and its colonies, the wise neutrality she persevered in main- 
taining was of the most vital benefit to her dominions, and 
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hitherto, the native commcrce of Portugal has attaincd undcr 
her mild auspices an unprecedented degree of prosperity. 

Nothing could excecd the profound rcspeet, the courtly 
decorum her presence appcared to inspire. The Conde de 
Sampayo and the Viscount Ponte de Lima knelt by the 
august personagcs with not much less vcneration, I should 
be temptcd to imagine, than Moslems bcfore the tomb of 
their prophet, or Tartars in the presence of the Dalai Lama. 
Marialva alone, who took his station opposite her Majesty, 
seemed to preserve his ease and cheerfulness. The Prince 
of Brazil and Don Joaô looked not a little cnnuied; for they 
kept stalking about with their hands in their poekets, their 
mouths in a perpetuai yawn, and their eyes wandering from 
object to object, with a stare of royal vacaney. 

A most rigorous etiquette confining the Infants of Portu- 
gal within their palaces, they are seldom known to mix 
even incógnito with the crowd; so that their fíattering smiles 
or confidential yawns are not lavished upon common ob- 
servers. This sort of embalming princes alive, after ali, is no 
bad policy; it keeps them sacred; it concentrates their royal 
essence, too apt, alas ! to evaporate by exposure. What is 
so liberally paid for by the willing tribute of the people as a 
rarity of exquisite relish, should not bc sufíered to tum mun- 
dungus. However the individual may dislike this severe re- 
gimen, state pageants might have the goodness to recollect 
for what purpose they are bedecked and beworshippcd. 

The Conde de Sampayo, lord in waiting, handed the tea 
to the Queen, and fell down on both knees to present it. 
This ecremony over, for everything is ceremony at this 
stately court, the fireworks were announced, and the royal 
sufTerers, followed by their sufferees, adjoumed to a neigh- 
bouring apartment. The Marchioness, her daughters, and 
the Countess of Lumicres, mounted up to the boudoir wbere 
I was sitting, and took possession of the windows. Seven or 
eight wheels, m\à as many tourbillons began whirling and 
whizzing, whilst a profusion of admirable line-rockets darted 
along in various directions, to the infinito delight of the 
Countess of Lumicres, who, though hardly sixteen, has been 
married four years. Her youthful cheerfulness, light hair, 
and fair complexion, put me so much in mind of my Mar- 
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garet, that I could not help looking at hcr with a melancholy 
tendemcss: lier being with child increased the resemblance, 
and as she sat in the recess of the window, discovered at in- 
teirais by the blue light of rockets bursting high in the air, 
I fclt my blood thrill as if I beheld a phantom, and my eyes 
wcre filled with tears. 

The last firework bcing played off, the Qucen and the 
Infantas departed. The Marehioncss and the other ladies 
descendcd into the pavilion, where we partook of a magnifi- 
cent and truly royal collation. Donna Maria and her little 
sister, animated by the dazzling illumination, tripped about 
in their light muslin dresses, with ali the sportiveness of 
fairy beings, such as might be snpposed to have dropped 
down from the floating clouds, which Pillement has so well 
represented on the cciling. 

LETTER XXX. 

November 8th, 1787. 
VERDETL and I rattled over cracked pavements this.rnorn- 

ing in my rough travelling-coach, for the sake of excreise. 
The pretext for our excursion was to sec a remarkable chapei, 
inlaid with jasper and lapis-lazuli, in the ehurch of St.Roch; 
but when we arrived, three or four masses were celebrating, 
and not a creature sufficicntly disengaged to draw the curtain 
which veils lhe altar; so we went out as wisc as we carne in. 

Not having yet seen the cathedral, or See-church, as it is 
called at Lisbon, we directed our course to that quarter. It 
is a building of no striking dimensions, narrow and gloomy, 
without being awful. The earthquake crumbled its glories 
to dust, if ever it had any, and so dreadfully shattered the 
chapeis with which it is clustered, that yery slight traces of 
their having made part of a mosque are discemible. 

Though 1 had not been led to expect great things, eyen 
from descriptions in traveis and topographical works^ which, 
like peerage-books and pedigrees, are tenderly inclined to 
make something of what is next to nothing at ali; I hunted 
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away, as bccahie a diligent traveller, after altar-pieees and 
tombs, but ean boast of no discoveries. To be «ire, we had 
not much time to look about us: the priests and sncristans, 
who fastened upon us, insisted upon ourrevisiting the comer 
of a by-staircase, where are to be kissed and worshipped 
the traces of St, Anthony's fingers. The saint, it seems, 

■being elosely pursued by the father of lies and parent of evil, 
alias Old Scratch, (I rcally could not elearly learn upon what 
occasion,) indented the sign of the eross into a wall of the 
hardest marble, and stopped his proceedings. À ver}' pleas- 
ing little picture hangs up near the miraculous cross, and re- 
cords the tradition. 

AH this was admirable; but nothing in comparison with 
some stories about certain ho]y crows. " The very bifds are 
in being," said a sacristan. " What !M answered I, Cí the 
individual* crows who attended St. Vineent V—" Not ex- 
actly," was the reply (in a whisper, intended for my private 
ear); « but their immediate descendants."—" Mighty well; 
this very evening, please God, I will pay mjr respects to 
them, and in good company; so adieu for the prèsent." 

Our next point was the Theatine eonvent. We looked 
into the Hbrary, whieli lies in the same confusion in whieh it 
was left by the earthquake; half the books out of their 
shelves, tumbled one over the other in dusty heaps, A 
shrewd, active monk, who, I am told, has written a history 
of the House of Braganza, not yet printed, guided our steps 
through this chãos of literature ; and after searching half-an- 
liour for some eurious voyages he wished to display to us, led 
.us into his cell, and pressed our attention to a cabinet of 
medals he had been at some pains and expenso in collecting. 

Not feeling any particular vocation for numismatie re- 
searehes, 1 left Verdeil with the monk, puzzling out some 
very questionable inscriptions, and went to heat up for re- 
cruits to aceompany me in the evening to the holy crows. 
First, I found the Abade Xavier, and secondly, the famous 
roissionary preacher from Boa Morte, and then the Grand 
Prior, and lastly, the Marquis of Marialva; Don Pedro beg- 

* At lhe time I wrote ihis, half Lisbnn believed in lhe individual ity 
of the holy crows, and the other half prudently conccaled lheir seep- 
licism. 
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ged not to be lcft out, so we formed a coach full, and I drove 
my whole cargo home to dinner. Verdeil was already re- 
tumed with his revcrend medallist, and had also colleeted the 
Govemor of Goa, Don Frederie de Sousa Cagliariz; his con- 
stant attendant, a bullying Savoyard, or Piedmontese Count, 
by name Lucatelli; and a pale, iimber, odd-lookirig young 
matij Senhor Manuel Maria, the queerest, but, perhaps, the 
most original of God's poética! creatures. He happened to 
be in one of those eccentric, Hvely moods, which, like sun- 
shine in the depth of winter, come on when least expected. 
A thousand quaint coneeits, a thousand flashes of wild mer- 
riment, a thousand satirical darts shot from him, and we 
were ali convulsed with laughter; but when he began recit- 
ing some of his compositions^ in whieh great depth of thought 
is blended with the most pathetic touches, I felt myself 
thriíled and agitated. Indced, this strange and versatile 
character may be said to possess the true wand of cnehant- 
ment, whieh, at the will of its master, either aniraates or 
petrifies. 

Pereeivuig how mueh I was attraeted towards him, he 
said to me, " I did not expect an Eríglishman would have 
eondeseended to pay a young, obscure, modern versifier, any 
attention. You think we have no bard but Camoens, and 
that Camoens has written nothing worth nctiee but the 
Lusiad.    Here is a sonnet worth half the Lusiad : — 

CXCII. 
' A fermosura desta fresca serra, 

E a sombra dos verdes castanheiros, 
O manso caminhar destes ribeiros, 
Donde toda a tristeza se desterra j 
O rouco som do mar, a estranha terra, 
O esconder do Sol pcllos outeiros, 
O recolher dos gados derradeiros, 
Das nuvens pello ar a branda guerra: 
JEm fim tudo o que a rara natureza 
Com tanta variedade nos ofrece, 
Me está (se não te vejo) magoando : 
Sem ii ludo me enoja, e me uborreee, 
Sem ti perpetuamente estou passando 
Nas mores alegrias, mòr tristeza !' 

Not an image of rural beauty has escaped our divine poet ; 
and how feelingly are they applied from the landscape to the 
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heart! What a fascinating lauguor, like the last beams of 
an evening sun5 is thrown over the whole composition ! If I 
am anything, tlns sonnet has made me what I am; but what 
am I, compared to Monteiro ? Judge," continued he, putting 
iiito my hand some manuscript verses of this author, to 
whom the Portuguese are vehemently pai*tial. Though 
they were strikíng and sonorous, I must confess the sonnet of 
Camoens, and many of Senhor Manuel Manas own verses, 
pleascd me infinitely more; but in faet, I was not sufficiently 
initiated into the force and idiom of the Portuguese language 
to be a competent judge; and ít was only in fancying me 
one, that this powerful genius discovered any want of pene- 
tration. 

Our dinner was lively and convivial. At the dessert the 
Abade produced an immense tray of dried fniits and sweet- 
meats, which one of bis hundred and fifty proteges had sent 
him from, I forget what exotie region. These good things 
he Icept handing to us, and almost cramming down our 
throats, as if we had been turkeys and he a poulterer, whose 
livehhood depended upon our fattening. " Thcre," said he, 
tc did you ever behold such admirable produetions ? Our 
Queen has thousands and thousands of miles with fruit- 
groves over your head, and rocks of gold and diamonds be- 
neath your feet. The riches and fertility of her possessions 
have no bounds, but the sea, and the sea itself might bekmg 
to us if wc pleased ; for we have sucli means of ship-building, 
masts two hundred feet high, incorruptible timbers, courageous 
seamen. Don Frederic can tell you what some of our heroes 
achieved not long ago against the gentil es at Goa. Your 
Joaô Bulles are not half so smart, half so valorous." 

Thus he went on; bouncing and roaring us deaf. For pa- 
triotie i-odomontades and ílourishes, no nation excels the Por- 
tuguese, and no Portuguese the Abade ! 

At length, however, ali this tasting and praising having 
been gone through with, we set forth on the wings of holiness, 
to pay our devoirs to the holy crows. A certain sum having 
been allotted time iinmemorial for the mabtenance of two 
birds of this speeies, we found them very eomfortably esta- 
blished in a recess of a cloister adjoining the cathedral, well 
fed and certainly most devoutly venerated. 

270 LISTJON. 

heart! What a fascinating lauguor, like the last beams of 
an evening sun5 is thrown over the whole composition ! If I 
am anything, tlns sonnet has made me what I am; but what 
am I, compared to Monteiro ? Judge," continued he, putting 
iiito my hand some manuscript verses of this author, to 
whom the Portuguese are vehemently pai*tial. Though 
they were strikíng and sonorous, I must confess the sonnet of 
Camoens, and many of Senhor Manuel Manas own verses, 
pleascd me infinitely more; but in faet, I was not sufficiently 
initiated into the force and idiom of the Portuguese language 
to be a competent judge; and ít was only in fancying me 
one, that this powerful genius discovered any want of pene- 
tration. 

Our dinner was lively and convivial. At the dessert the 
Abade produced an immense tray of dried fniits and sweet- 
meats, which one of bis hundred and fifty proteges had sent 
him from, I forget what exotie region. These good things 
he Icept handing to us, and almost cramming down our 
throats, as if we had been turkeys and he a poulterer, whose 
livehhood depended upon our fattening. " Thcre," said he, 
tc did you ever behold such admirable produetions ? Our 
Queen has thousands and thousands of miles with fruit- 
groves over your head, and rocks of gold and diamonds be- 
neath your feet. The riches and fertility of her possessions 
have no bounds, but the sea, and the sea itself might bekmg 
to us if wc pleased ; for we have sucli means of ship-building, 
masts two hundred feet high, incorruptible timbers, courageous 
seamen. Don Frederic can tell you what some of our heroes 
achieved not long ago against the gentil es at Goa. Your 
Joaô Bulles are not half so smart, half so valorous." 

Thus he went on; bouncing and roaring us deaf. For pa- 
triotie i-odomontades and ílourishes, no nation excels the Por- 
tuguese, and no Portuguese the Abade ! 

At length, however, ali this tasting and praising having 
been gone through with, we set forth on the wings of holiness, 
to pay our devoirs to the holy crows. A certain sum having 
been allotted time iinmemorial for the mabtenance of two 
birds of this speeies, we found them very eomfortably esta- 
blished in a recess of a cloister adjoining the cathedral, well 
fed and certainly most devoutly venerated. 



LISBON. 271 

The orígin of this singular eustom dates as high as the days 
of St. Vincent, who was martyrized near the Cape, which 
bears his name, and whose mangled body was conveyed to 
Lisbon in a boat, attended by erows. These disinterested 
birds, after seeing it deeently interred, pursued his murderers 
vrith dreadful screams and tore their eyes out. The boat 
and the crows are painted or sculptured in every comer of the 
cathedral, and upon several tablets appear emblazoned an 
endless reeord of their penetration in the diseovery of 
eriminals. 

It was growing late when we arrived, and their feathered 
sanctities were gone quietly to roost: but the saeristans in 
waiting, the moment they saw us approaeh, officiously roused 
them. O, how plump and sleek, and glossy they are i My 
admiration of their size, their plumage, and their deep-toned 
croakings carried me, I fear, beyond the bounds of saintly 
decorum. I was just stretehing out my hand to stroke their 
feathers, when the missionary eheeked me with a solemn for- 
bidding look. The rest of the company, aware of the proper 
ceremonial, kept a respectful distance, whilst the sacristan 
and a toothless priest, almost bent double with age, commu- 
nicated a long string of miraculous aneedotes concerning the 
present holy crows, their immediate predecessors., and other 
holy crows in the old time before them. 

To ali these super-marvellous narrations, the missionary 
appeared to listen with implieit faith, and never opened his 
lips during the time we remained in the eloister, except to 
enforce our veneration, and exclaim with pious composure, 
" honrado corço" I really believe we shonld have stayed 
till midnight, had not a page arrived from her Majesty to 
summon the Marquis of M and his almoner away. 

My curíosity being fully satisfied upon the subject of the 
holy crows, I was easily persuaded by the Grand Prior to 
move orY, and drive through the principal streets to see the 
illuminations in honour of the Infanta, consort to Don Ga- 
briel of Spain, who had produced a prinee. A great many 
idlers being abroad upon the same errand, we proceeded with 
difficulty, and were very near having the wheels of our car- 
riage dislocated in attempting to pass an old-fashioned, pre- 
posterous eoaeh, belonging to one of the dignitaries of the pa- 
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triarchal cathedral. I cannot launch forth in praise of the 
illuminations; but some rockets whieh were let off in the 
Terreiro do Paço, surprised me by the vast height to whieh 
they rose, and the unusual number of elear blue stars into 
whieh they burst. The Portuguese excel in fireworks ; the 
late poor, drivelling, saintly king having expended Jarge sums 
in bringing th is art to perfeetion. 

From the Terreiro do Paeo we drove to the great square, 
in whieh the palaee of the Inquisition is situated.    There we 
fouiid a vast mob, to whom three or four Capuehin preachers 
were holding forth upon the glories and illuminations of a 
better worid.    I should have listened not  uninterested  to 
their harangues, whieh appeared, from the specimen I caught 
of them, to be full of fire and frenzy, had not the Grand 
Prior, in perpetuai ave of the rheumatism, eomplained of 
the iright; so we drove home.   Every apartment of the house 
vas filled with the thiclc vapour of wax-torehes, whieh had 
been set most loyally a blazing.   I fumed and fretted and 
threv open the windows.   Away went the Grand Prior, and 
in carne Policarpio, the famous tenor singer, who entertained 
us with several bravura airs of glib and surprising volubility, 
before supper and during it, in a style equally professional, 
with many private anecdotes of the haule noblesse, his prin- 
cipal eniployers, not infinitely to their advantage. 

I longed, in return, to have enlarged a little upon the ad- 
ventures of the holy erows, but prudently repressed my 
inclination. It would ill-l>ecome a person so well treated as I 
had been by the crow-fanciers, to handle sueh subjects with 
any degree of levity. 

LETTER XXXL 

Oct. 19th, 1787. 
Mv healtli improves every day. The clear exhilarating 

weather we nov enjoy cal Is forth the liveliest sense of exist- 
enee. I ride, walk, and climb, as long as I please, without 
fatiguing myself. The valley of Collares affords me a source 
of perpetuai amusement.    j   have diseovered a varietv of. 
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paths which lead thvough chestnut copses and orchards to irre- 
gular green spots, where self-sown bays and citron-bushes 
hang wild over the rocky margin of a little river, and drop 
tlieir fruit and blossoms into the stream. You may ride for 
miles along the bank of this delightful water, catching endless 
perspectives of flowery thickets, between the stems of poplar 
and walnut. The scenery is truly elysian, and exactly such 
as poets assign for the resort of happy spirits. 

The mossy fragnients of rock, grotesque pollards, and rustic 
bridges you meet with at every step, rccall Savoy and Switzer- 
land to the imagination; but the exotic cast of the vegetation, 
the vivid green of the citron, the golden fruitage of the 
orange, the blossoming myrtle, and the rich fragrance of a 
turf, embroidered with the brightest-coloured and most aro- 
niatic flowers, allow me, without a violent stretch of fancy, to 
believe myself in the garden of the Hespérides, and to expect 
the dragon under every tree* I by no means like the thoughts 
of abandoning these smiling regions, and have been twenty 
times on the point this very day of revoking the orders I 
have givcn for my joumey. Wh ate ver objections I may 
have had to Portugal seem to vanish, since I have determíned 
to leave it; for such is the perversity of human nature, that 
objects appear the most estimable precisely at the moment 
when we are going to lose them. 

There was this morning a mild radiance in the sunbeams, 
and a balsamic serenity in the air, which infused that volup- 
tuous listlessness, that desire of remaining imparadised in one 
delightful spot, which, in classical fictions, was supposed to 
render those who had tasted the lotos forgetful of country, of 
friends, and of every tie. INíy feelings were not dissimilar; I 
loathed the idea of moving away. 

Though I had entered these beautiful orchards soon after 
sunrise, the clocks of some distant conventual churches had 
chimed hour after hour before I could prevail upon mjTself to 
quit the spreading odoriferous bay-trees under which I had 
been lying. If shades so cool and fragrant invited to repose, 
1 must observe that never were paths better ealculated to 
teinpt the laziest of beings to a walk, than those which 
opened on ali sides, and are formed of a smooth dry sand, 
bound firmly together, composing a surface as hard as gravei. 

T 
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These levei paths wind about amongst a labyrinth of light 
and elegant fruit-trees ; almond, plum, and cheny, some- 
thing like the groves of Tonga-taboo, as represei!ted in Cook's 
voyages; and to increase the resemblance, neat eane fenees 
and low open sheds, thatched with reeds, appear at intervals, 
brcaking the horizontal lines of the perspective. 

I had now língered and loitered away pretty nearly the 
whole morning, and though, as far as scenery could authorize 
and clímate inspire, I might fancy m)Tself an inhabitant of 
Elysium, I could not pretend to be sufficiently ethereal to 
exist without nourishment. In plain English, I was ex- 
tremely hungry. The pears, quinces, and oranges which 
dangled above my head, ai though fair to the eye, were neither 
so juiey nor gratifyíng to the palate, as might have been 
expeeted from their promising appearance. 

Being considerably 
More ihan a mile immersed within the wood,* 

and not reeollecting by which elue of a path I could get out of 
it, I remaíned at least half-an-hour deliberating which way 
to turn myself. The sheds and inclosures I have mentioned 
were put together with care and even nicety, it is true, but 
seenied to have no other inhabitants than flocks of hantams, 
strutting about and destroying the eggs and hopes of many 
an inseet family. These glistening fowls, like their brethren 
described in Ànson's voyages, as animating the profound 
solitudes of the island of Tintai, appeared to have no master. 

At length, just as I was beginning to wish myself very 
heartily in a less romantic region, I heard the loud though 
not unmusical tones of a powerful feniale voicc, echoing 
through the arched green avenues; presently, a stout ruddy 
young peasant, very picturesquety attired in brown and scar- 
let, carne ho3'dening along, driving a mule before her, laden 
with two enormous panniers of grapes. To ask for a share 
of this luxuriant load, and to compliinent the fair driver, was 
instantaneous on my part, but to no purpose. I was answered 
by a sly wink, ft We ali belong to Senhor José Dias, whose 
corra], or farm-yard, is half a league distant. There, Senhor, 
if you follow that road, and don't puzzle yourself by straying 

* Dryden. 
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to the ríght or lcft, you will soon rcach it, and thc bailiff, I 
dare say, will be proud to give you as many grapcs as you 
plcasc. Good morning;—happy days to you ! I must mind 
my busincss." 

Scating herself between the tantalizing panniers, shc was 
gone in an instant, and I had the good luck to arrive straight 
at thc wickct of a rude, dry wall, winding up and down 
severa] busliy slopcs in a wild irregular manner. If the out- 
side of this inclosurc was rough and unpromising, the inte- 
rior presented a most cheering seenc of rural opulence: — 
Droves of cows and goats milking; o vens, out of which huge 
cakcs of savoury bread had just been takcn ; ranges of bee- 
hives, and long pillared sheds, entirely tapestried with purple 
and yellow muscadinc grapcs, half candied, which wcre hung 
up to dry. A very good-naturcd, classical-looking magister 
pecorum, followed by two well-disciplincd, though savage- 
eyed dogs, whom the least glance of their master prevented 
from barking, gave me a hearty welcome, and with genuine 
hospitality not only allowed me thc frec range of his domain, 
but set whatever it produced in thc greatest perfection before 
me. A contest took placc between two or three curly-haircd, 
chubby-faced children, who should be first to bring me wal- 

,nuts fresh from the shcll, bowls of milk, and cream-cheeses, 
made after. the best of fashions, that of thc province of 
Alcmtcjo. 

I found myself so abstracted from the world in this rctire- 
ment, so perfectly transported back some centuries into primi- 
tive patriarchal times, that I don't recollect having ever cn- 
joyed a few hours of more delightful calm. cc Hcrc," did í 
say to myself, " am I out of the way of courts and ecremo- 
nies and commonplace visitations, or salutations, or gossip." 
But, alas! how vain is ali one thinks or says to onc's self 
ninetecn times out of twenty. 

Whilst I was blessing my stars for this truce to thc irk- 
some bustle of thc life I had led ever since her Majesty's ar- 
rival at Cintra, a loud hallooing, the cracking of whips, and 
thc tramping of liorses, made me start up from thc snug 
corner in which I had established myself, and dispclíed ali 
my soothing visions. Louis de Miranda, the colonel of the 
Cascais regiment, an intimate confidant and favourite of the 

VALLEY  OF  COLLARES. 2/5 

to the ríght or lcft, you will soon rcach it, and thc bailiff, I 
dare say, will be proud to give you as many grapcs as you 
plcasc. Good morning;—happy days to you ! I must mind 
my busincss." 

Scating herself between the tantalizing panniers, shc was 
gone in an instant, and I had the good luck to arrive straight 
at thc wickct of a rude, dry wall, winding up and down 
severa] busliy slopcs in a wild irregular manner. If the out- 
side of this inclosurc was rough and unpromising, the inte- 
rior presented a most cheering seenc of rural opulence: — 
Droves of cows and goats milking; o vens, out of which huge 
cakcs of savoury bread had just been takcn ; ranges of bee- 
hives, and long pillared sheds, entirely tapestried with purple 
and yellow muscadinc grapcs, half candied, which wcre hung 
up to dry. A very good-naturcd, classical-looking magister 
pecorum, followed by two well-disciplincd, though savage- 
eyed dogs, whom the least glance of their master prevented 
from barking, gave me a hearty welcome, and with genuine 
hospitality not only allowed me thc frec range of his domain, 
but set whatever it produced in thc greatest perfection before 
me. A contest took placc between two or three curly-haircd, 
chubby-faced children, who should be first to bring me wal- 

,nuts fresh from the shcll, bowls of milk, and cream-cheeses, 
made after. the best of fashions, that of thc province of 
Alcmtcjo. 

I found myself so abstracted from the world in this rctire- 
ment, so perfectly transported back some centuries into primi- 
tive patriarchal times, that I don't recollect having ever cn- 
joyed a few hours of more delightful calm. cc Hcrc," did í 
say to myself, " am I out of the way of courts and ecremo- 
nies and commonplace visitations, or salutations, or gossip." 
But, alas! how vain is ali one thinks or says to onc's self 
ninetecn times out of twenty. 

Whilst I was blessing my stars for this truce to thc irk- 
some bustle of thc life I had led ever since her Majesty's ar- 
rival at Cintra, a loud hallooing, the cracking of whips, and 
thc tramping of liorses, made me start up from thc snug 
corner in which I had established myself, and dispclíed ali 
my soothing visions. Louis de Miranda, the colonel of the 
Cascais regiment, an intimate confidant and favourite of the 



276 MOUNTAINS   OF   CINTRA. 

Prince of Brazil, brokc in upon me with a thousand (as lie 
thought) obliging reproaches, for having dcsertcd Ramalhaô 
the very moming he had come on purpose to dine with me, 
and to propose a ride after dinner to a particular poínt of the 
Cintra mountains, whieh eommands, he assured me, such a 
prospcct as I had not )Tet been blcssed with in Portugal. 
" It is not even now," said he, ff too late. I have brought 
your horses along with me, whom I found fretting and stamp- 
ing under a great tree at the entrance of these fbolish lanes. 
Come, get into your stirrups, for God*s sake, and I will 
answer for your thinking yourself well repaid by the scene I 
shall diselose to you." 

As I was doomed to be disturbed and talked out of the 
Elysium in whieh I had been lapped for these last seven or 
eight hours, it was no matter in what position, whether on 
foot or on horseback; I therefore complied, and away we 
gallopcd. The horses were remarkably surefooted, or else, I 
think, we must have rolled down the preeipices; for our road, 

" If road it could bc calTd whcre road was none," 

led us by zigzags and short cuts o ver steeps and acelivities 
about three or four leagucs, till reaching a heathy desert, 
where a solitary cross staring out of a few weather-beaten 
bushes, marked the highest point of this wild eminence, one 
of the most expansive prospects of sea, and plain, and distant 
mountains, I ever beheld, burst suddenly upon me, rendered 
still more vast, aerial, and indefinite, by the visionary, magie 
vapour of the evening sun. 

After enjoying a morr.ent or two the general efTeet, I began 
tracing out the principal objects in the view, as far, that is 
to say, as they could be traced, through the médium of the 
intense glowing haze. I followed the course of the Tagus, 
from its entrance till it was lost in the low estuaries bevond 
Lisbon. Cascais appeared with its long reaches of wall and 
homb-proof casements like a Moorish towii, and by the help 
of a glass I distingtiished a tall palm lifting itself above a 
eluster of white buildings. 

" Well," said I, to my conduetor, " this prospcct has cer- 
tainly charms worth seeing; but not suffieient to make me 
forget that it is high time to get home and refresh oursclves." 
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cc Not so fast," was tbe answer; (c we have still a.great deal 
more to see." 

Having aequired, I ean hardly tell why or wherefore, a 
sheep-like liabit of following wherever he led, I spurred after 
him down a rough deelivity, thick strewn with rolling stones 
and pebbles. At the bottom of this deseent, a dreary sun- 
burnt plaiii extended itself far and wide. Whilst we dis- 
mounted and halted a few minutes to give our horses breath, 
I could not help observing, that the view we were now con- 
templating but ill-rewarded tlie risk of breaking our necks in 
riding down such rapid declivities. He smiled, and asked 
me whether I saw nothing at ali interesting in the prospect. 
" Yes," said I, (< a sort of caravan I perceive, about a quarter 
of a mile off, is by no means uninteresting; tliat confused 
group of people in scarlet, with gleaming arms and sumpter- 
muleSj and those striped awnings stretehed from ruined walls, 
present exaetly that kind of scenery I should expeet to meet 
with in the neighbourhood of Grand Cairo." " Come then," 
said he, <e it is time to clear up this mystery, and tell you 
for what purpose we have taken such a long and fatiguing 
ride. The caravan which strikes you as being so very pie- 
turesque, is composed of the attendants of the Prince of 
Brazil, who has been passing the whole day upon a shooting- 
party, and is just at this moment taking a little repose be- 
neath yonder awnings. It was by his desire I bròught you 
here, for I have his commands to express his wishes of 
having half-an-hour's conversation with you, unobserved, and 
in perfect incógnito. Walk on as if you were eollecting 
plants or taking sketches; I will apprize his Royal Highness, 
and you will meet as it were by ehance, and without any 
forni. No one sliall be near enough to hear a word you say 
to each other, for I will take my station at the distance of at 
least one hundred paces, and keep ofT ali spies and intruders." 

I did as I was directed. A little door in the ruined wall, 
against which an awning was fixed, opencd, and there ap- 
peared a young man of rather a prepossessing figure, fairer 
and ruddier than most of his countrymen, who advanced to- 
wards me with a very pleasant engaging countenanee, moved 
his hat in a dignified graccful manner, and after insisting 
upon my being covéred, began addressing him self to me with 
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great precipitation, in a most fluent lingua-franea, half Italian 
and half Portuguese. Tliis jargon is very prevalent at the 
Ajuda* palace, where Italian singers are in much higher re- 
quest and fashion than persons of deeper tone and intcllect. 

The first question his Roja] Highness bonoured me with 
v.-aSj whether I had visited his cabinet of instrumeuts. Upon 
my answering in the affimiative, and that the apparatus ap- 
peared to me extremcly perfect, and in admirable order, lie 
observed, <c The arrangement is certainly good., for one of my 
particular friends, a very learned rnan, has made it; but 
notwithstanding the high price I have paid, your Ramsdens 
and Dollonds have treated themselves more generously than 
me. 1 believe/' continued liis Ro}'al Highness, íf according to 
what the Duke d'Alafoens has repeatedly assured me, I am 
conversing with a person who has no weak, blind prejudices., 
in favour of his eountry, and who se es things as they are, not 
as they have been, or as they ought to be. That eommercial 
grcedíness the English display in every transaetion has cost 
tis dear in more than one particular/' 

He then ran over the ground Pombal had so often trodden 
bare, both in his state papers and in various publications 
which had been promulgated during his administration, and 
I soon perceived of what school his Royal Highness was a 
diseiple. 

" We deserve ali this," continued he, ct and worse, for our 
tame acquicseenee in every measure your cabinet dictates ; 
but no wonder, oppressed and debased as we are, by pondcr- 
ous, useless institutions. When there are so many drones in 
a hive, it is in vain to look for honey. Were you not surprised, 
were you not shoeked, at finding us so many centuries behind 
the rest of Europe ?" 

I bowed, and smiled. This spark of approbation induced, I 
believe, his Royal Highness to blaze forth into a flaming en- 

*The royal chapei of lheAjuda, though somcwhat fallen from the un- 
cqualled splendour it boasled during lhe sing-song days of lhe lale Kiog, 
Don Joseph, still displaycd some of lhe finest specimens of vocal manu- 
facture which Italy could furnish. It possessed, ai the samc time, Cario 
Reina, Fèrracaii, Tntli, Fedelino, Ripa, Gclali, Venanzio, Biagino, and 
iMarini—ali lheserirtuosí, wilh names ending in vowels, were either con- 
traltos of lhe softest noie, or sopranos of lhe highest squeakery. 
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comium upon certain reforms and purifications which were 
carrying on in Brabant, undcr the auspices of his Most Sacred 
Apostolic Majesty Joseph the Sccond. ee I have the happi- 
ness," continued the Prince,((to corrcspond not unfrequently 
with this cnlightened sovcrcign. The Duke d'Alafoens, who 
lias likcwisc the advantage of communicating with him, ncver 
fails to give me the dctail of these salutary proceedings. When 
sliall we have sufficicnt manliness to imítate them ?" 

Though I bowed and smiled again, I could not resist tak- 
ing the liberty of observing that such very rapid and vigor- 
ous measures as those his Imperial Majcsty had resorted to, 
were more to be admired than imitated ; that pcoplc who 
had been so long in darkness, if too suddcnly broken in upon 
by a stream of effulgcncc, were more likely to be blinded 
than cnlightened; and that bio ws given at random by per- 
sons whose eycs were closed were dangerous, and miglit fali 
heaviest perhaps in directions very opposite to those for 
which they were intendcd. This was rather bold, and did 
not seem to please the novice in boldness. 

After a short pause, which allowcd him, at least, an oppor- 
tunity of taking breath^hc looked steadily at me, and per- 
eeiving my countenance arrayed in the best expression of 
admiration I could throw into it, resnmed the thread of his 
philosophical discourse, and even condcsccndcd to detail some 
very singular and, as they struck me, most perilous projects. 
Continuing to talk on with an inercased impetus (like those 
whose steps are accelerated by running down hill), he drop- 
ped some vague hints of measures that fillcd me not only 
with surprisc, but with a sensation approaching to horror. I 
bowed, but I could not smile. My imagination, which had 
caught the alarm at the extraordinary nature of the topies 
he was discoursing upon, conjured up a traiu of appalling 
images, and I asked mysclf more than once whether I was 
not under the influence of a distempered dream. 

Being too much engaged in listening to himself to notice 
my confusion, he worked as hard as a pioneer in clearing 
away the rubbish of ages, entered minutely and not un- 
lcarncdly into the ancient jurisprudence and maxims of his 
country, its rclations with foreign powers, and the rank from 
whence it had fallen in modem times, to be attributcd in a 
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great measure, lie observed, to a blind and mistaken reliance 
upon the selfish politics of our predominant island. Although 
lie did not spare my country, he ccrtainly appeared not over 
partia] to his own. He painted its military defects and 
priest-ridden policy in vivid colours. In short, this pari of 
our discourse was a tc deploratio Lnsitankce Gentis," full as 
vehement as that which the celebrated Damien a Góes, to 
show his fine Latin and fine humanity, poured forth some 
centuries ago over the poor wretched Laplanders. 

Not approving in any degree the tendeney of ali this dis- 
play, I most heartily praycd it might end. Above an hour 
had passed since it began, and flattered as I was by the pro~ 
traction of so condescending a conference, I could not help 
thinking that these fountains of honoiu* are fountains of talk 
and not of mercy; they flow over, if once set a going, with- 
out pity or moderation. Persons in supreme síations, whom 
no one ventures to contradict, run on at a furious rate. You 
frequently flatter yourself they are exhausted ; but you flat- 
ter yourself in vain. Sometimes indeed, by way of variety, 
they contradict themselves, and then the debate is carried on 
between self and self, to the desperation oftheir subject audi- 
tors, who, without being guilty of a word in reply, are in- 
volved in the same penalty as the most eaptious disputant. 
This was my case. I scarcely uttered a syllable after my 
íirst unsuccessful essay ; but thousands of words were never- 
theless lavished upon me, and innumerable questions pro- 
posed and answered by the questioner with equal rapidity. 

In return for the honour of being admitted to this monoló- 
gica! dialogue, I kept bowing and nodding ; and towards the 
close of the conference, contrived to smile again pretty de- 
cently. His Royal Higliness, I learned afterwards, was satis- 
fied with my looks and gestures, and even bestowed a brevet 
upon me of a great deal more erudition than I possessed or 
pretended to. 

The sun set, the dews fel], the Prince retired, Louis de 
Miranda followed him, and I remounted my horse with an 
indigestion of sounding phrases, and the most confirmed be- 
lief that " the church iças m danger" 

Tired and exhausted, I threw myself on my sofá the mo- 
ment I reached Ramalhaô; but the agitation of my spiríts 
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would not allow me any rcpose. I swallowed some tea with 
avidity, and driving to the palace, evocated the Archbishop- 
confessor, who had been locked up above half-an-hour in bis 
interior cabinet. To him I related ali tbat had passed at tbis 
unsought, unexpeeted interTiew. The consequences in time 
developed themselves. 

LETTER XXX1L 

November 9th, 1787. 

M and his principal almoner, a renowned missionary, 
and one of the most eloquent preachers in her Majesty's do- 
minions, were at my door by ten, waitmg to take me with 
them to the convent of Boa Morte. This is a true Golgotha, 
a plaee of many skulls, for its inhabitants, though they live, 
move, and have a sort of being, are little better than skelc- 
tons. The priest who officiatcd appeared so emaciated and 
cadaverous, that I eould hardly have supposed he would have 
had strength sufficient to elevate the chaliee. It did not, 
however, fali from his hands, and having finished his mass, 
a second phantom tottered forth and began another. From 
the pietures and images of more than ordinary ghastliness 
whicli cover the chapeis and cloisters, and from the deep con- 
trition apparent in the tears, gestures, and ejaeulations of the 
faithful who resort to them, I fancy no convent in Lisbon can 
be compared with this for austeiity and devotion. 

M shook ali over with piety, and so did his compa- 
nion, whose knees are become horny with frequent kneelings, 
and who, if one is to believe Verdeil, will end his days m a 
hermitage, or go mad, or perhaps botli. He pretends, too, 
that it is this grey-beard tliat has added new fuel to the flame 
of ]\I 's devotion, and that by mutually encouraging each 
othert they will soon produee fruits worthy of Bedlam, if not 
of Paradise. To be sure, this father may boast a conspicu- 
ously devout turn, and a most resoluto manner of thumping 
liimself; but he must not be too vain. In Lisbon there are 
at least fifty or sixty thousand good souls, who, without hav- 
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ing travelled so far, thump full as sonorously as lie. This 
morning, at Boa Morte, one shrivelled sinner remained the 
wholc time the masses lasted with outstretehed arms, in the 
shape and witíi ali the inftexible stiffness of an old-fashioned 
branched candlestiek. Another contrite personage was so 
affected at the moment of consecration, that he flattened his 
nose on the pavement, and licked the dirt and dust with 
which it was thickly iucrusted. 

I must confess that, notwithstanding this very superior 
display of sanetity, I was not sony to escape from the dingy 
cloisters of the convent, and breathe the puré air, and look up 
at the blue exhilarating sky. The weather being delightful, 
we drove to several distantparts of the town, to which I was 
yct a strangcr. Returning back by the Bairro Alto, we looked 
into a new house, just fmished building at an enormous cx- 
pense, by Joaô Ferreira, who, from an humble retailer of 
leather, has risen, by the Archbishop's favour, to the posses- 
sion of some of the most lucrativo contracts in Portugal. 
Uglier shaped apartments than those the poor shoe-man had 
contrived for himself í never beheld. The hangings are of 
satin of the deepest blue, and the fiercest and most sulphurc- 
ous yellow. Every ceiling is daubed over with allegorical 
paintings, most indifferently executed, and loaded with gilt 
ornaments, in the styleof those splendid sign-posts which some 
years past were the glory of High-Holborn and St. Giles's. 

We were soon tired of ali this finery, and as it was grow- 
ing late, made thcbest of our way to Belém.  Whilst M  
was writing letters, I walked out with Don Pedro on the 
verandas of the palace, which are washed by the Tagus, and 
flanked with turrets. The views are enchanting, and the day 
being warm and serene, I enjoyed tlicin in ali their beauty. 
Several large vesscls passed by as we were leaning over the 
balustrades, and almost touched us with their streamers. 
Evcn frigates and ships of the first rate approach within 
aquarter of a mile of the palace. 

Thcrc was a greater crowd of attendants than usual round 
our table at dinner to-day, and the huge massy dishes were 
brought up by a long train of gentlcmen and chaplains_, se- 
veral of th em deeorated with the orders of Avis and Christ. 
This attendance had quite a feudal air, and transported the / 
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irnagination to the days of chivalry, when great chieftains 
were waited upon like kings, by noble vassals. 

The Portuguese had need havc the stomachs of ostriches 
to digest the loads of savoury viands with which they eram 
themselves. Their vegetables, their rice, their poultr}r, are 
ali stewcd in the essence of ham, and so strongly seasoned 
witli pepper and spices, that a spoonful of peas, or a quarter 
of an onion, is sufficient to set one's mouth in a flame. 
With such a diet, and the continua] swallowing of sweet- 
meats, I am not surprised at their complaining so often of 
headachs and vapours. 

Several of the old Marquis of M 's confidants and buf- 
foons crept forth to have a peep at the st ranger, and hear the 
famous missionary descant upon martyrdom and miracles, 
The scenery of Boa Morte being fresh in his thoughts, his 
descriptions were gloorny and appalling: Don Pedro, his 
sisters, and his cousin, the young Conde d'Atalaya,* gathered 
round him with ali the trembling eagerness of children who 
hunger and thirst after hobgoblin stories. You may be sure 
he sent them not empty away. A blaeker dose of legendary 
superstition was never administered. The Marchioness seem- 
ed to swallow these terrifle narvations with nearty as much 
avidity as lier children, and the old Abade, dropping his chin 
in a woful manner, produced an enormous rosary, and kept 
thumbing his beads and mumbling orisons. 

M had luckily been summoned to the palace by a 
special mandate from his royal mistress. Had he been of 
the rpart}% I fear VerdeiFs prophecy would have been ae- 
complished, for never did mortal hold forth with so much 
scaring energy as this enthusiastic preaeher. The most ter- 
rible denuneiations of divine wrath which ever were thun- 
dered forth by ancient or modern writers of sermons and 
homilies recurred to his memory, and he dealt them about 
him with avengeance. The last half hour of the discoursewe 
were ali in total darkness,—nobody had thought of calling 
for lights: the children were huddled together, scarce ventur- 
ing to move or breathe.    It was a most singular scene. 

Full of the ghastly images the good father had conjured up 
in my imagination, I returned  home alone in my carriaíre, 

* Now Marquis of Tancos. 
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shivering and shudderiíig. My friends were out, and nothing 
could be more drearv than the appearance of my fireless 
apartments. 

LETTER XXXIII. 

Suoday, Xovember 25ih, 1787. 

WHAT a moming for thc 25th of November! The sun 
shining most brilliantly, insects fluttering about, and flowcrs 
expanding—the late rains having called forth a second 
spring, and tinted the hills round Almada, on the opposite 
shorc of the Tagus, with a lively green. 

I breakfasted alone, Verdeil being gone to St. Roch's to see 
the eeremony of publishing the buli of the Crusade, whieh 
ai Io ws good Christians to cat eggs and butter during Lent, 
upon paying his holiness a few shillings. I stayed at home, 
hearing a rehearsal of Seguidillas, in preparation for a new 
intermez at thc Salitri theatre, till the liour of mass was 
o ver, then getting into the Portuguese chaise, drove headlong 
to the palaee in the Placa do Commorcio, and hastened to the 
Marquis of M ?s apartments.    Ali  his family were as- 
semblcd to dine with h-ini. 

Had it not heen for the thoughts of my approaclung de- 
parture, I should liave felt more comfort and happiness than 
has fallen to 1113'' lot for a long intcrval.    M , whose at- 
tendance 011 the Queen may be too justl^' termed a state of 
downright slavery, had hardly taken his place at table, before 
he was called away. The Marchioness Donna Henriquetta, 
and her little sister, soon rctreated to the Camareira-Mor's 
apartments, and I was Icft alone with Pedro and Duarte. 
They seized fast hold, eaeh of a hand, and running like grey- 
hounds througli long corridors, took me to a balcony which 
eommands one of the greatest thoroughfares in Lisbon. 

The evening was delightful, and vast crowds of peoplc 
moving about, of ali degrees and nations, old and young, 
active and crippled, monks and officers. Shoals of beggars 
kept pouring in from every quarter to take their stands at 
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the gates of the palace and wateh the Queen's going out; 
for her Majesty is a most indulgent mother to these sturdy 
sons of idleness, and scarcely ever steps into her carriage 
without distributing considerable alms amongst them. By 
this misplaced charity, hundreds of stout fellows are taught 
the management of a crutch insteadof a musket, and the art 
of manufacturing sores, ulcers, and scabby patês, in the most 
loathsome perfection. Duarte, who is ali life and gaiety, 
vaulted upon the railing of the balcony, and hung for a mo- 
ment or two suspended in a manner that would have fríght- 
ened mothers and nurses into convulsions. The beggars, 
who had nothing to do till her Majesty should be forthcom- 
ing, seemed to be vastly entertained with these feats of agi- 
Kty. 

They soon spied me out, and two brawny lubbers, whom 
an unforunate eombination of small-pox and kingVevil had 
deprivedof eye-sight, informed, no doubt by their comrades 
of what was going fonvard, began a curíous dialogue wkh 
voices still deeper and harsher than those of the holy crows: 
—iC Heaven prosper their noble excellencíes, Don Duarte 
Manoel and Don Pedro, and ali the Marialvas—sweet dear 
youths, long ma}- they be blessed with the use of their eyes 
and of ali their limbsi Is that the charitable Ençlishman in 
their sweet company?"—íC Yes, my comrade/' answered 
the second blind.—<c What!" said the first, " that generous 
favourite of the most glorious Lord St. Anthony? (O glorio- 
síssimo Senhor Sant-Antonio !)"—ff Yes, my comrade/'— 
" O that I had but my precious eyes, that I might enjoy 
the sight of Íris countenance!" exelaimed both together. 

By the time the duet was thus far advanced, the halt, the 
maimed, and the scabby, having tied some greasy nightcaps 
to the end of long polés, poked them up through the very 
railing, bawling and roaring out charity, " charity for the 
sake of the hoíy one of Lisbon." Never -mm I looked up to 
by a more distorted or frightful collection of countenances* 
I made haste to throw down a plentiful showcr of small 
copper money, or else Duarte would have twitched away 
both polés and nightcaps, a frolic by no means to be en- 
couraged, as it might have marred our fame for the readiest 
and most polite attention to every demand in the name of 
St. Anthony. 
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Just as the orators were receiving their portion of penee 
and farthings, a cry of " There 's the Queen, there fs the 
Princess!" carried the whole hideous crowd away to another 
seene of action. and lefl me at full libertv to be amused in 
my turn with the squirrel-like gambols of my lively com- 
panion ; he is really a fine enterprising boy, bold, alert, and 
sprightly; quite different from most of his illustrious young 
relations. 

Don Pedro by no means approved my English partiality 
to such active feats, and after seolding his eousin for skip- 
píng about in so hazardous a style, entreated me to take 
them to the Salitri theatre, where a box had been prepared 
for us by his fathers orders. Upon the whole, I was better 
entertained than I expected, though the performance lasted 
abore four hours and a half, from seven to near twelve. It 
consisted of a ranting prose tragedy, in three acts, called Se- 
sostris, two ballets, a pastoral, and a faree, The decorations 
were not amiss, and the dresses showy. A shambling, blear- 
eyed boy, bundled out in weeds of the deepest sable, squeak- 
ed and bellowed alternately the part of a widowed princess. 
Another hob-e-di-hoy, tottering on high-heeled shoes, repre- 
sented her Egyptian majesty, and warbled two airs with ali 
the nauseous sweetness of a fluted falsetto. Though I could 
have boxed his ears for surfeiting mine so filthily, the audi- 
ence were of a very different opinion., and were quite enthu- 
siastic in their applause. 

In the stage-box I observed the mincing Countess of Pom- 
beiro, whose light hair and waxen complexíon was finely 
contrasted by the ebon hue of two little negro attendants 
perched on each side of her. It is the high ton at present in 
this court to be surrounded by African implings, the more 
hideous the more prized, and to bedizen them in the most 
expensive manner. The Queen has set the example, and the 
royal family vie with each other in spoiling and caressing 
Donna Rosa, her Majestyfs blaek-skinned,, blubber-lipped, 
flat-nosed favourite, 

One of the bailets was admirably got up; upon the rising 
of the curtain, a strange cabalistic apartment is discovered, 
where an astrologer appears very busy at a table covered 
with  spheres and astrolabes, arranging certain mystcrious 
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images, and pinking their eyes with a gigantic pair of black 
compasses. A sort of Pierrot announces some inquisitive 
travellers, who enter with many bows and scrapings. One 
of them, the ehief of the party, an old dapper beau in pink 
and silvei*, reminded me very much of the Duke d'Alafoens, 
and sidled along and tossed his eane about, and seemed to 
ask questions without waiting for answers, with as good a 
grace as that janty general. The astrologer, after explaining 
the wonders of his apartment vmkh many pantomimical con- 
tortions, invites his company to follow him, and the scene 
ehanges to a long gallery, illuminated wità a profusion of 
lights in gilt branehes. The perspective ends in a flight of 
steps, upon eaeh of which stands a row of figures, pantaloons, 
harlequins, sultans, sultanas, Indian chiefs, devils, and sav- 
ages, to ali appearance motionless. Pierrot brings in a ma- 
chine like a hand-organ, and his master begins to gi*ind, the 
musie accompanying. At the first chord, down drop the 
arms of ali the figures; at the seeond, eaeli rank descends a 
step, and so on, till gaining the levei of the stage, and the 
astrologer grínding faster and faster, the supposed eloekwork- 
assembly begin a general dance. 

Their ballet ended, the same accords are repeated, and ali 
hop up in the same stifT manner they hopped down. The 
travellers, highly pleased with the show, depart ; Pierrot, 
wh o longs to be grínding, persuades his master to take a 
walk, and leave him in possession of the gallery. He con- 
sents ; but enjoins the gaping oaf upon no aeeount to meddle 
with the machine, or set the figures in motion. Vain are his 
directions ! no sooner has he turned his back than Pierrot 
goes to work with ali his strength; the figures fali ashaking 
as if on the point of disjoining themselves; ereak, crack 
grinds the macliine with horrid harslmess; legs, arms, and 
noddles are thrown into convulsions, three steps are jumped 
at onee. PieiTot, frightened out of his senses at the goggle- 
eyed crowd advancing upon him, elings close to the machine 
and gives the handle no respite. The music, too, degenerates 
into the most jarring, screaking sounds, and the figures knock- 
ing against each other, and whirling round and round in utter 
confusion, fali fiat upon the stage. Pierrot runs from group 
to group in rueful despair, tries in vain to reanimate them, 
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and at length losing ali patience, throws one over the other, 
and heaps sultanas upon savages, and shcpherds upon devil- 
kins. jVTost of these personages being represented by boys 
of twelve or thirteen were easily wielded. After Pierrot has 
finished tossing and tumbling, lie drops down exhausted and 
lies *as dead as his neighbours, hoping to escape unnoticed 
amongst them. But this subterfuge avails him not; in 
comes° the astrologer armed with his compasses; back lie 
starts at sight of the confounded jumble. Pierrot pays for 
it ali, is soon drawn forth from his lurking-place, and the 
astrologer grinding in a moderate and scientific manner, the 
figan» Hft themselves up, and returning ali in statu çtto, the 
ballet finishes. 

Shall I confess that thisnonsense amused me prettynearty 
as much as it did my companions, whose raptures were only 
exceeded by those of Madame de Pombeiro's implings. They, 
sweet, sooty innocents, kept gibbering and pointing at the 
man with the black compasses in a manner so eompletely 
Afrícan and ludicrous, that I thought their contortions the 
best part of the entertaimnent. 

The play ended, \ve hastened back to the palaee, and tra- 
versing a number of dark vestibules and guard-chambers, (ali 
of a snore with jaded equerries,) were almost blinded with 
a blaze of light from the room in whieh supper was served 
up. There we found in addition to ali the Marialvas, the old 
Marquis only excepted, the Camareira-Mor, and five or six 
other hags of supreme quality, feeding Hke cormorants upon 
a variety of high-eoloured and high-seasoned dishes. 1 sup- 
pose the keen air from the Tagus, which blows right into the 
palace-windows, opcrates as a powerful whet, for I never 
beheld eaters or eateresses, no not even our old acquaintance 
Madame la Presidente at Paris, lay about them with greater 
intrepidity. To be sure, it was a splendid repast, quite a 
banquet. We had manjar branco and manjar real, and 
among other good things a certain preparation of rice and 
chieken, which suited me exactly, and no wonder, for this 
excellent mess had becn just tossed up by Donna Isabel de 
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The number of Hghts upon the table, and of attendants 
and pages in rich uniforms around it, waa prodigious; but 
what interested me far more tlian ali this parade was the 
sportive good-humour and frankness of the company. How 
it happoned that the presence of a st ranger failed to inspire 
any reserve, is one of those odd circumstances I can hardly 
account for,* cspecially as the higher orders of tlie Portuguese 
are the farthest removed of ali persons from admitting any 
but their nearest relations to these family parties; but so it 
was, and I felt both fiattered and gratified at being permit- 
ted to witness tlie ease and hilarity which prevailed. 

The dutiful, affectionate attention of the younger part of 
the company to their parents was truly amiable ; nor do I 
believe that, at this day in any other realm in Europe, the 
sacred precept of honouring your father and your mother is 
so eordia)]y observed as in Portugal. Happy if, in our in- 
tercourse with that nation, we had profited in that respect 
by their example; the peace of so many of our noblest fami- 
lies would not have been disturbed by the towest connexions, 
nor their best blood contaminated by matches of the most 
immoral, degrading tendeney. We should not have seen one 
year a performer acting the part of a lady this or ]ady fother 
upon the stage, and the next in the drawing-room; nor, 
upon entering some of our principal houses, have been tempt- 
ed to cry out—" Bless me ! that lovely countenance is the 
same I recollect adoring by moonlight on tlie fine broad 
flagstones of Bond Street or Portland Place !" * 

It was now after two in the morning, and I must own, 
notwithstanding the good cheer of which I had participated 
and the kind entcrtainment I had received, I began to feel 
a little tired. The children were in sucli spirits, so fulí of 
frolic, and her sublimity, the Camareira-Mor so unusually 
tolerant and condescending, that there was no knowing when 
the party would break up. Taking, therefore, my leave in due 

9 About the period of lhe present K"iDg's accession, sevcral ladies of 
ihis description had bounced ínto lhe peerage; but as lhey did not walk 
at lhe eoronation, somebndy observed, il was odd enough that the pecr- 
esses best aceustomed to a frec use of their limbs, declined slirring a stcp 
upon this occasion, Horacc Walpolc inentions this bon mot in some of 
his letters ; 1 forget to whom lie atiributes it. 
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form, I made my retreat, escorted by half-a-dozen torch- 
bearers. 

Just as I had gotten about half-way on my jouraey 
tlirough what appeared to me interminable passages, I was 
arrested in my progress by a pair of Dominicans, Father 
Rocha, and his scarecrow satellite Frò José do Rosário. A 
person less accustomed than I had lately been to such ap- 
paritions would have been startled; especially, too, if he 
had found himself like me between the most formidable 
Hving pillars of the holy inquisition. 

"What are you doing Jiere so very late," I could not 
help exclaiming, " my reverend fathers ? Whafs the mat- 
ter?" 

" The matter is," answered Bocha, with a voice of ter- 
rific hoarseness, " that we have caught cold waiting for you 
in these confounded corridors, The Archbishop, above half- 
an-hour ago, commanded us to bring you to him dead or 
alive; but a rascally jackanapes in waiting upon her ex- 
cellency the Camareira-Mor would not let us in to deli ver 
our message, so we have been airing ourselves hitherto to no 
piirpose" 

" Do you know," said Rocha, taking me into a little room 
where a lamp was stili burning, " that affairs do not go on 
so smoothly as they ought ? The Archbishop seems to have 
lost both time and tem per since he lias been pressed into 
the cabinet; and, as for the Prince of Brazil and his con- 
sort, God forgive me for wishing thcir advisers and ali their 
intrigues in the lowest abyss of perdition. How can you 
be scheming a journey to Madrid at this season ? The fíoods 
are out, and the robbers also, and I tell you what, as the 
Archbishop says twenty times a day, if you do go you de- 
serve to be drowned and murdered/' 

" The die is cast," I replied, " and I must take my 
chance; but really I wish you would have the goodness to 
bid the Archbishop a very good night in my name, and let 
me put off asking his benediction till to-morrow, for I am 
quite jaded." 

" Jaded or not/' answered the monk, " you must come 
with me; the wind is up in the Archbishop's brain just at 
this moment, and by the leaSt contradiction more would be- 
come a hurricane." 
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Finding resistance vain, I sufiered myself to be conducted 
tlirough two or three open courts, very refreshing at this 
hour you may suppose, and up a little staircase into the 
Archbishop's interior cabinet. AH was still as death—no 
lay-brother bustling about—no sound audible but a low 
breathing, which now and then swelled into a half suppressed 
groan, from the agitated prelatc, whom we found knee-deep 
in papers, immersed in thought, 

" So," said he, " tbere you are at last. What have }'ou 
been doing ali this while ? Who but a brute of an English- 
man would have kept me waiting. Ay, ay, you told me 
how it would be, and you are right. They plague my soul 
out. We have twenty rascais pulling as many ways. Your 
people too are not what they used to be, though Mello would 
make us believe to the contrary. One thing I know for 
certain, some infernal mischief is afloat, and unless God's 
grace is speedily manifested, I see no end to confusion, and 
wish myself anywhere but where I am. These smooth- 
tongued, Frenchified, Italian Voltaireists and encyclopedians 
have poisoned ali sound doctrine. A}r/' continued he rising 
up, with an expression of indignation and anger I never saw 
before on Íris countenance, c< somebody^s ears* are poisoned 
whom I could name .... But where is the use of talking 
to you ? You are detemrined to leave us; be it so. God*s 
providence is above ali. He knows what is best for you, and 
for me, and for these kingdoms. Thcre is your passport, 
countersigned by your friend Mello ; and here is a letter for 
Lorenzana, and another for his Catholic Majesty's confessor, 
in which I tell him what an amazing fool 3-ou are, and 
unless you continue one without any remission, we shall 
soon have you back again.   Tell Marialva/' he added, ad- 

* The personage in question paid dearly for having listcncd to evil 
coiinsellors and exciting the suspicions of the church. In about a twelve- 
month after this conversation, the small pox, not atiended to so skilfully 
as it jnight have been, was sufiered to earry him oíT, and reduced his 
imperious widow to a mere cipher in the pohtics of a court she Iiad be- 
gun very suecessfuily to agitate. To this period the cruel distress of lhe 
Queenfs mind may be traeed. The confiici between maternal tenderness 
and what she thought politicai duty, may be supposed with much greaier 
probabiliiy to have produced her fatal derangement, than ali lhe scrupíes 
respectmg the Aveiro and Tavoura confiscations which lhe fanatteal, in- 
terested priest, who sueceeded my exeellent friend, excited. 
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dressing himself to Rocha (for the other father had not been 
admitted), "tell Marialva and ali his friends that I have 
dried up my tongue almost more times than one, in attempt- 
iiig to argue a thousand silly whimsies and crotchets out of 
his harum-scarum EngHsh brain; but come," said he, ex- 
tending his arms, * I bear no malice; I pity, I do not con- 
demn. Lct me give you an embrace, and pray God it may 
not be the last you will receive from me." 

It was, alas í the last I ever received from him, poor, 
honest-hearted, kind old man! A sort of melancholy fore- 
boding which seemed to pervade ali he said in this interview 
was too soon realized. The fatal tide of events flowing on 
as it werc with redoubled, tremendous velocity, swept away 
in the course of a few short months from this period the 
Prince of Brazil, the lovely and amiable Infanta his sister, 
her husband Don Gabriel of Spain, and the good old King 
Charles the Third. Not long after, the Archbishop-confessor 
himself was called from the plenitude of power and the en- 
jo}-ment of unrivalled influence to the presence of tliat Be- 
ing in whose sight <f no man living shall be justified;" but 
as in many trying and peculiar instances he had shown the 
tendercst mercy, it may tremblingly be hopcd that mercy 
has bcen shown to him. Notwithstanding the bluntness 
of his manner, the kindness of his beart, so apparent in 
his good-hurnoured, benevolent eyc, found its wav, almost 
hnperceptibly to himself, to the hearts of others,and tem- 
percd the despotic roughness lie sometimes assumed both in 
voice and gesture. 

I still seem to behold the last, earnest, solemn look he 
gave me when, the door closing, he retired to the cares of 
state, and I with my escort of torch-bearers and Dominicans 
hastened forth to breathe the open air, of which I stood 
greatly in need. Many things I had heard, and many others 
I conjectured, above ali, the reluctanee I fck at the bottom 
of my hcart to leave a country in which I had received 
such uncommon marks of friendship, bore heavily upon me. 
When I got home, scarccly two hours bcfore daybreak, and 
tned to cornposc mysclf to sleep, I was neither refreshed 
nor recruited, but experienced the agitation of feverish and 
broken slumbers. 
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LETTER XXXIV. 

Nov. 26th, 1787. 
I WBXT to the church of the Martyrs to hcar the matins 

of Perez and tlic dcad mass of Jomelli performed by ali the 
principal musicians of the royal chapei for the repose of the 
souls of their deceased predecessors. Such august, such af- 
fecting music I never heard, and perhaps may never hear 
again ; for the flame of devout enthusiasm burns dim in al- 
most every part of Europe, and threatens total extinction in 
a very few years : as yet it glows at Lisbon, and produced 
this day the most striking musical effect. 

Every individual prescnt seemed penetrated with the spirit 
of those awful words which Perez and Jomelli have set with 
tremcndous sublimity. Not only the music, but the serious 
demeanour of the performers, of the officiating priest, and 
indeed of the whole congregation, was calculated to impress a 
solemn, pious terror of the world beyond the grave. The 
splendid decoration of the church was changed into moum- 
ing, the tribunes hung with black, and a veil of gold and 
purple thrown over the high altar. In the midst of the ehoir 
stood a catafalque surrounded with tapers in lofty candela- 
bro, a row of priests motionless on each side. There was an 
awful silence for scveral minutes, and then began the solemn 
service of the dead. The singers turned pale as they sang, 
(C Timor mortis me conturbat." 

After the requiem, the high mass of Jomelli, in commemo- 
ration of the deceased, was performed; that famous compo- 
sition which begins with a movement imitative of the tolling 
of bclls, 

11 Swinging slow with sullcn roar." 

Thcsc dcep, majestic sounds, mingled with others like the 
cries for mercy of unhappy beings, around whom the shadows 
of death and the painsof hell were gathering, shook every 
nerve in my frame, and called up in my recollection so many 
aífecting images, that I could not refrain from tears. 
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I scareely knew how I was conveyed to the palace, where 
Marialva expected my coming with the utmost impatienee. 
Our conversation took a most serious turn. He entreated me 
not to forget Portugal, to meditate upon the awful serviee I 
had been hearingj and to remember he should not die in peace 
unless I was present to close his eyes. 

In the actual tone of my mind I was doubly touebed by 
this melancholy, affectionate address. It seemed to cut 
through my soul, and I execrated Verdeil and ali those who 
had been instrumental in persuading me to abandon such a 
friend. The Grand Prior wept bitterly at seeing my agita- 
tion. Marialva went to the Queen, and the Grand Prior 
home with me. We dined alone; my heart was full of 
heavinesSj and I could not eat. At night we returned to the 
palace, and there ali my sorrow and anxiety was renewed. 
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LETTER I. 

Wednesday, Nov. 28th, 1787. 

THE winds are reposing themselves, and the surface of the 
Tagus has ali the smoothness of a mirror. The clouds are 
dispersing, for it rained heavily in the night, and the sun 
tinging the distant mountains of Palmella. Charming wea- 
ther for crossing to Aldeã Gallega, that self-same village in 
whose praises Baretti launches out with so much luxuriance. 
Home and his nephew accompanied me to the stairs of Pam- 
pulha, where the old Marquis*s scalera was waiting for me, 
with eight-and-twenty rowers in their bright scarlet accou- 
trements. 

Beggars innumerable, blind, dumb, and scabby, followed 
me almost into the water. No beggars equal tho6e of Por- 
tugal for strength of lungs, luxuriance of sores, profusion of 
vermin, variety and arrangement of tatters, and dauntless 
perseverance. Soveral clocks were striking one when we 
pushed off from the shore, and in a few minutes less than 
two hours wc found ourselves at Aldeã Gallega, four leagues 
from Lisbon. Vast numbers of boats and skiffs passed us in 
the course of our navigation, wlnch I should have thought 
highly agreeable in other circumstances; but I felt oppressed 
and melancholy; the thoughts of my separation from the 
Marialvas bearing heavily on my mind. Nor could the 
grand prospects of the river, and its shores, crowded with 
convents, towers, and palaces, remove this dead cold weight 
a síngle instant. 

The sun having sunk into watery clouds, the expanse of 
the Tagus wore a dismal, leaden-coloured aspect.     Lisbon 
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was cast into shade, and the huge mass of the convcnt of San 
Vicente, crowning an eminence, looked dark and solemn. 
The low shores of Aldeã Gallega are pleasant and woody; 
many varieties of the tulip, the íris, and other bulbous roots, 
already springing up under the protection of spreading pines. 

Instead of go-ing to a swinish, stinking estellagem, my 
eourier, Martinho de Mello's prime favourite, and the one he 
employs upon the most confidential negotiations, eonducted 
me to the postmaster's; a ncat, snug habitation, where I 
found very tolerable accommodations, and dined in the midst 
of a vapour of burnt Ia vender, that was ncar depriving us of 
ali appetite. 

Before I sat down to table., I wrote to M , and sent 
my letter by the return of the scalera. It was not without 
difficulty I wTOte then, or write at present, for my kind host, 
the postmaster, has not only the saine age, but equal glibness 
of tongue as the Abade. They were contemporal*}7 at Coim- 
bra, and their tongucs have kept pace with each other these 
eighty years. The postmaster is blessed with a most tena- 
eious memory, and having been a mighty reader of operas, 
serenatas, sonnets, and romances,, seemed to sweat verses at 
every pore. For three hours he gavc neither himself nor us 
any respite, but spouted whole volleys of Metastasio, till he 
was black in the face. Having washed down the heroic sen- 
timents of Megaele, Artaserse, and Demétrio with a dish of 
tea, he fell to quoting Spanish and Latin authors, Ovid, 
Séneca, Lopez de Vega, Calderon, with the same volubility. 

As millers sleep sound to the cliek of their mill, so I, at the 
end of the two hours* gabbling, was perfeetly well-seasoned, 
and let him run on with the most resigned composure, writ- 
ing and reading as unconeernedly as if in a convent of Car- 
thusians. 

Thursday, November 29th. 

There was a continuai racket in the house and about the 
street-door ali night. At four o'cloek the baggage-carts set 
forth, with a tremendous jingling of bells. The morning 
was so soft and vem ai, that we drank our chocolate on the 
veranda, which commands a wild rural view of shrubby fields 
and scattered pines, terminated by a long range of blue hills, 
most picturesquely varied in form, if not in colour. 
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Afterbreakfast I went to the church, which Colmenar pre- 
tends is magniflcently gilt and omamented; but which, in 
fact, can boast no other decoration than a few shabby altars, 
displaying the images of Nossa Senhora, and the patron saint, 
in tinselled garments of faded taffeta. I knelt on a niould}r 

pavement, and felt a ehill wind issuing from between the cre- 
vices of loose grave-stones, that returned a hollow sound when 
I rose up and walked o ver them. A priest, wh o was saying 
mass, offieiated with uncommon slowness and solemnitv. It 
was hardly light in the reeesses of the chapeis. 

Soon after eight o'cloek we left Aldeã Gallega, and plough- 
ed through deep furrows of sand at the sober rate of t wo miles 
and a half in an hour. On both sides of the heavy road the 
eye ranges unintemipted, except by the stems of starveling 
pines, through a boundless extent of barren country, over- 
grown with stunted ilex and gum~eistus. The same scenery 
lasted without any variation fui] five leagues, to the Venta 
de Pegoens, wliere I am now writing, in a long dismal room, 
with plastered walls, a damp briek-floor, and craeked win- 
dow-shutters. A pack of half-famished dogs are leaping 
around me, their c}res ready to start out of their sockets 
and their ribs out of their skin. 

After dining upon the provi si ons we brought with us, of 
which the 3'elping generation enjoyed no ínconsiderable share, 
we proceeded through sandy wilds diversified alone by pines. 
Not a single habitation occurred, till by a glimmering dubious 
starlight, for it was now half-past seven, we discovered the 
extensive front of a palaee, built in the year 1729, by John 
the Fifth, for the accommodation of the Infanta of Spain, 
wh o married his son, the late King D. José. Here we were 
to lodge, and I was rather surprised, upon enteríng a long 
suite of well-proportioned apartments, to find doors and Win- 
dows still capable of being shut and opened, large chimneys 
guiltless of smoking out of their right channel, and painted 
eeilmgs without eracks or crevices. 

A young priest, neither deficient in manners nor erndition, 
the keeper of this solitary palaee, did his utmost to make our 
stay in it agreeable. By his attention, we had some chair3 
and tables plaeed by a blazing fire, which I worsliipped with 
ali the fervour of an ancient Persian.    I had need of this 
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consolation, beíng mueh disordered by the tiresome dragging 
of our heavy coach through heaps of sand, and depressedwith 
feverish shiverings. 

Friday, November 30th. 
It was a long while last night before I composed myself to 

sleep, and being called at the first dawn, I rose, if possible, 
more indisposed than when I lay down ; I could scarcely 
swallow any refreshment, and kept walking disconsolatcly 
through the vast range of naked apartments, till the rays of 
the rising sun entered the windows. The horizon glowed 
with ruddy clouds ; the vast desert leveis, discovered from 
the balconies of the palace, gleamed with dewy verdure. I 
liastened out to breathe the fresh moming air, impregnated 
with the perfume of a thousand aromatie shrubs and opening 
flowers. I eould not believe it was the last day of Novem- 
ber, but fancied I had slept away the winter, and was just 
awakened in the month of May. 

To enjoy these fragrant breezes in full liberty, I left our 
carriage to drag along as slowly as the mules pleased, and 
the muleteers to smoke their cigarros as deliberately as they 
thought proper; and mounting my horse, rode the best part 
of the way to Montemor; whieh is built on the acclivity 
of a mountain, and surrounded on every side by groves of 
olives. The whole face of the country is covefed by the 
same vegetation, and, of course, presents no very cheerful 
appearance. 

About a mile from Montemor we crossed a clear river, 
whose banks are thick-set with poplars, and a light, airy 
speeies of broom, intermixed witli Indian-fig, and laurustine 
in full blossom. The bees were swarming amongst the 
flowers, and filling the air with their hum. 

Whilst our dinner was preparing we climbed up the green 
slopes of a lofty hill, to some ruins on its summit; and pass- 
ing under a narrow arch discovered a broad flight of steps, 
which lead to a very aneient chureh of gothic uneouth archi- 
teeture ; the pavement almost entirely composed of sepulchral 
slabs and brasses. As we walked on a platform before the 
entrance, the sun shone so fierccly that we were glad to de- 
scend the eminence on its shadiest side, and take refuge in a 
cavem-like apartment of the  estallagem, *ay damp and 
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dingy ; but in which, however, an excellent dinner awaited 
our arrival. 

We set out at two in a blaze of sunshine, so checrful and 
reviving, that I got oncc more on horseback, and never dis- 
mounted till I reached Arroyolos. Just as we came in sight 
of this ugly old town, whioh, like Montemor, crowns the sum- 
mit of a rocky eminence, it fell totally dark ; but the post- 
master coming forth with torches, lighted us through several 
winding alleys to his house. I found some pleasant apart- 
ments amply furnished, and richly carpeted, and had the 
comfort of settling myself by a crackling tire, writing to the 
whole circle of the Marialvas, and drinking tea without being 
attacked by quotations of Virgil and Metastasio. 

s 

LETTER II. 

Satunlay, Decembcr lst, 1787. 

HITHERTO I have had no reason to complain of my accom- 
modations in travelling through Portugal. A mandate írorn 
the Governor procured me milk this moming for my breakfast, 
much against the will of the proprietor, who had a great 
inclination to keep ali to himself. The idea of its being 
squeezed but by force, persuaded me that it had a very sour 
taste, and I hardly touched it. 

I laid in a stock of carpets for my joumey, of strange 
grotesque patterns and glaring colours, the produce of a ma- 
nufactory in tliis town, which employs about three hundred 
persons. Methinks I begin to write as dully as viajor W. 
Dalrymple, whose dry joumal of traveis through a part of 
Spain I had the misfortune of reading in the coach this morn- 
ing, as we jogged and jolted along the dreary road betwecn 
Arroyolos and Venta do Duque. 

We passed a wild tract of forest-land, and saw numerous 
herds of swinc luxuriously seratching themselves against 
the rugged bark of cork-trees, and routing up the moss at 
their roots in search of acorns. Venta -do Duque is a sty 
right worthy of being the capital of hoggish dominions; it 

k 

ARROYOLOS. 299 

dingy ; but in which, however, an excellcnt dinner awaited 
our arrival. 

We set out at two in a blaze of sunshine, so checrful and 
reviving, that I got oncc more on horseback, and never dis- 
mounted till I reached Arroyolos. Just as we came in sight 
of this ugly old town, whioh, like Montemor, crowns the sum- 
mit of a rocky eminencc, it fell totally dark ; but the post- 
master coming forth with torches, lighted us through several 
winding alleys to his house. I found some pleasant apart- 
ments amply furnished, and richly carpeted, and had the 
comfort of settling myself by a crackling fire, writing to the 
whole circle of the Marialvas, and drinking tea without being 
attacked by quotations of Virgil and Metastasio. 

LETTER II. 

Satunlay, Decembcr lst, 1787. 

HITHERTO I have had no reason to complain of my accom- 
modations in travelling through Portugal. A mandate from 
the Governor procured me milk this moming for my breakfast, 
much against the will of the proprietor, who had a great 
inclination to keep ali to himself. The idea of its being 
squeezed but by force, persuaded me that it had a very sour 
taste, and I hardly touched it. 

I laid in a stock of carpets for my joumey, of strange 
grotesque patterns and glaring colours, the produce of a ma- 
nufactory in tliis town, which employs about three hundred 
persons. Methinks I begin to write as dully as Major W. 
Dalrymple, whose dry journal of traveis through a part of 
Spain I had the misfortune of reading in the coach this morn- 
ing, as we jogged and jolted along the dreary road between 
Arroyolos and Venta do Duque. 

We passed a wild tract of forest-land, and saw numerous 
herds of swinc luxuriously scratching themselves against 
the rugged bark of cork-trees, and routing up the moss at 
their roots in search of aconis. Venta -do Duque is a sty 
right worthy of being the capital of hoggish dominions; it 



300 ESTREMOZ. 

can boast, however, of a chimney, which, giving us the 
opportunity of making a fire, rendered our stay in it less 
intolerable. 

The evening turncd out cloudy and cold. Bcfore we ar- 
rired at Estremoz, another city on a hill, bettcr and farther 
seen than it merits, it began to rain with a vengeanee. I 
hcar it splashing and driving this moment in the puddles 
which lie in the vast, forlorn market-place, at one end of 
which our posada is situated. For Portugal, this posada is 
by no means indifferent; the walls and ceilings have been 
neatly whitewashed, and here are chairs and tables. My 
carpets are of essential service in protecting my feet from the 
damp brick-floors. I have spread thcm ali round my bed, 
and they make a flaming exotie appearance.* 

Sunday, December 2nd. 
When I opened my eyes about seven in the morning, the 

sky was still dismal and lowering; and a crowd of human 
figures, enveloped in dark capotes, were just issuing from 
several dens and lurking-places on each side the entrance of 
the posada. A fair, which was held to-day, had drawn 
tliem together, and they were lamenting in chorus the rainy 
weather, which prevented the display of their rural finery. 
Most of these good people had passed the night in the stables 
of the posada. As I carne down stairs, I saw several of their 
companions of both sexes lying about like the killed and 
wounded on a field of battle; or, to use a less fatal compari- 
son, like the dead-drunk during a contested election in 
England. 

From the windows of the posada I looked down on a vast 
opening a thousand' feet in breadth, surrounded by irregular 
buildings: amongst which I could not discover any of those 
handsorne ediíices adorned with marble columns, some travel- 
ling scribblers mention in terms of the highest commendation. 
The marble tower, too, they describe, built by Don Deniz, 
has totally lost its polish, if true it is it ever had any. 

Hard by the posada is a little chapei, to which I repaired 
as soon as I had breakfasted, and heard an outrageous sermon 
preached by a grey-headed, fiery-eyed capuchin, to a troop of 
blubbering females. / 

As it did not positively rain, but only drizzled, after the 
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fashion of my own dear native country, I rode part of the 
way to Elvas, and traversed boundless wastes of gum-cistus, 
Avhose dark-green casts a melaneholy shade over the face of 
the country. A mile or two from Elvas, the scene changes 
to a forest of olives, with fountains by the wayside, and 
avenues of poplars, which were not yet deprivèd of their 
foliage. Above their summits tower the arches of an aque- 
duct, supported by strong buttresses, and presenting, when 
seen in perspective, an appearance, in some points of vie#, not 
unlike that of a ruined gotliic cathedral. The ramparts of 
Elvas are laid out and planted much in the style of our 
Englisli gardens, and forni very delightful walks. 

Úpon entering the town, which seems populous and 
thriving, wc were conducted to a very clean ncat house, pre- 
pared for our reception by order of the governor, Monsieur de 
Vallarè. A dignified sort of a page,- or grooni of the cham- 
bers, in a blue coat riclily laeed, and the order of St. Jago 
dangling at his button-hole, stood ready at the door to show 
us up stairs, and, according to the Portuguese system of 
politeness, never quitted our elbows a single monient. 

I had hardly reconnoitred my ncw apartments before 
Monsieur de Vallarè was announced. He brought with him 
the Abade Corrêa, one of the luminarics of modem Portuguese 
literature, wliose conversation arTorded me great amusement. 
Wc sallicd out together to visit the fortifications, the stables 
for the cavalry, and barracks for the soldiers, which are ali in 
admirable order; thanks to the Governor, who is indefatigable 
in his exertions, and retains at a very experienced age the 
agility^ of five-and-twenty. I was delighted with his cheer- 
ful, military frankncss, and unafTected attentions. He told 
me, he had stood the firc of our formidable column at Fonte- 
noy, and never cnjoyed himself so much in his life, as in the 
smoke and havoc of that furious ençaçement. 

From one of the bastions to which he conducted us, we 
had a distinct view of the Fort de la Lippe, erccted at an 
enormous expense on the summit of a woody mountain. 
Had the weather been fine, it might have tempted me to 
clirab up to it; but sliowers bcginning to descend, í preferred 
taking sheltcr in a snug apartment of the Marechal, enlivened 
by a blazing pile of aromatic woods, raised up on a grate in a 
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by a blazing pile of aromatic woods, raised up on a grate in a 
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Christian-like marmer. The Abade and I drawing close to 
this hospitable hearth, talked over Lisbon and its inhabitants; 
whilst Verdeil amused himself with scrutinizing some mine- 
rais the Mare'chal had eolleeted, and whieh lay scattered 
about his room. 

In these occupations the time passed till supper. We had 
pork delicately flavoured, exquisite quails, and salads, pre- 
pared in different manners, the most delieious I ever tasted. 
Our conversation was lively and unrestrained ; Corrêa has an 
originality of genius and freedom of sentiment, which the 
terrors of the Inquisition have not yet extinguished. 

LETTER III. 

Monday, Dec 3rd, 1787. 
THE Marechal and the Abade breakfasted with me, but 

tlie rain prevented my taking another walk about the fortifi- 
cations, and seeing the troops go through their exercise. At 
ten we set off, well escorted, traversed a dismal plain, and 
passed a rivulet which separates the two kingdoms. No 
sooner had one of our muleteers passed this boundary, than 
cutting a eross in the turf with his knife, lie fell prostrate and 
kissed the ground with a transport of devotion. 

^ Upon ascending the bank of the rivulet we carne in si^ht 
of Badajoz and its long narrow bridge over the Guadiana. 
The eustom-honse was ali mildness and moderation; its 
harpies have ncither flown away with my books, as Bezerra 
predicted, nor set their talons in my eoffers. At sight of my 
passport, such a one, I believe, as is not very frequently 
granted, ali difficulties gave way, and I was permitted to 
enter the lonely, melancholy streets of Badajoz, without 
being stopped an instant, or foaving my baggage ransacked. 

This eircumstance, no wonder, gave me greater satisfac- 
tion than the aspect of the town and its inhabitants, which 
is decidedly gloomy. Every house almost has grated win- 
dows, and the few human creatures that stared at us from 
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them, were muffled up to their noses in heavy mantles of the 
darkest colours. 

We continued winding half an hour in slow and solemn 
procession through narrow streets and alleys, whose gutters 
were full to the brim, bcfore we reaehed the large dingy man- 
mm, their excellencies, the Governor and Intendam, had been 
so gracious as to allot for my reeeption. Both these person- 
ages were, providentially, laid up with agues, or else, it 
seems, I should have been honoured with their coinpany the 
whole evening. 

A mob of eyes and mantles, for neither mouths, arms, nor 
scarcely legs were diseernible, assembled round the earriages 
the moment^ they halted, and had the patience to remain°in 
the street, silently smoking their cigarros, the whole time I 
was at dinner. 

It was night bcfore I rose from table, crept down stairs, 
and, though it continued raining at frequent intervals, 
waded to the cathedral, through much mire, and between 
several societies of hogs, which lay sweetly sleeping to the 
muxmur of dropping eaves, in the midst of gutters and 
kennels. 

The cathedral is formed by three aisles of equal breadth, 
supported by pillars and arches, in a tolerably good pointed 
style. Several lofty chapeis open into them, with solemn 
gates of iron. In the centre of the middle aisle some bung- 
ling architect has awkwardly stuck the choir, not many 
paces from the .principal entrance, and by so doing has shut 
out the vicw of the high altar: no great loss, however, the 
high altar looking little better than a huge mass of roek- 
work, gilt and burnished. Under the choir is a staircase 
leading down to the grated entrance of a vault. Lamps were 
burning before many of the altars, and they distributed a 
faint hght throughout the whole edifice. 

I paced silently to and fro in the aisles, whilst the canons 
were chanting vespers. The choristers still retain the same 
dress m which St. Anthony is represented, in the picture 
whicli hung by the miraculous cross he indented wlien flying 
the persecutions of Satan. There was a solemnity in the 
ghmmer of the lamps, the gloomy, indeflnite depth of the 
chapeis, and the darkness of the vault beneath the choir, that 
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affected me.    I passed a very uncomfortable evening, and a 
worse night. 

Tuesday, Dec. 4. 
Not a wínk of sleep did the musquitos allow me. I was 

glad to call for lights at four, and was still happier to step 
into the coach at five; from that hour to half-past-eight I 
contrived to slumber in a feverish, agitated manner, that did 
me littlc good. 

Whcn I opened my eyes, I found myself travcrsing a vast 
plain as levei as the ocean. In summer, this waste must 
convey none but ideas of sterility and desolation; at present, 
a fresíi verdure, browsed by numerous flocks, rendered its ap- 
pearance tolerable. The sheep, whkh are large and tliriving, 
have fleeccs as long and as silky as the hair of a barbei, 
combcd every day by the hands of its mistress. I observed 
numbers of lambs of the most shining whiteness, \vith black 
ears and noses; just such neat little animais as those I re- 
member to have seen in the era of Dresden china, at the feet 
of smirking shepherdesses. 

We dined at a village of mud cottages, called Lubaon, 
situated on some rising ground, about eighteen miles from 
Badajoz, whose inhabitants seem to have attained the last 
sta^e of poverty and wretchedness. Two or three withered 
hags, that even in the prophet HabakkuYs resurrection of 
dry bonés, would have attracted attention, laid hold of me 
the moment I got out of the carriage. I thought the cold 
liand of the weird sisters was giving me a gripe; and trem- 
bled lest, whether I would or not, I might hear some fatal 
prediction. To get out of their way I flew to the church, an 
old gothic building, placed on the edge of a steep, which 
•shelves almost perpendicularly down to the banks of the 
Guadiana, and took sanctuary in its porch. There I remained 
till summoned to dinner, listening to the murmur of the dis- 
tant river flowing round sandy islands. 

I ivon the hearts of my muleteers by earessing their mules, 
and inquiring with a respectful earnestness their names and 
characters. Capitana may be depended upon in cases of 
labour and difficulty; Valerosa is skittish and enterprising; 
Pelerina rather sluggish and ,cowardly ; but La Comrnissaria 
unites everv mulish perfection; is tractable, steady, and sure- 

304 LCBAOX. 

affected me.    I passcd a very uncomfortable evening, and a 
worse night. 

Tuesday, Dec. 4. 
Not a wínk of sleep did the musquitos allow me. I was 

glad to call for lights at four, and was still happier to step 
into the coach at five; from that hour to half-past-eight I 
contrived to slumber in a feverish, agitated manner, that did 
me littlc good. 

Whcn I opened my eyes, I found myself travcrsing a vast 
plain as levei as the ocean. In summer, this waste must 
convey none but ideas of sterility and desolation; at present, 
a fresh verdure, browsed by numerous flocks, rendered its ap- 
pearance tolerable. The sheep, whkh are large and thriving, 
have fleeccs as long and as silky as the hair of a barbei, 
combcd every day by the hands of its mistress. I observed 
numbers of lambs of the most shining whiteness, \vith black 
ears and noses; just such neat little animais as those I re- 
member to have seen in the era of Dresden china, at the feet 
of smirking shepherdesses. 

We dined at a village of mud cottages, called Lubaon, 
situated on some rising ground, about eighteen miles from 
Badajoz, vrhose inhabitants seem to have attained the last 
sta^e of poverty and wretchedness. Two or three withered 
hags, that even in the prophet Habakkuk's resurrection of 
dry bonés, would have attracted attention, laid hold of me 
the moment I got out of the carriage. I thought the cold 
liand of the weird sisters was giving me a gripe; and trem- 
bled lest, whether I would or not, I might hear some fatal 
prediction. To get out of their way I flew to the church, an 
old gothic building, placed on the edge of a steep, which 

■shelves almost perpendicularly down to the banks of the 
Guadiana, and took sanctuary in its porch. There I remained 
till summoned to dinner, listening to the murmur of the dis- 
tant river flowing round sandy islands. 

I won the hearts of my muleteers by earessing their mules, 
and inquiring with a respectful earnestness their names and 
characters. Capitana may be depended upon in cases of 
labour and difficulty; Valerosa is skittish and enterprising; 
Pelerina rather sluggish and ,co\vardly ; but La Commissaria 
unites everv mulish perfection ; is íractable, steady, and sure- 



MIAXADAS. 305 

footed, and at the same time (to use the identical expression 
of vny calasero) the greatest driver of dirt before lier in the 
uni verse. She is certainly an animal of uncommon resolu- 
tion ; and when tired to death by the slow paces of her eom- 
panions, how often have I wished myself abandoned to her 
guidance in a light two-wheeled chaise. 

We left Lubaon at half-past two, and, as I had the happi- 
ness of sleeping almost the whole way to Merida, ean give 
little aecount of the country. 

I was hardly awake when we entered the posada at Me- 
rida, and started back, dazzled with an illumination of wax- 
lights, solemnly stuck in sconces ali round a lofty room, with 
glaring white walls, as if I had been expected to lie in 
state. In the middle of the apartment stood a large brasier,' 
full of glowing embers, exhaling so strong a perfume of rose- 
mary and lavender, that my head swam, and I reeled like a 
drunkard. But, as soon as this vile maehine was removed, f 
sat down to write in peace and eomfort. 

LETTER IV- 

Wednesday, Dec. 5tli, 1787. 
ABOUT Áxe leagues from Merida we stopped at a hovel too 

wretched to afiord shelter even to our mules. The situation, 
amidst green liills seattered over with pieturesque ilex, is not 
unpleasant; and such was the mildness of the day, that we 
spread our table on a knoll, and dined in the open air, snr- 
ronndcd by geese and asses, to whom I distributed ample 
slices of water-melons. From this spot three short leagues 
brought us to Miaxadas, where we arrived at night. Its 
inhabitants were gathered in clustcrs at their doors, each 
holding a lamp, and crying ff Biva!  Biva!" 

Instead of entering a dirty posada, my courier ushered me 
into a sort of gallery, with a handsome arehed roof, matted 
ali over, and set round with gilt chairs. The Donna de la 
Casa made very low obeisances, not without great primness, 
and her maids sang tirannas with a wailfnl monotony that 
wore my very soul out. 

x 

MIAXADAS. 305 

footed, and at the same time (to use the identical expression 
of vny calasero) the greatest driver of dirt before lier in the 
uni verse. She is certainly an animal of uncommon resolu- 
tion ; and when tired to death by the slow paces of her eom- 
panions, how often have I wished myself abandoned to her 
guidance in a light two-wheeled chaise. 

We left Lubaon at half-past two, and, as I had the happi- 
ness of sleeping almost the whole way to Merida, ean give 
little aecount of the country. 

I was hardly awake when we entered the posada at Me- 
rida, and started back, dazzled with an illumination of wax- 
lights, solemnly stuck in sconces ali round a lofty room, with 
glaring white walls, as if I had been expected to lie in 
state. In the middle of the apartment stood a large brasier,' 
full of glowing embers, exhaling so strong a perfume of rose- 
mary and lavender, that my head swam, and I reeled like a 
drunkard. But, as soon as this vile maehine was removed, f 
sat down to write in peace and eomfort. 

LETTER IV- 

Wednesday, Dec. 5tli, 1787. 
ABOUT Áxe leagues from Merida we stopped at a hovel too 

wretched to afiord shelter even to our mules. The situation, 
amidst green liills seattered over with pieturesque ilex, is not 
unpleasant; and such was the mildness of the day, that we 
spread our table on a knoll, and dined in the open air, snr- 
ronndcd by geese and asses, to whom I distributed ample 
slices of water-melons. From this spot three short leagues 
brought us to Miaxadas, where we arrived at night. Its 
inhabitants were gathered in clustcrs at their doors, each 
holding a lamp, and crying ff Biva!  Biva!" 

Instead of entering a dirty posada, my courier ushered me 
into a sort of gallery, with a handsome arehed roof, matted 
ali over, and set round with gilt chairs. The Donna de la 
Casa made very low obeisances, not without great primness, 
and her maids sang tirannas with a wailfnl monotony that 
wore my very soul out. 

x 



306 TRUXILLO, 

Thursday, December 6th. 

Soaking rain and dismal eountry, thick strewn with frag- 
ments of rock. Mountains wrapped in mists,—here and 
there a few green spots studded with mushrooms. We went 
scvcn leagues without stopping, and rcached Truxillo by four 
It was this gloomy city, situated on a black eminence, that 
gave birth to the ruthless Pizarro, tbe scourge of the Pera- 
vians, and the murderer of Atabaliba. We were lodged in 
a very tolerable posada, unmolested by speech-makers, and 
beavd no noise but the trickling of showers. 

Friday, Deeembcr 7th. 
I was awakened at five : the gutters were pouring, and ali 

the water-spouts of Truxillo streaming with rain. An hour 
and a half did I pass in a ghostly twilight, my candles being 
packed up, and ali the oil of the house expended. It re- 
quired great exertion on the part of my vigilant eourier to 
prevail on our hulky muleteers to expose themselves to the 
bad weather. 

At length, with much ado, we rumbled out of Truxillo, 
and, after traversing for the space of two leagues the naked- 
est and most dreary region l ever beheld, a faint gleam of 
sunshine melted the deadly white of the thick clouds whicli 
hung over us, and, the horizon brightening up, we diseovered 
a wood of cork-trees interspersed with lawns extending as far 
as the e}fe eould stretch itself. These green spots eontinued 
to occur our whole way to Saraseços. There we halted, 
dined in haste at not half so wretched a posada as T had been 
taught to expect, and continuing our route, the sky clearing, 
ascended a mountain, from whose brow we looked down on 
a valley variegated with patches of ploughed land, wild shrub- 
beries, and wandering rivulets. 

We had not much time to feast our eyes with this pastoral 
prospeet; the elouds soon rolled over it, and we found our- 
selves in a damp fog, The rest of our journey to Almaraz 
was a total blank; We saw nothing and heard nothing, and 
arrived at the place of our destination in perfeet health and 
stupidity. 

The Escrivano, who is the judge and jury of the village, 
was so kind as to aceommodate us with his house, and so 
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polite as not to incommode us with bis presence. He is a 
holy man, and a strenuous advocate for the immaculate con- 
ception, no less than three large fólios upon that mystcrious 
subjcct lying about in his apartment 

Saturday, Dccembcr 8th. 
Whilst the muleteers were harnessing thcirbeasls togethcr 

with rottcn cords, I took up a little old book of my°pious 
hosfs, full of the most dismal superstitions, entitlcd Espeio 
de Cristal fino, y Ániorcha que aviva cl alma, and rcad in it 
till I was benumbcd with horror. Many pages are eiiToss- 
cd with a description of the state into which the authormia- 
gines we are plunged immcdiately afíer death. The body he 
supposes conscious of ali that ixjfalls it in the grave, of ex- 
changing its warm, comfortable habitation for the cold, pes- 
tilential soii of a churchyard, conscious that its friends have 
abandoned it for ever, and of its inability to call th em back; 
to be sensiblc of the approaches and progress of the most loath- 
some con*uption, and to hear the voicc of an aceusing angel, 
recapitulating its offences, and summoning it to the judgment 
of God. The book ends with a vehement exhortation to re- 
pent while therc is yet time, and to procure by fervent prayer, 
and ample donations to religious communities, the intercession 
of the host of mart}T*s and of Nuestra Senora. I can easily 
conceive these searecrow publications of infinite use in fright- 
ening three parts of mankind out of their senses, prolonging 
the reign, and swelling the coffers of the elergy. 

The horrid images I had secn in tliis (Espeio) mirror 
haunted my faney for several hours. To dissipatc them I 
mounted my horse, and eagerly inhaled the fresh breczes that 
bkw over springing herbage and wastes of lavender. The 
birds were singing, the clouds dividing, and discovering long 
traets of soft blue sky. I galloped gaily along a leve] coun- 
try, interspersed with woods of ilex, to the villagc of Lavai 
de j\Ioral, where the inhabitants were most dcvoutly cm- 
plo}'cd in their churches conciliating the favour of the Ma- 
donna by kceping holy the festival of the immaculate concep- 
tion. Therc the coach coming up with me, I got in; and the 
mnlcs dragging it along at a rate which in the days of my 
fire and fury would have made me thump out its bottom 
with impatience, I fell into a resigned slumber, and am igno- 
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rant ofevery object between Lavai de Moral and Calzada, MI 
aíght of which town I awoke near five in the evening. 

The sun was setting in a sea of molten gold, and tinging 
the snows of a range of lofty mountains which I discovercd 
for the fírst time bounding our horízon. I might havc seen 
theni before most probably, had they not remained till this 
evening wrapped up in rainy vapours. 

ít is at thcir base the Escurial is situated. I had the con- 
solation of stepping out of the coach at Calzada into a house 
with chcerful, neat apartmcnts, with an open gallery, where 
I walked contcmplating thered streams of Hght, and brilliant 
skirted clouds of the western sky, till dinner came upon table. 
Though the doors and windows were ali wide open, I suflered 
no inconvenience worth mentioning from cold. The mastcr 
of the house, a portly, pompous barber-surgcon, most firm in 
his bclief of the supremacy of Spain over every country in the 
nniverse, confcssed, howcver, the weather was uncommonly 
wann, and that so mild a month of Deeember was rather 
extraordinar}\ 

LETTER V. 

Sunday, Dcccmber Sth, 1787. 

TIIE mountains I saw yesterday are called the Sierra de 
los Gregos, and the winds that blow over thcir summits begin 
to chill the atmosphere; but the sun is shining gloriously, 
and not a cloud obscuros his efíulgencc. The stars werc still 
twinkling in the fiirnamcnt, when I was attracted to mass in 
the large gjoomy church of a nunnery, by the voices of the 
Lord's spouses issuing from a scpulchral grate bristled with 
spikes of iron. These tremulous, plaintive sounds filled me 
with such sadness, and so many recollections of intercsling 
hours departed never to return, that I felt relicved when I 
found nvyself out of sight of the convent, on a checrful road 
throngcd with passengers. 

We passed Oropeza, a picturesque, Italian-looking town, 
on the brow of a mountain ; dined at a venda, in the midst 
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of a savagc tract of forest-land, infamous till within this year 
or two for robberies and assassinations; and rcached Talavera 
de la Reyna by sunset. 

More, I belicve, has becn said in praise of this town than 
it deserves. Its appearance is far from checrful or elegant; 
and tlie hcavy brick-fronts of tbe convents and churclies as 
ill designed as cxeeuted. The streets, however, are crowded 
with people, who seern to bc moving about with rather more 
activity than falis to the lot of Spaniards in general. I am 
told the silk-mamifactories at Talavera are in a fiourishing 
state, and have taken a good many hands,out of the folds of 
their mantles. 

Colmenar is perpetually lcading me into errors, and caus- 
ing me disappointments. He pretends that the inhabitants 
of this plaee are nearly as skilful as tliose of Pekin and 
Macao in the manufacturing of laequered wares, and that 
their pottery is unrivalled; but, upon iraquiry, I found the 
Talaverans no particular profieients in varnish, and that they 
had neither a cup nor basin to produce in the least preferable 
to those of other villages. 

In one art they are indefatigable, I can answer to my sor- 
row; that is, singing drawling tirannas to the monotonous 
aeeompaniment of a sort of hum-strum or hurdy-gurdy. or 
the devil knows best what sort of instruments, for sueh as I 
hear at this moment under my windows are only fit to be 
playcd in his dominions.    I am quite at the merey of these 
untoward minstrels; if they cease not, I must defer sleeping 
to another opportunity.    Am I then come into Spain to hear 
hum-strums and hurdy-gurdies ?    Where are the rapturous 
seguidillas, of which I have been told such wonders?    Do 
they exist, or, like the japanned wares of the Talaverans. are 
they only to be found in books of traveis and geographical 
dictionaries ? 

Monday, December lOth. 

I beg Talavera de la Reyna a thousand pardons ; it is not 
quite so frightful as it appeared in the twilight of yesterday 
evening. Many of the houses have a palaee-like appearance, 
and the interior of the old gothic cathedral, though not remark- 
ably spacious, has an air of magniíicence; the stalls of the 
choir are elaborately carved, and on each side the high altar, 
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curtains of the richest crimson darnask fali from the roof in 
ample folds, and cast a ruddy glow on thc pavement. 

^ If Talavera lias nothing within its walls to be inuch boasted 
of, there are many objects in its environs that merit praise. 
No sooner had \ve left its dark crooked streets behind us, 
than we discovered a thick wood of elms skirting an exten- 
sive lawn, beautifully green and levei, from which riscs the 
convent of Nuestra Sen ora dei Prayo, crowned by an octan- 
gular cupola. This edificc is built of brick incrusted with 
stone ornaments, and chokcd up by ranges of árcades and 
lieavy galleries. 1 have seen several structures which rcsem- 
bled it in the neighbourhood of Antwerp and Brussels; but 
whether the Spaniards carried this clumsy style of architec- 
ture into the Low Countries, or borrowed from thence, is 
scarcely worth while to determine. 

Not far from Nuestra Senora dei Prayo we crossed the 
Tagus, and continued dragging through heavy sands for five 
tedious hours, without percenmig a habitation, or meetingany 
animal, biped or quadruped, except herds of swine, in which, 
I believe, consist the principal riches of this part of the Spa~ 
nish dominions. I doubt whether the royal sty of Ithaca was 
half so well garnished as many private ones in New Castilc 
and Estremadura. 

Having nothing to look at except a dreary plain bounded 
by barren, uninteresting mountains, I was reduced to tumble 
over the trashy collection of books with which I happened in 
this joumey to be provided ; poor fiddle-faddle Derrick's Let- 
ters from Cork, Chester, and Tunbridge; John Bunclc, 
Esquire's, life, holy rhapsodies, and peregrinations; Sheu- 
stoneY, Mr. WhistleiY, and the good Duchess of Somersefs 
Correspondencc; Bray's tour, right worthy of an ass : Heley's 
fulsome description of the Leasowes and Hagley; Clarkefs 
ponderous account of Spain ; and Major Dalrymple's dry, tire- 
some, and splenetic excursion. There 's a set! equal it if you 
can ! ^ I hope to get a better at Madrid, and throw iny old 
stock into the Mançanares. 

We dined at a village called Brabo, not in the least worth 
mentioning, and arrived in due tiresome course, about six in 
the evening, at Santa 01aj*a, wlrerc my courier had procured 
ns an admirable lodging in the housc of a veteran colonel. The 
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principal apartment, in which I pitched my bed, was a lofty 
gallery, with large folding glazed doors, gilt and vamished, its 
white walls almost covered with saintly pictures and sniall 
mirrors, stuck near the ceiling, beyond the reach of mortal 
siglit, as if their proprietor was afraid they would wear out by 
•being looked into. On low tables, to the right and left of the 
door, stood glass-cases, filled with relics and artificial flowers. 
Stools covered with velvet, and raised not above a foot from 
the floor, were stationed ali round the room. On one of 
these I squatted like an Oriental, wairning my hands over a 
brasier of coals. 

The old lady of the house, followed by a train of curtsey- 
ing handmaids and snifíiing lapdogs, favoured me with her 
company the best part of the evening. Her spouse, the 
eolonelj being indisposed, did' not make his appearance. 
Whilst she was entertaining me with a most flourishing de- 
tail of the excellent qualities and wonderful acquisitions of 
the Infant Don Louis, wh o died about two years ago at his 
villa in this neighbourhood, some very grotesque figures en- 
tered the antechamber, and tinkling their guitars, struck up 
a seínúdilla, that in a minute or two set ali the feet in the 
house in motion. Amongst the dancers, two }roung girls, 
whose jetty locks were braided with some degree of elegance., 
shone forth in a fandango, beating the ground and snapping 
their fingers with rapturous agility. 

This sport lasted a full hour, before they showed the least 
sign of being tired; then succeeded some languorous tirannas, 
by no means so delightful as I expected. I was not sorry 
when the bali ceascd, and my kind hostess, moving off with 
ali her dogs and dancers, left me to sup and sleep in tran- 
quillity. 

LETTER VI. 

Tuesday, Dec. llth, 1787. 

DISMAL plains and stiíl more dismal mountains; no indi- 
cation as yet of the approach to a capital; dined at Santa 
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Cruz ; thought we should ha\Te been flayed alive by its greedy 
inhabitants; arrived in the dark at Vai de Carneiro; lodged 
in the house of a eertain Don Bernardo, passionately fond of 
music. The apartment allotted to me contained no less 
than tvvo harpsiehords: one of them, in a fine gilt case, very 
pompous and sullen, I could scareely prevail upon the keys 
to move; next it stood a very sweet-toned modest líttle spi- 
net, that responded to my touch right willingly, and, as I 
happened to play some Brazilian ditties Don Bernardo never 
heard before, he was so good as to be in raptares. 

These were becoming every minute more enthusiastic, 
when the arrival of the Alcayde Mayor, followed by a priest 
or two with cnormous spectaeles on their thin snipish noses, 
interrupted our harmonious proeeedings. Th is persona^e 
carne expressly to pay me a visit, and to ask questions about 
England and her unnatural orYspring, the revolted provinces 
of North America; a country which he had heard was 
eolder and darker than the grave, and spread ali o ver with 
animais, whether biped or quadruped he eould not tell, ealled 
Jcoakeres, living, like beavers, in strange huts or tabernacles of 
their own construetion. 

Wcdnesdav, ftec. 12th. 
Don Bernardo showed me bis eellars, in whieh are severa] 

easks eapable of holding thirty or forty hogsheads, and ranges 
of jars in the shape of the antique amphoraí, ten feet high, 
and not less than six in diameter. For the first time in my 
life I tasted the genuine Spanish chocolate, spiced and cinna- 
moned beyond ali endurance. It has put my mouth in a 
flame, and I do nothing but spit and sputter, 

The weather was so damp and foggy that we eould hardly 
see ten yards before us: i eannot, therefore, in eonscience 
abuse the approach to Madrid so much, I believe, as it de- 
serves. About one o'c3ock, the vapours beginning to dissipate, 
a huge mass of building, and a confused jumble of steeples, 
domes, and towers, started on a sudden from the mist. The 
large building I soon recognized to be the new palace. It is a 
good deal in the style of Caserta, but being raised on a eonsi- 
derable eminence, produces a more striking efTect. At its 
base flows the pitiíul ri ver Mançanares, whose banks were ali 
of aflutter with linen hanging out to dry. 
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We passeei through this rag-fair, between crowds of maho- 
gany-eoloured hags, who left off thumping their linen to staie 
at us, and, erossing a broad bridge over a narrow streamlet, 
entered Madrid by a gateway of very indifferent architecture. 
Tbe neat pavement of the street s, the loftiness of the houser, 
and the eheerful showy appearance of many of the shops, far 
surpassed my expectation. 

Upon entering tbe Calle d'Aleala3 a nol)le street, much 
wider than any in London, I was still more surprised. Se- 
veral magnifieent palaees and convents adorn it on botb sides. 
At one extremity you pereeive the trees and fountains of 
the Prado, and, at the other, the lofty domes of a series of 
churehes. We have got apartments at the Cruz de Malta, 
which, though very indifferently furnisbed, bave at least tbe 
advantage of eommanding tliis prospeet. I passed half-an- 
hour after dinner in one of tbe balconies gazing upon the va- 
riety of equipages which were rattling along. Tbe street 
sloping gradually down, and being paved with remarkable 
smootbness, they drove at a furious rate, tbe high fasbion at 
Madrid; where to hurry along at tbe risk of laming your 
mules, and cracking their skulls, is to foliow the example of 
bis Majesty, than whom no monarch drives with greater 
vehemence. 

I strolled to the Prado, and was much struek by the spa- 
ciousness of the principal walk, the length of the avenues, 
and the stateliness of the fountains. Though the evening 
was damp and gloomy, a great many people were rambling 
about, and a long line of carriages parading. Tbe dress of 
tbe ladieSj the cut of their servants' liveries, the bags of the 
eoaehmen, and the painting of the eoaehes, were so perfeetly 
Parisian, that I faneied myself on the Boulevards, and look- 
ed in vain for those ponderous equipages, suiTounded by 
pages and escudeiros, one reads of in Spanisb romances. A 
total cbange has taken place, and the original national cus- 
toms are almost obliterated. 

Devotion, however, is not yet banished froni the Prado; 
at the ringing of the Ave-Maria bell, the eoaehes stopped, 
the servants took ofT their bats, tbe ladies crossed theinselves, 
and tbe foot passengers stood motionless, imittering their ori- 
sons. There is both opera and play to-nigbt, I bclieve, but 
I am in no mood to go to either. 
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LETTER VIL 

Thursday, Dcc 13th, 1787, 
IT was a hcavy damp morning, and I could hardly prcvail 

upon myself to quit my fireside and dclivcr the Archbishop's 
most confidential despatches to the Portuguese Ambassador 
Don Dioço de Noronha. 

The Ambassador being gone to the palace, I drove to the 
Duchess of Berwick's, my old acquaintance, with whom I 
passed so much of my time at Paris eight years ago. Her 
dear spouse, so well known at Spa, Brussels, Aix-la-Cha- 
pelle, and ali the gaming-places of Europe, by the name, 
style, and title of Marquis of Jamaica, has been departed 
these fivc or six months; and she is now mistress of the 
most splendid palace in Madrid, of one of the first fortunes, 
and of the afíairs of her only son, the present Dulce of Ber- 
wick, to whom she is guardian. 

The façade of the palace, and the spacious court before it, 
pleased me extremely. It is in the best style of modem 
Parisian architecture, simple and graceful. I was conducted 
up a majestic staircase, adorncd with corinthian columns, 
and through a long suite of apartments, at the extremity of 
which, in a saloon hung with embroidered índia sarin, sat 
rcclined Madame la Duchesse, in ali her accustomed non- 
chalance. She seemed never to have moved from her sofá 
since 1 last had the pleasure of seeing her, and is exactly the 
same good-natured, indolent being, free from malice or un- 
charitableness; I wish the world was fuller of this harmless, 
quiet species. 

The morning passed most rapidly away in talking over 
rose-coloured times ; I returned home to dine, and as soon 
as it was dark went back acmin to Madame de Berwick's, 
wh o was waiting tea for me. I like her apartment very 
much; the angles are taken off by low semicircular sofás, and 
the space between them and the hangings fllled up with 
slabs of Granadian marble, on which are placed most beauti- 
ful porcelain vases with mignonette and rose-trees in full 
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bloom. The fire burnt cheerfully, thc table was drawn close 
to it; the Duchess's little girl, Donna Ferdinanda, sat play- 
ing and smiling upon a dog, which she held in Iier lap, and 
had swaddled up likc an infant. 

Soon after tea, the young Duke of Berwick, and a French 
Abbé his preceptor, carne in and stayed with us the re- 
mainder of the evening. The Duke is only fourteen and 
some months, but he is taller tlian I am, and as plump as 
the plumpest of partridges. His inanners are Frendi,, and 
hrs address as preinaturely formed as liis figure. Few, if any, 
fortunes in Europe equal that which he enjoys, and of which 
he has expectations; being heir to the house of Alba, 
seventy thousand a-year at least, and in possession of the 
Veragua and Liria estales. These immense properties are of 
course underlet, and wretchedly cultivated. If able exer- 
tions wer€ made in their management, his income might be 
doubled. 

Madame de Berwick lias not lost her passion for music ; 
operas and sonatas lie scattercd ali over her apartment; not 
only singing-books were lying on the carpet, but singers 
themselves; three of her musical attendants, a page, and 
two pretty little Senoras de Honor, having cast themselves 
carelessly at her feet in the true Spanish, or ratlier Mo risco, 
fashion, ready to warble fortli the moment she gare the sig- 
nal, which was not long delayed, and never did I hear more 
soothing voices. The inspiration they gave rise to drove me 
to the pianoforte, where I played and sang those airs Ma- 
dame de Berwick was so fond of in the dawn of our acquaint- 
ance; wheti, thanks to her cherished indolence, she had the 
resignation to listen day after day, and hour after hour, to 
my romantic rhapsodies. How fervid and ecstatic was I in 
those days; the toy of every impulse, the willing dupe of 
every gay illusion ! The Duchess tells me, she thinks from 
the tone of our conversation in the morning, that I am now 
a little sobered, and may possibly get through this thorny 
world without losing my wits on its briers. 
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LETTER VIII. 
Dec. 14th, 1785. 

Oxi of the best-informed and pleasantest of Spaniards, 
the Chevalier de Roxas, who had been very intiniate hoth 
with Verdeíl and me at Lausanne, came in a violent hurry 
this morning to give us a cordial embrace. He seems to have 
set bis heart upon showing us about Madrid, and rendering 
our stay here as lively as he could make it. Fifty sehemes 
did be propose in half a minute, of visitingmuseums, ehurch- 
es, and public buildings ; of going to balis, tbeatres, and ter- 
tullias. 

I took alarm at this busy prospect, drew back into my 
shell, and began wisbing myself in the most perfect incóg- 
nito; but, alas! to no purpose; it was ali in vain. 

Roxas, most eager to enter upon bis office of cicerone., fid- 
geted to the window, observed we had still an hour or two 
of daylight, and proposed an excursion to the palace and gar- 
dens of the Buen Retiro. Upon entering the court of the 
palace, which is surrounded by low buildings, with plastered 
fronts, sadly battered by wind and weather, I espied some 
venerable figures in caftans and turbans, leaning acrainst a 
doorway. 

My sparks of orientalism instantly burst into a flame at 
suchasight: "Who are those picturesque animais?" said 
1 to our conductor. " Is it lawful to approach tbem ?" " As 
often as you please," answered Roxas. " They belong to the 
Turkish Ambassador, who is lodged, with aíl bis train, at 
the Buen Retiro, in the identical apartments once occupied 
by Farinelli; where he held his state Ievees and opera re- 
hearsals; drilling ministers one day, and tenors and soprani 
the other: if you have a mind, we will go up-stairs and 
examine the whole menagerie." 

No sooner said, no sooner done. I cleared four steps at a 
leap, to the great delight of bis sublime excellency's pages 
and attendants, and entered A saloon spread with the most 
sumptuous earpets, and pcrfumed with the fragrance of the 
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wood of aloés. In a comer of this magníficent chamber sat 
lhe Ambassador, Achmet Vassif EfYendi, wrapped up in a 
pelisse of the most prccious sables, playing with a light eanc 
he had in his hand, and every now and then passing it un- 
der the noses of some tall, handsome slaves, who were stand- 
ing in a row bcfore him. These figures, fixed as statues, and 
to ali appearanee equally insensible, neither moved hand nor 
cye. As I advanced to make my saiam to the Grand Seig- 
nor's representative, who reeeived me with a most gracious 
nod of the head, his interpretei* announced to what nation 
I belonged, and my own individual warm partiality for the 
Sublime Porte. 

As soon as I had takcn my seat in a ponderous fauteuil of 
figurcd velvet, cofíee was carried round in cups of most deli- 
cate china, with gold enamelled saucers. Notwithstanding my 
predilection for the East and its customs, I could hardly get 
this beverage down, it was so tlrick and bitter; whilst I was 
making a few wry faees in eonsequenee, a low murmuring 
sound, like that of flutes and dulcimers, aceompanied by a 
sort of tabor, issued from behind a eurtain which separated 
us from another apartment. Thcre was a melaneholy wild- 
ness in the mclody, and a continuai repetition of the samc 
plaintive cadences, that soothcd and affected me. 

The Ambassador kept poring upon my countenance, and 
appeared much delighted with the efíect his music seemed to 
produce upon it. He is a man of eonsiderable talent, deeply 
skilled in Turkish literature; a native of Bagdad; rieli, muni- 
ficente and nobly bom, being descended from the house of 
Barmek : graeious in his address, smooth and plausible in his 
elocution; but not without something like a spark of despot- 
ism in a comer of his cye. Now and then I fancied that 
the recollection of having recommended the bow-string, and 
eertain doubts whether he might not onc day or other be 
complimented with it in his turn, passed across his vcnerable 
and interesting physiognomy. 

My eager questions about Bagdad, the tomb of Zobeida, the 
vestiges of the Dhar ai Khalifat, or palaee of the Abbassides, 
seemed to excite a thonsand remembrances which gave him 
pleasure ; and when I added a few quotations from some of 
his  favourite   authors, particularly   Mesihi, he   becamc  so 
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fíowingly communicative, that a shrewd dapper Greek, called 
Timoni, who actcd as bis most confidcntial interpreter, could 
hardly kcep pacc with him. 

Had not the hour of praycr arrivcd, our conversation might 
have lastcd til] midnight. Rising up with mu eh stateliness, 
he extended his arms to bid me a good evening, and was 
assisted along by two good-looking Gcorgian pages, to an 
adjoining ebamber, "where bis secretaries, dragoman, and at- 
tendants, were ali assemblcd to perform tbcir devotionsj each 
on his little carpet, as if in a mosque; and it was not unedi- 
fying to witncss the solemnity and abstractedness with which 
these devotions were performed. 

LETTER IX. 

Sunday, Dcc. lGlh, 1787. 
THE kind, indcfatígablc Roxas carne to conduet us to the 

Muscum and Acadcmy of Arts. It consists of seven or cight 
apartments, with cases ali around them, in a plain, good 
style ; the objects clearly arranged, and exposed to vicw in a 
very intclligiblc manner. Thcre is a vast eollection of mine- 
rais, corais, madrepores, and stalactitcs, from ali the grottoes 
in the uni verse; and curious specimens of virgin-gold and sil- 
vcr. Amongst the latter, a lump wcighing seventy pounds, 
which was shivcrcd off an cnormous mass by a master miner, 
who, after dining on it, with twelve or thirteen persons, 
hackcd it to picces, and distributed the fragments amongst 

'his guests. 
What plcascd me most was a eollection of Pcruvian vases; 

a polished stone, which served the Incas for a mirror; and a 
linen mantle, which formcrly adorned their copper-eolourcd 
shoulders, as finely wovcn as a shawl, and fiowered in very 
nearly a similar manner, the colours as fresh and vivi d as 
if new. 

In the apartments of the Acadcmy is a most vahiablc eol- 
lection of casts after the serpnc and graceful antique, and 
scveral fierce, obtrusive daubings by modem Spanish artists. 
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f found our acute, intclligcnt Chargc-dafTaires'*''card lying 
on my table whcn I got home, and a great many more, of 
cqual whiteness; such a sight chills me likc a fali of snow, 
for I think of the cold idlcness of going about day after day 
dropping Hltle bits of pasteboard in retum. Verdeil and I 
dincd tête-à-tête, planning schemes how to escape formal fus- 
sifications. No easy matter, I suspect, if I may judge from 
appcaranccs. 

Our repast and our council over, \ve hurried to the Prado, 
wherc a brilliant string of cquipages was rnoving along in two 
files. In the middlc paraded the statc coaches of the royal 
family, containing their own precious selves, and their wonted 
accompaniment of bedehamber lords and ladies, duly bedi- 
zened. It was a gay spectacle; the music of the Swiss 
Guards playing, and the evening sun shining bríght on their 
showy uniforms. The Botanic Gardcn is separated from the 
walk by magnifleent railings and pilasters, placed at regular 
distances, crowncd *\f ith vases of aloés and yuecas. The ver- 
dure and fountains of this vast inclosure, terminated by a 
range of columned conservatories, with an entrance of very 
majestic architecture, has a delightful and striking cffect. 

From the Prado I drove to the Portuguese Àmbassador's, 
wh o is laid up with a sore toe. Three diplomatic animais, 
two males and onc fcmale, wcre nursing and comforting 
him. He is most supremely dull, and so are liis comforters. 
One of them in particular, who shali bc nameless, quite 
asinine. 

Thclittlc sympathy I feel forereatures ofthisgenus, made 
me shorten my visit as much as I decently could, and retum 
liome to take up Roxas, who was waiting to accompany us to 
the Spanish theatre. They wcre acting the Barber of Scville, 
with PaesiehVs music, and singing better than at the opera. 
The entertainmcnt ended with a sort of intermez, very cha- 
racteristic of Spanish manners in low lifc ; in which were in- 
troduced seguidillas. Onc of the daneers, a young fel low, 
smartly dressed as a maxo, so enraptured the audience, that 
they made him repeat his dance four times over; a French 
dancing-master  would  have  absolutely  shuddcred  at  the 

* A well-known wily diplomatist, aftenvards Ambassador at Con- 
slanúnoplc. 
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manncr in whicla hc turncd in his knees. The women sit 
by thcmselves in a gallcry as dingy as Limbo, wrapped up in 
their white mantillas, and looking like spectres. I never 
heard anything like thc vociferation vrith whieh the pit callcd 
out for the seguidillas, nor the frantic deafening applause they 
bestowed on their favourite daneer. 

The play ended at eight, and we eame back to tea by our 
fireside. 

LETTER X. 

Thursday, Dec. 19th, 1787. 
I HATE being roused out of bed by eandlelight on a sliarp 

wintry morning; but as I had fixed to-day for visiting the 
Eseurial, and had stationed three relays on the road3 in 
order to perform the journey expeditiously, I thought myself 
obliged to earry my plan into exeeution. 

The weather wis eold and threatening, the sky red and 
deeply eoloured. Roxas was to bc of our party, so we drove 
to his brother, the Marqtiis of Vi!lanueva's, to take him up. 
He is one of the bcst-naturcd and rnost fricndly of human 
beings, and I would not have gone without him upon any ac- 
eount; though in general I abhor turning and twisting about 
a town in seareh of any body, let its soul be never so trans- 
eendent. 

It was past eight before we issued out of the gates of 
Madrid, and rattled along an avenue on the banks of the 
Mançanares full gallop, which brought us to the Casa dei 
Campo, one of thc King's palaees, wrapped up in grovcs and 
thickets. We continued a mile or two by the wall of this 
indosurc, and leaving La Sarsuela, another royal villa, sur- 
rounded by shrubby hillocks, on the right, traversed three or 
four leagues of a wild, naked country, and, after aseending 
several eonsiderable eminences, the sun broke out, thc clouds 
partially rollcd away, and wc discovered the white buildings 
of this far-famed monastery, with its dome and towcrs de- 
taehing themselvcs from the bold baek-ground of a lofty, 
irregular mountain. 
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Thursday, Dec. 19th, 1787. 
I HATE being roused out of bed by eandlelight on a sliarp 

wintry morning; but as I had fixed to-day for visiting the 
Eseurial, and had stationed three relays on the road3 in 
order to perform the journey expeditiously, I thought myself 
obliged to earry my plan into exeeution. 

The weather wis eold and threatening, the sky red and 
deeply eoloured. Roxas was to bc of our party, so we drove 
to his brother, the Marqtiis of Vi!lanueva's, to take him up. 
He is one of the bcst-naturcd and rnost fricndly of human 
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It was past eight before we issued out of the gates of 
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taehing themselvcs from the bold baek-ground of a lofty, 
irregular mountain. 
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We were now about a league off; the couiitry wore a 
bettcr aspcet than near Madrid. To the right and left of the 
road, whieh is of a noble width, and perfectly well made, 
lie extensive parks of greensward, scattered o ver with frag- 
ments of rock and stumps of oak and ash trees. Nume- 
rous herds of deer were standing stock-still, quietly lifting 
up their iimoccnt noses, and looking us full ira the face 
witli their beautiful eyes, secure of remaining unmolested, 
for the King never permits a gun to be diseharged in these 
inelosures. 
_   The Escurial, though overhung by melancholy mountains, 
is placed itself on a very considerable eminence, up which we 
were full lialf an hour toiling, the late rains having washcd 
this part of the road into utter confusion.    There is some- 
thing most severely impressive in the façade of this regai 
convent, which, like the palaee of Persepolis, is overshadowed 
by the adjoining mountain ; nordid I pass through a vaulted 
clowter into the eourt before the church, solid as if hewn out 
of a rock, without experiencing a sort of shuddcr, to which 
no doubt the vivid recolleetion of the blaek and blood-stained 
days of our gloomy Queen Mary's husband not slightly con- 
tributed.    The sun being agaih overcast, the porches of the 
church, surmounted by grirn statues, appeared sò dark and 
cavern-like, that I thought myself about to enter a subterra- 
neous temple set apart for the service of some mystcrious and 
terrible religion.    And when I saw the high altar, in ali its 
pomp of jasper-steps, ranks of columns one above the other, 
and paintings filling up every interstiee, full before me, I felt 
completely awed. 

The sides of the recess, in which this imposing pile is 
placed, are formed by lofty chapeis, almost entirely occupied 
by catafalques of gilt enamelled bronze. Here, with their 
crowns and seeptres humbly prostrate at their feet, bare- 
headed and unhelmed, kneel the figures, large as life, of the 
Emperor Charles the Fifth, and his imperious son, the second 
Philip, accompanied by those of their unhappy consorts and 
ill-fated ehildren. My sensations of dread and dreariness 
were not diminished upon finding myself alone in such com- 
pany; for Roxas had Ieft me, to deliver some letters to his 
right reverenee the Prior, which were to open to us ali the 
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arcana of this terrifie edifico, at once a temple, a palace, a 
convent, and a tomb. 

Prescntly my amiable friend returned, and with him a tall 
old monk, with an ash-coloured forbidding countenance, and 
staring eyes, the expression of whieh was the farthest re- 
moved possible from anything like cordiality.    This wa« the 
mystagogue of the place—the Prior in própria personâ, the 
representativo of St Jerome as far as this monastery and its 
domain was concerned, and a disciplinarian of celebrated rigid- 
ness.    He began examining me from head to foot, and, after 
what I thought rather a strange scrutiny, asked me in broad 
Spanish what I wished particularly to see ; then, turning to 
Roxas, said loud enough for me to hear him, " He is very 
young ; does he understand what I say to him ?    But, as I 
am peremptorily cojnmanded to show him about, I suppose I 
must comply, though I am quite unused to the office of ex- 
plaining our curiosities.   However, if it must be, it must; so 
let us begin, and not dally.    I have no time to spare, yoti 
well know, and have quite enough to do in the ehoir and the 
convent." 

After this not very gracious exordium, we set forth on our 
tour. First we visited some apartments with vaulted roofs, 
painted in arabesque, in the finest style of the sixteenth een- 
tury; and then a vast hall, whieh had been used for the ce- 
lèbration of mass whilst the great church was building, where 
I saw the Perla in ali its purity, the most delicately-fmished 
work of Raphael, the Pesce, with its divine angel, graeeful in- 
fant; and devout youngTobit, breathing the very soul of pious, 
unarTected simplicity. My attention was next attracted by 
that most profoundly pathetic of pictures, Jacob weeping over 
the bloody gannent of his son ; the loftiest proof in existenee 
of the extraordinary powers of Velasquez in the noblest work 
of art. 

These three pictures so absorbed my admiration, that I had 
little left for a host of glorious performances by Titian and the 
highest masters, whieh eover the plain, massive walls of these 
conventual rooms with a paradise of glowing eolours; so I 
passed along almost as rapidly as my grumbling cicerone 
could desire, and followed him up several flights of stairs, 
and tlirough many and many an arched passage and vesti- 
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bule, ali of the sternest doric, into the choir, which is placed 
over the grand western entrance, right opposite, at the dis- 
tanee of more than two hundred feet, to the liigh altar and 
its solenin accompaniments. No regai chamber I ever be- 
held can be compared, in point of sober harmonious majesty, 
to tliis apartment, which looks more as if it belonged to a 
palace than to a chureh. The series of stalls, designed in a 
severer taste than was common in the sixteenth eentury, are 
carved out of the most precious woods the Indies could fur- 
nish. At the extremity of this striking perspective of onyx- 
coloured seats, columns, and canopies, appears suspended 
upon a black velvet pall that revered image of the crucified 
Saviour, formed of the purest ivory, which Cellini seems to 
have sculpturcd in moments of devout rapture and inspira- 
tion. It is by far his finest work; his Perseus, at Florenee, 
is tame and laboured in comparison. 

In a long narrow corridor which runs behind the stalls, 
panelled ali over like an inlaid cabinet, I was shown a beau- 
tiful little organ, in a richly chased silver case, which aeeom- 
panied Charles the Fifth in his African expedition, and must 
often have gently beguiled the cares of empire, for lie played 
on it, tradition says, almost every evening. That it is worth 
playing upon even now I can safely vouch, for I never touch- 
ed any instrument with a tone of more delicious sweet- 
ness ; and touch it I did, though my austere conductor, 
the sour-visaged Prior, looked doubly forbidding on the 
occasiom 

The stalls I have just mentioned are much less omamented 
than those I have seen in Pavia, and many other monasteries; 
the ceiling of this noblest of choirs displays the utmost exu- 
berance of decoration—the richest and most gorgeous of spec- 
tacles, the heavens and ali the powers therein. Imagination 
can scarcely conceive the pomp and prodigality of pcncil with 
which Luca Giordano lias treated this subject, and filled every 
corner of the vast space it covers with well-rounded foi-ms, 
that seem actually starting from the glowing clouds with 
which they are cnvironed. 

^ " Is not this fine ?" said the monk; u you can have nothing 
like it in your country. And now be pleased to move forward, 
for the day is wasting, and you will have little time left to 
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examine our inestimable relies, ánd the jewelled shrines in 
which they are deposited." 

We wcnt down from the choir, I can scarcely tell whither, 
such is the extent and intricacy of this stupendous edifice. 
We passed, I believe, through some of the lateral chapeis at 
the great church, into several quadrangles, one in particular, 
with a fountain under a cupola in the centre, surrounded by 
doric árcades, equal in justness of proportion and architec- 
lurai terseness to Palladio's court in the convent of S. Giorgio 
Maggiore. 

LETTEll XI. 

i\[y lord the Prior not favouring a prolonged survey, I 
reluctantly left this bcautiful court, and was led into a low 
gallery, roofed and wainscoted with cedar, lined on botli sides 
by ranges of small doors of diflerent-coloured Brazil-wood, 
looking, in appearance at least, as solid as marble. Four 
sacristans, and as many lay-brothers, with large lighted 
flambeaux of ycllow wax in tlieir hands, and who, by the by, 
nevcr quitted us more tiie remainder of our peregrinations, 
stood silent as death, ready to imlock those mysteríous en- 
trances. 

The first they opened exhibited a bufTet, or credence, 
three stories high, set out with many a row of grinning skulls, 
looking as pretty as gold and diamonds could make them; 
the sccond, every possible and impossible variety of odds and 
ends, culled from the carcasses of martyrs ; the tliird, enor- 
mous ebony presses, the secrets of whieh I begged for pity's 
sake irríght not be intruded upon for my recreation, as I be- 
gan to be heartily wearied of sight-seeing; but when my 
conducíors opened the fourth mysterious door, I absolutely 
shrank back, almost sickened by a perfume of niusk and am- 
bergris. 

A spacious vault was now disclosed to me—one noble 
arch, richly panelled: had the pavement of this st range* 
looking chamber been strewn with safTron, I  should have 
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thought myself transported to the enehanted courser's for- 
bidden stable we read of in the tale of the Three Calenders. 

The Prior, who is not easily pleased, seemed to liave sus- 
pieions that the seriousness of my demeanour was not en- 
tirely ortliodox; I overheard him saying to Roxas, íf Shall I 
show him the Angel's feather? you know we do not display 
this our most valued, incomparable relic to everybody, nor 
unless upon special oeeasions."—te The oeeasion is suffiei- 
ently special," answered my partial friend; <c the letters I 
brought to you are your warrant, and I beseech your revc- 
rence to let us look at this gift of Heaven, wfrich I am ex- 
tremely anxious myself to adore and venerate." 

Forth stalked the Prior, and drawing out from a remark- 
ably large eabinet an equally capacious sliding shelf—(the 
source, I conjecture, of the potent odour I complained of )— 
displayed, lying stretehed out upon a quilted silken mattress, 
the most glorious speeimen of pi um age e ver beheld in terres- 
trial regions—a feather from the wing of the Àrehangel Ga- 
briel, full three feet long, and of a blushinghue more soft and 
delicate than that of the loveliest rose. I longed to ask at 
what precise moment this treasure beyond price had been 
dropped — whether from the air—on the open ground, or 
within the walls of the humble tenement at Nazareth; but 
I repressed ali questions of an indiscreet tendency—the why 
and wherefore, the when and how, for what and to whom 
such a palpable manifestation of archangelic beauty and wing- 
edness had been vouchsafed. 

We ali knelt in silenee, and when we rose up, after the 
holy feather had been again deposited in its perfumed lurk- 
ing-place, I faneied the Prior looked donbly suspicious, and 
uttered a sort of humph very doggedly; nor did his ill- 
humour evaporate upon my desiring to be condueted to the 
library. " It is too late for you to see the precious books 
and miniatures hy daylight," replied the erusty old monk, 
cc and 3'ou would not surely have me run the risk of drop- 
ping wax upon them. No/no, another time, another time, 
when you come earlier. For the present, let us visit the 
tomb of the Catholic kings; there our fiambeaux will be of 
service, without doing injury." 

He led the way through a labyrinth of cloisters, gloomy 
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as the grave ; till, ordering a grated door to be thrown open, 
the ligbt of our flambeaux fell upon a flight of most beauti- 
ful marble steps, polished as a mirror, leading down between 
walls of the rarest jaspers to a portal of no great size, but 
enriehed with balusters of rieh bronze, sculptured architraves, 
and tablets of inseriptions, in a style of the greatest magni- 
ficence. 

As I descended the steps, a gurgling sound, like that of 
a rivulet, caught my ear. " What means this?" said I. 
" It means/' answered the monk, " that the sepulchral cave 
on the left of the stairs, where repose the bodies of many of 
our Queens and Infantas, is properly ventilated, running 
water being excellent for that purpose." I went on, not 
lulled by these rippling murmurs, but chilled when I reflect- 
ed through what precincts flows this river of death. 

Arrived at the bottom of the stairs, we passed through 
the portal just mentioned, and entered a circular saloon, not 
more than five-and-thirty feet in diameter, characterized by 
extreme elegance, not stern solemnity. The regai sarco- 
phagi, rich in golden omaments, ranged one above the other, 
forming paneis of the most decorative kind; the lustre of 
exquisitely sculptured bronze, the pavement of mottled ala- 
baster: in short, this graeeful dome, covered with scrolls of 
the most delicate foliage, appeared to the eye of my imagi- 
nation more like a subterranean boudoir, prepared by some 
gallant young magician for the reception of an enchanted 
and enehanting princess, than a temple consecrated to the king 
of terrors. 

My conducto^s visage growing longer and longer every 
minute, and looking pretty nearly as grim as that of the last- 
mentioncd sovereign, I whispered Roxas it was full time to 
take our leave; which we did immediately after my intimat- 
ing that express desire, to the no small satisfaction, I am 
perfectly convinced, of my lord the Prior. 

Cold and liimgry, for we had not been ofíered a morsel of 
refreshmentj we repaired to a warm opulent-looking habita- 
tion belonging to one of my kind companion's most particular 
friends, a much fayoured attendant of bis Catholic Majcsty's: 
here we were rcceived with ópen arms and generous hospi- 
tality; and itgrew pitch-dark beforc we quitted this comfort- 
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able sheltev froin the piercing winds whieh blow almost per- 
petuai ly o ver the Eseurial, and retunied to Madrid, 

LETTER XII. 

THE mui es galloped baek at so rapid a rate, and their 
conductors bawled and screamed so lustily to encourage 
their exertions, that half my recollectíons of the Eseurial 
were whirled out of my head before I reached my old quar- 
ters at the Cruz de Malta. I had quite forgotten, amongst 
other things, that I had actually aeeepted a most pressing 
invitation to a coneert and bali at Pacheco's this very even- 
ing. 

Paeheeo is an old Portuguese, immensely rieh, and wlio 
had been immensely favoured in the days of his youth by 
his august countrywoman, Queen Barbara, the eonsort of 
Ferdinand the Sixth, and the patroness of Farinelli. He is 
unele to Madame Arriaga, her Most Faithful Majesty's most 
faithful and favourite attendant, and a person of sueh wor- 
ship, that eourtiers, ministers, and prelates are too happy to 
congregate at his house whenever he takes it into his head 
to allow them an opportunity. 

Though I had been half petrified by my cold ramble 
through the Eseurial, under the Prior's still more chilling 
auspiees, I had quite life enough left to obey Pacheco's sum- 
mons with alaerity; and, as I cxpeeted to dance a great 
deal, I put ou my daneing-dress, that of a maxo, with ties 
and tags, and trimmings and buttons, redeeilla and ali. 

I must eonfess, however, that I felt rather abashed and 
disappointed, upon entering Paeheeo'? long pompous gallery, 
to find myself in the midst òf diplomatic and ministerial per- 
sonages, assembled in stifY gala to do honour to Achmet Vas- 
sif, whose musieians were seated on the earpet howling forth 
a deplorable ditty, eomposed, as the Armenian interpreter in- 
fonned me, by one of the most impassioned and love-sick 
dilettantes of the East; no strain I ever heard was half so 
lugubrious, not even that of a dog baying the moon, or owls 
making their complaints to it. 
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I could not help telling the Ambassador, without the 
smallest eircumloeution, that his tabor and pipe pcople I 
heard the othcr day aecompanying a dulcimer, were far more 
worfrhy of praise than his vocal attendants: but this truth, 
like most others, did not exactly please; and I fear my repu- 
tation for musical eonnoisseurship was completely forfeited in 
his exeelleney's estimation, for he looked a little glum upon 
the occasion. Wliat surprísed me most, after ai], was the 
paticncc with whieh the whole assembly listened for full 
thrcc-quarters of an hour to these languorous wailings. 

Amongst the audience, none  bore the severe infliction 
with  a greater degree of evangelical resignation  than  tlie 
Grand Inquisitor and the Archbishop of Toledo; both these 
prelates have not only the look, but the character of benefi- 
eence, whieh promises a truce to the fagot and pitch-barrcl; 
the expression of the Arehbishop's countenance in particular 
is most engagingly mild and pleasiug.    He carne up to me 
without the least reserve or formal ity, and taking me by the 
hand, said with a cheerful smile, " I see you are equipped 
for a dance, and have adoptcd our fashion; we ali long to 
judge whether an Englishman can enter (as I hear you can) 
into the extravagant spirit of our national dances.    I will 
speak to Pacheco, and desire him to form a diversion in )-our 
favour, by calling off these doleful minstrcls to the rinfresco 
prepared for them."    And so lie did, and there was an end of 
tlie concert, to my infinite joy, and the no less dclight of the 
Villa Mayors and Sabbatinis, with whom, without a momenfs 
farther delay, I sprang íorth in a bolero. 

Down carne ali the Spanish musieians from their formal 
orehestra, too happy to escape its trammels; away went the 
forcign regulars, taking vehement pinches of snuíí, with the 
most unequivoeal expressions of anger and indignation. A 
eircle was soon formed, a host of guitars put in immediate 
requisition, and never did I hear such wild, extravagant, 
passionate modulations. 

Boccharini, who led and presided over the Duchess of Os- 
suna's coneerts, and who had bcen ient to Pacheco as a special 
favour, witnessed these most original deviations from ali es- 
tablislied musical rule with the dtmost contempt and dismay. 
He said to me in a loud whisper, " If you dance and theij 
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play in this ridieulous manner, I shall never be able to intro- 
duee a decent style into our musical world herc, which I 
flattered myself I was on the very point of doing. What 
possesses you ? Is it the devi] ? Who could suppose that a 
reasonahle being, an Englishman of ali others, would have 
encouraged these inveterate barbarians in such absurdities* 
Thcre's a chromatic scream! there's a passage! We have 
heard of robbing time; tliis is murdering it. What! àgairt J 
Whty, this is worse than a convulsive hiccnp, or the5 last 
rattle in the throat of a dying malefactor. Givc me the 
Turkisli howlings in preferenee; they are not so obtrusive 
and impudent." 

So saying, he moved off with a semi-seria stride, and we 
danced on with redoubled delight and joy. The quicker we 
moved, the more intrcpidly we stamped with our feet, the 
more sonorously we snappcd our fingers, the better reeonciled 
the sublime EfTendi appeared to be with me. He forgot my 
critiques upon bis vocal performers: he rose »p from his snug 
eushion, and nodded his turbaned head, and expressed his de- 
light, not only by word and gesturc, but in a most comfort- 
able orientalish sort of chnckling. As to the rest of the eom- 
pany, the Spanish part at least, they were so much animated, 
that not less than twenty voices accompanied the bolero with 
its appropriate words in fuli chorus, and with a glow of en- 
thusiasm that inspired my lovcly partners and myself with 
such energy, that we ontdid ali our former outdancings, 

u Is it possible," exclaimed an old fandango-fancier of 
great notoriety—" is it possible, that a son of the cold north 
can liave learnt ali our rapturous fiings and stanipings ?"— 
' The Frendi never could, or rather never tcould," observed 

a Monsieur Gaudin, one of the Duke de la V 's secreta- 
ries, who was standing by perfectly astounded. 

Who persecute like renegades ? who are so virulent against 
their former sect as fresh converts to another? This was 
partly my case; tliough my dancing and musical education 
had been strictly orthodox, aecording to the preeepts of Mo- 
zftrt and Sacchini, of Vcstris and Gardel, I declarcd loudly 
there was no music but Spanish, no dancing but Spanish, 
no salvation in cither art out of the Spanisli palc, and that, 
compared with such rapturous melodics, such inspired move- 
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ments, the rest of Europe afibrded only examples of dulness 
and insipidity. I would not allow my former instructors a 
spark of merit; and at the very moment I was eommitting 
soleeisms in good dancing at every step, and stamping and 
piaffing like a courser but half-broken in at a mancge, I felt 
and looked as firmly persuaded of the truth of my impudent 
assertions as the greatest bigot of his nonsense in some untried 
new-fangled superstition. Suceess, founded or unfounded, is 
everything in this worid. We too well know the sad fate of 
merit. J am more than apt to eonjeeture we were but very 
sliglitly entitled to any.applause; yet the transports weealled 
forth were as fervid as those the famous Le Pique exeited at 
Naples in the zenith of his popularity. 

The British and American Ministers, who were standing 
by the whole time, enjoyed this amusing proof of Spanish 
fanatieism, in its profane mood, with ali the zest of intelli- 
gent and shrewd obserrers. Pisani, the Venetian Ambas- 
sador, inclined decidedly to the southem side of the question. 
He was bound, heart and soul, by a variety of silken ties to 

) the Spanish interest, and bad almost forgotten the faseina- 
tions of Veniee in those of Andalusia. Consequently I had 
his vote in m}r favour. Not so that of the Duchess of Os- 
suna, Boccharini's patroness. She said to me in the plainest 
language, te You are niaking the greatest fool of yourself I 
everbeheld; and'as to those riotous sclf-taught hoydens, 
your partners, I tell you what, they are seareety worthy to 
figure in the third rank at a seeond-rate theatre.* Come 
along with me, and I will present you to my mother, the 
Countess of Benevente, who gives a very different sort of 
edueation to the eharming young women she admits to her 
court." 

I had heard of this court and its delectabiiities, and at the 
same time been informed that its throne was a faro-table, to 
which tlie initiated were imperatively expected to become tri- 
butaries. The sovereign, old Benevente, is the most deter- 
mined hag of her rout-giving, card-playing species in Europe, 
of the highest birth, the highest eonsequence, and the prin- 
cipal disposer, by long habit and old cortejo-ship, of Florida 
Blanea's good graces. 

Notwithstanding the severe regulations against gambling 
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societies, most severely enforced at Madrid ; notwithstanding 
the Prime Minifiter's morality, and the still higher morality of 
Iiis royal master, this great Iady's abcrratidns ofevery kind 
are most complaisantly winked at; she is allowed not only 
to set up under her own princely roof a refuge for the deso- 
late, in the most delicate style of Spanish refinement, for the 
kind purpose of enchanting ali persons sufficiently favoured 
by fortune to merit admission to her parti es, by every blan- 
dishment and languishment the most seduetive eycs of Seville 
and Cadiz she had eolleeted together could throw around 
tliem ; but so sure as the hour of midnight arrived, and Flo- 
rida Blanca (who never fails payinghis devoirs to the Countess 
every evening) had made his retiring bow, so sure a eonfi- 
dential party of illuminati, of unsleeping partners in the 
gambling-line, made their appearance, heavily laden with 
well-stored caskets. 

Now carne the tug of play, and hope, and fear in ali their 
thrilling and throbbing alternations ; but, to say truth, I wm 
so completely jaded and worn-out that I partook of neither, 
and was too happy, after losing almost unconsciously a few 
dobras, to be allowed to retire ; old Benevente calling out to 
me, with the croak of a vulture scentingits prey from afar, 
Cavallero Inalez, a manana a la misma hora. 

i\Ionday, 24th Dccembcr, 1787. 

I SHALL have the megrims for want of exercise, like my 
friend Achmet Vassif, if I don't alter my way of lifc. This 
morning I only took a listless saunter in the Prado, and rc- 
turned early to dinner, with a very slight provision of fresh 
air in my lungs. Roxas was with me, hurrying me out of 
ali appetite that I might see the palace by daylight; and so 
to the palace we went, and it was luekily a bright ruddy 
afternoon, the sun gilding a grand confusion of mountainous 
clouds, and chequering the wild extent of eountry between 
Madrid and the Escurial with powcrful efYeets of light and 
shade. 
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I cannot praise the front of thc palace very warmly. In 
thc centre of thc cdifice starts up a whimsical sort of turret, 
with gilt bel Is, thc vilest omament that could possibly liavc 
becn imagined. Thc interior court is of puré and classic 
architecture, and the great staircase so spacious and well- 
contrived that you arrive alinost hnperceptibly at the portal 
of thc guard-chamber. Every door-casc and window-recess 
of this magniflccnt edifice gleams with the richest polished 
marblcs: the immenseand fortress-like thickness of the walls, 
and double panes of the strongest glass, exclude the keen 
blasts wliich range almost uninterrupted o ver the wide plains 
of Castile, and preserve an admirable temperai ure throughout 
the whole extent of thesc royal rooms, the grandeur, and 
at the same time comfort, of wbich cannot possibly be ex- 
ceeded. 

The King, the Prince of Astúrias, and the chief part of 
their attendants, were ali absent hunting in the park of the 
Escurial; but the reposteros, or curtain-drawers of the pa- 
lace, liaving received particular orders for my admittance, I 
enjoyed thc entire liberty of wandering about unrestrained 
and unmolested. Roxas having left me to join a gay party 
of thc royal body-guard in Masserano's apartments, I re- 
maíned in total solitude, surrounded by the puré unsullied 
works of the great Italian, Spanish, and Flemish painters, 
fresh as the flowers of a parterre in early morning, and many 
of them as beautiful in point of hues. 

Not a door being closed, I penetratcd through the chamber 
of the thronc cven into the old Kings sleeping-apartment, 
which, unlike the dormitory of most of his subjects, is rc- 
markablc for extreme neatness. A book of pious orisons, 
with cngravings by Spanish artists, and containing, amongst 
other prayers in differcnt languages, onc adapted to the ex- 
clusive use of Majesty, Regi solo proprius, was lying on his 
praying-desk; and at the head of thc richly-canopied, but 
uncurtained bed, I noticed with much delight an cnamelled 
tablet by Mengs, representing the infant Saviour appearino' 
to Saint Anthony of Pádua. 

In this room, as in ali the others I passed through, without 
any exception, stood cages of gilded wire, of different fornis 
and sizes, and in every cage a curious exotic bird, in full song, 
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each trying to out-sing bis neighbour. Míngled with tliese 
warblings was heard at certain intervals the low chimc of 
musical clocks. stealing upon the car like the tones of harmo- 
nic glasses. No other sound broke in any degree the general 
stillness, excepto indeed, the almost inaudible footsteps of se- 
veral aged domestics., in court-dresses.of the cut and fashion 
prevalent in the days of the King's motlier, Elisabeth Far- 
nese, gliding along quietly and cautiously to open the cagcs, 
and offer their iiunates such dainties as highly-educated birds 
are taught to relish. Much fluttering and cowering down 
ensued in consequence of thesc attentions, and much rubbing 
of bílis and scratchingof polis on my part, as wcll as on that 
of the smiling old gentlemen. 

As soon as the ceremony of pampcring these feathered 
favourites had been most afTectionately performedj I availed 
myself of the light refíected from a clear sun-set to examine 
the pictures, chicfly of a religious cast, with which thesc 
stately apartments are tapestried ; particularly the Madonna 
dei SpasiniOj that vivid representation of the blessed Virgin's 
maternal agony, when her divine son, fainting under the bur- 
thcn of the cross, approached to ascend the mount of torture, 
and complete the awful mystery of redemption. Raphael 
never attained in any other of bis works such sol em n deptli 
of colour, such majesty of character, as in this triumph of his 
art. " Never was sorrow like unto the sorrow" he has de- 
picted in the VirghVs countenance and attitude; never was 
the expression of a sublime and God-like calm in the midst 
of acute sufferirig conveyed more closely home to the human 
hcart than in the face of Christ. 

I stood fixed in the contemplation of this holy vision — for 
such I almost fancied it to be — till the approaching shadows 
of night had overspread every rccess of these vast apartments : 
still I kept intensely gazing upon the picture. I knew it was 
time to retire}—still I gazed on. I was aware that Roxas 
had been long expccting me in Masserano's apartments,— 
still I could not snatch myself away; the Virgin mother 
with her outstretched arms still haunted me. The song of 
the birds had ccased, as well as the soft diapason of the self- 
playing organs ; — ali was hushed, ali tranquil. I departed 
at length with the Ianguid unwillingness of an enthusiast ex- 
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hausted by thc intensity of his feelings and loth to arousc 
himself from the bosom of grateful illusions. 

Just as I reached the portal of the great stairs, whom 
should I meet but Noronha advancing towards me with a 
hurried step. C( Where are you going so fast ?' said he to 
me, " and where have you bccn staying so long ? I have 
been sending repeatedly after you to no purpose. You must 
come with me immediately to the Infanta and Don Gabriel; 
they want to ask you a thousand questions about the Ajuda: 
the letters you brought them from Marialva, and the Arch- 
bishop in particular, have, I suppose, inspired that wié ; 
and as ro}ral wishes, you know, cannot be too speedily grati- 
fied, you must kiss their hands this vcry evening. I am to be 
your introductor."—"WhatP said I, ÍC in this unceremoni- 
ous dress V-—t€ Yes/' said the Ambassador; " I have heard 
that you are not a pattern of correetness in these matters." 
I wished to have been one in this instonee. At this particu- 
lar moment I was in no trim cxteriorly or interiorly for 
courtly introductions. I thonght of nothing but birds and 
pictures, and had much rather have been presented to a 
cockatoo than to the greatest monarch in Cliristendom. 

However, I put on the best face I was able, and we pro- 
ceeded together veiy placidly to that part of the palace as- 
signed to Don Gabriel and his blooming bride. The doors of 
a coved ante-chamber flew open, and after passing though an 
enfilade of saloons peopled with ladies-in-waiting and pages, 
(some mere ehildren,) wc entered a lofty chamber hung with 
white satin, formed into compartments by a rich embroider}' 
of gold and colours, and illuminatcd by a lustre of rock 
crystal. 

At the farther extremity of the apartment stood the Infant 
Don Gabriel, leaning against a table covered wkh velvet, on 
which I observed a case of large golden antique medals he 
was in the very act of contemplating: the Infanta was seated 
near. She rose up most graciously to hold out a beautiful 
hand, which I kissed with unfeigned fervour: her countenance 
is most prepossessing; the same florid complexion, handsomc 
features, and open cxhilarating smile which distinguishes her 
brother the Prince of Brazil.' 

cc Ah/' said her Royal Highness with great eamestness, 

.^ 

334 MADRID. 

hausted by thc intenshy of his feelings and loth to arousc 
himself from the bosom of grateful illusions. 

Just as I reached the portal of the great stairs, whom 
should I meet but Noronha advancing towards me with a 
hurried step. C( Where are you going so fast ?' said he to 
me, " and where have you bccn staying so long ? I have 
been sending repeatedly after you to no purpose. You must 
come with me immediately to the Infanta and Don Gabriel; 
they want to ask you a thousand questiona about the Ajuda: 
the letters you brought them from Marialva, and the Arch- 
bishop in particular, have, I suppose, inspired that wié ; 
and as royal wishes, jrou know, cannot be too speedily grati- 
fied, you must kiss their hands this vcry evening. I am to be 
your introductor."—"WhatP said I, ÍC in this unceremoni- 
ous dress V—t€ Yes/' said the Ambassador; c{ I have heard 
that you are not a pattern of correctness in these matters." 
I wished to have been one in this instonee. At this particu- 
lar moment I was in no trim cxteriorly or interiorly for 
courtly introductions. I thonght of nothing but birds and 
pictures, and had much rather have been presented to a 
cockatoo than to the greatest monarch in Christendom. 

Howevcr, I put on the best face I was able, and we pro- 
ceeded together veiy placidly to that part of the palace as- 
signed to Don Gabriel and his blooming bride. The doors of 
a coved ante-ehamber flew open, and after passing though an 
enfilade of saloons peopled with ladies-in-waiting and pages. 
(some mere children,) wc entered a lofty chamber hung with 
white satin, formed into compartments by a rich embroidery 
of gold and colours, and iUuminated by a lustre of rock 
cr}Tstal. 

At the farther extremity of the apartment stood the Infant 
Don Gabriel, leaning against a table covered wkh velvet, on 
which I observed a case of large golden antique rnedals he 
was in the very act of contemplating: the Infanta was seated 
near. She rose up most graciously to hold out a beautiful 
hand, which I kissed with unfeigned fervour: her countenance 
is most prepossessing; the same florid complexion, handsome 
features, and open cxhilarating smile which distinguishes her 
brother the Prince of Brazil.' 

cc Ah/' said her Royal Highness with great eamestness, 



MADRID. • 335 

<c you havc then lately seen my dear mother, and walked 
perhaps in the little garden I was so fond of; did you notice 
the fine flowers that growthere? particular! y the blue carna- 
tion ; we have not such flowers at Madrid ; this climate is 
not Iike that of Portugal, nor are our views so pleasant; I 
miss the azure Tagus, and your ships continuai ly sailing up 
it; but, when you \\TÍte to your fricnd Marialva and the 
Archbishop, tell th em I possess what no other prospeet upon 
earth can equal, the smiles of an adored husbaiid." 

The Infant now approaehed towards me with a look of 
courteous benignity that reminded me strongly of the Bour- 
bons, nor eould I trace in his frank kindly manner tlie least 
leaven of Austrian hauteur or Spanish starchness. After 
inquiring somewhat facetiously how the Duke d'Alafoens 
and the Portuguese academicians proceeded on their road to 
the temple of fame, he asked me whether our universities 
continued to be the favoured abode of classical attainments, 
and if tlie books they printed were as correct and as hand- 
some now as in the days of the Stuarts; adding, that his 
private collection contained some copies which had formerly 
belonged to the celebrated Count of Oxford. This was far 
too good an opportunity of putting in a word to the praise 
and glory of his own famous translation of Sallust, to be neg- 
lected; so I expressed everything lie could have wished to 
hear upon tlie suhject. 

" You are very good," observed his Royal Highness; " but, 
to tell you the truth, it was hard work for me. I hegan it, 
and so I went on, and lost many a day's wholesome exer- 
cise ín our parks and forests: however, such as it is, I per- 
fonned my task without any assistance, though you may per- 
haps have heard the contrary." 

It was now Noronha's turn to begin complimenting, which 
he did with ali the high court mellifiuence of an aceredited 
family ambassador: whether, indeed, the Infant reeeived as 
gospel ali the fine things that were said to him I won't an- 
swer, but he looked even kinder and more graeious than at 
our first entrance. The Infanta recurred again and again to 
the subject of the Ajuda, and appeared so visibly affected 
that she awakened ali my sympathies; for I, too, had Icft 
those behind me on the banks of the Tagus for whom I felt 
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a fond and indeliblc regard. As wc wcrc making our retir- 
ing bows, I saw tcars gathcring in lier cyes, whilst she kcpt 
graccfully waving hcr hand to bid us a happ}r night. 

The impressions I rcceived from this interview were not of 
a nature to allow my cnjoying with much vivaciousness the 
ncxt scene to which í was transported — the head-quarters 
of Masserano, whom I found in unusual])r higli spirits, sur- 
roundcd by a train of gay )Toung officers, rapping out the 
rankcst Castilian oaths, quafting thoir flowing cups of eham- 
pagnc and vai de penas, and playing off upon each other 
not cxactly the,most decorous specimens of practical wifc. 

Roxas lookcd rather abashcd at so unrcfined an cxhibition 
of national manners; Noronha liad taken good care to keep 
aloof, and I regretted not having followed liis examplc. 

LETTER XIV. 

IT is not at evcry comer of life that we stumblc upon 
an intrinsically singular character: to-day, howcvcr, at No- 
ronha^, 1 fell in with a Saxon Count,* who justly answers 
to that description. This man is not only thoroughly im- 
bued with the theoretical mysticism of thc Gennan school, 
but lias most firnily persuadcd himself, and hundrcds be- 
sideSj that lie holds converse with the souls of thc dcparted. 
Though most impressivo and evcn cxtravagant upon this 
subject wlicn startcd, lie proves himself a man of singular 
judgment upon most others; is a good geometrician, an able 
chymistj a mineralogist of no ordinaiy profleieney, and has 
made discoverícs in the art of smoking metais which have 
])cen tunied already to uscful purpose. Yet nothing can 
beat out of this cool reflectivc licad. that magicai operations 
may bc performed to evident eftect, and tlie devi! most posi- 
tivei)7 evocated. 

* He resided afierwards at Paiis in a diplomalic charaeter, and is 
supposed lo li ave been implicated in some of the least amiable events of 
the revolniion. A mysierious passagv in the first volume of Soulavie's 
lUemoirs is said lo refer to him. lie was pariicularly imimate with ciú- 
zea l'>alilé. 
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í thought, at first sight, there was a something uncouth 
and ghostly in his appearance, that promised strange Com- 
munications ; lie has a carewom look, a countenance often 
convulsed with apparently painful twitches, and a lofty 
skull, set off with bristling hair, powdered as white as Cau- 
casus. 

Notwithstanding I by no means courted his acquaintancc, 
he was resolved to make up to me, and dissipate, by the 
smoothest addrcss he could assume,.any prejudices his un- 
common cast of features might have inspired. Drawing his 
chair dose to mine, whilst Noronha and his party were busily 
engaged at voltarete, he tried to allure my attention by 
throwing out hints of the wonders within reach of a person 
born under the smilc of certain constellations: that I was 
the person he meant to insinuate, 1 have little doubt. Hav- 
ing heard that fortime had conferred upon me some few of 
her golden gifts, he thought, perhaps, tliat I might be fuscd 
to advantage, like any other íump of the precious metais. 
Be his motives what they ma^r, he certainly took as many 
pains to wind himself into my good opinion as if I had ac- 
tually been the prime favourite of a planet, or a distant 
cousin by some diabolical intennarriage, in the style of one 
of the Plantagenet matches, of old Beelzebub himself. 

After a good deal of conversation upon different subjects, 
chiefly of a sombrous nature, liappening to ask him if he had 
known Sehrofier, the most renowned ghost-seer in ali Ger- 
many,—((Intimately wdl," was his reply; " a bold young 
man, not so free, alas! from sensual taint as the awful ca- 
reer he had engaged in demanded,— he rushed upon dangcr 
unprepared, at an unhallowed moment—his fate was tem- 
ble. I passed a week with him not six months before he 
disappeared in the frightful manner you have heard of; it 
was a week of mental toil and sufíering, of fasts and priva- 
tions of various natures, and of sights sufficiently appalling 
to drive back the whole current of the blood from the heart. 
It was at this period that, returaing one dark and stormy 
night from trying experiments upon fiving animais, more ex- 
crueiating than an}r the keenest anatomist ever pei^etrated, 
I found lying upon my chair, coiled up in a circle like the 
symbol  of etemity, an enormous snake of a  deadly lead 
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colour; it neither hisscd nor moved for several minutes: 
during this pause, whilstlremained aghast looking full upon 
it, a voice more like the whisper of trees than any sound of 
hurnan utterance, articulated certain words, which I have 
retained, and used to powerful effect in moments of peril and 
extreme urgeney." 

I shall not easily forget the strange inquisitiva look he 
gave me whilst making this still stranger communication; he 
mm my curiosity was excited, and flattered himself he had 
made upon rne the impression he meditated; but when I 
asked, with the tone of careless levity, what became of the 
snake on the cushion, after the voice had ceased, he shook 
his white locks somewhat angrily, and croaked forth with 
a forrnidablc German accent, c: Ask no more—ask no more 
— you are not in a disposition at present sufficicntly puré 
and serious to eomprehcnd what I migkt diselose. Ask no 
more."—For this time at least I most implicitly obeyed him. 

Promising to call upon me and continue our conversation 
an}' day or honr I might choose to appoint, he glided off so 
irnperceptibly, that, hadlheen a little more persuaded of the 
possibility of supernatural oecurrenees, I might have believed 
he had actually vanished. <c A good riddance," said No- 
ronha; <c I don't half like that mau, nor can I make out 
why Florida Blanca is so gracious to him."—" I rather sus- 
pect he is a spy upon us ali," observed the Sardinian Ambas- 
sadress, who made oneof the voltarete party; " and though 
he guessed right about the winning card last night at the 
Countess of Benevente'Sj I am detennined not to invite him 
to dinner again in a hurry.'* 

LETTER XV. 

Sunday, Jan. 13lh. 

KAUFFMAN* aecompanied me to the Prado this morning, 
where we met Madame Bendicho and her faithful Expilly, 

* A. nephew of the famous Angcliea, aad ao inàifierent painter him- 
self. 
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(a famous tactician in war or peace,) who told me that some- 
body I thought particularly interesting was not far off. This 
intelligence imparted to me such animation, that Kauffman 
was obliged to take long strides to equal my pace. I tra- 
versed the whole Prado without meeting the object of my pur- 
suit, and found myself almost unconsciously in the court 
before the ugly front of the church of Atocha. À tide of de- 
votees earried us into the chape] of the Virgin, which is hung 
round with trophies, and cx-voto's, legs, arms, and fingers, in 
wax and plaster. 

Kauffman is threeparts an infidel in theGerman style, but 
I advised him to kneel with something like Castilian so- 
lemnity, and hear out a mass which was none of the shortest; 
the priest being old, and much given to the wiping and 
adjusting of spectaeles, a pair of which, uncommonly large 
and lustrous, I thouglit he would ncver have succeeded in 
fitting to his nose. 

We happened to kneel under the shade of some banners 
whieh the British lion was simple enough to let slip out of 
his paws during the last war. The colours of fort St. Philip 
dangled immediately above my head. Amongst the crowd 
of Our Lady's worsliippers I espiecl one of the gayest of my 
ball-room aequaintanees, the young Duke of Arion, looking 
like a strayed sheep, and smiting his breast most piteously. 

A tiresome Salve Regina being ended, I measured back my 
steps to the Prado, and at lcngth discovered the person of ali 
others I wished most to see, strietly guarded by mamma. I 
accompanied them to their door, and returned loiteringly and 
lingeringly home, where I found Infantado, who had been 
waiting for me above half an hour. With him I rode out on 
the Toledo road to see a pompous bridge, or rather viaduet; 
for the river it spans, even in this season, is scavcely copious 
enough to turn the model of a mill-wlieel, mueh less the 
reahty. 

From this spot we went to a villa lately purchased by tlie 
Duchess of Alba, and which, I was told, Rubens had onee 
inhabited. True enough, we found a coneeited young French 
artist in the arabesque and cupid line, busily employed in 
pouncing out the last memoriais in this spot of that great 
painter; reminiseences of favourite pictures he had thro^vn ofT 
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in fresco, upon what appeared a rieh crimson damask ground. 
Y@s, I witnessed this vandalisli operation, and §aw large 
flakes of stueco imprinted with the touches of Rubens fali 
upon the floor, and heard the wreteh who was perpetrating 
the irreparable act sing, " Veillons, mes sceurs, veillons en- 
corre/' with a strong Parisian accent, ali the while he was 
slashing away, 

My sweet temper was so much ruffled by this spectacle, 
that I begged to be excused any further excursion, and re- 
turned home to dress and compose myself, while Infantado 
went back to his palace. I soon joined him, having been 
invited to dine with his right virtuous and estimable papa. 
Thank heaven, the rage for Frcnchifled decoration lias not yet 
reached this p]ain but princely abode, which remains in noble 
Castilian simplicity, with ali its famed pictures untouched 
and uncontaminated. 

As soon as the old Duke had retired to his evening's devo- 
tions, we hurried to the French Ambassador's bali, where I 
met fewer saints tlian sinners, and saw nothing particularly 
edifying, exeept the semi-ro}ral race of the Medina Celis 
daneing (c high and disposed^." Cogolhudo, the hcir-appa- 
rent of this great house, is a good-natured, busy personage; 
but his illustrious consort, who has been recently appointed to 
the importam: office of Camerara-mayor, or mistress of the 
robes to the image of Our Lady of La Soledad, is a great 
deal less kindly and arfable.* 

LETTER XVI. 

Sunday, 23rd. 
EVERY moming í have the pleasure of supplying the 

Grand Signior's representativo with rolls and brioche, baked 
at home íbr my breakfast; and this very day hc eame hini- 
self in one of the Kings lumbering state coaches, with some 

* I have seen a beautiful porirait, engraved by Selma, of this image, 
and dedicated in due form lo its first lady of the dressing-rootn, Mar- 
chioness of Cogolhudo, Duchess of San Estévan,lcc. 
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of his special favourites, to thank me for these piping-hot 
attentions. Wc had a grcat deal of conversation about the 
marvels of London, tliough hc seemed stoutly convinced that 
in every respeet Istembul exceeded it ten times ovcr. 

As soou as he moved offj I strolled to the gardens of the 
Buen Retiro, which contains neither statues nor fountains 
wortli describing. They cover a vast cxtent of sandy ground, 
in which therc is no prevailing upon anytliing vegetablc or 
animal to thrive, except ostriches, a troop of which werc 
striding about in high spirits, apparently as much at home as 
in their own native parched-up deserts. 

Roxas dined with us, and we went together in the even- 
ing to the French Ambassador*s, the Duke de la V * * * *; 
His daughter, a fine young woman of eighteen or nineteen, 
is married to the Prince de L * * * *, a smart stripling, 
who has scarcely entered his fiftecnth year. The Ambassador 
is no trifling proficient in politicai intrigue, no common-place 
twister and turner in the paths of diplomacy, looks about 
him with calm and polished indiffbrence, though full of ha- 
zardous schemes and projects; ever in secret ferment, and a 
Jesuit to the hearfs core. I could not help noticing his 
quiet, observing eye— the still eye of a serpent lying perdue 
in a cave. In his addrcss and manners lie is quite a model 
of high-bred easc, without the slightest tincture of pedantry 
or afíectation. 

Madame la Duchesse is a grcat deal fonder of fine phrases, 
which she does not ahvays reserve for grand occasions. 
Their son, the Prince de C * * *, amused me beyond bounds 
with his lightning-like flashes of wit and merriment, at the 
expense of Madrid and its tertullias. Upon the whole, í like 
this famiíy very much, and ardently wish they may like me. 

I could not stay with tliem so long as I desired, Roxas 
having promised to present me to Madame d'Aranda, whose 
devoted friend and cortejo he has the consummate pleasure to 
bc. Happy the man who has the good fortune of being at- 
tached by such delicious, tliough not quite strictly sacred ties, 
to so charming a little creature; but in general the state of 
cortejo-ism is far from enviable. You are the sworn victim 
of ali the lady's caprices, and can never move out of the rustle 
of her black silk petticoats, or beyond the wave of her fan, 
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irithout especial permission., less frequentl)r granted with 
complacence than refused with asperity. I imagine she has 
very good-naturedly given him leave of absenee to show me 
abont this royal vilkge, or else I should think he would 
hardly ventura to spare me so mueh of his eompany. 

We found her sitting en farnittc with her sister, and two 
young boys her brothers, over a silverbrasier in a snug inte- 
rior apartment hung with a bright valeneia satin. She showed 
me thc most pleasing marks of civility and attention ; and or- 
dered her own apartments to be lightcd up, that I might see 
its magnifieent furniture to advantage. The bcd, of the richest 
blue vclvet trimmed with point lace, is beautifully shaped, 
and plaeed in a spaeious and deep recess hung rouiid with an 
immense profusion of ample curtains. 

I wonder arehiteets and fitters-up of apartments do not 
avail themselves more frequently of the powers of drapery. 
Kothing produecs so grand and at the same time so comfort- 
able an eíleet. The moment I bave an opportunity í will set 
about constructing a tabcmaclc, larger than the one 1 arranged 
at Ramalhaô, and indulge myselfin every variety of plait 
and fold that ean possibly be invented. 

Madame d'Aranda's toilet, designed by Moite the seulptor, 
and exeeuted by Auguste, is by far the most exquisite chcf- 
tVoíuTre of the kind I ever saw. Poor thing! she has every 
exterior delight the pomps and vanities of the world can givc; 
but she is married to a man old enouch to be her m-and- 
father, and looks as pale and drooping as a narcissus or HljT 

of the valley would appear if stuek in AbrahanVs bosom, and 
continually breathed upon by that venerable patriareh. 

After passing a delight fui liour in what appearcd to me an 
etherea! sort of fairy-land, we went to a far more earthly 
abode, that of a Madame Badaan, who is so obliging as to 
give immense assemblies onee or twice a wcek, in rather con- 
fined apartments. This small, but convenient habitation, is 
no idle or unimportant resort for cortejos off duty, or in 
search of novel adventures. Several of these disbanded wor- 
thies were lounging about in the mean time, quite laekadai- 
siealry. There was a blaze of beauty in ever}' comer of the 
room, sufficient to enchant' thosc the least given to being 
enchanted; and there frisked the two little Sabatinis, half 
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Spanish, half Italian, sporting their neatly tumed ankles; 
and thcre sat Madame de Villamayor in ali her pride, and 
her daughters so full of promise; and the Marchioness of 
Santa Cruz, with her dark hair and blue eyes, in ali her lovc- 
liness. How delighted my friendj tbe Effendi, must have 
been upon entering such a paradise, which lie soon did after 
we arrived there, folio wed by his Armenian interpreter, 
whom I like better than the Greek, Timoni, with his prying, 
squirrelish look, and malieious propensities. 

The Ambassador found me out almost immediately, and 
taking me to an angle of the apartment, where a well- 
cushioned divan had been prepared for his lollifleation, made 
me sit down by him whether I would or not. We were 
just settled, when a bevy of young tits dressed out in a fan- 
tastic, blowzy stylc, with sparkling eyes and streaming rib- 
bons, drew their chairs round us, and began talking a strange 
lingua-franca, eomposed of three or four different languages. 
We must have formed a eurious group; I was declaiming 
and gestieulating with ali my might, reciting seraps of Hafiz 
and Mesihi, whilst the ladies, none of tbe tallest, who were 
seated on low chairs, kept perking up their pretty little in- 
quisitive faces in the very beard of the stately Mos!em, whose 
solemn demeanour formed an amusing contrast to their giddy 
viTacèty. 

Madame Badaan and her spouse, the very best people in 
the world, and the readiest to afford their eompany ali pos- 
sible varieties of aeeommodation, sent for the most famous 
band of musicians Madrid eould boast of, and proposed a 
dance for the entertainment of his bearded excellency. Ac- 
cordingly thirteen or fourteen couples started, and boleroed 
and fandangoed away upon a thick earpet for an hour or two, 
without intermissioru There are seareely any boarded floors 
in Madrid, so the custom of daneing upon rugs is universally 
established. 
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LETTER XVII. 

Tuesday, December lst, 1795. 

IT was on a clear briglit morning (scarce any frost) that 
we left a wretched place called Villatoba, falling into ruins 
Hke almost ali the towns and villages I have seen in Spain. 
The sky was so transparent, so pearly, and the sunbeams so 
fresh and revíving, that the country appeared pleasant in 
spite of its flatness and aridity. Every tree has been cut 
down, and ali chance of their being replaced precluded by 
the wandering flocks of sheep, goats and swinc, which rout, 
and grout, and nibble uncontrolled and unmolested. 

At lengtli, after a tedious drive through vast tracts of dc- 
solate country, scarce a house, scarce a shrub, scarce a human 
being to meet with, we descended a rapid declivity, and I 
oncc more found niyself in the valley of Aranjuez. The 
avenues of poplar and plane have shot up to a striking elevation 
sincc I saw them last. The planes on the banks of the Ta- 
gus incline most respeetfully towards its waters; they are 
vigorously.luxuriant although planted only seven years ago, 
as the gardener infornied me. 

Charles the Fifth's elms in the island-garden close to the 
palace are decaying apace. I visited the nine venerable 
stumps close to a hideous brick-ruin; the largest measures 
forty or fifty feet in girth; tlie roots are picturesquely fan- 
tastic. The fountains, like the shades in which they are 
embowered, are rapidly going to decay: the bronze Vénus, 
at the fountain which takes its name from Don John of Áus- 
tria, has lost hcr anu. 

Notwithstanding the dreariness of the season, with ali its 
aceompaniment of dry leaves and faded herbage, this historie 
gardcn had still charms; the air was niild, and the sunbeams 
played on the Tagus, and many a bird fíitted from spray to 
spray. Severa] long alleys of'«the loftiest elms, their huge 
rough trunks mantled with ivy, and  their grotesque roots 
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advancing and reeeding likc grotto-work into the walk, struck 
me as singularly pleasing. 

The palace lias not been long completed; the additions 
made by Charles the Third agree not ill with the original 
edifice. ít is a comfortable, though not a magnificent abode; 
walls thick, windows cheerfully glazed in two paneis, ncat 
low chhnney-pieces in many of the apartments; fcw traces 
of the days of the Philips; scarce any furaiture that hespeak 
an ancient family. A fhmsy modem style, half Italian, half 
French, prevails. Evcn the pictures are, in point of subjects, 
preservation, originality, and masters, as strangcly jumbled 
together as in the dominions of an auetioneer. This may be 
accounted for by their being collected indiscriminately by the 
present King, whilst Princc of Astúrias. Amongsfinnumer- 
able trash, I noticed a Crucifixion by Mengs; not overbur- 
thened with expression, but finely coloured ; the back-ground 
and sky most gloomily portentous, and producing a grand 
effeet of light and shade. The interior of a gothic church, 
by Pctcr 'Neo^ so fine, so clear, so siívery in point of tint, as 
to reconcile me (for the moment, at least) to this harsh, 
stiff master; tlie figures exquisite, the preservation perfect; 
no varnish. no retouches. 

A setoftwelve small cabinet pictures, touched with ad- 
mirable spirit by Tcniers, the subjects taken from the Gieru- 
salcmme Liberata, treated as familiaríy as if the boozy painter 
had been st ill copying his pot-eompanions. Armida*s palace 
is a littíe round summer-house; she herself, habited like a 
burgher*s frouw in her hoíiday garments, holds a Nurem- 
berg-shapcd looking-glass up to the hroad vulgar face of a 
boorish Rinaldo. The fair Naiads, comfortably fat, and most 
invitingly smirkish, are naked to he sure, but a pile of fur- 
belowed garments and farthingales is ostentatiously displaycd 
on the bank of the water; close by a small table covered 
with a neat white tablccíoth, and gamished with silver tan- 
kards, cold pie, and salvers of custard and jellies. Ali thesc 
vulgar accessories are fhiished with scrupulous delicacy. 

Sevcral oratories open into the royaí apartments. One set 
apart for the Quecn is adomed with a very costly, and at the 
same time beautiful altar, rich, simple, and majestic; not an 
ornament is lavished in vain.    Two corinthian columns, of a 
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most beautiful purple and white marble, sustain a pediment, 
as highly polished and as richly mottled as any agate I ever 
beheld; the capitais are bronze splendidly gilt, so is the foli- 
age of the consoles supporting the slab which forms the altar. 
The design, the materiais, the workmanship, are ali Spanish, 
and do the nation credit. 

The King's oratoiy is much larger, and not ill-designed; 
the proportion is good, about twenty-six by twenty-two, and 
twenty-four high, besides a solemn recess for the altar. The 
walls entirely covered with fresco-painting; saints, prophets, 
clouds, and angels, in grand confusion. The sides of the arch, 
and ali the frame of the altar-pieee, are profusely and so- 
lidly gilt. A plinth of jasper, and a skirting about three feet 
high, of a light-grey marble streaked with black, not unlikc 
the capricious ramifieations on mocho-stones, and polished as 
a mirror, is continued round the room, so that nothing meets 
the eye but the rich gleam of gold, painting, and marble, ali 
blended together in one glowing tint. The pavement, too, of 
different Spanish marbles, is a chcf-d%amvrc of workmanship. 
I particularly admired the soft ivory-hue of the white marble, 
but my conduetor allowed it little merit when compared with 
that of Italy: I think him mistaken in this remark, and 
heartily wish him so in many others. 

This conduetor, an old snuffling domestic of the late King, 
was rather forward in making his remarks upon times pre- 
sent. A sort of Piedmontese in my train, I believethe master 
of the fonda where 1 lodgc, pointing to a manége now btrild- 
ing, asked for whom it was designed, the King or the Duke 
d'Alcudia ? <s For both, no doubt," was the answer; " what 
serves one serves the other." In the royal tribune, I was in- 
formed, witía a woful shrug, that the King, thank God ! con- 
tinued to he exact and fervent in his devotions; never miss- 
ing mass a single day, and frequently spending eonsiderablc 
time in mental prayer; but that the Queen was scandalously 
remiss, and seldom appeared in the chapeis, exeept when 
some slender remains of etiquette render her presence indis- 
pensable. 

The chapei, repaired after designs of Sabbatini, an old Ita- 
lian architect, much in favour with Charles the Third, has 
merit, and is remarkable for the just distribution of light, 
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which produces a solcmn religious effeet. The three altars 
are noblc, and thcir paintings good. One in particular, on 
thc right, dcdicated to St. Ànthony, immediatcly attracted 
my attcntion by the cffulgence of glory amidst which the 
intant Jesus is descending to caress the kneeling saint, whose 
attitudc, and youthful, enthusiastic countenancc, have grcat 
expression. The colouring is warm and haimonious; Maella 
is the paintcr. 

I inquired after a rcmarkable room in this palaee, ealled in 
the piau Salon de los Funciones, and rulgarly c! Colisco. 
The cciling was painted by Mengs, and esteemed one of his 
capital works: hcre Fcrdinand and Barbara, the most mu- 
sical of sovereigns, used to melt in ecstacies at the soft 
warblings of Farinelli and Egiziello — but, alas ! the sccnc of 
their amusemcnts, likc themselves and their warblers, is no 
more. Not latcr than last summer, this grand thcatrical 
apartment was dividcd into a suite of shabby, bandboxical 
rooms for thc accommodation of thc Infant of Parma. No 
merey was shown to the beautiful roof. In some plaecs, legs 
and folds of drapery are still visible; but the workmcn are 
hammering and plastcring at a great rate, and in a fcw 
days whitcwash will cover ali. 

Corning out of thc palaee, and observing how deserted and 
melancholy thc walks, garden, and avenues appcared, I was 
told that in a fcw wceks a total change would takc place, for 
thc court was expected on thc 6th of January, to remam six 
months, and that every plcasure followed in its train,—shoals 
of gamblers, and ladies of easy virtue of ali ranks, ages, and 
descriptions. Every barríer which Charles the Third, of 
chaste and pious memory, attempted to oppose to the wanton 
inelinations of his subjects, has been brokcn down in thc pre- 
sent rcign; boundless freedom of conduet prevails, and thc 
most disgusting debauchery riots in thesc lovely groves, which 
deserve to be set apart for elegant and rural pleasures. 

In my walks I passed a huge edificc lately built for the 
favourite Àlcudia. Common report aceuses it of being more 
magnificently fumished than the royal residence; but, as I 
did not enter it, I shall content mysclf with noting down, 
that it boasts nineteen windows in front, and a plain Tuscan 
portal with handsome granite pillars.    Adjoining is a house 
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belonging to the Duchess of Ossuna, full of workmen, paint- 
ers, and stuccadors: a gogglc-cycd Milanese, most fiercely 
eonceited, is danbing the walls with ali his might and main. 
He is an architeet too, at least I have his word for it, and 
claims the merit, a grcat one as lie bclievcs, of having designed 
a sort of ball-room, wkh many a festoon and Bohemian 
glass-ehandelier and eoarse arabesque. The floor is brieked, 
upon which thick matsor carpets are spread when daneing is 
going fonvard. 

I was in hopes this tiresome custom of thumping mats and 
rugs with the feet, to the brisk airs of boleros and fandangos, 
was exploded. No mnsic is more inspiring than the Spanish ; 
what a pity they refuse themselves the joy of rising a foot 
or two into the air at every step by the help of elastic 
boards í 

Next to this sort of a ball-room is a sort of an oval bou- 
doir, and then a sort of an octagon; ali bad sorts of their 
kind. This confounded painter is covering the oval with 
landseapes, not lialf so harmonious or spirited as those which 
figure on Birmingham snuff-boxcs or tea-boards. He has a 
terrible partiality to blues and greens of the crudest tints. 
Such colours afíect my eyes as disagreeably as certain sounds 
my teeth, when set on adge. I pity the Duchess of Ossuna, 
whose libera] desire of encouraging the arts deserves better 
artists. In music she has been more fortunate: Boccharini 
direeted her band when I was last at Madrid ; and I remem- 
ber witli wliat transport she heard and applauded the Galli, 
to whom she sent one morning a present of the most expen- 
sive trinkets, earelessly heaped up upon a magnificou t sal ver 
of massivo silver, two or three feet in diameter. 

The day closed as I was wandering about tlie Duehess's 
mansion, surprised at the slovenly negleet of the furniture, 
not an article of whicli has been moved out of the reaeh of 
dust, scafíbldings, the exhalations of paint, and the still more 
pestilential exhalation of garlic-eating workmen. Universal 
apathy and indifference to everything seems to pervade the 
whole Iberian península. If not caring what you eat or 
what you drink is a virtue, so far the evangélica! precept is 
obeyed. So it is in PortugalJ and so it is in Spain, and so 
it looks likely to be world without end : to which, let the 
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rest of Europe say amen; for were these countries to open 
their long-elosed eyes., cast ofY their trammels, and rouse 
themselves to industry, they would soon surpass their neigh- 
bours in wealth and population. 

LETTER XVÍIL 

Wcdnesday, Dcc. 2nd, 1795. 

IT was near eleven before a thick fog, whieh had arisen 
from the groves and waètra of Aranjuez, dispersed. I took 
advantage of a bright sunshine to issue forth on horseback, 
and explore the extremities of the Calle de la Reyna. Most 
of the aneient elms which eompose this noble avenue are 
dead~topped,many havelost their flourishing heads since Iwas 
last here; but on cvery side innumerable plantations of oak, 
elm, poplar, and plane, are sprínging up in ali the vigour and 
luxurianee of youth. I was sorry to see many, very many 
aeres of unmeaning shrubbery, serpentine walks, and elumps 
of paltry flowers, eneroaehing upon the wild thickets upon the 
banks of the Tagus. 

The King, the Queen, the favourite, are bitten by the rage 
of what they faney to be improvement; and are leve-llim» 
ground, and smoothing banks, and building rock-work, with 
pagodas and Chinese railing. The laburnums, weeping-wil- 
lows, and flowering shrubs, which I admired so much seven 
years ago in ali their nativo luxurianee, are beginning to be 
trimmed and tortured into what the gardener calls genteel 
shapes. Even the course of the Tagus has been thwarted, 
and part of its waters diverted into a broad diteh in order to 
form an island; flat, swampy, and dotted over with exotic 
shrubs, to make room for wlúch many a venerable arbele and 
poplar has been Iaid low. 

Hard by stands a large briek mansion, just ereeted, in the 
dullest and commonest Spanish taste, very improperly ealled 
Casa dei Labrador. It has nothing rural about it, not even 
a hen-roost or a hog-sty; but the kitehen is snug and commo- 
dious, and to this his Catholic I\Iajesty often resorts, and 
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cooks with his own royal liands, and for hís own royal self, 
creadillas, (alias lamVs fry,) garlic-omclets, and other sa- 
youry messes, in the national style, 

Nothing delights the good-natured monarch so much as a 
pretence for descending into low life, and creeping outof the 
sight of his court, his council, and his people; therefore Ma- 
drid is almost totally abandoned by him, and many capri- 
cious buildings are starting up in every secluded comer of the 
royal parks and gardens. This last is the ugliest and most 
unrneaning of ali. I recollect being pleased with the casinos 
he built whilst Prince of Astúrias, at the Escurial and the 
Pardo. His present advisers, in matters of taste, are inferior 
even to those who direct his politicai movements; and the 
workmen, who obey the first, still more unskilful and bung- 
ling than the generais, admirais, and engineers, who carry 
the plans of the latter into execution. 

If they would but let Aranjuez alone, I should not care. 
Nature has lavislied her channs most bountifully on this 
valley; the wild hills which close it in, though barren, are 
picturesquely-shaped: the Tagus here winds along in the 
boldest manner, overhung by crooked willows and lofty ar- 
beles; now losing itself in almost impervious thickets, now 
undermining steep banks, laying rocks bare, and forming irre- 
gular coves and recesses; now fiowing smoothly through vast 
tracts of low shrubs, aspens, and tamarisks; in one spot 
ed^ed by the most delicate greensward, in another by beds of 
mint and a thousand other iragrant herbs* I saw numerous 
herds of deer bounding along in full enjoyment of pasture and 
liberty; droves of horses, many of a soíl crcam-colour, werc 
frisking about undcr some gigantic alders; and I counted one 
hundred and eighty cows, of a most remarkable srze, in a 
green meadow, ruminating in peace and plenty. 

The animal creation at Aranjuez seem, undoubtedly, to 
enjoy ali the blessings of an excellent govcrnment. The 
breed is peculiarly attended to, and no pains or expense 
spared to procure the nnest bulis from every quarter. Cows 
more beautifully dappled, more comfortably sleek, I never 
beheld. 

íf the racc of grandees could, by judicious crossing, be sus- 
tained as successfully, Spain would not have to lament her 
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present scurvy, íll-favoured generation of nobility. Should 
they be suffered to dwindle much longer, and accumulate 
estates and diseases by eternal intermarriages in the same 
family, I expect to see th em on all-fours before the next cen- 
tury is much advanced in its course. These little men, how- 
ever, are not without some sparks of a lofty, resolute spirit; 
very few, indeed, bave bowed the knee to the Baal of the 
present hour, to the image which the King has set up. A 
train of eager, hungry dependants, picked out of inferior and 
foreign classes, form the company of the Duke of Alcudia. 
Notwitbstandinghis lofty titles, unbounded wealth, solid 
power, and dazzling magnificenee, he is treated by the first 
class with silent contempt and passive indifference. They 
read the tale of bis illustrious descent with the same sneer- 
ing increduhty as the patents and decrees which enumerate 
the services be has done the state. Few instances, perhaps, 
are upon record of a more steady, persevering contempt of an 
objeet in actual power, stamped with every omament royal 
favour can devise to give it credit, value, and currency. 

A tbousand intcresting reflections arising from this subject 
crowded my mind as I rode home through the stately and 
now deserted alleys of Aranjuez. The weather was growing 
ehill, and the withered leaves began to rustle. I was glad to 
take refuge by a blazing fire. Money, which procures almost 
everything, had not failed to seduce the best salads and ap- 
pies from the royal gardens, admirable butter and good game; 
so I feasted royally, though I dare say I should bave done 
more so, in the most extensive sense of the word, could some 
supernatural power or Frenchified revolution bave procured 
me the royal cook. His Majesty, I am assured by those I 
am far from suspecting of flattery, has real talents for this 
most useful profession. 

The comfortable listlessness which had crept over me was 
too pleasant to be shaken ofT, and I remained snug by my 
íireside the whole evening. 
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ALCOBAÇA AND BATALHA. 

FIRST DAY. 
3rdJune, 1794. 

THE Prinee Regent of Portugal, for reasons with wliich I 
was never entirely acquainted, took it into his royal head, one ■ 
fair morning, to desire I would pay a visit to tlie monasteries 
of Alcobaça and Batalha, and to name my intimate and parti- 
cular friends, the Grand Prior of A viz, and the Prior of St. Vin- 
eenfs, as my conductors and companions. Nothing could be 
more graeious, and, in many respects, more agreeable ; still, 
just at this moment, having what I thought mnch pleasanter 
engagements nearer home, I cannot pretend that I felt so 
much cnchanted as I ought to have been. 

Upon communicatmg the supreme command to the tmo 
prelates, they discovered not the smallest token of surprise ; 
it seemed thêy were fully prepared for it. The Grand Prior 
observed that the weather was dreadfully hot, and the roads 
execrable : the other prelate appeared more animated, and 
quite ready for the expedition. I thought I detected in one 
comer of his lítely, intelligent eye, a sparkle of hope that, 
when retumed from his little cruise of observation, the re- 
marks it was likely enough to inspire might lead to more 
intimate conferences at Queluz, and bring him into more fre- 
quent collision with royalty. 

As my right reverend companions had arranged not to re~ 
nounce one atom of their habitual comforts and conveniences, 
and to take with them their confidential acolytes and secre- 
taries, as well as some of their favourite quadrupeds, we had 
in the train of the latter-mCntioned animais a rare rabble of 
grooms, ferradors, and mule-drivers.   To these, my usual foi- 
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lowers being added, we formed altogether a caravan which, 
camels and dromedários excepted, would have cut no despi- 
cable figure evon on the route of Mccca or Mesehed-AU ! 

The rallying point, the general rendezvous for the whole 
of this heterogeneous assemblage, was my quinta of San 
José, commanding in full prospect the entrance of the Tagus, 
crowded with vessels arriving from every country under the 
hcavens, messengers of joy to some, of sorrow to others, but 
ali with expanded sails equally brightening in the beams of 
the cheerful sun, and seudding along o ver the blue sparkling 
waves with equal celerity. 

« Here I am, my dear friend," said the Grand Prior to me 
as I handed him out of his brother the old Marquis of Mari- 
alva^ most sleepifying dormeuse, which had been lent to him 
expressly for this trying occasion. " Behold me at last," (at 
last indeed, this being the third put-oft" I had experienced,) 
" ever delighted with your company, but not so much so 
with the expedition we are going to undertake." 

" I hope it will not turn out so unpleasant after ali," was 
my answer: <ç for my own part, I quite long to see Alco- 
baça." 

" So do not I," rejoined the Grand Prior; " but let that 
pass. Is Ehrhart come ? is Franchi ready ? Has the flrst 
secured the medicine-ehest he was in such an agony about 
the other day, and the second the pianoforte he swore he 
would break to pieces unlcss it would get into better tune?" 

" Ali safe—ali waiting — and dinner too, my dear Lord 
Prior; and after that, let us get oft. No easy matter, by 
the by, evon yet, some of the party being such adepts at 
dawdling." 

Why the Grand Prior should have dreaded the journey so 
much I really could not imagine, every pains having been 

■ taken to make it so easy and smooth, It was settled he 
should loll in his dormeuse or in my chaise just as he best 
pleased, and look at nothing caleulated to excite the fatigue 
of reflection ,* topographical inquiries were to be waived com- 
pletely, and no questions asked about who endowed such a 
church or raised such a palace. We were to proceed, or 
rather creep along, by short and facile stages; stopping to 
dine, and sup, and repôs c, as delectably as in the most com- 
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modious of homes. Everything that could be thougbt of, or 
even dreamed of, for our convenienee or relaxation, was to be 
earried in our train, and nothing left bebind but Care and 
Sorrow ; two speetres, who, had they dared to mount on our 
shoulders, would bave been driven off with a bigh hand by 
the Prior of St. Vinccnfs, than whom a more deligbtful com- 
panion ncver existed sinee the days of those polished and 
gifted cânons and cardinais who formcd such a galaxy of 
talent and faeetiousness round Leo the Tenth. 

We were absolutely roused from our repast, over which 
the Prior of St. Vincenfs gay animatcd conversation was 
throwing its usual briUianee, by a racket and hubbub on the 
sea-shore that was perfectly distracting. The spacc between 
my villa and the sea was entirely blocked up, half the popu- 
lation of Belém having poured forth to witness our departure. 
The lubberly drivers of the baggage-earts were fíghting and 
squabbling amongst thcmselves for precedenee. One of the 
most lumbering of these ill-eonstructed vehieles, ladcn with 
a large heavy marquce, had its hind wheels already well 
buffeted by the waves. At length it moved off; and then 
burst forth such Tociferation and such deafening shouts of 
" Long live the Prince \" and " Long live the Marialvas, and 
ali their friends into the bargain !"—the Englishman of 
course included—as I expected, would have fixed a head- 
ach for life upon the unhappy Grand Prior. 

Amongst other noises which gave him no smalí annoyanee, 
miglit be reckoned the outrageous snortings and neighings of 
both his favourite high-pampered chaise-horses, out of eom- 
phment to one of my delicatc English mareSj who was trying 
to get through the crowd with a most engaging air of senti- 
mental retiring modesty. 

Half laughing and half angry lest some unfortunate kick 
or plunge might dcprive me of her agreeable senrices, I re- 
frained not from crying out to the Grand Prior, lt For pity's 
sake, let us dawdle and doodle no longer, but drive through 
this mob if it be possible. You see what a disturbance the 
glorious fuss which has been making about this joumey has 
occasioned; you see the result of a surfeit of superfluities : 
really, if we had been sctting forth to explore the kingdom 
of Prester John, or the identical spot where Don Sebastian 
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left his bonés, (if true it be that tlie shores of Africa, and 
not some pet dungeon of King Philip's, reeeived them,) we 
eould scareely have gotten together a grander array of encum- 
brances. At this rate, wc shall have oceasion to put our tent 
in requisition this very night, unless we defer our journey 
again, and sleep under my roof at San José." 

(( No, no/' said the Prior of St, Vincent's; u we shall 
sleep at my eonvent's pleasant quinta of Tojal.    I shall set 

•    •off with my people immediately to prepare for your recep- 
tion." 

The deed foliowed the word: his attendant muleteers 
eraeked their whips in the most imposing style—his ferra- 
dors pushed on — the crowd divided—a passage waseleared; 
the Grand Prior, ordering his donneuse to folio w, got into my 
enormous traveUing chaise, and by the effbrts of six stout 
mules we soon reached Bemfica. 

Beyond this village, a shady lane overhung by elms 
brought us to Nossa Senhora de Luz ; a large pile of build- 
ings in the majestic style which prevailed during the 
Spanish domination in Portugal, but much shattered by the 
earthquake. From hence we passed on to Lumiares, through 
intrieate paved roads bordered by aloés, sprouting up to the 
height of ten or twelve feet, in shape and eolour not unlike 
gigantie asparagus. 

Lumiares contains a quinta belonging to the Marquess of 
Anjeja, upon which immense sums have been lavished for 
the wise purpose of pebbling alleys in quaint Mosaic pat- 
terns, red, black, and blue; building eolossal reservoirs for 
gold and silver fish, painting their smooth plastered sides 
with divers flaming eolours, and cutting a steep hill into a 
suceession of stiff terraees, under the sole pretext, ore should 
think, of establishing flights of awkward narrowmarble steps 

>to eommunicate one with the other, for they did not appear 
to lead to any other part of the garden. 

The road from Lumiares to Loures is eonducted along a 
valley, between sloping acelivities variegated by fields of 
grain and wild shrubby pastures. The soft air of the even- 
incr %vas delightful; and the lowing of herds descending from 
the hills to slake their thirst after a sultry day, at springs 
and fountains, full of pastoral eharm. 
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It grcw dark when we passed the village of Tojal, and 
crossing a bridge over the ri ver Trancaõ, entered lhe woody 
domain of the Monks of St. Vincent. Lights glunmering at 
the extremity of an avenue of orange-trees directed us to the 
li ouse, a low picturesque building, half villa, half hermitage. 
Our reeeption was so tnily exhilarating, so perfeetly ali in 
point of eomfort and luxury that the heart of man or even 
ehureliman eould desire, that we willingly promised to pass 
the whole of to-morrow in this cheerful residence, and defer 
our further progress till the day following. 

SECOND DAY. 
4th June. 

THE sunbeams entering my windows summoned me to 
enjoy the fresh moming breeze blowing over the uninterrupt- 
ed mass of foliage which fills up the whole valley belonging 
to the convent. 

After breakfast we walked arnongst well-cultivated vege- 
tables, fields of Indian wheat as healtrry and vigorous as any 
that ever flourislied in the islands which float about like rafts 
on the Lake of México, and the most extensive orehards of 
orange, aprieots, and otlier fruit-treeSj perliaps in Portugal. 
Every inch of ground within this inelosure is turned to the 
most advantageous account: the oranges alone produce from 
seven to eight thousand cruzados a year. A very active lay- 
brother has the management of this fortunate spot, and is 
continually extending its limits over the bare hills in the 
neighbourhood, many of which are comprised within the 
domain of the fathers. 

The river Trancaõ, which runs through the garden, is di- 
minished to a brook at this season'; but that brook is 
clear, and flows rapidly. Its rocky edges, wom into irregular 
shapes by winter torrents, bloom with the rosc-eoloured fíowers 
of the oleander. Their appearance was strikingly beautifuF; 
many of these shrubs had attained the height of fifteen or 
sixteen feet. 

356 AN   EXCURS10N  TO 

It grcw dark when we passed the village of Tojal, and 
crossing a bridge o ver the ri ver Trancaõ, entered lhe woody 
domain of the Monks of St. Vincent. Lights glunmering at 
the extremity of an avenue of orange-trees directed us to the 
house, a low picturesque building, half villa, half hermitage. 
Our reeeption was so tnily exhilarating, so perfeetly ali in 
point of eomfort and luxury that the heart of man or even 
ehureliman eould desire, that we willingly promised to pass 
the whole of to-morrow in this eheerful residence, and defer 
our further progress till the day following. 

SECOND DAY. 
4th June. 

THE sunbeams entering my windows summoned me to 
enjoy the fresh moming breeze blowing over the uninterrupt- 
ed mass of foliage which fills up the whole valley belonging 
to the convent. 

After breakfast we walked arnongst well-cultivated vege- 
tables, fields of Indian wheat as healt rry and vigorous as any 
that ever flourished in the islands which float about like rafts 
on the Lake of México, and the most extensive orehards of 
orange, aprieots, and other fruit-treeSj perhaps in Portugal. 
Every inch of ground within this inclosure is turned to the 
most advantageous account: the oranges alone produce from 
seven to eight thousand cruzados a year. A very active lay- 
brother has the management of this fortunate spot, and is 
continually extending its limits over the bare hills in the 
neighbourhood, many of which are comprised within the 
domain of the fathers. 

The river Trancaõ, which runs through the garden, is di- 
minished to a brook at this season'; but that brook is 
clear, and flows rapidly. Its rocky edges, wom into irregular 
shapes by winter torrents, bloom with the rosc-eoloured fíowers 
of the oleander. Their appearance was strikingly beautifuf; 
many of these shrubs had attained the height of fifteen or 
sixteen feet. 



ALCOBAÇA. 357 

But one of the grandest objects of the vegetable world 
which ever met my sight is a bay-tree, situated in the 
thickest part of the orange orchards, above which it towers 
majesticaíly, clothed with luxuriant boughs that glisten with 
health and vigour. It consists of about thirty stems, none 
less than two feet, and some thirty-eight inches in diameter, 
springing from one root, and rising to the height of sixty- 
four feet. I loitered away the sultry hours of mid-day most 
pleasantly under its deep, fragrant shade. 

The Prior had ordered a fishing-party for our amusement; 
— no great amusement, however, for one wh o detests the 
sight of wretched animais, inveigled from their cool aquatic 
homes, and cast 011 a dry bank, gasping for life and distend- 
ing their jaws in torment. Full often have I fancied what 
woful grimaces we children of Adam would be compelled to 
make, should ever the colossal inhabitants of a superior 
planet be permitted on some dread day of retribution to drop 
down on the earth on an angling tour, and fish us out of our 
element for their dinner or recreation. No want of sport 
need be apprehended in this case—plenty would bite. Men 
have in general such wide-open appetites for the objects of 
their individual pursuit, that, only render the bait sufriciently 
tempting, and I promise they swallow it, hook and ali. So 
few set any bounds to their voraciousness, that a shark might 
be eh o sen President of a Temperance Society with equal 
justice. Courtesy obliged both the Grand Prior and Doctor 
Ehrhart, as well as myself, to remain much longer than we 
wished on the banks of the river, witnessing the joy of the 
anglers, and the struggles of the expiring fish. 

Àbout two, we returned home, through shady alleys of 
curious citron-trees, colleeted from every part of the Portu- 
guese dominions on this and on the other side of the ocean, 
divided by tall canes mantled with vines, which promise, 
like every plant in this happy inelosure, an abundant pro- 
duce. The nightingales were singing in the recesses of woods 
impenetrable to the sun, and at the same time, 1 am sorry to 
add, frogs were croaking a deep thorough-bass to this en- 
cha nting melody. 

We dined late for the sake of devouring the produce of our 
fishery, prepared by the fishermen themselves—a sort of 
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add, frogs were croaking a deep thorough-bass to this en- 
cha nting melody. 
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fishery, prepared by the fishermen themselves—a sort of 
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matelotte, which my famous Simon, the most ineomparable 
of cooks, declared, with a smilc of ineffable contempt, was 
only fit to be placed before persons dying with hungcr and 
cast away on some desolate island. 

In the coo! of the evcning \ve drove through the vil 1 age of 
Tojal to a palace of the Patriarch, containing nothing very 
remarkablc, except a vcstibule with a tribune looking into a 
church. The walls of this gallery are lined with the ricliest 
marbles of Spain and Portugal, disposed in paneis, and orna- 
mented with an overwhelming profusion of doubly and trebly 
gilt bronze omaments, in that style of lavish expenditure 
carried to such triumphant excess by that most magniíicent 
of modern Solomons, King John the Fiftb. 

Aftcr sceing ourselves rcílected on ali sides in tablets in- 
numerable, polished like mirrors, wc repaired to an immense 
parterre—the flattest, the richest in red and yellow flowers, 
and the most like a Turkey earpet, of any I ever had the 
vexation of visiting either in Holland or Germany. I was 
glad to escape from this far-spread expanse of pomposity and 
dulness, and rctum to the simple orange thickets of my ami- 
able friend, where I walked ti 11 almost midnight, listening to 
the nightingales, who at length had shamed the frogs to 
silence. 

THIRD DAY. 
5lh June. 

THE first sounds I heard upon awakening this superiorly 
fine and glowing morning, was not " the eharm of early 
birds/' but the obstreperous rattle of a violent altercation, or, 
in simple truth, a downright squabblc which broke out, in 
the vcstibule adjoining my room, between the Grand Prior's 
secretary and a confidential attendant of my good friend of 
St. Vincenfs. 

" You know," said the first-rnentioned shrill-voiced con- 
sequential personage, " my master is too lazy to stir from his 
shady cmarters whilst the sun shines out in so fierce a man- 
ner." 
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" You know/' answered the other, " that we have busi- 
ness of urgency at Alcobaça, and the Prince Regent's com- 
mand to perform it with the less delay the better." 

" You do not pretend," rejoined the seeretary, " do you, 
to force on his excellency whether he will or not?" 

" What, does he mean to Joiter the whole day in our gar- 
den of Éden ? Shall we not advance as far as Cadafaiz in 
the cool of the evening?" 

<l Not we: his excellency has made up bis mind to take 
his fill of repose, and I am not the man to- eontradiet hím." 

" Then you are a rebellious fool for your pains, and have 
forgotten his Royal Highness's express orders Go on drinking 
the waters of Lethe if you dare." 

" Va beber," &c—" Go, drink the fllthiest puddle in 
these orchards," rejoined the waspisb and irritated secretary. 

Tingle, tingle, tingle, went the Grand Priori silver bell; 
off ran the disputants, and out carne í into the vast echoing 
vestibule, opening, by as many glazed doors as there are days 
in a month, into the orange orchards. 

If ever a decent excuse could be ofiercd for perfect laziness, 
it was to be found in the warm, enervating atmosphere, 
loaded with perfume, which universal!)7 invested this pleasant 
umbrageous region. No wonder my Lord of Aviz, tiie most 
consummate professor of " il dolce far niente" in ali Portugal 
and Algarve to boot, could not be withdrawn from it without 
infinito reluctanee. He could hardly even be persuaded to 
traverse a short avenue which led to a summer pavilion on 
the banks of the river, where our morning collation was pre- 
pared. The Prior of St. Vineenfs had a sort of romantie 
scheme of having our repast spread out on a little remnant of 
greensward which the heats had spared, and sitting down to 
it in the Oriental style; but his illustrious colleague gently 
intimated a preference to chairs and tables. 

In addition to our usual part}r I found a certain padre, 
Machado, or Azevedo, or some such nanie, who had not been 
long returned from China—nay, from Pekin itself. During 
his residcnce at Macao, he had leamt sufficient English from 
one of the padres of our Canton factory — the chaplain, I 
suppose — to read Sír William Chambers' most florid essay 
on Chinese gardening.    I asked him how many words of 
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truth there might happen to l)e in ali this luxuriant descrip- 
tion ? He answered, not in plain English, but in a most de- 
leetable jargon, half Chinese sing-song, half lingua-franea— 
tc There be ten-tousand-time-ten-tousand." 

" You don't mean to assure me/' said I, " that our famous 
arehiteefs most wonderful aeeount of the magicai splendour 
of Yven-ming-Yven and Tehang-tchung-Yven is not exag- 
gerated?" 

tc It is not/' answered the padre in sound Portuguese, 
having quitted the straits and shallows of very scanty En- 
glish for the full flow of his vemacular language : —" 1 have 
seen greater wonders than he—I have seen in the depth of 
winter a whole extent of garden warmed by a delieiously 
mild and scented vapour, and ali the treescovered with silken 
leaves and artificial flowers, and, on a pool of water, as clear 
and transparent as the sky it refleeted, hundreds of gaily- 
enamelled dueks, formed of metal, swimming by meehanism, 
and by mechanism opening ali their bills and uttering their 
accustomed sound with their usual volubility, and swallow- 
ing the food the eunuehs of the palaee cast to them,— ay, 
and returning it again, to ali appearanee most happily di~ 
gested, the Emperor standing by ali the while, laughing at 
my surprise, and believing himself neither more nor less, I 
om entirely eonvinced, than an inearnation of the god Fo!" 

ct Dreadful í" exclaimed the Grand Prior: tf I wonder he 
has not shared the fate of Nebuchadnezzar !" 

" He should have been sent to grass at onee/' observed the 
Prior of St. Vincenfs. 

" That would have been a pity," rejoined the ex-missionary; 
{C for, notwithstanding his Tartarian nonsense about incarna- 
tions and sueh like, and the impossibility I experíenced of 
making him comprehend our own ineffable mysteries, I must 
deelare him to be a wise monareh and an excellent man." 

" That is more diffieult to bclieve than ali you have told 
us," observed the Grand Prior, " when we refiect upon the 
horrid iinpiety of believing one's self Fo." 

" There is no lie in the world people wíll not bclieve/' re- 
plied the missionary, ff provided they are often told it by 
flatterers in whom, for the very rcason they ought not, they 
take delight in placing confideiice; and when ali the princes 
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of the blood, ali the courtíers, and ali the mandarins of the 
different tribunais, are continually pouring forth addresses at 
the foot of the throne, assuring his Imperial Majesty Kien- 
Long, that he is the son of heaven, a god upon earth ! what 
would you have him do ?" 

" Go to tlie devil his owrt way, as there is no other re- 
medy," said our hospitable host with a hearty laugh. " We 
are to conclude, no doubt, you did your best to bring him 
round: perhaps you may succeed better another time,"— 
(The padre was on the eve of returning to his mission.)— 
" And now let us go to mass," continued the Prior, bowing 
to his excellency of Avia, " and pray for the Emperor s con- 
version !" 

So to mass they went, and then a-fishing; and the even- 
ing of this day was like the morning — ali warmth, and chat, 
and idleness. 

FOURTH DAY. 

6íli Junc. 

AT length it pleased heaven to inspire the Grand Prior 
^Yith suffieient resolution to proceed; thelast dregs of excuses 
for loitering being exhausted. The air had become much 
eooler; and the sun being overcast, we experienced a first- 
rate blessing—that of travelling under a canopy of elouds, 
which had the kindness not to disperse till we passed Al 
Priate, achateau belonging to the Duke d'Alafoens. 

This sumptuous abode, with pompous high roofs, and 
courts, and avenues, as Frenchified as their illustrious master, 
is placed in a valley which would have been pleasant enough 
had any other trees except the pale leaden-coloured olive 
happened to predominate. 

After jolting along in ratlier a conrulsive manner for about 
a league, and receiving many a pinch from my alarmed and 
nervous companionj we emerged from a chãos of ruts and 
sandbanks into the great highway which leads to the Caldas 
through Alhandra, Povos, and Villa Franca. 
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Ali tbese places, not unpleasantly situntcd on the banks of 
the Tagus, have quintas, palaces, and fidalgos, as well as 
their betters; but the country whieh surrounds them is pretty 
nearly as flat, and as rich in ditches, sluices, and other means 
of irrigation, as the environs of Antwerp itself. Her Most 
Faithful Majesty sometimes resorting to the Caldas, the road 
is kept in tolerable repair. 

At every league, pedestais with vases upon them meet the 
eye; and at no very distant inteirais, architectural fountains, 
which have not yet entirely forgotten the purpose for whieh 
they were erected, and still contrive to dribble out a scanty 
and turbid stream. 

As we approaehed Carregado, scenes of boundless plenty 
began to expand themselves; unlimited fields of Turkish 
com, fine barley, and black Sicilian whcat, the ears bending 
to the ground with their weight. 

^ We now abandoned the high road in order to reach Cada- 
faiz, another ample domain under the government of our hos- 
pitable friend, where we arrived late in the afternoon. There 
we foundourselves in a most comfortable antiquated mansion, 
perfectly cool and clean; the floors neatly matted, the tables 
covered with the finest white linen, and, in bright elear 
caraífes of Venetian glass, the most beautiful camations I 
ever met with, even at Genoa in the Durazzo Gardens. 

The wide lattieed windows of the apartment allotted to 
me commanded the view of a boundless vineyard in full 
luxuriant leaf, divided by long broad tracts of th^^me and 
camomile, admirably well kept and nieely weeded. From 
this immense sea of green leaves rose a rtumber of plum, 
pear, orange, and apricot trees; the latter procured by the 
monks directly from Damaseus, and bearing, as I can testify, 
that most delieious fruit of its kind called (i eggs of the sun" 
by the Persians; — even inseets and worms seem to respect 
it, for no trace could I diseover of their having pre}red on its 
smooth glowing rind and surrounding foliage. 

Beyond tliese truly Hesperian orchards, ▼ery lofty hills 
swell into the most pieturesque forms, varied by ledges of 
rock, and completely inelose this calm retirement; wild 
healthful spots of delieate herbage, whieh the goats and 
sheep, whose bells I heard tinkling in the distance, are searcely 
more partial to than myself. 

362 AN   EXCURS10N  TO 

Ali these places, not unpleasantly situnted on the banks of 
the_ Tagus, have quintas, palaces, and fidalgos, as well as 
their betters; but the country which surrounds them is pretty 
nearly as flat, and as rich in ditches, sluices, and other means 
of irrigation, as the environs of Antwerp itself. Her Most 
Faithful Majesty sometimes resorting to the Caldas, the road 
is kept in tolerable repair. 

At every league, pedestais with vases upon them meet the 
eye; and at no very distant intervals, architectural fountains, 
which have not yet entirely forgotten the purpose for which 
they were ereeted, and still contrive to dribble out a scanty 
and turbid stream. 

As we approaehed Carregado, scenes of boundless plenty 
began to expand themselves; unlimited íields of Turkish 
corn, fine barley, and black Sicilian wheat, the ears bending 
to the ground with their weight. 

^We now abandoned the high road in order to reach Cada- 
faiz, another ample domain under the government of our hos- 
pitable friend, where we arrived late in the afternoon. There 
we foundourselves in a most comfortable antiquated mansion, 
perfectly cool and elean; the fíoors neatly matted, the tables 
covered with the finest white linen, and, in bright elear 
caraífes of Venetian glass, the most beautiful camations I 
ever met with, even at Genoa in the Durazzo Gardens. 

The wide lattieed windows of the apartment allotted to 
me eommanded the view of a boundless vineyard in full 
luxuinant leaf, divided by long broad tracts of thyme and 
camomile, admirably well kept and nieely weeded. From 
this immense sea of green leaves rose a number of plum, 
pear, orange, and apricot trees; the latter procured by the 
monks directly from Damaseus, and bearing, as I can testify, 
that most delicious fruit of its kind called (i eggs of the sun" 
by the Persians; — even inseets and worms seem to respect 
it, for no trace could I discover of their having pre}red on its 
smooth glowing rind and surrounding foliage. 

Beyond these truly Hesperian orchards, ver^r lofty hills 
swell into the most pieturesque forms, varied by ledges of 
rock, and completely inelose this calm retirement; wild 
healthful spots of delicate * herbage, which the goats and 
sheep, whose bells I heard tinkling in the distance, are scarcely 
more partial to than myself. 



ALCOBAÇA. 263 

How often, contrastíng my present situation with thc hor- 
rid disturbcd state of almost cvery part of thc Continente did 
I bless thc hour whcn my steps were directcd to Portugal í 
As í sat in thc nook of my rctircd window, I looked with 
complaccncy on a roof which sheltercd no scheming hypo- 
crites, — on tables, on which pcrhaps no ncwspaper had 
evcr bccn thrown, and on neat whitc pillows, guiltless of 
propping up the hcads of those assassins of real prosperity 
— politicai advcnturers. The very air which kcpt playing 
around my temples seemed to breathe contentmcnt; it was 
gcnially warm, not oppressive, and brought with it the inter- 
mingled fragrance of mountain hevbs and native flowers. 

FIFTH DAY. 
7th June. 

NOT lon^ after daybreak, whilst ali the dews of the morn- 
ing were still waiting to bc dricd up, I took a ramble ovcr 
the hills, and, on one of their levei summits, discovcred an 
irregular opcning with rude steps leading down to a little 
cavem hcwn out of a pumice rock, blesscd with a tinkling 
spring, and mantled ali ovcr with thc dcliciously-scented 
flowers of the Lonicera tribe in wild luxuriant profusion,— 
exactly the sort of grotto describcd in Gil Blas as thc resort of 
Algcrine pirates. Thcre I proposed rcading my favourite 
pockct-companious Monteiro and Manoel Maria Bocage, in 
total solitude, and sharing the dcep reveries of these intcllec- 
tual and Cowley-like poets: but iate denied me the enjoy- 
ment of sucli dreamy happincss. The sober reality of proceed- 
ing on our expedition, and particularly of paying a visit to the 
Caldas, was cníbrced by my viglit reverend conduetors. 

Having a presentiment that thc said Caldas were as hot as 
the suburbs at least of thc infernal regions, 1 begged and en- 
treated we might not stop at such a elose, stifling, unpoeti- 
cal placc, but, after taking refreshment under our tent in the 
open country, makc the best of our way boldly and resolutcly 
to Alcobaça. 
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"Impossible!" said the Grand Prior. " Possible !" ex- 
elaimed the Prior of St. Vincent. The vote of the Iatter car- 
ried it, and we got on three or four leagues at a good round 
pace; the bells of our mules sounding cheerily, and their 
drivcrs singing in choras, to the surprise, if not delight, of 
my English grooms and attendants. 

Thus far ali had gone on, as to road, pretty tolerably; but 
we had scarcely left the Caldas in arrear about two miles on 
the right, before <f tJie w»y was ali before us where to 
choose;" no distinct track for such himbering carriages as 
we were burthened with being visible. In attempting to 
advance, we stuclc fast: both the mules and their drivcrs 
seerned so sincerely alarmed at the prospect before them, and 
reduced to such utter despair, that my right revercnd fel lo w- 
travellers, who most fully sympathised in these not unfound- 
ed terrors, determined to call the posse comi tatus to our aid. 
A messenger was despatchcd for that purpose to a neighbour- 
ing village, of which I never suspccted the existencc, it be- 
ing completely buried in a deep narrow ravine, not unlike 
one of those enormous ruts which many people fancy they 
havc discovered in the moon. The messenger soou returned 
with a wry efficient magistrate, and thirty or forty stout 
well-clothed peasants. 

A village Hercules putting his shoulder to the wheel, we 
got out of this scrape; but it was only to fali into another, 
and so on from bad to worse til] patience itself was cxhaust- 
ed. The day was wearing apace; we had not advanced 
upon our voyage of discovery at the rate of above three miles 
in two hours. The carriages laboured and rolled like vessels 
on a swelling sea after a storm. At length ropes were ap- 
plied to steady them, deafening shouts of encoui*agcmcnt ad- 
dressed to men and mules, and in an hour more we were 
approaching Alcobaça. 

The first sight of this regai monastery is very imposing; 
and the picturesquc, well-wooded and well-watered village, 
out of the quiet bosom of which it appears to rise, relieves 
the min d from a sense of oppression the huge domineeriug 
bulk of the conventual buildiíigs inspire. 

We had no sooner hove in sight, and we loomed large,, 
than a most tremendous ring of bells of extraordinary power 
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announced our speedy arrival. A special aviso, or broad hint 
from the Secretary of State, recommending these magnificent 
monks to receive the Grand Prior and his companions with 
peculiar graciousness, the whole community, including fa- 
thers, friars, and subordinates, at least four hundred strong, 
were drawn up in grand spiritual array on the vast platform 
before the monastery to bid us welcome. At their head the 
Abbot himselfj in his costume of High Almoner of Portugal, 
advanced to give us a cordial embrace. 

It was quite delectable to witness with what cooings and 
comfortings the Lord Abbot of Alcobaça greeted his right 
reverend brethren of Aviz and St. Vincent's—turtle-doves 
were never more fondlesome, at least in outward appearance. 
Preceded by these three graces of holiness, I entered the spa- 
cious massive, and somewhat austere Saxon-looking church. 
Ali was gloom, except where the perpetuai lamps burning 
before the high altar diifused a light most solemn and religi- 
ous (inferior twinkles from side chapeis and chantries are 
not worth mentioning). To this altar my high clerical con- 
ductors repaired, whilst the full harmonious tones of several 
stately organs, accompanied by thechoir proclaimedthat they 
were in the act of adoring the real Presence. 

Whilst these devout prostrations were performing, I lost 
not a moment in visiting the sepulchral chapei, where He in- 
ten-ed Pedro the Just and his beloved Ifiez. 

Tlie light which reached this solemn recess of a most 
solemn edifice was so subdued and hazy, that I could hardly 
distinguish the elaborate sculpture of the tomb, which re- 
minded me, both as to design and execution, of the Beauchamp 
monument at Warwick, so rich in fretwork and imagery. 

Just as I was giving way to the afTecting reveries which 
such an object could not fail of exciting in a bosom the least 
susceptible of romantie impressions, in carne the Grand Priors 
hand in hand, ali three together. {f To the kitchen/' said 
they in perfect unisonj —cc to the kitchen, and that immedi- 
ately; you will then judge whether we have been wanting 
in zeal to regale you." 

Such a summons, so conveyed, was irresistible; the three 
prelates led the way to, I verily believe, the most distin- 
guished templc of gluttony in ali Europe.    What Glaston- 
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bury may have bcen in its palmy state, I cannot answer; 
but my eyes never beheld in any modern convent of France, 
Italy, or Germany, sucb an enormous space dedicated to cu- 
linary purposes. Through tbe centre of tlie immense and 
nobly-groined hall, not less than sixty feet in diameter, ran 
a brisk rivulet of tlie clearest water, flowing through pierced 
wooden reservoirs, containing every sort and size of the finest 
river-fish. On one side, loads of game and venison were 
heaped up; on the other, vegetables and fruit in endless 
variety. Beyond a long line of stoves extended a row of ovens, 
and close to tliem liillocks of wheaten flour whiter than snow, 
rocks of sugar, jars of the purest oil, and pastry in vast 
abundance, which a numerous tribe of lay-brothers and their 
attendants were rolling out and puffing up into a hundred 
different shapes, singing ali the while as blithely as larks in 
a corn-field. 

My servants, and those of their reverend excellencies the 
two Priors, were standing by in the full glee of witnessing 
these hospitable preparations, as well pleased, and as much 
flushed, as if they had bcen just returned from assisting at 
the marriage at Gana in Galilee. " There," said the Lord 
Abbot,—" wc shall not starve: God's bounties are great, it 
is flt we should enjoy them."—(By the by, I thought this 
allegro, contrasted with the penseroso of scarecrow convents, 
quite delightfuL)—cc An hour hence supper trill be ready," 
continued the Lord Abbot, "in the meanwhile, let me con- 
duct you to your apartment; it has only bare walls, for we 
learnt of your arrival too late this moming to put up our fine 
hangings." I found the apartment, which was composed of 
an ante-room, saloon, and bedchamber, lofty and rather plea- 
sant. Though the walls were naked, the ceiling was gilt 
and painted, the floor spread with Persian carpets of the 
finest texture, and the tables in rich velvet petticoats, decked 
out with superb ewers and basins of chased silver, and towels 
bordered with point-lace of a curious antique pattern,—a 
strange mixture of simplicity and magnificence. I had my 
own bed pitclied in one of the spacious alcoves, to the appa- 
rent surprise, if not displeasure, of the monk appointed to 
givc me attendance. However, I made myself very com- 
fortablc; took a foot-bath as serençly as if I had bcen  at 
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AbrahanVs tent-door, and waited in a perfect refreshing calm 
till three thundering knocks at the outward portal announc- 
ed the Abbot himself coming to lead me to the banquet-hall. 

We passed through a succession of cloisters and galleries, 
which the shades of evening rendered dimly visible, till we 
entered a saloon, superb indeed, covered with pietures and 
hghted up by a profusion of wax tapera in sconces of silvei*. 
Right in the centre of this stately room stood a most ample 
table, covered with fringed embroidered linen, and round it 
four ponderous fauteuils for the guest and the three prelates ; 
so we formed a very comfortable partie quarrce. 

The banquet itself consisted of not only the most excel- 
lent usual fare, but rarities and delicacies of past seasons 
and distant countries; exquisite sausages, potted lampreys, 
strange messes from the Brazils, and others still stranger 
from China (edible birds' nests and sharks' fins), dressed after 
the latest mode of Macao by a Chinese lay-brother. Con- 
fectionery and fruits were out of the question here; they 
awaited us in an adjoining still more spacious and sumptuous 
apartment, to which we retired from the effluvia of viands 
and sauces. 

In this apartment we found Franchi and the Grand Prior 
of Aviz's secretary, the Príor of St. Vincenfs acolyte, and 
ten or twelve principal personagesof the neighbourhood, most 
eager to enjoy a stare at the stranger whom their lordly 
Abbot delighted to honour. The table being removed, four 
good-Iooking novices, lads of fifteen or sixteen, demure even 
to primness, carne in, bearing cassolettes of Goa filigi-ee, 
steaming with a fragrant vapour of Calambac, the finest 
quality of wood of aloés. 

This pleasing ceremony performed, the saloon was cleared 
out as if for dancing. I fiattered myself we were going to 
be favoured with a bolero, fandango, or perhaps the fofa it- 
self,—-a dance as decent as the ballets exhibited for the re- 
creation of Muley Liezit, his most exemplary Marocchese 
Majesty. A crowd of clarionet and guitar players, dressed 
in silk dominós like the serenaders in Italian burlettas, fol- 
lowed by a posse of )Toung monks and young gentlemen in 
secular dresses as stiff as buckram, began an endless succes- 
sion of the most decorous and tiresome minuets I ever wit- 
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nessed, ten times longer, and alas !   ten times less ridiculous, 
than even thelong minuet at Bath. 

Tired to death of remaining motionless, and desirous of 
exhibiting something a little out of the common way, I gently 
hinted a wish to dance, and that I should have no objection 
were one of the three right reverend Priors to take me out. It 
would not do — they kept their state. Yawning piteously, 
I longed for the hour when it should become lawful to retire 
to bed; which I did right gladly when the blessed hour carne, 
after good-nighting, and being good-nighted with another 
round of ceremon)7. 

SIXTH DAY. 
8th June. 

I ROSE early, slipped out of my pompous apartment, 
straved about endless corrídors—not a soul stirring. Look- 
ed ínto a gloomy hall, much encumbered with gilded orna- 
ments, and grim with the ill-sculptured effigies of kings; 
and another immense chamber, with white walls covered 
with pictures in black lacquered frames most hideously un- 
harmonious. 

One portrait, the full size of life, by a very ancient Portu- 
guese artist named Vasquez, attracted my minute attention. 
It represented no less interesting a personage than St. Thomas 
à Becket, and looked the character in perfection ; —lofty in 
stature and expression of countenance; pale, but resolute, 
like one devoted to death in bis great cause; the very being 
Dr. Lingard has portrayed in his admirablc History. 

From tliis chamber I wandered down several flights of 
stairs to a cloister of the earliest Norman architecture, hav- 
ing in the centre a fountain of very primitive form, spouting 
forth clear water abundantly into a marble basin. Twisting 
and straegling over this uncouth mass of sculptnre are seve- 
ral orangeUrees, gnarlcd and crabbed, but covered with fruit 
and flowers, their branches grotesque and fantastic, exactly 
such as a Japanese would delight in, and copy on his caskets 
and screens; their age most venerable, for the traditions of 
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the convent assured me that they were the very first import- 
ed from China into Portugal. There was some comfort in 
these objects ; every other in the place looked dingy and dis- 
inal, and steepcd in a green and yellow melancholy. 

On the damp, stained and mossy walls, I noticed vast 
numbers of sepulehral inscriptions (some nearly effaced) to 
the memory of the knights slain at the battle of Aljubarota : 
I gave myself no trouble to make theni out3 but continuing 
my solitary ramble, visited the refectory, a square of seventy 
or eighty feetj be-gloomed by dark-eoíoured painted wn- 
dows, and disgraced by tables eovered with not the cleanest 
or least unctuous linen in the worid. 

I had proceeded thus far, when three venerable fathers, of 
most grave and solemn aspect, made their appearance; to 
whom having bowed as lowly as Abraham did to his angelic 
visiters, I received as many profound obeisances in return, 
and a summons to breakfast. This I readily obeyed: it 
wanted three-quarters of eight3 and I was as hungry as a strip- 
ling novice. The Prior of Aviz having supped too ampíy 
the night before, did not appear ; but he of St. Vincenfs, ali 
kindness and good digestion, did the lionours with cordial 
grace, and made tea as skilfully as the most complete old 
dowager in Christendom. My Lord of Alcobaça was ab- 
sent,— engaged, as I was told, and readily believed, upon 
conventual afíairs of urgent importance. 

The repast fmished, and not soon, our whole morning was 
taken up with seeing sights, though not exactly the sights I 
most wished to see. Some MSS. of the fourteenth century, 
eontaining, I have been assured, traditional records of Pedro 
the Just and the Severe, were what 1 wished for; but they 
either could not or would not be found ; and instead of being 
allowed to make this interesting research, or having it made 
for me, we were conducted to a most gorgeous and glistening 
sacristy, worthy of Versailles itself, adorned with furbelows 
of gilt bronze, Haunting over paneis of jasper and porphyry ; 
copes and vestments, some almost as ancient as the reign of 
Alfonzo Henriquez, and others embroidered at Rome with 
gold and pearl, by no means barbárie, were displayed before 
us in endless suecession. 

One of the sacrístans or treasurers, who happened to have 
2B 
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a spice of antiquarianism, guessing the bent of my wishcs, 
produced, from a press or ambery elaborately carved, the 
identical candlesticks of rock-crystal, and a cross of the samc 
material, studded with the rnost delicately-tinted sappliires, 
whieh were taken by the vietorious John the First from the 
King of Castile's portable chapei, after the hard-fought con- 
flict of Aljubarota; and several golden reliquaries, as mi- 
nutely chased and sculptured as any I ever saw at St Denis, 
thoiigh wrought by St. Eloy's holy hands : one in particular, 
the model of a cathedral in the style of the Sainte Chapelle 
at Paris, struek me as being admirable. Ten times at least 
did I examine and almost worship this highly-wrought pre- 
cious speeimen of early art, and as many times did my ex- 
eellent friend the Prior of St. Vincenfs, who had come in 
seareh of me, express a wish that I should not absolutely 
wear out my eyes or his patience. 

" It is growing insufrerably waim," said lie, " and the 
hour of siesta is anived ; and I eannot help thinkin^ that 
perhaps it would not be nnpleasant for you to retire to your 
shady chamber: for my part, I can hardly keep my eyes 
open any longer. But I see this proposal does not suit you 
—you English are strangely given to locomotion, and 1 know 
full well that of ali English you are not the least nimble. 
Here," continued lie, ealling a young monk, who wm sitting 
hy in a nook of the sacristy peeling walnuts, e( suspend that 
important oecupation, and he pleased to aceompany this 
fidalgo to any part of your dornain he likes to ramble to." 

"Right willingly,". answered this sprout of holiness: 
(< whither shall \ve go ? " 

" Through the village, into the open country, if you liave 
no objection," answered I ; tc to any point, in short, where 
I may enjoy rural scenery, trees, and rocks, and running 
waters." 

" Trees, and rocks, and running waters \" re-echoed the 
monk with a vacant stare. " Had you not better visit our 
rabbit-warren—the finest in this world ? Though, to be 
sure, the rabbíts, poor things ! are ali asleep at this time of 
day, and it would be cruel to disturb even them." 

This was a broad hintj but I would not take it. The 
monk, íinding I was bem: on he could not imagine what pur- 
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suit, and that there mm no diverting me from it, tucked up 
his upper garments, shadowed his sleek round face with an 
Giiormous straw hat, ofíered me another of eqnal size quite 
new and glossy, and, with staves in our hands, we set forth 
Jike the disciples journeying to Emmaus in some of Poelem- 
burgs smootli landscapes. We passed through quadrangles 
after quadrangles, and courts after courts, till, opening a sly 
door in an obscure comer, which had proved a convenient 
sally-port, no doubt, for many an agreeable excursion, we 
found ourselves in a winding alley, bordered by slieds and 
cottages, witli irregular steps leading up to rustic porches 
and many a vine-bowcr and many a trellised walk. No 
human being was to be beard or seen; no poultry were pa- 
rading about; and cxcept a beautiful white macaw perchcd 
on a broken wall, and nestling his bill under his feathers, not 
a single member of the feathered creation was visible. There 
was a holy calm in this mid-day silence—a sacredness, as if 
ali nature had been fearful to dishirb the slumbers of uni- 
versal Pan. 

I kept, however, straggling on<—impiously, it would have 
been thought in Pagan times — between long stretches of 
garden-walls overhung by fig-trees, the air so profoundly 
tranquil that I actually heard a fruit drop from a bough. 
Sometimes I was enticed down a mysterious lane by the 
prospect of a crag and a Moorish castle which ofíered itself 
to view at its tcrmination, and sometimes under ruined 
arches which crossed my path in the most picturesque man- 
ner. So I still continued my devious course with a perti- 
nacity that annoyed my lazy conductor—past utterance, it 
seems ; for during our whole excursion we scarcely exchang- 
ed a syllable. 

At length, he eould bear with my romanceishness no 
longer; an irresistible somnolency carne o ver him ; and, 
stretching himself out on the bare ground, in the deep shadow 
of some tall cypress, he gavc way to repose most delectably. 
I was now abandoned entirely to myself, unsubdued by the 

Iquiet of the place, and as active as ever. Some tokens of 
animation, however, in other beings besides myself would 
not have been displeasing — the dead silence which prevailed 
began to oppress me. 
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At length, a faint musical murmur stole upon my car: I 
advanccd towards thc spot whencc it sccmcd to come—a re- 
tired garden-house at thc end of a pleasant avenue, which, 
to adito its pleasantness, had been latcly watered. Draw- 
ing nearer and neaver, my hcart beating quickly ali the 
wíiile, í distinguished the thrilling cadences of a delightful 
Brasileira (sinha che vem da Bahia),— well-known sounds. 
I looked up to a latticcd window just thrown open by a 
lovely arm — a well-known ami: —(€ Gracious heavens ! 
Donna Francisca, is it you ? What brought vou here? 
What inspired you to exchange Queluz and thc Ajuda for 
this obscure rctirement ?" 

" Ascend these steps. and I will tell you: hut your stay 
must not exceed ten minutes — not a second more." 

'« Bricf indeed," answered I : " I see theie is no time to 
loso." 

Up í sprung—and who should leccivc me? Not the fas- 
cinating songstress—not the lady of the lovely arm; but her 
sedatc though very indulgent mother. 
- " I know whom you are looking for," said thc matron ; 
" hut it is hi vain/ You have heard, but are not to see, 
Francisca, who is no longcr the giddy girl you used to dance 
with; her hcart is tumed,— nay, do not Iook so wild,— 
tunied, I tell you, but tumed to God. A most holy man, a 
saint, the very mirror of piety for his years—hc is not yet 
forty, only think ! —operated this blcsscd change. You know 
how light-hearted, and almost indisereetly so, my poor dear 
hearfs comfort was. You Tccollect hearing, and you were 
terribly angrv, I remember, tliat the English Padre told thc 
Inviada it was shameful how very rapturously my poor deaT 
girl rattled her caslanets, and fchrew back her liead, and put 
forwaid every other part of her dear little person, at the Fac- 
tory hall — Shame ON íuir, scandalous old crabbed heretic ! 
Well, it so happcned that my Lord High Almoner camc to 
court upon st ate afiairs, aecompanied by the precious man I 
have becn talking of,— the most cxemplary monk in that 
noblc eonvent, and its right hand. One day at Queluz hc 
saw my daughter dancing divinely, as you loiow she did ; he 
hcard her sing, — you know how she warbles — she still 
warbles ; HE said, (and hc has such an eyc,) that under thc 
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rveil of ali this levity werc lurking the seeds of gracc. f I will 
dcvclopc them,' exclaimed this saint upon earth, in a trans- 
port of holy fcrvour. So he set about it, —and a miraculous 
metaraorphosis did hc perform : my gay, my djssipated child, 
becamc an cxamplc of serious piety ; no fljrting, no rac- 
keting, nothing but pious discourse with this best of dis- 
coursers. Two months passed away in this exemplary imn- 
ner. When thc time carne for my Lord High Almoner to 
return, our holy friend was in duty bound to accompany 
lrim. What was to be dono? Francisca had forgotten 
everything and everybody elsc in this sinful world ; shc ex- 
isted but for this devout personage ; shc lived but in his holy 
smiles when he approved her conduct, and almost died under 
his reproof when any transient little fault of hers occasioned 
his enjoining her severe penances : and I shudder to think 
liow severe they sometimes were ; for, would you believe it ? 
lie has made her submit to fiagellation — and, more than 
once, to goadings with sharp points. In due course, the 
hour of departure arrived. «We must ali die/ said Fran- 
cisca ; (my hour is come.' She looked ali she said : she 
pined and languished, and, I am convinced would have kept 
her word, if I had not said, ( Dearest child, there is but one 
remedy: it is the will of God we should go to Alcobaça; 
and to Alcobaça we will go, let ali }rour uncles, cousins, and 
adorers say what they choose to the contrary/ So we took 
this house and this garden — a nice little garden—only look 
at these pretty yellow camations ! —and we are very happy 
in our little way, cntirely given up to devotion, under the 
guidance of our incomparable spiritual director, wh o allows 
us to want for nothing, even in this world. See what fruit! 
what fine sweetmeats! what a relishing Melgaço ham ! look 
at these baskets !" 

She was just lifting up the rich damask covers thrown ovcr 
them, when a most vigorous " Hem! hem ! ! hem! ! !" in 
the rustic street snapped short the thread of her eloquence, 
by calling her to the balcony with the utmost precipitation — 
(< Jesu Maria José ! —he comes ! he comes !" Had she seen 
a ghost instead of a very substantial friar, she could not have 

l started with greater abruptness : her scared looks showed me 
the door so intelligibly that I was offin a twinkling ; it would 
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have been most indisereet— nay, saerilegious, to remain a 
moment longer. 

It was now lialf-past one, and the world of Alcobaça was 
alive again —the peasant had resumed her distafT, the monk 
bis breviary, the ox his labour, and the sound of the nora, or 
water-wheel, <was heard iii the land. The important hoiir of 
dinner at the eonvent I knew ivas approaching: I wished to 
scale the erag above the village, and visit the Moorish eastle, 
wh-iafa looked most invitingly picturescuiej with its varied 
outline of wall and tower ; but I saw a posse of monks and 
novices advancing from the eonvent, bowing and beckonhig 
me to retum. 

So I retumed,— and *twas well I did, as it turned out. 
Fourteen or fifteen sleek well-fed mulesj laden with panniers 
of neat wieker-work, partially covered with s cari et cloth, 
vrere standing about the grand platform before the eonvent; 
and the reverend father, one of the prime dignitaries of the 
ehapter, who was waiting at the entrance of the apartrnent 
assigned to me, pointed to them, put me in mind that last 
night I had expressed a vehernent wish to visit Batalha ; 
adding most graeiously, that the wishes of a person so strongly 
recommended to them as I had been by the good and grea"t 
Marquis of Ponte de Lima were la ws. 

tc This very night, if it so please vou," sai d his reverence, 
" we sleep at Batalha. The eonvent is poor and destitute, 
unvrorthy—nay, incapable of aceommodating sueh guests as 
my lords the Grand Priors, and yourself; but I hope we have 
provided against the chi 11 of a meagre reception. These mules 
will carry with them whatever ma}' be required for your com- 
fort. To-morrow, I hope, you will return to us; and the foi- 
lowing day, should you infliet upon us the misforíune of losing 
your delightful society, myself and two of my comrades will 
have the honour of aceompanying you as far back as one of 
our farms called Pedraneira, on your return to Lisbon." 

There was nothing on my part to object to in this arrange- 
ment; I fancied too I eould discern in it a lurking wish to be 
quií of our most delightful society, and the turrnoil and half- 
partial restraint it oceasioned. Putting on the sweetest smiles 
of grateful aequiescence, to hear was to obey ; everything 
relating to movements being confirraed by the terzetto of 
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Grand Priors during our repast — copious and splendid as 
usual. 

The carriages drew up very soon after it was ended ; my 
riding horses were brought out, ali our respective attendants 
mustered, and, prcceded by a long string of sumpter-mules 
and baggage-carts, with ali their bells in full gingle and ali 
their drivers in full ery, off we set in most formidable array, 
taking the route of Aljubarota. 

Our road, not half so rough as I expected, led us up most 
picturesquely-shaped steep acelivities, shaded by ehestnuts, 
with liere and there a branching pine, for about a league. 
We then found ourselves on a sort of table-land; and, a 
milc or two further, in the midst of a straggling village. 
There was no temptation to leave the snug corner of our 
eomfortable chaises ; so we contented ourselves with survey- 
ing at our perfeet ease the prospeet of the famous plain, 
which formed the termination of a long perspective of anti- 
quated bouses. 

Here, on this very plain, was fought, in 1385, the fierce 
battle whieh plaeed the diadem of Portugal on the brow of 
the glorious and intrepid bastaid. It was down that ravine 
the Castilian eavalry poured along in utter confusion, so hotly 
pursued that three thousand were slain. On yonder mound 
stood the King of Castile*s tent and temporary chapei, whieh 
he abandoned, with ali its rích and jewelled furniture, to the 
eonquerors, and seampered off in such alarm that he searcely 
knew whether he had preserved his head on his shoulders, till 
safe within the walls of Santarém, where he tore his hair and 
plucked off his beard by handfuls, and raved and ranted like 
a maniac. — The details of this frantie pluekage are to be 
found in a letter from the Constable Nuno Alvarez Pereira 
to the Abbot of Alcobaça. 

I tried to inspire my right reverend fellow-travellers with 
patriotic entliusiasm, and to engage them to cast a retro- 
spective glance upon the days of Lusitanian glory. Times 
present, *md a few flasks of most cxquisite wine, the pro- 
duee of a neighbouring vineyard, engrossed their wiiole at- 
tention. " Muito bom —primoroso — exeellente," were the 
only words that escaped their most grateful lips. 

The Juiz de Fora of the village, a dabbler in history — for 
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he told us he had read the Chronicles, and who stood courte- 
ousty and obsequiously on the step of our carriage-door, hand- 
ing us the precious beverage— made some attempts to edge 
in a word about the battle, and particular] y about a ccrtain 
valiant English knight, who se name he did noí even pretend 
to remember, but who might have been a relation of mine for 
aught lie knew to the contrary. Well, this valiant knight, 
who had vanquished ali the ehivalry of Franco and England, 
had the honour of bcing vanquished in his turn by the flower 
of warriors, the renowned Magriço: a grcat honour too. for 
Magriço had excellent taste in the choice of his antagonists, 
and would only fight with the bravest of the brave. ff Even 
m," continued the worthy magistrate, bowing to the cartli, 
" as our great Camocns testifies.**—No answer to ali this 
flourish except " Tcn thousand thanks for your excellent 
wine: drive on." And drive on we did with redoubled 
briskness. 

The highest exhilaration prevailed throughout our whole 
caravan. Ali my English servants were in raptures, ready 
to turn Catholics. My fanious French cook; in the glow of 
the moment, unpatriotically declared Cios de Vougeot pud- 
à)e compared to Aljubarota,— divine, perfumed., cthereal Al- 
jubarota ! Dr. Ehrhart protested no country under the sun 
equalled Portugal for curiositics in mineralogy, theology, and 
wineology — which ology he was now convinced was the best 
of them ali. Franchi niounted one of my swiftest coursers— 
he had never ventured to mount before — and galloped away 
like the King of Castile on his flight to Santarém. The Grand 
Prior and ali his ecclesiastical cortège fell fast asleep; and it 
would have been most irreverend not to have followed so re- 
spectable an example. I can therefore describe nothing of the 
remainder of our route. 

The sun had sunk and the moon risen, when a tremendous 
jolt and a loud scream awakened the whole party. Poor 
Franchi lay sprawling upon the groimd; whilst my Arabian, 
his glossy sides streaniing with blood, was darting along like 
one of the steeds in the Apocalypse ; happity his east-orY ridcr 
escaped with a slight contusion. 

My eyes being fairly open, I bchcld a quict solitar}^ vale, 
bordered by shrubby hills; a few huts, and but a few, peep- 
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ing out of dense masses of fuliage; and high above their 
almost levei surface, the great church, trith iís ricli cluster 
of abbatial buildings, buttresses, and pinnacles, and fretted 
spires, towering in ali their pridc, and marking the ground 
with deep shadows tliat appeared interminable, so far and so 
wide vvere they stretched aíong. Lights glimmered Itere and 
there in various parts of the edifice; but a strong glare of 
torches pointed out its principal entrance, where stood the 
wliole community waiting to receive us. 

Whilst our sumpter-mules were uniading, and ham and 
pies and sausages were rolling out of plethoríc hampers, I 
thought thesc poor monks looked on rather enviously. I\Iy 
more fortunate companions — no wretched cadets of the mor- 
tification family, but the true elder sons of fat mother church 
—could liardly conceal their sneers of conscious superiority. 
A contrast so strongly marked amused me not a little. 

The space before the entrance heing nanow, there was 
some difficulty in threading our way through a labyrínth of 
panniers, and eoffers, and baggage,— and mules, as obstinate 
as their drunken drivers, which is saying a great deal,— and 
ali our grooms, lackeys, and attendants, half asleep, half 
muddled. 

The Batalha Prior and his assistants looked quite astounded 
when they saw a gauze-curtained hed, and the Grand Prior's 
fringed pillow, and the Prior of St. Vincent's superb coveriid, 
and basins, and ewers, and other utensils of glittering silver, 
being carried in. Poor souls 1 they hardly knew what to do, 
to say, or be at — one running to the right, another to the 
left — one tucking up his flowing gannents to run faster, and 
another rebuking him for such a deviation from monastic 
decorum. 

At length, order being some what re-established, and some 
fine painted wax tapers, which were just unpacked, lighted, 
we were ushered into a large plain chamber, and the heads 
of the order presented by the humble Prior of Batalha to their 
superior mightinesses of San Vicente and Aviz. Then fol- 
lowed a good deal of gossiping chat, endless compliments, 
still longer litanies, and an enonnous supper. 

One of the monks who partook of it, though almost bent 
double with age, played his part in excellent style.    Ani- 

BATALHA. 377 

ing out of dense masses of foliage; and high above their 
almost levei surface, the great church, trith its rich cluster 
of abbatial buildings, buttresses, and pinnacles, and fretted 
spires, towering in ali their pride, and marking the ground 
with deep shadows tliat appeared interminable, so far and so 
wide vvere they stretclied along. Lights glimmered here and 
there in various parts of the edifice; but a strong glare of 
torches pointed out its principal entrance, where stood the 
wholc community waiting to receive us. 

Whilst our sumpter-mules were uniading, and ham and 
pies and sausages were rolling out of plethoríc hampers, I 
thought thesc poor monks looked on rather enviously. I\Iy 
more fortunate companions — no wretched cadets of the mor- 
tification family, but the true elder sons of fat mother church 
—could liardly conceal their sneers of conscious superiority. 
A contrast so strongly marked amused me not a little. 

The space before the entrance heing narrow, there was 
some difficulty in threading our way through a labyrínth of 
panniers, and eoffers, and baggage,— and mules, as obstinate 
as their drunken drivers, which is saying a great deal,— and 
ali our grooms, lackeys, and attendants, half asleep, half 
muddled. 

The Batalha Prior and bis assistants looked quite astounded 
when they saw a gauze-curtained bed, and the Grand Prior's 
fringed pillow, and the Prior of St. Vincent's supcrb coveriid, 
and basins, and ewers, and other utensils of glittering silver, 
being carried in. Poor souls 1 they hardly knew what to do, 
to say, or be at — one running to the right, another to the 
left — one tucking up bis flowing gannents to run faster, and 
another rebuking him for such a deviatíon from monastic 
decorum. 

At length, order being some what re-establíshed, and some 
fine painted wax tapers, which were just unpacked, lighted, 
we were ushered into a large plain chamber, and the heads 
of the order presented by the humble Prior of Batalha to their 
superior mightinesses of San Vicente and Aviz. Then fol- 
lowed a good deal of gossiping chat, endless compliments, 
still longer litanies, and an enormous supper. 

One of the monks who partook of it, though almost bent 
double with age, played his part in excellcnt style.    Ani- 



378 THE   HOKASTERY   OP 

mated hy ample potations of the very best Aljubarota tliat 
ever gre\v3 and which we had taken the provident care to 
bring with us, lie exclaimed lustily, " Well, this is as it 
should be—rare doings! such as have not been witnessed at 
Batalha sinee a ccrtain progress that great King, John the 
Fifth, made hither more than half a century ago. í remem - 
ber every circumstance attending it as clearly as though it 
had only taken place last week. But only think of the atro- 
cious impudence of the gout! His blessed Majesty had 
hardly set down to a banquet ten times flner than this, before 
that accursed malad}*, patronized by ali the devils in hell, 
thrust its fangs into his toe. I was at that period in the 
eommencement of my noviciate, a handsome lad enough, and 
had the much-envied honourof laying a cloth of gold cushion 
under the august feet of our glorious sovcreign. No sooner 
had the extremities of his royal person come in contact with 
the stiff embroidery, than he roared out as a mcre mortal 
would have done, and looked as black as a thunder-storm; 
but soon reeovering his most happy benign temper, gave me 
a rouleau of fine, bright, golden coin, and a tap on the head, 
— ay, on this once comei y, now poor old shrivelled head. 
Oh, he was a gracious, open-hearted, glorious nionarch — 
the very King of Diamonds and Lord of Hearts ! Oh, he is 
in Heaven, in Heaven above! as sure — ay, as sure as I 
drink your health, most esteemed stranger." 

So saying, he drained a huge silver goblet to the last drop, 
and falling back in his Chair, was carried out, chair and ali, 
weeping, puling, and worse than drivelling, with such maud- 
lin tenderness that he actually mnrked his traek wi*h a flow 
of liquid sorrows. 

As soon as an act of oblivion had been passed over this 
little sentimental mishap by effacing every trace of it, we ali 
rose up and retired to rest: but little rest, however, was in 
store for me ; the lieat of my mid-day ramble, and perhaps 
some baneful effect from our moon-lit journey, the rays of 
our cold satellite having fallen whilst I was asleep too di- 
rectly on my head, had disordcTed me; I felt disturbed and 
feverish, a strange jumble, of ideas and recollections fermented 
in my brain—springing in part from lhe indignant feelings 
which Donna Francisca^ fervour for her monk, and coldness 
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for me, had inspired. I had no wish to sleep, and yet my 
pleasant retired chamber, with clean white walls, chequered 
with the refleetion of waving boughs, and the sound of a 
rinilet softened by distance, invited it soothingly. Seating 
myself in the deep recess of a eapaeious window which was 
wide open, I suffered the balsamic air and serene moonlight to 
quiet my agitated spirits. One lonely nightingale had taken 
possession of a bay-tree just beneath me, and was pouring 
íbrth its ecstatie notes at distant intervals. 

In one of those long pauses, when silence itself, enhanced 
by contrast, seemed to beeome still deeper, a far different 
sound than the last I had been listening to caught my ear,— 
the sound of a loud but melaneholy voice echoing through 
the arehed avenues of a vast garden, pronouncing distinctly 
thcse appalling words —" Judgment! judgment! tremule 
at the anger of an offended God I Woe to Portugal! woe.' 
woe!" 

My hair stood on end — I felt as if a spirít were about to 
pass before me; but instead of some fearful shape — some 
horrid shadow, such as appeared in vision to Eliphaz, there 
issued forth from a dark thicket, a tall, majestic, deadty-pale 
old man : he neither looked about nor above him; he moved 
slowly on3 his eye fixed as stone, sighing profoundly; and at 
the distance of some fifty paces from the spot where I was 
stationed, renewed his doleful cry, his fatal proclamation :— 
<e Woe ! woe I' resounded through the still atmosphere, re- 
peated by the echoes of vaults and arches; and the sounds 
died away, and the spectre-like form that seemed to emit 
them retired, I know not how nor whither. Shall I confess 
that my blood ran eold — that ali idle, ali wanton thoughts 
left my bosom, and that I passed an hour or two at my 
window fixed and immoveable? 

Just as day dawned, I crept to bed and fell into a pro- 
found sleep, uninterrupted, I thank Heaven, by dreams. 
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SEVENTH DAY. 

9tli Jtme. 

A DELIGHTFUL morning sun was shining in ali its splen- 
dourj when I awoke, and ran to the baleony, to look at the 
garden and wild hills, and to ask myself ten times over, 
whether the form I had scen, and the voice I had heard, 
were real or imaginary. T had scareely dressed, and was 
preparing to sally forth, when a distinct tap at my door, 
gentle but imperative, startled me. 

The door opened,and the Prior of Batalha stood befove me. 
" You were disturbed,, I fear," said he, " in the dead of the 
night, by a wailful voiee, loudly proelaiming severe impending 
judgments. I heard k, also, and T shuddered, as I ahvays 
do when I hear it. Do not, howevcrj imagine that it pro- 
ceeds from another worid. The bcing who uttered these dire 
Bounds is still upon the earth, a member of our eonvent—an 
exemplary, a most holy man — a scion of one of our greatest 
families, and a near relative of the Duke of Aveiro, of whose 
drcadful, agonizing fate you must have heard. He was then 
in the pride of youth and comeliness, gay as sunshine, volatile 
as you now appear to be. He had aecornpanied the devoted 
Duke to a sumptuous bali given by your nation to our high 
nobility:—at the very moment when splendour, triumph, 
and mcrriment were at their highest piteh, the exeeutioners 
of Pombal's decrees, soldiersand ruffians, poimeed down upon 
their prey; be too was of the number arrested ■— he too was 
thrown into a deep, eold dungeon : his life was spared ; and, 
in the eourse of years and events, the slender, lovely youth, 
now become a wasted, eare-wom man, emerged to sorrow 
and loneliness. 

" The blood of his dearest rclatives seemed sprinkled upon 
every object that met his eyes; he never passed Belém with- 
out fancying he beheld, as in a sort of frightful dream, the 
scaffold3 the wheels on whiçh those he best loved had ex- 
pired in torture. The current of his young., hot blood was 
frozen;  he felt benumbed  and paralysed; the worid, the 
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court, bad no charms for him; tliere was for him no longer 
warmth in the sun, or smiles on the human countenanee; a 
stranger to love or fear, or an}r interest on this sidc the grave, 
he gave up his entire soul to prayer; and, to follow that 
saered occupation with greater intenseness, renounced every 
prospect of worldly eomfort or greatness, and embraeed our 
order. I 

" Full eight-and-twenty years has he remained within 
these walls, so deeply impressed with the eonviction of the 
Duke of Aveiro's innoeenee, the atrocíous falsehood of that 
pretended conspiraey, and the eonsequent unjust tyrannical 
expulsion of the order of St. Ignatius, that he believes—and 
the belief of so puré and so devout a man is always venera- 
ble — that the horrors now perpetrating in Franee are the di- 
rect consequence of that event, and certain of being brought 
home to Portugal; whieh kingdom he declares is foredoomed 
to desolation, and its royal house to punishments worse tlian 
death. 

ff He seldom speaks; he loathes conversation, he spurns 
news of any kind, he shrinks from strangers; he is constant 
at his duty in the choir — most severe in his fasts, vigils, and 
devout observances; he pays me canonieal obedienee — no- 
thing more: he is a li\ing grave, a walking sepulchre. I 
dread to see or hear him ; for every time he crosses my path, 
be}*ond the immediate preeinets of our basílica, he makes a 
dead pause, and repeats the same terrible words you heard 
last night, with an astounding earnestness, as if commission- 
ed by God himself to deliver them. Ánd, do you know, my 
lord stranger, there are moments of my existence when I 
firmly believe he speaks the words of prophetic truth; and 
who, indeed, can reflect upon the unheard-of crimes com- 
mitting in Franee—the massacres, the deséerations, the fran- 
tic blasphemies, and not believe them ? Yes, the arm of an 
avenging God is stretehed out—and the weight of impend- 
ing judgmcnt is most terrible. 

"But what am I saying? — why should I fill your youth- 
ful bosom with such apprehensions ? I carne here to pray 
your forgiveness for last nigh^s annoyance; whieh would 
not have taken place, had not the bustle of our preparations 
to receive your illustrious and revered companions, the Lord 
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Priors, in the bcst manner our humble means aftord, hnpeded 
sueh preeautions as might have induced our revcrend brother 
to forego, for once, his dreary nocturnal walk. I have tried 
by persuasion to prevent it several times before. To have 
absolutely forbiddcn it would have been harsh— nay, cruel, 
—he gasps so pitcously for air: besides, it might have been 
impious to do so. I have taken opinions in ehapter upon 
tliis matter, which unanimously strengthen my conviction 
that the spirit of the j\íost High. moves within him ; nor 
dare we impede its utterance.'* 

I listened with. profound seriousness to this rcrnarkable 
communication;—the Prior read in my countenance that I 
did so, and was well pleased. Lcading the way, he conduct- 
ed me to a large shady apartment, in which the plash of a 
neighbouring fountain was distinctly heard. In the centre of 
this lofty and curiously-groined vaultcd hall, resting on a 
smooth Indian mat, an ample table was spread out with 
viands and fruits, and liquors eooled in snow. The two pre- 
lates, with the monks deputed from Alcobaça to attend them, 
were sitting round it. They reccived me with looks that 
bespoke the utmost kindness, and at the samc time suppress- 
ed curiosity; but not a word was breathed of the occurrence 
of last night,—with which, however, I have not the smallest 
doubt they were perfectly well aeciuainted. 

I cannot say our rcpast was lively or eonvivial; a myste- 
rious gloom seemed brooding over us,"and to penetrate the 
ver}' atmosphcre—and yet that atmosphcre was ali loveli- 
ness. A sky of intense azurc, tempered b}r fleecy clouds, 
discovered itsclf between the traccry of innumcrable arches; 
the summer airs (aure estive) fanned us as we sat; the 
fountain bubbled on ; tbe perfume of orange and citron 
flowers was wafted to us from an orehard not fitr off: but, in 
spite of ali these soft appliances, we remained silent and ab- 
stracted. 

A sacristan, who carne to announce that high mass was 
on the point of celebration, internipted our reveries. We ali 
roseup—asolemn grace was said, and the Prior of Batalha 
taking me most henignantlv by the hand, the prelates and 
their attend ants followed. We advaneed in procession 
through courts and cloisters and porches, ali construeted with 
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admirable skill, of a beautiful grey stone, approaching in fine- 
ness of texture and apparent durability to marble." Youn* 
boys of dusky complexlons, in long white tunics and with 
shaven heads, were busily employed dispelling every particle 
of dust. A stork and a flamingo seemed to keep most amiea- 
ble eompany with them, folio wing them wherever they went, 
and reminding me strongly of Egypt and the rites of Isis. 

Wc passed the refeetory, a plain solid building, wkh a 
pierced parapet of the purest Gothic design and most precise 
exeeution, and traversing a garden-eourt divided into com- 
partments, where grew the orange trees whose fragrance we 
had enjoyed, shading the. fountain by whose murmure we 
had been lulled, passed through a seulptured gateway into 
an irregular open space before the grand western façade of 
the great church—grand indeed—the portal full fifty feet 
in height, surmounted by a window of perforated marble of 
nearly the same lofty dimensions., deep as a cavem, and en- 
riehed with canopies and imagery in a style that would liave 
done honour to William of Wykeham, some of whose dis- 
ciples or co-diseiples in the trem of the founder's consort, 
Philippa of Laneaster, had probably designed it. 

As soon as we drew near, the valves of a huge oaken door 
were thrown open, and we cntered the nave, which remind- 
ed me of Winchester in form of arches and mouldings, and 
of Àmiens in loftiness. There is a greater plainness in the 
walls, less panelling, and fewer intersections in the vaulted 
roof; but the utmost richness of hue, at this time of day at 
least, was not wanting. No tapestry, however rich—no 
paintíng, however vivid, could equal the gorgeousness of tint, 
the splendour of the golden and ruby light which streamed 
forth from the long series of stained windows: it played 
flickering about in ali directions on pavement and on roof, 
casting over every object myriads of glowing mellow shadows 
.ever in undulating motion, like the reflection of branches 
swayed to and fro by the breeze. We ali partook of these 
gorgeous tints — the white monast^ garments of my conduc- 
tors seemed as it were embroidered with the hrightest flowers 
of Paradise, and our whole procession kept advancing invest- 
ed with celestial colours. 

Mass bcgan as soon as the high prelatic powers had taken 
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their stations. ít was celebrated with no particu3ar pomp, 
TIO glittcring splendour; but thc countenance and gestures of 
the ofriciating priests were characteriscd by a proíbund reli- 
gious awe. The voiccs of the rnonks, clear but deep-toned, 
rose peai mg through vast and echoing spaces. The chant was 
grave and siniple — its austerity mitigated m some parts by 
the treble of very young choristers. These sweet and in- 
nocent sounds found their way to my hcart —thcy recalled 
to my memory our own beautiful eathedral service, and—I 
wept 1 ]My companions, too, appeared unusually affccted ; 
their thoughts still dwelling, no doubt, on that prophetic 
voice which nevcr failed to impress its hearers with a sen- 
Bation of mystcrious dread. 

Jt was in Uris tone of minei, so well calculated to nourish 
solcmn and mclancholy impressions, that we visited themau- 
soleum wherc lie extended on their eold scpuiehres thc círi- 
gies of John the First and the generous-liearted^noble-minded 
Philippa; linked hand in hand indeath as fondly thcy were 
in life.— This tomb is placed in the centre of the chapei. 

Undcr a row of arches on the right, fretted and pinnacled 
and crocketed in thc best style of Gothic at its best period, 
lie, sleepíng the last sleep, their justly renowned progeny, 
the Regcnt Pedro Duke of Coimbra, whosc wise administra- 
tion of government, during the mhiority of his nephew and 
son-in-law Alfonso the Fifth, rendered Portugal so prosper- 
ous, and whose death, by the vilest treachery, on the field of 
Alfarubeira, was the fatal conscqucnce of bitter feud and civil 
jealousies; the Infante, Dom John, a man of puré and blame- 
less life; Fernando, whose protraeted eaptivity in Africa was 
a long agony, endured with the resigned and pious fortitude 
of a Christian martyr; and Hemy, to whom his country is 
beholden for those triumphant man time discoveries, the re- 
sult of his scientific researches unwearyingry pursued in calm 
and studious retírement. 

Ali thcse princes, in whom the faigh beaving of their in- 
trepid father, and the exsrnplary virtues and strong sense of 
their mother, the grand-daughter of our Edward the Third, 
were united, repose, after their toils and sufYeríng, in this se- 
cluded chapei, whieh looks indeed a place of rest and holy 
quietude; the light, equably diffused, fonns as it were a tran- 
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quil atmosphere, such as might be imagined worthy to sur- 
round the predcstincd to happiness in a future worid. 

I withdrew from the contemplation of thcse tombs with 
reluctancc; every objcct in the chapei which contains them 
being so puré in taste, so harmonious in colour; evcry ar- 
moriai device, every mottocd lambei, so tcrscly and correctly 
Bculpturcd, associatcd also so closely with histórica! and Eng- 
lish recollections — the garter, the leopards., the fleur-de-lis, 
"from haughty Gallia tom;" the Plantagcnet cast of the 
whole chambcr conveyed home to my bosom a feeling so in- 
teresting, so congenial, that I could hardly persuade myself 
to moveaway, though myreverend conductors began to show 
evidcnt signs of impatience. 

The Prior of St. Vincent's obscrved to me, that as my 
Lord High Ahnoncr expcctcd us back to dinner, and had set 
his heart upon an omelette à Ia 2>rove?içalei which he cagerly 
desired might be tosscd up by my divine (as he was pleased 
to call him) French cook, we had no time to lose. We were 
therefore hurried unmercifully through the royal cloisters, a 
glorious square of nearly two hundred feet, surroundcd by 
most beautifully-proportioned arches, filled up with a tracery 
as quaint as any of the ornaments of Roslin chapei, but infi- 
nitel}' more elegant: it is impossible to praise too warmly 
their tasteful and delicate ramifications. 

I could not fail observing the admirable ordcr in which 
every,, the minutest, nook and comer Qf th is truly rega] mo- 
nastcry is prcscrved: not a weed in any crcvice, not a lichen 
on any stonc, not a stain on the warnvcolourcd apparcntly 
marble walls, not a fíoating crcss on the unsullicd waters of 
the numerous fountains. The ventiíation of ali these spaces 
was most admirable; it was a luxury to breathe the tem- 
perate delicious air, blowing over the fresh herbs and flowers, 
which filled the compartments of a parterre in the centre of 
the cloister, from which you ascend by a few expansivo steps 

.to the chapter-house., a square of seventy feet, and the most 
strikingly beautiful apartment I ever beheld. The graceful 
arching of the roof, unsupportcd by console or column, is un- 
equallcd; it seems suspended by magic; indeed, human 
means failed twice in construeting this bold unembarrassed 
space.    Perseverance, and the animating encouragement of 
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the sovereign founder, at length conquered every difficulty, 
and the wovk rernains to this hour secure and perfect. 

This stately hall, though appropriated to the official resort 
of the living, is also â eonsecrated abode of the dead. On a 
raised platform in the centre, covered with rich palls, are 
placed the tombs of Alfonso the Fiflh, and his grandson, a 
gallant, blooming youth, torn from life, and his newly-married 
consort, the Infanta of Castile, and its fairest flower, at the 
early age of seventeen: with him expired the best hopes of 
Portugal, and of his father, the great John the Second. 

My conduetors, a great deal less aífeeted than myself, would 
not allow me even one moment to ruminate and moralize 
upon vicissitudes and bereavenients — they quite urged me 
along; and, to aid their active intentions, a tide of monks, 
sacristans, novices, seminarists, and the Lord knows who be- 
side, appeared ali of a sudden, fiowing forth from every eell 
and cloister : they had been ali congregated, it seems, to do 
us honour and bid'us adieu. The Prior, wkh his hands 
crossed on his breast, made me a low obeisance, and then 
opening his arms, ga .. me a cordial embrace. 

Our army of attendants, mules, horses, and earriages, 
were ali in waiting, ready drawn up at the same portal by 
whieh we had entered the night before. A grand interchange 
of salutations having taken place, we departed, the fatal 
voice, I verily believe, sounding in the ears of mo st of us—it 
certainly did in mine. 

To dissipate impressions which hung heavily upon me, 1 
asked permission of my illustrious companions to mount my 
horse, and to leave them to the ease and comfort of their ca- 
paeious chaise; they of coursc returning by Aljubavota, and 
I by a short cut, over some of the wildest be-pined, and be- 
rosemaryed, and be-lavendered eomitry I ever met with. 
Franchi, who was perfeetly well acquainted with this wilder- 
ness, steered my course through ali its mazes and straggling 
paths of sand and turf, altemately, bordered by the gum- 
cistus in full flaring fiower, so strongly scented as almost to 
command me to go to sleep. 

Dr. Ehrhart had taken his departure several hours before, 
charged with the impovtant niission of conveying my culinary 
artist, the incomparable Monsieur Simon, to the longing arms 
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of niy Lo rd High Almoner; and, above ali, by a vehement 
impulse to visit the infirmary of the convent, which he had 
been told contained an unusual number of patients, many of 
whom were affiicted with unusual disorders. This \ra-s at- 
traction for him in an irresistiblc shape, and he most gladly 
left Batalha, and ali its histórica! glories, (tombs, altars, and 
chapeis, finished or unfinished,) to enjoy it. 

I cannot describe in too glowing colours the increased jubi- 
la tion with which í had the glory of being received b)r my 
Lord Àbbot upon my retum; for not only did he pass the 
threshold of his majestic portais to bid me weleome, but his 
principal confidant and factotum, the Sub-Prior, (whose 
strongly marked features were quite in the style of some of 
the finest studies of Masaccio,) assisted me to dismount, and 
condescendingly hcld my stirrup. From ali these redoubled 
attentions, I plainly perceived that the wind had changed in 
my favour several points since yesterda}'; and what do you 
think had produced this agreeable alteration ? — the omelette 
à la provcnçalc. 

f<Oh, my dear, most excellent stranger!" (my name for 
the time being had totally escaped him,) exclaimed his right 
reverence, íf what a treasurc you possess in that admirable 
artist—O grande Simaõ ! he has had the kindness to cast 
a new light over my stoves,— he is liberality itself; for, in- 
stead of locking up his knowlcdge, he has difíused it through- 
out my whole kitchen. Hcre—" eontinucd he, pulling out 
some scrawls which Franchi had translated from the original 
French into very aboriginal Portuguese —ic Here are reccipts, 
with marginal notes and illustrations, I mean to preserve, as 
carefully as I would a string of pearls, till my last liour. 
But, is it true, is it possible, you can be meditating to leave 
us so soon ? Some bird of evil note whispered in my ear that 
you were detennincd to lcave us to-morrow morning. Let 
me conjure you not to think of it: one day more, at lcast, do 
I pray and bcsccch you to bestow on us. My revered lords 
the Priors of A\*iz and St. Vinccnt's have consented to com- 
ply with my request, subject to your approval — Oh, do not 
refuse them and me!" 

" Whatevcr your right reverence and my illustrious friends 
so earnestly desire cannot mect on my part with the slightest 
impedimcntJ

,' answcred I viith a reverential obeisanec. 
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Ci Now then," rejoined the Prior, clapping his hands in 

ecstasy, tc we shall have that famous dish the admirable Si- 
mon promised me, — a macedoine, worthy of Alexander the 
Grcat; most happy, most grateful do I feel myself. But 
time is on tlie wing — Iet us profit whilst we ean. I see you 
wish to refresh yourself by a ehange of dress in your own 
apartmcnt: be it so— but don't be long; dinner shall be on 
table the moment you are ready; and you know, good be- 
comes bad, in the case of dishes at least, if we wait a seeond 
beyond the auspicious time." 

Such logic was irresistible; I made ali the haste required, 
and we sat down, I can truly say, to one of the most deli- 
cious banquets ever vouchsafed a mortal on this side Maho- 
met's paradise. The macedoine was perfection, the ortolans 
and quails lumps of celestial fatness, and the sautés and 
bechamels beyond praise; and a certain truffle cream so ex- 
quisite, that rny Lord Abbot forestalled the usual graee at the 
termination of repasts, rnost piously to give thanks for it. 

The dinner was about half over, when in carne Dr. Ehrhart 
in high spirits, rubbing his hands with triumphant glee, and 
talking to himself, as he was often wont, in the purest Alsa- 
tian. He had passed a couple of hours in the infirmary, and 
had visited ali its closets of vials and gallipots. The drugs 
were not such (he informed us) eíther in quantity or quality 
as he eould warmly commend; but the stock of maladies, to 
the alleviation of wlúch they were destined, most ample. He 
had found a pretty sprinkling of complicated cases, — some 
highly eurious, and,, no àoubt, piçuant: one in particular, an 
ulcer of tremendous size, exhibited every freak dame Nature 
was capabíe of playing upon such an occasion,— snppuration 
in one corner, callosity in another. He spoke of it in rap- 
tures, and regretted our stay was too limited to allow his 
committing to paper an exact delineation of this magnificent 
object in ali its glow of eolouring. He spoke handsomely 
also of the compound fracture of somebody's left leg. But 
when he carne to the description of a sweet, simplc perennial 
sore (simpiex imraunditiis), which had continued during a 
series of years to ebb and flow as regularly as the oeean, his 
enthusiasm knew no bounds. He said it was a most singu- 
lar ease — a beautiful ease; a case so remarkable, so unpre- 
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cedented, that he was determined ali Europe should ring of 
it from side to side. He would throw bis thoughts upon it 
into a disscrtation of the length of at least sixty pages — 
that he would — and dedieate it to his n ative university. 
Tlien, bursting forth into a torrent of Latin, rendered unm- 
telligible to ali but the frequenters of Strasbourg or Colmar 
by the most villanous Alsatian twang, addressed himself 
point-blank to my Lord Abbot. 

His right reverence, by no means pleased at being roused 
from the joys of the table by such an^appeal and upon sueh a 
subjeet, very coolly replied, " that he made it a rule never 
to speak or hear the Latin language out of the ehoir, if he 
eould possibly help it." This so palpable a rebuff silenced 
the good Doetor, wh o had recourse to copious libations of 
generous wine to dispel the disappointinent it oecasioned; for 
he saw plainly that neither the fieree ulcer nor the gentle sore 
would meet with that attention from the supreme disposer of 
ali things at Alcobaça, he was conviíiced they deserved so 
richly. 

Notwithstanding the plastie effeets of good eheer and flow- 
ing eups, my inestimable physician continued growling in an 
under-tone during the whole remainder of our repast. And 
now the fulness of time for removing from the banquet-hall 
to the adjoining saloon being come, we repaired to another 
table, where ali the delights of fruit and confectionary awaited 
us. Observing a good deal of whispering and message-send- 
ing between the Priors and their confidential attendants 
going forward, accompanied by nods and winks, I thought 
something particular for our special amusement was in con- 
templation ; nor was I deceived: the agreeable little mystery 
was soon eleared up by the entrance of a tal], hook-nosed, 
sallow-complexioned personage, in a tarnished court suit, 
who advaneed with measured strides, beating with one hand 
a slow and solemn tattoo upon a roll of parehment which he 
earried in the other. 

I could not conceive what patent or document was about to 
be unfolded, when the personage giving the parehment a quick 
twirl with his bird-claw-like fingers, it displayed itself in the 
shape of a theatrieal bill, engrossed in large charaeters flaming 
with vermilion and gold.   On this scroll I read most distinctly 
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that — this night, by the graee of God and the especial per- 
mission of the Abbot of Alcobaça, High Almoner of Portugal, 
&e. &c. &e. would be enacted the exerueiating tragedy of 
Donna Inez de Castro, and the cruel murder of that lovely 
3a dy and her two iiinocent royal infants, rcpresented on the 
stage: the part of Donna Inez by Senhor Agostinho José- 

" The murder of the two royal infants l" exclaimed I; 
" what means this ? We know too well, alas! how the Lady 
Inez was disposed of; but her two sweet bal>e3 escaped from 
the fangs of the tyrant—did tliey not, my good Lord Abbot ?" 

ff To be sure they did,"replied his right reverence: " but this 
fine drama is not the produetion of one ofour national bards; 
— an Italian gentleman, whohas done us the honour of par- 
takingof our hospitality for several years, and acquired in 
perfeetion our language, is the author ; and, being a stranger, 
cannot be expected to feel so acutely for those preeious in- 
fants as we Portuguese do: lie therefore askcd my leave to 
have them murdered, in order to add to the efreet of the 
eatastrophe. líather than thwart a person of such transcend- 
ent abilities, and my very particular friend, I consented. He 
had half a mind to make them fali by their mother's o\vn 
poniard in a fit of frenzy : but I could not allow of that; it 
would have been stretelring a Iittle too far—don*t vou 
ti**»?" > 

_ Recollecting the stretchcs I had often met witli at home in 
historical novéis — witness Miss Lee's " Recess " and rnany 
others — I made no objection, and turning to the bard, who 
was standing by wrapt into future murders, praised his sub- 
lime efforts in the tragic vein —the terribilc via — in the 
most glowing terms I could muster. Animated by these 
grateful eulogios, he vociferated with dreadful vehcmcnce, 
" Let me but live a few years longer, and I will be the 
death of half the regai personages in the Portueuese history, 
after my own fashion and no other. I will slay them mag- 
mficently on the battle-field, though they died*in their bro- 
ca d ed beds with ali their courtiers puling around them; I 
will sink them in the ocean, though they expired on dry 
landi—-their agonies in the act of drowning shall be horri- 
ble; —nay, more, I will call upon the Prinee of the Morn- 
mg, upon Lúcifer liimself, to bear them away for some secret 
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sin or compaet, though thc prayers of thc church had bccn ex- 
hausted to avert such a direful calamity." 

í thought this was a stretch with a vcngeanee: thc Àbbot, 
I plainly saw by his countenance, was of thc same opinion ; 
but, giving his ample shoulders a kind commiserating shrug, 
(for the bard was a special favourite,) contented himsclf with 
whispering to me — " Sta doedo—sta doedo ; the man's mad 
— ali poets are." 

Thc Grand Prior of Aviz, who scemed to have no doubt of 
the truth of this observation in the present instancc, lookcd 
at the bard with an expression of alarm that was almost lu- 
dicrous, and shrinking back in his chair, cxclaimed piteously, 
—" What, Donna Inez and her children butehercd upon the 
stage í í shall never be able to stand this; my cycs would 
beeorne fountains, and we have had weeping cnough lately/? 

(alluding perhaps to thc liquefaetion scene of last night:) 
u tragedies of so decp a dye as this we are promised, afíect 
my nerves in thc most painful manner." So "saying, he re- 
tired without further ecremony, accompanied by two reverend 
fathers, dignitaries of the convent, who professed the same cle- 
rical aversion to scenes of bloodshed. 

As soon as they had departed to a quiet game of voltarete 
in their own snug quarters, the Lord Abbot, observing it was 
growing late, (for we had passed a most unconscionable time 
at table, invited me to repair, under his Sub-Prior's guidance, 
to a theatre whieh had been temporarily fitted up in the most 
distant part of this immense edifice,* of the extent of which, 
as well as of thc endless variety of its cloistered galleries, 
eells, chapeis, and chambers, I had not till this moment an 
adequate idea. Our peregrinations, therefore, were none of 
the shortest or least intricate. We passed through several 
galleries but feebly lighted, dtsturbing, I fear, the devotions 
of some aged monks, who were putting up their orisons before 
a lugubrious image of our Lady of the Seven Dolours, placed 

* My readers need not start at the idea of a play in a eonvent, and a 
synod of reverend fathers assisiing at its representation. Such entertain- 
ments were often resorted to at Mafra to dispel the profound ennui of thai 
royal and monastic residenee—the Escurial of Portugal. Upon lhese 
occasions, the aetors, orchestra, and audience were ali monks, with the 
exceplion of his late Majesty, John the Sixtli* and a few especial lay 
favouriles. 
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under a most sumptuously fringed and furbelowed canopy of 
purple velvet. 

Farther on, another vast corridor branclied off to that part 
of the convent allotted to scholars and noviees. Not a few of 
these gentle youths were pursuing the study of the Jew's 
harp, and twanging away most proficicntly. Ali these 
scudded off upon our approach,— the whole party had been 
at high romps, I suspect, from thcir fíushed and blowzy ap- 
pearance,—wishing us, I dare say, in purgatory, or a worse 
place, for having intmdcd upon their recreations. 

Advancing with due grarity, the valves of a lofty archi- 
tectural door, with a pompons inscription on the pediment in 
golden characters, were unfolded, and we entered an extra- 
ordinary spacious, coved saloon, which appeared to have been 
assigned to hoKer purposes, for there was an organ in a recess 
on one side of it. Across the whole end of this apartmcnt 
was extended an immense green curtain, with the insígnia of 
the convent emblazoncd upon it in vivid colours ; the centre 
of the saloon was occupied, as might have been expected, with 
many a row of polished oaken benches; but what I did not 
expect was an assemblage of more tlian one linndred venera- 
ble fathers, sitting in solemn ranks, a« if they had been assist- 
ing at an ccumenical council, some wiping their spectaclcs, 
and some telHng thcir bcads. An effluvia, neither of jasmine 
nor roses — in short, that species of high conventual frowzi- 
ness which monastie habits and garments are not a little apt 
to engender, affccted nry lay nerves most disagreeably. 

The Prior of St. Vincente, perceiving the uneasy curl up of 
my nose, whispered his neighbour, who whispered a second, 
who whispered a third, and presently a most grateful vapour 
of fragrant herbs and burnt lavender fiUed the room. Through 
its médium appeared descending from a portal, by a flight of 
most spacious steps, the Lord Abbot himself in grand cos- 
tume. He insisted, with a positiveness which I could not 
avoid obeying, that I should take his abbatial eliair next the 
orehestra, and plaeed himself on another equaliy ponderous, 
eonceding the one on my right hand to the Prior of St. Vin- 
cent's. 

We were no sooner settled, thnn half-a-dozen sharp-toncd 
fiddles, a growling bass, two overgrown mandolincs, (lutes I 
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suppose I ought to style them,) and a pair of flutes most 
nauseously tweedJed upon by two wanton-looking, blear- 
eyed young monks, who it would be charitablesto suppose 
had cauglit cold at some midnight chorai servi ce, struck up a 
most singular and original speeies of antiquated overture. It 
was full of jerking passages in the style of tc Les Folies d'Es- 
pagne/' and ended with a fugue that was eatch-who-can in 
perfection. 

Instead of the eurtains drawing up at the conclusion of this 
strange musical farrago, there was a tedious pause, and I had 
full time to look round on the audience. Not five monks off 
my fauteuil, I caught the evil eye of Donna Francisca's direc- 
tor, sitting apart from the rest of the assembly, and looking 
more terrifically glum than any saint I ever beheld on an 
ítalian sign-post, or in a Geiman prayer-book. 

I was trying to account for the delay of the performance, 
when sounds not unlike those whkh often proceed from a dis- 
turbed hen-roost bccame audible. Francnifs voice sounded 
predominant in tliis strange hubbub; and I found out after- 
wards that he had been fnútlessly attempting to persuade the 
Lady Inez (one of tlie most ungain hobbledehoys I ever met 
with) to abjure an enormous pair of jingling ear-rings, and 
to reduce a sweeping train he kept fíoundering over at every 
step, to the proportion of those in fashion amongst the tragedy 
queens of the Salitri theatre. Anything in the shape of me- 
tropolitan criticism wounded the awkward stripling's provin- 
cial amour-propre so deeply, that he threatened li3rsterics and 
an appeal to the Lord Abbot. This was conclusive ; Franchi 
gave way, the Lady Inez retained her overflowing robes and 
her ear-rings, and the curtain rose. 

Said his right reverence, whispering to me over the arm of 
my ponderous chair, <f If you had heard Agostinho's decla- 
mation only two months ago, you would have been enchant- 
ed—-his tones were so touching, so pathetic: his voice is now 
a little brokcn down; but you, who have an ear, will soon 
disco ver that it is on the high road of becoming a grand bari- 
tone: and as for his action, I am convinced you will soon 
allow nothing was ever more sublime." 

Just as I was on the point of replying to this warm enco- 
mium in a strain of correspondent eulogy, my Lord Abbot 
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allow nothing was ever more sublime." 
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mium in a strain of correspondent eulogy, my Lord Abbot 
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gcntly murmuredj " Hush, hush ! don 't you hear the Lady 
Inez ?" I certainly did—and well I might, for a louder 
bel lo w was never given by the flower of any dairy. No cow 
bereaved of her last-dropped young one ever utteied sounds 
more doleful: they increased in depth and dismality, til! the 
forlorn damsel, advancing to the lightson the stage, cried out, 
íc Cru-êl, cru-êl!" addressing, I suppose^the phantom of her 
redoubted father-in-law, —t{ and wouldst thou slay my inno- 
cents ? Hast thou discovered my peaceful retirement ? 
Where fly—where run ?" She then continued, in a flow 
of at least one hundrcd lines, to pieture her agonising fears, 
her dire presentiments, her frightfol dreams; and with looks 
that were meant to tear our feelings to the last tatter, she 
thus described her most terrific Yision : 

On thy wan dislc, O pale a a d ghastly moon í 
I saw portray*d a vengcful couotenance; 
And whilst upon it I did vvildly gasc, 
Methought it wore the semblance of the King— 
(3fow gelid horror elain/d rne for her own). 
1 tried to fly—I fled but ali in vain, 
The dreaded face pursued me. 
If I turnM back, *iwas there ; if I advanced, 
The stern, cold iinage seenVd to freeze my sou], 
Changing the genial current of my blood 
Into a substanec more severe than stone. 
Avaunt, my hapless babes !  approach me not, 
Lest by some fatal petriíying power 
Your limbs be fiVd in durance. 

Donna Inez, by good luck^ dcclaimed this magnificent 
piece of nonsense in a tolerably even key, and \vith really 
so just an emphasis, that the enraptured bard, laying aside 
his prompting-book, couJd not restst exclaiming, " What do 
you think of that ?"—"E boa, e boa!1' replied.the Lord 
Àbbot. And the whole assembly, both before and behind 
the seenes, re-echoed with one accord this favourable senti- 
ment, and nothing but fíE boa, e boa!" was heard from one 
end of the saloon to the other. 

Such universal encouragement did not fail to produee its 
efíect upon Donna Inez,—rather too mueh so; for the higher 
notes of her semi-soprano voice having regained the ascend- 
ant, she squalled ont of ali niercy. My sense of hoaring is 
paínfully acute, and I hardly know what I would not have 
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given for cotton to stop my ears with. However, they had 
soon a respite, Heaven be praised! the second act being 
totally employed by the plots and eontrivanees of the King 
and his eounsellors,—quiet, chatty people, as loyal and com- 
plaisant as King Arthur's eourtiers, Noodle, Doodle, and 
Foodle, in the incomparable tragedy of Tom Thumb. 

In act the third, to my infinite astonishment, I found his 
Majesty totally unacquainted with the little eireumstance of 
Donna Inez having favoured his reereant son with a braee of 
ehildren : he more than suspected espousals had taken plaee 
between them, but he little thought any fruits from the de- 
grading match were in existence. Upon his prime eounsel- 
íor's disclosing the faet, he asks with a perfidious eoolness, 
" Wliat are they like?"—"Doves, my dread lord/' answers 
the eounsellor with infinite suavity: to wliich the infuriated 
monarch replies with a voiee of thunder, 

" It matters not, 1*11 tear thcir felon hearts — 
FERISIX  THEY  S*f.AIx!W 

And with this horrid menace quits the stage in a paroxysm 
of ungovernable fury, still repeating behind the scenes 
íC Perish they shall!' wliich was repeated again and again 
from the top of a ladder., by an old dignified monk, a pas- 
sionate lover of the drama, but wh o being decorously shy of 
appearing on the open boards, had taken the part of Eeho, 
which he performed to admiration. 

Act the fourth offered nothing very loud or remarkable; 
but in act the íifth, horror and terror were working up to the 
highest pitch; two determined assassins had been procured 
—their looks most murderous—the ehildren ran ofY—the 
assassins pursued—shrill and bitter squeakings were heard 
at the farthest extremity of the stage, sueh as a desperate 
eonflict between rats or mice often produces behind old walls 
or wainscotings. The audience appeared prodigiously affeet- 
ed; most of them stood up, stretching out their necks like a 
floek of alarmed turkeys. This dreadíul hurry-skurry ended 
by the first assassin's seizing the eldcst infant by its beauti- 
ful hair, and tossing it apparently dead upon the stage. 
Three or four drops of pigeon's blood, squeezed out of some 
invisible reeeptaele, added a horrible appearance of reality to 
the foul deed. 
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It was now the othcr infant*s turn to bc murdercd; and 
murdered it was, in a style that would not have disgraeed 
oncofHerod's best practitioners. The poor hclplcss inno- 
ccnt, who appeared to be most dreadfully frightened in ríght 
eamest, dclivered its Httle dying speech with so much art- 
lessness, that I was not surprised to see tears fali and hear 
sobs heave ali around me. In short, afftiction was almost cx- 
haustcd to the last drop before Donna Inez was driven in, 
who, aftev calling to the sun, moon, and stars for vengeance, 
in aceents at times most deep, at others most piereing, was 
immolated, by tbree distinct stabs of a poniard, upon the 
bodies of her childrcn. 

The deed so completei}* done,his most revengeful majesty, 
gloomier than Dis, and looking more truculent than ever the 
King of Judea was supposed to have done, entered with royal 
and stately step—stood gloating a minute or two over the 
horrid spectacle, and then, with the hoarse note of a carrion 
crow, croaked forth, <c I am satisfied." Thecurtain fell; and 
putting aside its folds with a withered hand trembling with 
agítation, out issued the bard hinisclf to speak an epilogue 
in his own character. It was tiresome and pornpous enough, 
God knows, and coneluded witti a tirade, not exactly à Ia 
Ca?noe?is, pretty nearly as follows: 

Lord of the firrnair>ent,couldst thou blazc on, 
Urgiug thy coursers ihrough the plains of Hght, 
And not stari back., affrighted at the deed ! _ 
Moon, vcil thy orb—be qucncliM, ye eoaseious stars, 
Never agaio to sparkleas before I 

Every soul in the assembly seemed to stand aghast, im- 
precating vengeance on the ruthless monarch, and feeling for 
the murdered innocents to their hearts' core. Donna lnez 
was called for bymy Lord Abbot, and ernbraeed by his right 
reverenee most blubberingly. The kind-hearted Prior of St. 
Vmeenfs wept aloud, —I tried my best, though in a lower 
key, to imitate him; the Poet was lauded to the skies, and 
received from the fountain head of ali good within these pre- 
cinets something more solid than pvaise—a richly embroíder- 
ed purse, heavy and chinking, which he deposited in one 
of his lank pockets, after making a grateful profound genu- 
flexion. 
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" And now/' said my Lord Abbot, " let us dry our tears 
and go to supper; and ín order to give merit its just due, the 
Poet and Agostinho shall be of the party." "Why not?" 
said the Prior of St. Vincent's. <e Wby not?" echoed I,— 
" provided we have neither the King nor the murderers." 

As sunshine so frequently folio ws dark and drizzling 
weather, nothing could be more blithe or even frolicsome 
than our repast. The Grand Prior of Aviz, wh ora we found 
already placed near the hospitable board with his two card 
companions, talking'over their game, eongratulated himself 
warmly upon having escaped such a severe assault upon the 
pathetic feelings, and enjoyed the festivity of the moment 
without alloy. So we ali did; and it was at a very late 
hour of one of the blandest suramer nights I ever experienced 
tliat we retired to our apartments. 

EIGHTH DAY. 

June 10. 

ONE may have too much of the good and grand things of 
this wicked world after ali. I began to be tired of sueh per- 
petuai gormandizing—the fumes of banquets and incense— 
the repetition of pompous rites—the splendour of illuminated 
altars and saints and madonnas, in fusty saloons, under stiil 
fustier canopies. Ivíy soul longed for an opener expanse — 
the canopy of the Heavens. So I said to myself, " I)r. Ehr- 
hart may enjoy his infirmar}7; Franchi, his cndeavours to 
introduce a purer taste of costume on the ruler of Alcobaça^ 
temporary theatrc; the Priors, their cards and their devo- 
tions; I will place the incomparable Simon at my Lord Al- 
moner's uninterrupted disposal—they may toss omelets and 
season matelottes to their hearts' content, and, this being a 
day by courtes}r entitled meagre, select the finest fish from 
their choicest reservoirs, if they so fancy. I partt like a hart 
for living waters : I ani determined to foliow the course of 
the river Inoticed yesterday, winding its fresh sparkling stream 
between aromatic thickets; and should it lead me along its 
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banks ali the way to Batalha, so much the better. I have 
not seen half I wanted to see in that holy spot; and wliat 
little I did see floaíed ljefore me like the shadows of a dream. 
I must be more intimately acquainted with the unfinished 
mausoleum of Don Emanuel, of whieh I have heard and read 
so mueh ;—in short, I must breathe, whieh I ean hardly be 
said to do in this too rich, too luxurious, too heavy atmo- 
sphere." 

These sage resolves being taken and eommunicated in due 
form to my right reverend eompanions, and by th em to the 
ruling power of Alcobaça, (for 1 did not wish to disturb my 
Lord Abbofs slumbers, even with the good news of my 
liaving given" up Monsieur Simon to his guidance,) I mounted 
my Arabian, patted bis glossy neek, and whispering in his 
car, ec Now \ve will repair to the desert—you wll think of 
your native wilds, and I of mine,"—offl galloped. 

The fertile meadows and inclosures immediately round the 
convent were soon passed, and so were the chestnut woods 
lianging on the steeps cxowned by the Moorish castle. My 
courser in full proof, pampered by the ricli provender he had 
been so abundantly supplied \vith, set no bounds to his ex- 
ertions, and I had hardly gained the levei on the summit of 
the hills towards Aljubarota, before he fairly ran avray with 
me. The country people, who, to do them justice, appeared 
very industriously employed, eould not, however, help leaving 
their work to stare at the velocity of my scamper, distending 
their eyes as wide as they eould possibly be distended when 
they beheld my Arabian on full stretch " 

" Wilh flyiog specd outstrip the rapid wind, 
Andleave lhe breczes of lhe mora behind." 

The morn itself was most exhilarating: I never breathed 
in any atmosphere so puré or so elastic—it seemed to sparkle 
with life and light. The azure bloom investing the line of 
mountains whieh shelter Leiria was most beauíiful. Ilonged 
to transfer their picturesquely-varied outline to the leaves of 
my sketch-book; butit was in vain I wished ta stop for that 
purpose—neitber snaffie nor curb eould arrest the speed of my 
courser. 

At length, after a most inveteratc gallop of at least five 
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miles right a-head, persuasion eftected what force was com- 
pletely unequal to. He gave a lively, good-humoured, play- 
ful neigh, obeyed my much-loved voice, and halted. Wc 
wcre standing on an expanse of the smoothest sand, as firmly 
bound together as the nicest rolled walks of a regai garden'; 
hcre and there patches of anemones and fragrant brushwood, 
cistus, lavender and rosemary, varied the surface in irregular 
fornis, like those of islands and continents distinctly defined 
on a map. No object afforded the smallest indication of 
human existence—neither the pointed roof of a shepherd^ 
hovel, nor evcn a curiing smoke. As far as the eye could 
reach, one uniform waste of levei shrubs extended itself, 
bathed in the same equal purple light, and fanned by the 
same delightful air, impregnated with the same balsamie 
odour ; an elysium without inhabitants,—unless, indced, 
the souls of the departed were hovering about this serene 
and tranquil region, invisible to mortal eye. 

Perhaps my Arabian beheld objeets we are forbidden to 
gaze at; for he started and pawed the ground, and snorted 
with such vehemence that I almost expected every moment 
to see fire flash from hís nostrils. By degrees this violent 
ferment subsided, and he became calm ; what we.supercili- 
ously call instinet seemed to poínt out to liim that the region 
into whieh lie had been pleased to carry me was totally barren 
of refreshment, and upon loosening his bridle, and allowing 
him to take what route he pleased, most prudently did he 
trace back his steps between entangled bushes, till I found 
myself under the shade of a forest of pine and chestnut, 
through which I descended to the margin of the ri ver I so 
particularly wished to explore: and twenty times did I bless 
myself for having deteraiined to follow the banks of this 
beautiful stream, the scenery they presented having a cast so 
novel and uneommon. 

A broad path, or rather e&imway, perfectly hard and dry, 
led me between a gigantic growth of canes, knotted like the 
bamboo; bulrushes of enormous size, and osiers, the tallest I 
had ever seen, waving their fresh green 1 caves high above my 
head, which they completely screened from the sim. The 
coolness they diífused, their incessant whispers, and the elear 
current of the river ríppling among their stenis, was so grate- 
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fui both to the eye and ear, that í kept listening and linger- 
ing on, unwilling to emerge from tliis strarige wiídemess, and 
almost fancying ] beheld onc of those forests of wecds and 
grasses which, some five or six hundred thousand years ago, 
affbrded refuge to a stupendous variety of rnonstcrs. Happily 
no icthyosaurus— no tortoise fifty feet in diametcr, with pad- 
dJcs thrice as large as the helm of a first-rate man-of-war, 
appressed me with their presence. I mm no living objects, 
except a shoal of fisli, with scalcs as bright as silver, swiftly 
darting under the low arclies formed by the luxuriant vegeta- 
tion ; and lizards as green as erneralds, ascending the sides 
of the cause wa}', and looking at me, I thought, with kind 
and friendly eyes. 

For more than half a league did  I continue along the 
path, hemmed in by aquatic plants of extraordinary Tigour, 
springing from the richest alluvial soil.    At length, just as I 
was beginning to think this worid of reeds and osiers had no 
termination, the stream tooka sudden bend, which Ifollowed, 
and rnaking the best of my way through every obstacle, 
escaped into an open space and open daylight.    Right before 
mc3 at the extremity of an assernblage ofhillocks, some bare, 
some covered with flowering heaths, but destitute of human 
or animal inhabitants, stood the lofty majestic basílica of Ba- 
talha, surrounded by its glorious huddle of buildings, from 
this point most picturesquely foreshortened.    I cóuld hardly 
believe so considerable and striking a group of richly para- 
peted walls, roofs, and towers, detached chapeis, and insulated 
spires, formed parts of one and the same ediíiec: in appcar- 
ance it was not merely a ehurch or a palace I was looking 
at, but some fair eity of romance, such as an imagination 
glowing with the fancies of Ariosto rníght have pictured to 
itsclf under the illusion of a dream. 

Keeping my eyes íixed on a prospect which I tried to per- 
suade mysclf parto ok less of the real than the visionary, I 
traversed an extensive levei of sunburnt turf, and, on the 
other side of the hillocks bounding the lawn., again found 
mysclf on the banks of the river, which here presented the 
lovelicst of mirrors — so ealm, so pellucid, that 1 thought it 
a thousand pities no pleasanter objects wcre reílccted from its 
surface, than a long line of ghost-like fathers, each with a 
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fishing-rod projecting from his piebald drapery, angling on 
with pale and paticnt countenances. I did not perceive the 
melaneholy prophet in this rank and file,— and I was not 
soiTy; I dreaded to encounter his withering glance, to hear 
his foreboding voice; for I had been told he often pressed pro- 
pheeies upon those least inclined to seek them, and I shrank 
from any knowledge of the horrors he might possibly disclose 
to me. Far from desiring to catch even the shadow of 
eoming events, I said to myself, in the nervous language of 
Dryden, 

" Seek not to know whal musl not be revealM ; 
Joys only flow where fale is most conceal'd. 
Too busy man vvould find his sorrows more, 
lf future fortunes he could know bsfore ; 
For by that knowledge of his destiny, 
He wuuld not live at ali, but always die." 

Not above one hundred yards from the spot selected by 
the reverend fathers for their quiet recreation, the ri ver, as if 
tired of being calm and placid, fiowed with a brisker current, 
and rushing over a ledge of rocks, bccame ali froth and foam. 
The light spray oeeasioned by its rapid movement refrcshed 
the herbage on its banks so mtitingl)r

J that I leapt oíf my 
eourser, and allowed liim to profit as much as he pleascd by 
the abundant pasture. 

Throwing myself on the solid ground, I kept intenscly 
poring over the strcam, lost and absorbed in the train of in- 
teresting yet melaneholy rccollections which ali that had 
oceurred to me since I first entered tliis fair realm of Portugal 
^Yas so well ealculated to excite. I thought (alas! how 
vainly now!) of offers I had slighted with so much levity; of 
opportunities which, had they been grasped with a decided 
hand, miglit have led to happy results, and stemmed a tor- 
rent of evils. Since that period, the gemi of destruetiveness, 
which might then have been trodden down, lias risen into a 
tree fraught with poisons, darkening the wholesome light, 
and receiving nourishment, tlirough ali its innumerably varied 
flbres, from the lowest depths of hell. 

Whilst I was watching the constant flow of waters, and 
giving way to a tide of regrets in my own bosom equally 
eeaseless, the fui] rieh tones of the conventual bells carne 
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booming over the watcry leveis—a surnmons thc monks 
dared not disobey. Putting up their fislnng-rods, they ali 
dispersed in silence, with the exeeption of one_, whom 1 joy- 
fully recognised upon bis nearer approach, and who seemed 
to feel equal pleasure in reeognising me. 

" To what lueky chance," said the Prior, (for it was he 
who had advanced to me,) " are we indebted for the renewal 
of a visit I scarcely ventured to flatter myself would have 
talcen plaee so soon V 

(( To the genuine desire," answered I, ""not only of assur- 
ing you onee more of my real veneration, but a wish to exa- 
mine the mausoleum of Don Emanuel, whieh I totally 
neglected in the hurry of yesterday.— You remember how 
they pushed me along ? " 

He smiled; and I could not lielp thínking3 from the cast 
of his eountenance, that a few details of our Alcobaça ban- 
quets and compotations would not have been ill receíved. 
Being, however, too díscreet to tell tales out of this pious 
school, I said nothing of our gay supper, of my Lord Abbofs 
epieurean worship, of Monsieur Simon, or of the Poet, or of 
" our tragedy," or Senhor Agostinho (ycleped Donna Inez), 
or of Donna Franeisca's director, — though I had his cursed 
name on the tip of my tongue, read}r to bolt out with not a 
few bit ter amimadversions upon a speeies of píety whieh had 
deprived me of many and many au hour of chcerfulness 
and joy. 

Repressing, upon reflection, every spark of curiosity, as be- 
fitted a holy personage weaned from idle gossip, the good 
Prior most eharitably observed, re that my horse stood in 
need of more substantial refeetion than he eould find on the 
river banks; and that, although he could not ofFer luxuries 
sueh as I had been aecustomed to, the simple fare his far 
from wealthy eonvent affbrded would be served up to me 
most gladly." 

Taking himself my horse by the bridlc, he ushered me 
across the lawn into the same quadrangular eool and lofty 
ehamber I had supped in before. A very youtbful-looking 
lay brother reeeived my Arabian into his eharge with great 
delight, and stroked íts mane and kissed its neck in a trans- 
port of childish fondness. 
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Ás to me, though I was treated with less enthusiasm, 
there was no want of the utniost cordiality in my reeeption. 
An immense earthcn platter, containing a savoury mess of 
fish and rice, vegetables delicately fried after the Italian 
fashion, caraffes of wine, baskets of ripe and fragrant fruit, 
pomegranates, aprieots, and oranges, were neatly arranged on 
a marble table, having in its centre a rock of transparent ice, 
shining with ten thousand prismatic eolours. To this frugal 
eollation I sat down with the most sineere appetite, and was 
waited upon with hospitablc glee by the angels of this wilder- 
ness —two lay-brothers and as manynoviees,—ali of whom 
appeared enebanted with an opportunity of making themsclves 
of some use in this mortal existenee. The Prior, erossing his 
liandson his bosom, entreated me to dispense with his atten- 
tions forhalf an hour, the choir service imperatively requiring 
his presenee. 

As soon as lie had taken his departure, followed by his 
friars and novices, I gave myself wholly up to the enjoyment 
of those romantic fancies the surrounding scenery was so ad- 
mirably well adapted to inspire. Two stately portais, thrown 
wide open to catch the breezes, admitted views of the princi- 
pal courts and cloisters of this unequalled monument of the 
purést taste of the fourteenth century. A tranquil, steady 
sun-light overspread their grand broad surfaces. The grace- 
ful spire, so curiously belted with zones of the richest carved 
work, rose liigh above the ornamented parapets, relieved by a 
soft and mellow evening sky. None of the monks were 
moving about; but I heard with a sort of monrnful pleasure 
their deep and solemn voices issuing from the great poreh of 
the transept nearest the choir. 

The young Egyptian-looking boys in white linen tunies 
I had noticed at my íirst visit were ali at their aceustomed 
avoeations, dislodging every atom of dust from the deeply- 
indented tracery. The flamingo was there, but I missed the 
stork, — and knew but too soon the cause of his being 
missed; for, upon ascending the steps before the chapter- 
house, I discovered him lying stretched out upon the pave- 
ment stiff and dead. One of the boys stood bending over 
liim in an attitude expressive of the deepest sorrow. The 
youth saw I compassionated him, and murmured out in a low 
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dcsponding voice: " Tliis poor bird followed me ali the way 
from niy homein Aleintcjo—a long distancc from Batalha. 
He was thc joy of my lifc, and dearly loved by my mother, 
who is dead. I shall never sce her again in this world, nor 
hear the chccring cry of this our fond household bird, calling 
me up in the morning; lie will rcceive no more crumbs from 
my hand — lie will keep faithfully by my side no longer. I 
have no onc now in this grand place who loves me !" And 
lie burst into a flood of bitter tears, and it was a relief to my 
own heart — a great relief— to join in his mouming. 

The Prior, who happcned to come up at the moment, could 
not at first imagine what had affceted me; but when I point- 
ed to the boy and thc lifelcss stork, he entered into my feel- 
ings with his charaeteristic bencvolencc, and spoke words of 
comfort to the poor weeping child, with sueh true parental 
kindness as seemed to assure him he had still a friend. 
Touched to thc heart, the boy fell on his knces, and kissed 
the pavement and his stork at the same time. I left him 
extending his arms to the good Prior in an aet of supplication 
which I lcamt afterwards had not been treated with cold 
indifferenee. 

And now the Prior, with his wonted solemn and courteous 
demeanour, offering to be himself my guide to the mausoleum 
of Don Emanuel, we traverscd a wilderness of weeds,— this 
part of the conventual precinets beíng much neglected,—and 
entered a dreary área, surrounded by the roofless, unfinishcd 
clustcr of chapeis, on which thc most elaborately sculptured 
profusion of omaments had becn lavished, as often happens in 
similar cases, to no very happ}' result. I cannotin conscienee 
persuade mysclf to admire such dcplorable waste of time and 
ingenuity — "the quips, and cranks, and wanton wiles" of a 
coiTupt, meretricious architecture; and when the good Prior 
lamented pathetieally the unfinished st ate of this august 
mausoleum, and almost dropped a tear for the death of Ema- 
nuel its founder, as if it had only oceurred a week ago, I 
did not pretend to share his affliction; for had the building 
been completed according to thc design we are favoured with 
by that dull draughtsmanMurphy,inost preeiously ugly would 
it have becn;—ponderous and lumpish in thc general eífeet, 
exuberantly light and fantastie in the detail, it was quite a 
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mcrcy that it was never finished. Saxon crinklings and 
eranklings are bad enough ; the preposterous long and lanky 
marro w-spoon-shaped arches of the early Norman, still 
worse ; and the Moorish horse-shoe-like deviations from beau- 
tiful curves, little better. 

I have often wondered how persons of correet taste eould 
ever have tolerated them, and batten on garbage when they 
might enjoy the lovely Ionie so prevalent in Greece, the 
Doric grandeur of the Parthenon, and the Corinthian mag- 
nificence of Balbec and Palmyra. If, however, }Tou wish 
to lead a quiet life, beware how you thwart established pre- 
judices. I began to perceive, that to entertain any doubts 
of the supreme exeellence. of Don Emanuel's seollops and 
twistifications amounted to heresy. Withdrawing, there- 
fore, my horns of defiance, I reserved my criticisms for some 
future display to a more intelligent auditor, and chimed in 
at length with the Prior's high-flown admiration of ali this 
filigree, .and despair for its non-completion; so we parted 
good friends. My Arabian was brought out, looking bright 
and happy; I bade a most grateful adieu to the Prior and 
his attendant swarm of friars and noviees, and before they 
had ceased staring and wondering at the velocity with whieh 
I was earried away from them, I had reached a sandy desert 
above a mile from Batalha. 

Night was already drawing on —the moon had not yet 
risen—a dying glow, reflected from the horizon above the 
hills, behind whieh the sun had just retired, was thrown 
over the whole landscape. "Era già 1' hora" — it toas that 
soothing, solemn hour, when by some oceult, inexplicable 
sympathy, the interior spirit, folded up within itself, in- 
clines to repel every grovelling doubt of its divine essence, 
and feels, even with ou t seeking to feel it, the conseiousness 
of immortality. 

The dying glow had expired; a sullen twilight, approach- 
ing to blackness, prevailed : I kept wandering on, however, 
not without some risk of being soon acquainted with the 
mysteries of a future world ; for had not my horse been not 
only the fleetest, but the surest of foot of his high-born tribe, 
he must have stumbled, and in dangerous plaees, for such 
abounded at every step.   As good fortune would have it, 
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ali the perils of the *ay were got ovcr; the grand outline 
of the eolossal monastery and its liuge church emerged froni 
the surrounding gloom ; innumerable lights, streaming from 
the innumerable casements, cast a broad gleam over the 
great platform, where my Lord Almoner and bis guests 
were walking to and fio, enjoying the fresh evening air, and 
waiting my return, they were pleased to say, with trem- 
bling anxiety. 

The first question I was asked upon entering the grand 
illuminated saloon was, how I had fared, and whether I 
did not feel half-dead for want of refreshment. " We, for 
our parts," cxclaimed my Lord Abbot, <f have been the 
happiest of the happy: your great Simon has surpassed 
even my expectations. And now, to another proof of his 
transcendent skill,— now to supper." 

NINTH DAY. 
June llth. 

GREAT were the lamentations in Aleobaça when the hour 
of our departure arrived,—a voiee of wailing scarcely equalled 
hi Rama, when Rachel wept for her lost ehildren. Here, I 
am perfeetl)r convinced, that had my Lord Abbot been per- 
mitted, like spiritual lords in our own eountr)r, to avow the 
legal paternity of a dozen brats, lie would sooner have spared 
the whole treasure than have lost the adviee and exertions 
of a being he venerated above ali others without any excep- 
tion—a matchless eook. It was a cruel separation: the 
artist himself, who had a suseeptible heart, ns well as a 
hand gifted with the most exquisite sauce-making sensibi- 
lities, was far from being eallous to the raptures of sueh a 
diseriminnting gounnand as the ruler of Alcobaça. To re- 
mam in this holy place, to quit my serviee, I verily beliere 
never entered the head l)eneath his milk-white bctasseled 
eook-cap; but he was vi#ibly move d by the rapturous eulo- 
gies, still more perhaps by the generous presents I suspeet 
he had received; he saw with great commiseration how 
acutely the Lord Abbot felt his departure.    Pity, we ali 

406 THE   MONASTERV   OF 

ali the perils of the *ay were got ovcr; the grand outline 
of the eolossal monastery and its liuge church emerged froni 
the surrounding gloom ; innumerable lights, streaming from 
the innumerable casements, cast a broad gleam over the 
great platform, where my Lord Almoner and bis guests 
were walking to and fio, enjoying the fresh evening air, and 
waiting my return, they were pleased to say, with trem- 
bling anxiety. 

The first question I was asked upon entering the grand 
illuminated saloon was, how I had fared, and whether I 
did not feel half-dead for want of refreshment. " We, for 
our parts," cxclaimed my Lord Abbot, <f have been the 
happiest of the happy: your great Simon has surpassed 
even my expectations. And now, to another proof of his 
transcendent skill,— now to supper." 

NINTH DAY. 
June llth. 

GREAT were the lamentations in Aleobaça when the hour 
of our departure arrived,—a voiee of wailing scarcely equalled 
hi Rama, when Rachel wept for her lost ehildren. Here, I 
am perfeetl)r convinced, that had my Lord Abbot been per- 
mitted, like spiritual lords in our own eountr)r, to avow the 
legal paternity of a dozen brats, lie would sooner have spared 
the whole treasure than have lost the adviee and exertions 
of a being he venerated above ali others without any excep- 
tion—a matchless eook. It was a cruel separation: the 
artist himself, who had a suseeptible heart, ns well as a 
hand gifted with the most exquisite sauce-making sensibi- 
lities, was far from being eallous to the raptures of sueh a 
diseriminnting gounnand as the ruler of Alcobaça. To re- 
mam in this holy place, to quit my serviee, I verily beliere 
never entered the head l)eneath his milk-white bctasseled 
eook-cap; but he was vi#ibly move d by the rapturous eulo- 
gies, still more perhaps by the generous presents I suspeet 
he had received; he saw with great commiseration how 
acutely the Lord Abbot felt his departure.    Pity, we ali 



ALCOBAÇA. 407 

know, melts the heart to love, and love full often to devo- 
tion ; so, when we repaired, one and ali, to take a parting 
mass before settíng out on our journey, Monsieur Sinion, 
though little given to demonstrations of piety, fell to thump- 
ing bis breast with such vehemence, that I could not resist 
saying to him as we eanie out of chureh, u Sinion, my Lord 
Abbot seems to bave quite reconverted you; you are be- 
coming astonisbingly religious." — <c Ah, Monsieur," said 
he, " on le será, à moins; Monseigneur rend la religion si 
aimable." 

1 tbought now, as the equipages, horses, &c. were ali mar- 
shalled before the grand entrance, we were actually ready to 
set out. No such thing: the Grand Prior of Àviz, taking 
me aside for a moment, whispered in my ear that he had 
still a few words of great importanee in store for my Lord 
Almoner, and begged me to east another look at my favou- 
rite portrait of St. Thomas of Canterbury whilst he delivered 
them. 

Calling bis colleague of St. Vincenfs, they both entered a 
private room of audience adjoining the hall of pietures, from 
which my Lord Almoner had not yet stirred; and notwith- 
standing the doors had been immediately closed, I lieard a 
loud storm of indistinct but angry words approaching to tem- 
pest, the exact import of which it is not in my power to re- 
veal, supposing I had the inclination ; but I leamed after- 
wards (though rather vaguely) from one of the Prior of St. 
Vineenfs eonfidants, that they related to certain mysteries. 
certain despotic imprisonments, certain grotto-like Communi- 
cations,* between this sacred asylum and another not less 

* The livcly and intelligent Miss Pardoe's charming; description  of 
her visit lo ihis famous eonvent, subsequent lo tiic prcdatory incursion 
of the Freneh, and prcvious to its final desecralion by lheir imilators, llie 
modern Porlugncsc, cannot be too warmly commendcd.    Shc painls the 
supreme beauty of thcyoung monk she caught a pcep ai (p. 77), and 
who manifcsted himsclf more fully, fsec p.# 89,) in a fcrvid and mi-, 
matcd siyle, which does credil to the discriminating eye of the fair and 
susceptible authoress.     Her hints (p. 100) of a suhterranean road from 
the monastery of Alcobaça to a Bernardino nunnery in the ncighbour- 
hood, are far more palpable than any I can pretend to have reccived. 
They afford lhe finest play to the imagination. We immediately assign lhe 
handsome raook as bcautiful a partner:  and the picturc becomes com- 
plete. 
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monastic, though tenanted by the fairer portíon of hol}- eom- 
munities— the daughters of prayer and penitenee. 

Providenee, that tempers the vrind to the shorn lamb, and 
does kind things now and then to pets and fayourites, vas 
not totally ungracious to my Lord Almoner upon this occasion. 
Had it not, by directing the semi-inquisitorial visit of the 
two prelatical missionários., given his right reverence of Alco- 
baça^ thoughts serious occupation, they might have dwelt 
6ir more painfully upon the departure of his beloved Simon : 
the sharp edge of his afflictions in this particular was taken 
off by the reflections whieh the late storrny eonference had 
inspired. 

When he eamc forth to aceompany us to our carriages, as 
the rules of courtesy demanded, I observed a marked change 
in his deportment and countenance; there \vere no longer 
those sunny smiles, those cooings and chucklings, vhich had 
greeted my revered companions upon their arríval.  A sullen, 
sulky gloom—-a but half-subdued expression of anger per- 
vaded his every look and gesture: coldly and formalh-, there- 
fore, did we take our leave.    Not above half of the eom- 
munity were drawn out in complimentary array, and that 
half looked strange and suspieious, as if they conjeetured 
something had happened  unpleasant   and awkward.    The 
two fathers deputed to attend us to Pedraneira, got into one 
of their hcavy conventual vehieles, and, in their capaeities of 
conduetors, led the van.    I looked back as we drove oíf; 
and there stood my Lord Almoner, vrith his eyes flxed 011 
the pavement, before the grand portal, immoveable, and as if 
he had been turned to stone. 

The Grand Prior of Aviz having something very eonfi- 
dential to discuss with his seeretary, begged rne to excuse 
his aeeompanying me in m}r carriage: the Prior of St. Vin- 
cenfs took his plaee; an exchange I had no cause to eorn- 
plain of, his couversation being so full of hilarity and life. 
This flow of eheerful good spirits did not, however, earry 
him beyond the limits of the most perfect discretion : not a 
syllable that had the slightest referenee to pains or pleasures 
below ground escaped his lips — not the smallest hint — no, 
not a breath. 

AH attempts to gain information upon this eurious point 
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proving fruitlcss, we praised fine weather and fine prospects, 
and deprecated bad roads. We had no occasion, however, 
to do so ; for scarcely had we turned thc angle of one of the 
vast walled inclosures belonging to the convent, and ex- 
pected to sink into some frightful rut or sandy furrow, when 
an immense body of well-clothed peasants, with their strong 
bright tools slung over their sturdyshonldcrs, mct us with 
loud vivas, and the tranquillizing assnrance that the whole 
way to Pedrancira had bcen smoothed by their exertions: so 
we rolled along over firni gravei and compact heath-fagots 
most delightfully. 

We soon reached the banks of my favourite ri ver, and 
crossed over a very picturesque-looking bridge, without para- 
pets, to its opposite shore — a vast and dreary plain. We 
were beginning to experience the effects of heat rather op- 
pressively, when we entered a forest of pine, and felt much 
invigorated by fragrant, genial breezcs,—shade was out of 
the question, most of the trees being tall and sapless. 

In one of the least frcqnented parts of this stiperannuated 
forest, the carcer of our caravan was suddenly aiTested by a 
most imposing cocked-hatted personage, booted up to the 
chin, like Wesfs heroes in his picture of the Battle of thc 
Boyne, bestriding a maneged horse, dcckcd out in ali the 
pride of burnished pistol and gold-laccd holster. 

Tliis most consequential of equemcs, with as much so- 
lemnity as if he had been reading a state proclamation, in- 
vited us, in the name of his mistrcss, a lady of high caste 
and importance, to sereen ourselves from the meridian heats 
in her quinta hard by; a most blessedly shady place, in 
which shc had congregatcd, I verily believe, half the birds 
in the country—those least in repute, such as kites, owls, 
and buzzards, not exccpted. 

My Lord of Aviz was still too deeply engaged in conflden- 
tial discoursc with his secreta^ to much relish making a halt 
and getting out of his carriage; but the Prior of St. Vineent's 
and myself were perfectly disposcd to acccpt the invitation, 
having learnt, during our course of Alcobaça gossip, too many 
curious particulars about this emincnt lady-patroness of the 
feathered .tribe, not to feel extremely curious to be admitted 
into the penetralia of the asylum she afiorded them ; a favour 
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rarely granted, and whieh sprang most probably out of a 
strong curiosity to see and fondle iny beloved Arabian, not 
my own dear self—her most cxcellent ladyship professedly 
not caring one pip of an orange for strangers of any descrip- 
tion or quality, unless they were blessed wítk four feet, or a 
natura] mantle of feathers." 

^ Preceded by the ríght pompous and fustified equerry, \ve 
diverged from the mended track into an avenue of dwaríish 
cork-trees, leading straight to a lofty wall, which extended 
far to the right and left of a grand massive Tuscan gateway. 
The wide space before this statcly entrance exlribited the re- 
freshing sight of marble troughs brimful of the clcarest water; 
heaps of oats and barley, amply sufficicnt to supply the wants 
of our mules ; and panniers of bread and oranges, under very 
substantial eanvass awnings. 

My reverend companions, as in duty bound, wcnt imme- 
diately to ofTer their homage to the bírd-queen ; but I begged 
to. be exeused for the moment, promising that as soon asrny 
Arabian had been refreshed and brightened up by agood rub- 
bing, I would lead him myself to the foot of the throne of 
these dominions. Having gained this respite., the "\vhole 
party dispersed as seemed best in their eyes, and I entered 
perfectly alone the deeply shaded inelosure — without excep- 
tion one of the strangest scenes of fairy-land ever conjured 
up by the wildest fancy.* 

As far as the eye could streteh, extended a elose bower of 
evergreens, myrtle, bay, and ilex, not to mention humble 
box, lofty, broad, and fragrant; on either side, arehes of ver- 
dure most sprucely clipped, opened into large square plats of 
rare and curious flowers ; and in the midst of cach of these 
trim parterres, a fountain inclosed within a riehly-gilded eage, 
containing birds of every variety of size, song3 and plumage; 
parroquets with pretty little fiesh-coloured beaks, and par- 
rots of the largest speeies, looking areh and cunning, as they 

* This fine, trim garden was suffered to faí) into total mio, and its 
feathered inhabiianis were dispersed and destroyed, upoo lhe death of 
their mistress, which occurred about ten monihs"after the period of my 
visil. The Freneh armies, in their devastaiing marches aod counter- 
marches ihrough Portugal, eompleted lhe work of desolalíon, by cutting 
down Uie pine-foresi, aod grubbing up even the very roois for fuel. 
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kept cracking and grinding walnuts and filberts between thcir 
bills as blaek as ebony. 

In one of these inclosures I noticed an immense circular 
basin of variegated marble, surrounded by a gilt metal balus- 
trade, on which were most solemnly perched a conclave of 
araras and cockatoos. Thcir united screechings and seream- 
ings upon my approach gave the alarm to a multitude of 
smaller birds, which issued forth in such clouds from every 
leaf and spray of these vaulted walls of verdure, that I ran 
off as if I had committed sacrilege. or feared being transform- 
ed by art-magic into a biped completely rigged out with beak, 
cia ws, and feathers. 

The strange green light which faintly pcrvadcd the closely- 
bowered alleys — the aromatic odour universally diffused — 
the pustle of wings, the chirping and twittering above m}r 

head and on every side of me, was so completely bewilder- 
ing and magicai, that I almost doubted whether ever again I 
should be permitted to emerge into common life or common 
daylight The soft, perfumed, voluptuous atmosphere of this 
seemingly enchanted garden, induced a languor and listless- 
ness to creep over me I scarcely ever felt before. 

Just as I was gíving way to this gentle indolenee, and had 
sunk down by the marble basin soothed by the bubblings of 
its little quiet jet-d'eau, I heard the heavjr tramp of the so- 
lemn equerry,—and there he was true enough. e( Be pleased, 
sir," said he, making a bow which the stiffest and most formal 
dancing-master of the days of Louis the Fourteenth would 
have gloried in,— " be pleased to compl}r with the urgent re- 
quest of my Lord Prior of Aviz, who is waiting with impa- 
tience to have the honour of presenting you to my most illus- 
trious and most excelient mistress." 

^Ohl" answered I, "by ali means: nothing less than 
the attra^tions of your most illustrious and most excellent 
lady's feathered favourites could have detained me from her 
presence — pray lead me to it.M 

The way was not long, but most delightful, under a con- 
tinued arbour of exotic plants, looking as healthful as if they 
had been quite at home in Portugal—bom and bred there for 
eenturies. On either side, more flower-beds, and more birds, 
some at liberty and some in cages. 
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The house itself, at which we arrived in due course, though 
of an extent quite remarkable, was far from presenting a pa- 
lace-like appearance, being in height only one story. Its 
verandas, lio we ver, commanded respect: they were extremei y 
spaeious, paved and balustraded with marble. 

Under the terraees they supported, were offices innume- 
rable, not unlikc rabbit-burrows in the realm of Brobdignag, 
out of, and into which, were continually eree])ing a great 
number of tawny-eoloured menials, very slightly elothed in- 
deed, ali busily engaged in tending the feathered race com- 
mitted to their eharge: for half these burrows, or arehed 
chambers, or whatever we please to eall them, were elosed 
with light trellises of wire, forming after ali, no very pleasant 
aviaries. Certain most horribly discordant screechings, which 
pierced my ears every now and then, seemed to indicate that 
the birds of the establishment were not so happy or judici- 
ously governed as their sovereign mistress imagined — the 
case of subjects in most domimons. 

On the lowest step of a grand flight of steps leading up to 
the principal veranda, stood three young gentlemen, aged 
fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen years, the nephews of the great 
lady, as lilce one to the other as if they had been not only 
twins, but triplets ; ali sleek, and smooth, and sallow ; ali 
dressed in obsolete eourt-dresses of blue and silver tissue, 
each with bis powdered hair in a silken bag, eaeli with his 
little cut-steel-hilted sword, and each with a little abdominal 
bulge that promised in the course of a very few years to be- 
come a pauneh of considerable dignity. In elose attendance 
upon these hopeful youths, were a stripling page, a half-erazed 
buifoon, an ex-jesuit, and a dwarf; personages indispensable to 
a noble and well-constituted Portuçuese establislnnent. Down 
went their heads the moment I drew near, and down went 
mine to the very earth in return for so much eourtesy. 

We ascended the steps ali together right lovingly, the thrce 
youths marehing hand-in-hanct. Nothing eould exceed the 
deeorous behaviour of these sweet young gentlemen ; it did ho- 
nour to their preceptor, who had brought them up in the most 
commendable fear of the devil and of taking birds' nests; — 
the latter, of ali crimes, was esteemed the most heinous in 
those dominions. 
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índependently of my fondness for brute animais, I am not 
unapt, eameleon-like, to take lhe colour of what happens to 
pass around me. It might be supposed, therefore, that I en- 
tered fully into the fashion of the place, and expressed my 
fondness and admiration ofevery species of bird it had pleased 
God in his infinite goodness to ereate, with enthusiasm. So 
disposed, and in this blessed trim, I entered thegrand saloon 
of the great lady's residence. Her exeelleney was seated at 
its upper end in a high-baeked wieker ehair, stuck close to 
the wall. Seven or eight old hags, of a most forbidding as- 
pecto ali in blaek, and ali more sincerely bearded, I make no 
doubt, than the Countess Trifaldi's attendants, were ranged to 
the right and left, on narrow benches ; forming one of the ug- 
liest displays of living tapestry my eyes had ever encountered. 

The two Priors, wh o, to their no great delight, one may 
easily imagine, formed part and parcel of this odious assem- 
bly, had reserved a wieker chair, the coolness of which was 
completely neutralized b'y a red velvet cushion, for the 
stranger — the unhappy stranger, who felt already quite 
sufficiently annoyed and sweltered. 

As soon as we had exchanged an infinity of salutations, 
and severa! capacious golden snuff-boxes had gone their rounds 
with as much regularity as the planets, four antiquated dam- 
sels entered the presence, bearing trays, heaped high with 
candied apricots and oranges, and, still sweeter than ali the 
sweetmeats ever confectionized, a preparation of the freshest 
eggs ever laid, with the richest sugar ever distilled from the 
finest canes ever grown in the Brazils for private consump- 
tion under the most skilful management. 

To these sueceeded another entrée of ci-devant young 
women, who presented us, upon embossed silver salvers, gob- 
lets of eut glass, containing the coldest and purest water. 

Right opposite to where we sat, formally marshalled ali of 
a row, the young fidalgos and their preceptor, who had en- 
listed Doctor Ehrhart, Franchi, and the two Priors' secreta- 
taries into their ranks, were seated on stools, not in the least 
superior either in shape or dimensions to those used for milk- 
ing in the homeliest bartons of our own dear farming country. 

It was some time before any sounds, except the whirring 
and whizzing of enormous cockehafers, and the fíirting of fans 
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almost as large as tbe vans of a windmill, were audible. At 
length the great lady broke silence, by asking me whether we 
had any birds in England : to which, rising from my ehair, I 
replied with a low obeisanee, that, thanks be to God, ve were 
blessed with an immcnse number. 

"Indeed!" rejoined her Excellency; "I thought your 
country too cold to allow them, sweet dears., to build their 
nests and enjoy themselves." 

" Yes/' observed the Jesuit, " the climate of your island 
must be very bitter. Camoens, whose authority none can 
dispute, calls it 

A grande Inglaterra clie de neve 
]3orcal sempre abunda. (Canto 6, stanz, 42.) 

tc Which being undoubtedly the case/' continued the bird- 
queen, " that great number you boast of must be imported : 
indeed, I understood as much from an old servant of my 
father's, who made a fortune by dealing in Canary-birds. and 
taking them to your great town, where you can hardly dis- 
tinguish night from day, as he told me. But what wQl not 
the lure of gain make us submit to ? He was continually re- 
sorting to that black plaee with his living wares, (howlpity 
them !) and, to be sure, he gained sufrieient, though he al- 
most coughed his lungs out, to buy a nice quinta in my 
neighbourhood. He is an exeellent judge of everything that 
concerns birds; knows how to treat them in moulting-time, 
which few do; and for the sagacity with which he discovers 
an incipient pip, and stops its progress, I may venture to af- 
firm from long experienee, he lias no equal. But tell me 
íkirly, most estimable Englishman, have you any native birds 
in your island?" 

" Yes, Madam/' was my triumphant reply, " we have ; 
one  in   particular — seldom   seen,   but  often   heard — the 
cuckoo." 

I had scarcely pronounced that name, when an exact imi- 
tation of its well-known sound burst fortli from Franchi and 
the buffoon, who was standing behind his stool, to the high 
glee of the young gentlemen, their page and dwarf, and the 
evident dismay of her sublime ladyship and her hags in 
waiting. They looked as if they could have pinched us ali 
as sharply as the snuff in their antple boxes.    In short, sur- 
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prise and anger at Franchi's want of decorurn, and a suspi- 
:ion, perhaps, of being what we call quizzed, in our verna- 
cular slangj began to manifest itself; when the solemn 
equerry announced with his wonted solemnitj^ that our car- 
riages were in waiting, arid my Arabian at the door, ready 
to receive the honour of a earess from his most illustrious and 
excellent mistress. 

Overjoyed at this intelligence, the two Priors and myself, 
ali heartily tired of our formal sitting, rose up without a mo- 
mentas delay; so did the great lady, and her train of hags 
and dismal damsels, folio wing eaeh other one by one. As 
soon as this dolorous procession reached the gateway, a great 
number of gigantic dark-brown timbrei las were spread forth, 
and under their deep shade my astonished courser, with liis 
fine arched neck hei d down by a couple of grooms, was pat- 
tod in succession by the lank, cold flngers of the bird-queen 
and her antiquated attendants ; then followed as many curt- 
seys, and as low as the dry stifT knees that performed them 
could contrive to drop; and the Grand Prior of Aviz signi- 
fying that lie liad no further oecasion for the attendance of 
his confidential secretar}r, I got into his dormeuse, ordered 
my Arabian to follow, and bade, I hope and trust, an eternal 
adieu to this region of screaming birds, clipped hedges, and 
sour-visaged old women. 

ít was some time before wecleared the wallsof these bird- 
ridden dominions, a great deal more extensive than I appre- 
hended. Our route, distinetly marked out by its reeent 
mendings, led us across a plain in the highest state of cultiva- 
tion, forming a most agreeable contrast to the ragged weather- 
beaten forest and pompous idle inclosure we had left behind. 
Here every object smiled; here every rood of land was em- 
ployed to advantage, the Lombard system of irrigation being 
perfectly understood and practised» Every cottage, apparently 
the abode of industrious contentment, had its well-fenced 
garden richly embossed with gourds and melons, its abun- 
dant waterspout, its vine, its fig-tvee, and its espalier of 
pomegranate. 

The peasantryj comfortably clad in substantial garments, 
looked kindly and unenviously at our splendid caravan, 
because their hearts were expanded by good treatment, tlieir 
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granaries amply stored, their flocks ntimerous and heallhy, 
and their landlords, the rich nionks of Alcobaça, neither 
griping nor tyrannical. When the Prior of Aviz stopped to 
converse with these good pcoplc, whích he frequently dád, 
and inquired with his usual affable benignity, " Who taught 
you to till your land so ncatly ? to manure it with so much 
judgment ? to raise such crops of grain ? to spare your cattle 
ali forced oppressive labour ? to treat their young with so 
much gentleness?,, the answer was prompt and unifonn,— 
"Our indulgent masters and kind friends, the monks of the 
royal monastery/'* 

The pleasure my excellent friend received from this com- 
munication beamed forth from his ingenuous countenance, as 
he noted down the result of his inquines on his tablets; a 
set-off, perhaps, in his opinion, to the strange mysterious re- 
port he had received of certain unedifying frailties. What- 
ever snares of the evil-one my kind hosts of Alcobaça may 
have fallen into beneath ground, few communities ever con- 
ferred more solid bencfits upon its surface to ali their depen- 
dants. 

Very difYerent were the rcpKes to our queries about the 
great lady : shrugs of the shotilder, and shakings of the head, 
gavc us to understand most plainly, that, as far as her terri- 
torial influence extendedj—luckily small in comparison with 
that of the great convent — it was of a nature more blight- 
ing than genial, less charitable than oppressive- And as to 
her birds, they were a flagrant nuisance—whole flights of 
her doves, parrots, kites, finches, and thrushes being allowed 
to commit with the most perfect impunity every species of 
depredation best suited to their habits and propensities. 

* The reveoue of this roj-al monastery, at the períod of my excursion 
to it, considerably execeded 24,000/. and lhe charities such wealtb 
enabled lhe monks to dispense were most ample, and judiciously applied. 
The traces of John lhe FifuYs muuificenee were theo visible in ali their 
freshness and lustre. Since thosc golden days of reciprocai good-will and 
confidence beiwcen the landlord and the tenant, the master and the ser- 
vant, what cruel and arbitrary ínroads have bcen made upon individual 
happiness ! What almosi obsolete oppressions have beco revived under 
new-fangled, specious names! What a cold and whhcring change, in 
short, lias been perpetrated hy a well-organized system of spoliation, 
tricked out in the plausible garb of philosophie ímprovement and general 
utiliiy! 
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We were ali so enchanted with these scenes of rural delight 
and joy, that we ordered our carríages not to be driven along 
too rapidly. We had to pass the river again and again over 
the same sort of ruinous bridges as we had met with in the 
immediate vicinity of Alcobaça. My revered companion 
could not repress sensations of terror as we jolted up and 
down steep arches unprotécted by any parapet—sensations 
which the most fervid exhortations on my part to put faith 
in Saint Anthony. could not subdue; so out he trundled into 
ali the dust and offal of the road. 

After not less than three or four of these rather dangerons 
transits, we mounted a heathy, pastoral IMII, browsed by 
goats;and met a long string of female peasants, bearing offer- 
ings of various kinds to our Lady of Nazaré; and presently 
the sanetuary, to which they were going in pilgrimage, dis- 
covered itself on the brow of a craggy eminenee shelving 
down to the Atlantic. 

Mueh praise cannot in truth be lavished upon this edifiee, 
which is neither considerable nor picturesque; but the colours 
of the wide unlimited ocean, so puré, so vivid, so beautifully 
azure, made up for ali other deficiencies, and, joined to the 
reviving freshness of the sea-breeze, gave my spirits the most 
delightíul and animated flow. Gay, agile, and buoyant, I 
leaped out of the carriage the moment it stopped, and was 
immediately received into the arms and garlic-scented em- 
brace of the two aged fathers, our harbingers, who had pre- 
ceded us to Pedraneira. 

This most opulent farm-mansion, the capital of the con- 
ventual domains in these quarters, had very much the air of 
an oriental caravanserai, with stables for mules and courts 
suiTOunded with arches, castellated granaries, and vaulted 
ehambers, incrusted with elean glossy tiles, by no means in- 
differently painted with scriptural and legendary subjects. 
In the largest and coolest of these apartments we were re- 
galed with a magnificent banquet of fish, caught near the 
rocks of Peniche, and reckoned the best upon the whole line 
of the coast 

Being a fast-day, except a few hashes of pork for heretics, 
savoury as the flesh-pots of Egypt, nothing unortliodox was 
served up. Dr. Ehrhart, however, partook of every ragoút set 
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befbre him indiscriminately, to the scandal of our hosts, the 
monks and their attendants. Ali the rest of the company 
having made their election, stuck to fish with true Catholic 
propriety. 

Our repast quiekly despatehed, and the aged fathers most 
kindly thanked and most willingly dismissed from their at- 
tendanee,—for, to say truth, they were not only intolerably 
effluvient but inveterately prosy, — we made haste to set forth 
in order to reaeh the Caldas before night. As long as we 
continued on the shore enjoying the vast marine prospect and 
the uneeasing sound of the waves, nothing eould be plea- 
santer; but when we entered an almost endless ravine, its 
banks entirely corered with the strong healthy flowers of the 
Papavcr corniculatum, our progress was slow and tedious. To 
this ravine succeeded another, diversified by a more agreeable 
sort of vegetation—the yellow lupin in ali its fragranee. 

At some distanee we saw a Moorish castle, standing 
proudly on an insulated eminence, presenting a grand mass: 
it bears also a grand name, Alfagiraõ.* This pieturesque 
objeet, the stillness and soft huesof evcning, and the perfume 
of the lupins, were eircumstances too pleasing not to make 
us regret our arrival at the Caldas with quite suffieient light 
to distinguish ali its ugliness;—its dull monotonous houses, 
with their coarse green window-blinds and slmtters flapping 
to and fro in the dusty breeze; and its heavy verandas, 
daubed o ver with yellow ochre, and striped in plaees with 
blue and red, in patterns not unworthy of Timbuetoo or 
Ashantee. 

In my eyes, the wholc of this famous stewing-place wore 
a sickly unprepossessing aspeet. Almost every third or fourth 
person you met was a quinee-coloured apotheeary, aeeoutred 

* Traditian informs us ihai ii was atthis eastle, whieh,írom a dislance 
at least, looks magnificenlly pieturesque, that lhe good King Don Deniz 
sometimes bcld his splendid and opulent court- He was liusband to St. 
Isabel, one of the purest gems of lhe Koman calendar. From this virtu- 
ous and exemplary Queen descended the less sainlly Constance of Cas- 
tile, Duchess of York. The accounts given by clironiclers of the wcahh 
and prosperity of Don Deniz, lhe suecessful impulse lie gave to agricul- 
ture, and ilie quantity of gold extraeted under his auspicesfrom the sands 
of the Tagus, appear incredible in our days of almost universal seepti- 
cism. 
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like a courtier on his march to the drawing-room, and earry- 
ing many a convenient little implement in a velvet bag, as 
pompously as if he had been a lord chaneellor; and every 
tenth or twelfth, a rheumatic or palsied invalid, with his 
limbs ali atwist, and his mouth ali awry, being conveyed to 
the baths in a chair. You could hardly move without run- 
níng your head against the voluminous wig of some medicai 
professor, and hearing the formidable stump of his gold-head- 
ed cane. 

The news of the advent of a great German doctor, ex- 
physician to the household of his ex-majesty the mostChris- 
tian King, soon spread iíself throughout the Caldas; and wc 
had not set our feet on the hot flag-stones of this physical 
emporium above five or six minutes, before a deputation of 
the faculty arrived. These sages carne on purpose to intro- 
duee themselves to Dr. Ehrhart, and entreat the honoiír of 
his company on a professional tour to their principal patients. 
His account of the woful condition and appearance of the 
wretched invalids in their respective tubs and cisterns, relat- 
ed in Alsatian French, sound Latin, and broken Portuguese, 
was most original. 

" I found many of them," said the indignant doctor, " with 
galloping pulses, excited almost to frenzy by the injudicious 
application of these powerful w»ters, and others T\nth scavcely 
any pulses at ali. The last will be quiet enough ere long; 
and considering what dreadful work these determined Gale- 
nists drive amongst them, with their decoctions, and juleps, 
and spiced boi uses, and conserve of mummy, and the devil 
knows what, I expect a general gaol-delivery must speedily 
take place, and the souls of these victims of exploded quack- 
eries be soon released from their wretehed bodies, rendered 
the worst of prisons by a set of eonfounded bunglers.,, 

Never shall 1 forget the indignant scowl my angry doctor 
cast upon the contemners of simple and vegetable medicine. 
His ebullitions of \\Tatii remained unpacified till he had 
swilled down the contents of an ample caraífe of wine, di- 
luted with only a very few drops of water, accompanied by 
a platter of those savoury bulbs which geese are so often 
stuffed with in England, for the express purpose, he openly 
avowed, of decreasing flatulcnce, and expelling the prince 
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of thc air and ali his satellites. I thought the Prior of St. 
Vincenfs would never have ceased lauglring at this species 
of exorcism. The Portugucse have in general a strong relish 
for coarse practical jokes; and I am far from pretending that 
this one was not most decidedly of the number. 

The mastcr and mistress of thc largc rambling habitation 
assigned to us, thought proper to light up with their own 
hands, ali the tapers in thc Bohcmian glass sconces, and 
chandeliers of thc barn-likc saloon 011 their ground-floor. 
Such a glarc, cqual at least to that of a ridotto in a second- 
ratc Italian town, was as sure to excite noticc and attract 
passengers, as a flaming candlc every moth and father-long- 
legs in its neighbourhood. We were, thereforc, in no want 
of company. 

Our tea-table, which we had prudently established as far 
beyond the influence of Dr. Ehrhart's regale as possible, was 
soon surrounded by ali the fashion not under immediate 
medicai restraint that happencd to be at the Caldas: old 
buckram officers, not much thc wiser for having served under 
the Count de la Lippe; pot-bellicd fidalgos, who had not 
yet heen stewcd down to less unseemly proportions; and 
dcsembargadors and men of the law, as greedy as sharks, 
and as hcavy as cart-horses. 

One of the most ponderóus of the set, a personage of some 
politicai importance, and a distinguished graduate of the 
University of Coimbra, was half inclined to turn restive, be- 
cause I would not sit down by him and explain in minute 
detail some passages in Blackstonc's Commentaries about 
which he was eager of information. Pushing my chair away 
from this determined bore, he pushcd his after me with such 
vehemcncc, that a confiict must havc ensued, perhaps to my 
total discomfiture, had not his chair been killed under him ; 
—both back and legs gave way, and dcwn hc fell flat on the 
gritt)T floor. Every body's sides in the room shook with laugh- 
ter—even the spare ribs of the Count de la Lippc's ancicnt 
martinet officers. 
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TENTH DAY. 

Junc12. 
WE have been ali cheated at a ferocious rate by one of 

those harpies called Provedores, who, under the mask of ad- 
ministering justice, and superintending hospitais, and so forth, 
contrive to divert every little rill of royal beneíicence into 
their own pockets. This knave was so accustomed to the 
sweets of monopolies, that he bouglit up half the fowls, tur- 
keys, and provisions in the place, and then dealt thern out 
to our numerous caravan at his own price. I refused seeing 
this cormorant; which was lucky, as I understood he joins 
insolence to knavery,—a compound which would have called 
forth my best manual exertions, occasioned delay, and very 
probably given but too much employment to Dr. Ehrhart. 

It was so delightful a morning,—so temperate, for there 
were not any clouds—so balsamie, for a slight shower had 
lately fallen, •— that I could not find it in my heart to be 
out of humour long. We had not left the Caldas in arrear 
half an hour, before we saw Óbidos, with its towers and bat- 
tlemented walls rising above a forest of pines, and connected 
with the neighbouring hills by a long stretch of aqueduct. 
These hills being clothed with a thick vegetation of dwarf 
ilex and myrtle, look at a distance as uniformly green as 
if covered with turf. 

Cercal, where our dinner was prepared, is a pleasant little 
assemblage of reed-covered sloping sheds and pointed hovels, 
at the feet of shrubby acclivities. Before tlie entrance of this 
aboriginal-looking hamlet, is an irregular lawn, bounded by 
inclosures with bamboo fences, twined over with convoh^li of 
various colours, forminga labyrinth ofcheerful lanes, through 
which whole families of turkeys, consequential fathers, bus- 
tling mothers, slim aunts, and half-fledged cousins, were wan- 
dering about, clucking, and whistling, and gobbling, with ali 
the well-known volubility of their native language. 

Though mid-day, and in mid-June, the heat was mode- 
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rate ; the sky, of a pale tender blue, inexpressibly serene and 
beautiful. To breathe the soft air of such a climate is in 
itself no trifling luxury; it seemed to inspire new life into 
every vein ; and if to those gifts of ISTature the blessings of a 
free government and the vefinements of art were added, more 
philosophy than I am master of would be required, not to 
murmur at the shortness of our existence. 

Our road in the evening Jay between lofty slopes partially 
covered with bushes of rosemary and lavender in the fullest 
bloom. The sun went down bchind the chain of hills -wliich 
fonn the coast of the sea, just as -sve reached a quinta bclong- 
ing to Forjaz, at present governor of Madeira. As we ap- 
proached the rich cultivated plains framed in by the hills 
around Cadafaiz, we heard the country people, men, women, 
and ehildren, singing hymns to Saint Anthony as they re- 
tumed home from reaping. 

Near Carregado we left the high road to talco that of Ca- 
dafaiz. The whole country was blazing -with fires in honour 
of to-morro\v's festival. I eounted above one hundred shin- 
ing bright amongst the olive-trees; whikt a number of gro- 
tesque figures, withered hags, and meagre implings, kept 
glaneing about before them, in the style of tliose visions the 
illuminati often contrive to conjure up, to delude and bam- 
boozle their dupes and victims. 

At Cadafaiz itself, that most comfortable of rusíic rnano- 
rial mansions, the Prior of St. Vincentfs, tvho had preeeded 
us above an hour in his light chaise, drawn by tvro potent 
mules, vas waiting our arrival.    The Prior of Aviz uttered 
a hearty " thank God/' as he sunk down in an arrn-chair of 
most ample dimensions.    Dr. Ehrhart reeommendcd us ali to 
dilute, after his example, as freely as possible; and Franchi 
unpacked his pianoforte.    Recollections of the Caldas and ali 
its apothecaríes,—not to mention its dust, its glare, its bustle, 
and its onions,—made me value the ealm and cleanliness of 
tliis retired abode still more highly.    O the deíightful, re- 
freshing change í    Were I to live as many years as I have 
often been wished to do by my good friends the Spaniards, I 
should not forget how keenly I enjoyed it 
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ELEVENTH DAY. 

June 13. 

I SHOOK off lazincss manfnlly, not abovc an honr aftcr 
sunrise; so did the Grand Prior of Aviz;—an effort, our 
hospitable host observed, worthy to be classed amongst the 
choicest of St. Anthony s miracles. Not a member of our 
caravan but secmed to fecl the Sainfs benign and holy in- 
fluence. One would have thought it pervadcd the very at- 
mosphere; for even Dr. Elirliart — no ardent devotce — de- 
sired to join our solemn pilgrimage to the Franciscan con- 
vent, on the summit of an cxcecdingly high hill, where the 
grand mass of the day was to be celebrated. The good doc- 
tor having promiscd not to stop our procession by getting out 
of his vehicle and botanizing by the road-side, wc set forth, 
aftcr a slight brcakfast, and wound our long array up the 
acclivity by a tedious, serpentine, rugged track. 

We had attaincd a sort of resting-place, not more than 
one hundred yards bencath the summit, when a stout lubber, 
dressed in goats* skins, canying a sickly brat in his arms, 
bolted forth from between two thorny bushes, looking like 
one possessed, and bawling out, *f A miracle! a mirado! My 
child was at the point of death, when "the Saint appcarcd to 
me in a dream, and told me to give it the raspings of a cow- 
horn: I did—and there you see it is alive and hearty." 

Hearty at least were Dr. Ehrhart's expressions of surprise 
at this most pastoral remedy; he kept repcating i( raspings of 
cow-horn, raspings of cow-horn!" so often, that I beseeched 
him, for St. Anthony's sake, to remain quiet; and wc pro- 
cceded, the lout with his brat, having joined the great con- 
course of pcople on the top of the hill, still crying out, a A 
miracle ! a miracle!" and I am happy to add, for the honour 
of faith, my most perfect con^ction that not a soul of the 
crowd—and a great crowd it was—but firmly believed him. 

Arrived at lengtb at the point to which we had bcen tend- 
ing, I fancied myself suddenly transported to Palestine: a 
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crowd—and a great crowd it "\vas—but firmly believed him. 

Arrived at lengtb at the point to which we had been tcnd- 
ing, I fancied myself suddenly transported to Palestine: a 
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plain perfeetly flat and arid presented itself, diversifica alone 
by the !o\v columned árcades and bclfries of the eonvent, 
inclining to the ruinous, and bearing a strong resemblance 
in form and tint to the views I have seen of tlie semi-gothic 
chapeis and cells at Jerusalém and ]\Tazareth. Scattered ali 
over from one end to the other of this extensive levei, (for it 
stretched out above a mile,) were droves of asses, a fev mules 
of superior caste glaringly caparisoned, and pcasants with- 
out number, of ali ages and sexes, sitting in clusters npon 
theground, employed as busily in gathering togcthcrthe frag- 
ments of a general repast, as if they had just partaken of 
some miraeulous supply of loaves and fislies. 

This was ali mighty we-11, and admirably adapted to prompt 
a desire of sketching, for nothing could be more pieturesqne 
than these varied groups; but the cornfort of comforts was 
to witnesshow gratefully devout they appeared, how per- 
feetly convineed that they stood under the open eye of the 
Saint, and that by acting in conformity mth his preeepts, 
they might deserve, at the inevitable hour, his efficacious pa- 
tronage. In the mean time I »w no tokens of riot or intern- 
peranee, no brandisliing of knives, no drunken disputes or 
wallowings. 

When the bells of the eonvent gave notiee that service 
was going to begin, the groups that were scattered over the 
plain rapidly joined together, and moved in one dense body, 
one vast multitude, six or seven thousand at least, to the 
wide naked space before the entrance to the church, which, 
though not ineonsiderable in its dimensions,wasfartoosmall 
to contain a twcnticth part of so nunierous a congreo-ation. 

The community, consisting of from thirty to forty monks, 
ali young men, many with features as regular as the fine 
Grecian heads on the Syracusan medals, but looking pale 
and attenuated, were standing on the long iine of steps. 
Their superior presented the banner of the Saint tomy 
revered companions, who having saluted it wk-h profound re- 
verenee, we entered the cliureh. I looked back from the 
portal upon the multitude, which extended itself like a sea 
to a great distance; ali silent, ali kneeling, ali with their 
moistened and glistening eyes (for many wept through reli- 
gious  fervour)  fixed  on the   illumination  which streamcd 
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from the high altar, and which appeared to them, I have no 
doubt, a cheering Hght, a saered pharos, shining to conduct 
them to that havcn where the ardent in faith and the contrite 
in spirit rneet thcir eternal reward. 

t( Oh l " said the exeellent Prior of Aviz to me, as hc 
pressed my hand with parental kindness, " this is a sight 
which relieves and elevates my heart. How glowing and 
sineere the piety of these plain eountrymen ! how consola- 
tory their firm eonfidenee in proteeíion from above! And 
yet these warrm ennobling feelings — feelings which raise 
our nature above the dust — are preeisely those the vile 
sycophants of the evil principie, the blood-stained monsters 
of Trance, pant to eradieate. The suppvessors of instituíions 
which tend to soothe those laeerating cares humanity is sub- 
ject to, and to absorb in the glorious prospect of the future 
the corroding misery of the present, are, in fact, suppressors 
of happiness, — the delegates of that dread invisible ageney, 
which, under an endless variety of speeious masks, is ever in 
movement, seeking whom and what it may devour." 

Not one word had I to say against tliís reasoning; for 
how often have I thought myself, that these experiments 
upon the human mind, to which íhe Prior of Aviz alluded, 
are as abhorrent to men of puré and kindly feeling, as those 
of the hellish Majcndie* upon the unoffending animais he 
submits to ílie most horrible and lingering torture, and for 
purposes equally problematical. 

The "Ite, missa est"having becn pronounced, the Prior 
of Aviz, trembling with emotion, and evidently much affect- 
ed, was condueíed in procession by the monks to their sa- 
cristy, to put on his pontifical vestments, and, next, to the 
steps before the entrance, where, looking up to the effigy on 
the banner, again displayed by the superior of the convent, 
he bestowed, as if immediately delegated by the Saint him- 
self to perform that saered office, a solemn, heartfelt benedic- 
tion. 

ments, 

would fully justify lhe epithei I have bestowed on ihis keen anatomist, 
lhedetails are so hcart-sickening, so horrible, that 1 shrink from Uieir 
further disseminalion. 
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At that moment, when every kncc was bent and cvcry 
I head was bowed, the ancicnt and venerable hymn appointed 

for this festiva], so dearto thc natives of Portugal — so often 
sung by their armies in their proud days of conquest on the 
ere of going into battlc, rose wié one aecord, as from one 

1 heart, from thc whole of the vast assemblage.    The perfect 
unison of so man}^ thousand manly voices, mingled with the 
clearer tones of children and their mothers, filled the sum- 
mer air with a volume of sound more intellectually harmoni- 
ous than any which ever reached my ear from the artificial 
cfforts of musicians and choristers. Prayer does not always 
ascend with thc greatest ferveney from beneath gilded vaults 
or gorgeous cupolas; it is in the free untainted desert, under 
Nature*s own sky, that man seems to commune more decp- 
ly with his God. Imprcsscd with that sentiment, the bare 
rocks, thc scattercd stones, the withered turf ranked higher 
in my estimation than ali the splendours of regai magnifi- 
cence; and thc simple congregation assembled together in 
this wild and desolate place to thank the Almighty for his 
blessings, appeared far superior in m}* eycs to those pharisaic 
gatherings attracted to church by worldly motives and the 
parade of idlc vanity. 

So very thick was the concoursc of people, and so pro- 
foundly were the}r affected by the late rnost splemn benedie- 
tion, that it was no easy matter for the prelatc to pass be- 
tween their still kneeling groups to regain thc sacristy in 
order to be divested of his heavy cope, thc people pressing 
forwards to kiss his hand in such tides, and with such car- 
nestness, that hc felt fatigued and jaded. Nor was his las- 
situde destined to a speedy termination : hc had hardly re- 
sumed his customary habiiiments, when our egress from the 
church was absokitcly impeded by a procession of }roung 
lads, dressed in a style as antique as the Moorish domina- 
tion in Portugal; some carrving baskets of fruit and corn; 
some, on an ornamented sledge, an immense niass of wax 
fashioncd into the shape of a gigantic taper; and some, 
a number oflambs bedeckcd with ribands and flowers. 

I thought, when I saw presented on the steps before the 
altar these living ofiferings, not one of which I understood, to 
my heart's content, was devoted to the knife, but ali des- 
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rtined to be reared wifch care and tenderness — I thought 
feven their bleatings might reach the throne of universal be- 
neficence. We well know how positively the inspired David 
declares, in one of his Psalms, that the ear of God is open to 
the supplications of ali his creatures, to whom, as well as to 
us, he has imparted the blessings of light, of sleep, and of 
nutriment,—<c qui dat jumentis escam ipsorum et pullis cor- 
voruni invocantibus eum." 

When I commnnicated to my revered friend the feelings 
which throbbed in myown bosom, and rerninded him of the 
fervid effusion of the prophet king, he replied: " Most en- 
tirely do I sympathise with the holy monarch. Man, in. 
the delusion of pride, mayarrogate to himself an exclusive 
supremacy ; but fully persuaded am I, that the same princi- 
pie of life which animates the wisest and brightest of man- 
kind, pcrvades the boundless creation in ali its forms and 
branches; and when that principie prompts the cry of dis- 
tress or the expression of gratitude in the humblest animal, 
neither pass unheeded by the Divine Creator, nor are they 
poured forth to him in vain* These are my own interior 
sentiments," continued the venerable prelate. "And they 
are mine also," I could not repress exclaiming. 

At length the procession, after depositing ali its oíferings, 
having retired into the secret courts and penetralia of the 
convcnt, the crowd began to disperse ; a passage was cleared 
bctween the remaining groups of the multitude, and we 
regained our carriages, much to the relief of the Grand 
Prior, who was experiencing an almost total exhaustion. 

"What vrith the sun-rays from above, and the rolling 
stones below, our descent was not only broiling, but dan- 
gerous: many of our mules stumbled, and one fell down 
dead, half crushing the driver in its fali. The stoppage and 
confusion this sad accident occasioned in one of the narrow- 
est parts of our perilous track exposed us to scorching hcat 
for half an hour. We arrived at last at our cool, shady 
quarters, as brown as mummies, and as dry as cinders. 

The first living objccts that met us at the massive por- 
tal, surmounted by a huge marble cross, which defends the 
entrance of the orange orchard immediately around the man- 
sion, were two special couriers in the royal livery, magniíi- 
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cently badged and booted, just arrived \vith a written man- 
date from the Prinee, summoning the two Priors to an audience 
to-morrow at the palaee of Queluz, precisely at three. They 
delivered me also a very kind letter of invitation frorn the 
Marquis of Anjeja (then lord in waiting) to dine withhim at 
the same hour. 

<c Really," said our most amiable host, a little ruífled by 
this pcremptory command, te we did not expect a suinmons 
to communicate observations upon Alcobaça so soou,— on 
our way home, too, God bless us ! without l)eing allowed 
time to shake oíf the dust from our garments, and make our- 
Belves deeent and comfortable. But an uncontrollable loveof 
gossip is inherent in the character of royalty, and as indeli- 
ble: \ve have nothing to do but to obey." 

So saying, and so sigliing, with many an ejaculation from 
the inmost soul of laziness, both Priors wrote answers to the 
royal mandate: I did the same to the Marquis of Ànjeja, and 
the couriers departed. 

After every comfort and ablution our pleasant retired 
chambers could afford, we partookof a delieious repast, and of 
ali the blandishments whieh delicate dishes and iced sherbets 
eould bestow on the willing palate. To these delights suceeed- 
ed, on the part of the Lord Priors at least, a most comfortable 
nap, and then a stroll in the long-bowered alleys of the 
quinta ; and then the evening perfume of orange-flowers and 
jasmine, and the evening song of birds,—music, also, from 
Franchi, accompanied on the guitar by two novices, who 
played from their heart and soul most ravishingly,—and 
tlien a dance of true oriental fervour, performed by a chosen 
band of the moriseo-dressed processionists, who had been 
drawn dowir, not from heaven, like the Angel to St. Cecília, 
but from the convent on the hill; whcre, I have little doubt, 
their freaks and gambols were sadly missed, and the tempo- 
rary deprivation of such amusiiig frolics heartily regretted. 
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TWELFTH DAY." 
14ih June. 

THE morning was thc very cssence of summer — and 
summer in Portugal, consequently tremendously hot. Sueh. 
heat was oppressive enough, but the Grand Prior thought 
early rising still more abominable, and notwithstanding thc 
Prior of St. Vineent's exhortations to sct fbrth whilst any 
dcgree of coolncss lingered in the atmosphere, there was no 
persuading him to move before half-past cight. 

Being myself pretty well seasoned to meridian exeursions, 
and brônzea ali over like a native Portuguese, I set the sun 
at defiance, mounted my Arabian, and steering my eourse 
as direetly as was possible without the aid of a eompass, 
traversed the wide expanse of country between Cadafaiz and 
Queluz; — and a sad dreary expanse it was, exhibiting only 
now and then a straggling flock, looking pretty and pastoral 
— a negleeted quinta of orange-trees with its decaying gar- 
den-house, the abode of crime or innocenee, whichever you 
like best to fancy — or a half-ruined windmill, with its tat- 
tered vans, revolving lackadaisieally in the languid and feeble 
breeze. 

Exaetly at the hour named, I arrived, not a little ennuíed 
and wearied, at the palaee of Queluz. The chaises belonging 
to the Priors of Aviz and St. Vineent's were waíting before 
the royal entrance, for both prelates were still eloseted with 
the Prince Regent. Blessing Heaven that I had nothing to 
do with the business, whatever it might be, that was in agi- 
tation, I gladly took refuge from the intolerable sunshine in 
the apartments allotted to the lord in waiting; — shabby 
enough they were, bare as many an English country church, 
and not mueh less dingy. 

The beings who were wandering about this limbo, or inter- 
mediate state, belonged ehiefly to that species of living furni- 
ture whieh cncumber royal palaces — walking chairs, ani- 
mated screens, commodes and conveniences, to be used by 
sovereigns in any manner they like best; men who had little 
to feed on besides hope, and whose ruefui physiognomies 
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showed plainly enough the wasting effeets of that^ empty 
diet,— weather-beaten equerries, superannuated véadors,* 
and wizened pages, The whole party were yawning over 
dusty card-tabies. 

Making them many low bows, which were retumed with 
equal courtesy, í passed fonvard into an interior apartnient,   I 
where the Marquis of Anjeja and his son the Conde de Villa-    I 
verde were waiting for me, and immediately dinner was 
served up.    Our repast was not partieularly distinguished by 
good eheer or lively conversation. 

As soon as it was over, and the motley tribe of attendants 
wbo had erowded tumultuously round our table sent about 
tbeir no business at ali, the Marquis observed to me in a very 
subdued and rather melancholy tone, that the Prince had 
been greatly disturbed of late by strange apprehensions and 
stranger dreams; that his temper was much ruffled, and that 
something, he could not tell what, bore heavily on his mind. 
He would have entered, I beiieve, into further details of still 
greater importance, had not a page ealled hini away to the 
royal presenee. 

« I shall return in half an hour," said lie, cc and firrish 
what I had to say to you." This half hour exeeeded three 
quarters, and two quarters added to that; but they passed 
rapidly, for both the young Conde and myself, oppressed by 
a wann atmosphere, and lulled by the drone of hurnble-bees, 
and the monotonous buzzing of courtiers and lacqueys, in the 
adjoiningapartments, had fallen fast asleep. 

When I awoke from this happy state of forgetfulness, one 
of my servants, who had followed me from Cadafaiz with a 
.change of dress, took me into a room which a principal at- 
tendant of the palace had given up to him, and outof which 
I issued completely renovated, and met the Marquis hastily 
bearing to me the interesting intelligenee, that in the course 
of the evening, or as soon after nightfall as possible, the 
Prince Regent would give me an audienee. " In tlie inter- 
vening time," he added, <{ if you wish to see the curious 
birds and flowers last sent from the Brazils, the gardens, 
though aeeessible of late to very few persons, shall be open to 

• A Voador is sometliing lcss than a Camarista, or charaberlain, and 
soraclhing more than a groom of lhe bedehamber. 
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you.    Villaverdc would most gladly accompany you, but I 
cven hc has not bcen in thc liabit of straying about thcm for I 
some time past.    As to mysclf, the-Prinee lias a long series I 
of dcputations and petitions to reecive, and it is my duty to I 
remain near his royal pcrson on these occasions: so pardon I 
my not offcring mysclf as your guide.    At tlie extremity of I 
the avenuc you see from these windows, stands a paviJion I 
well worthy your attention, and 1 rather wish you might I 
prineipally employ it in examining the paintings and china, I 
till the moment arrives when the Prinee will be at leisure to 
receivc you." 

I bowed,  the Marquis and his son bowcd also, and I I 
entered the grand avenue, wondering what in the namc of I 
mystery ali these preeautions eould mean.    The enigma was I 
not long in  meeting with some explanation.    A gardener, I 
wh o had left my scrvice only last year, and was now esta- I 
blishcd prime guardian of earnations and anemones in this I 
regai paradise, advanced towards me with looks of thc greatest              •   I 
surprise, and touching the extrcmities of my garmcnts with I 
his exuberant lips —for lie was neither more nor less than a 
negro — stammered out, " Most excellent sir, by what chance ] 
do í see )Tou here, where so few are permitted to enter?"— 1 
" By the chance of having thc Prince's permission."    " Ah, I 
sir/' eontinucd lie, et it is the Princess who reigns here almost 1 
GKcliwively."    "Well," answered  I, " her  indignation,  I I 
liope, will not visit me too scvcrely: here I ara, and here I 
shall continue/' 

With a low saiam in the style of a regular Bostangi, the I 
poor African, not a little confounded, hunibly retired, and left I 
me at full liberty to enter the pavilion, whose richly gilded I 
trellised doors stood wide open.    Many entertaining objects, I 
arabesque paintings by Costa full of fire and faney, and man- 1 
darin josses of the most supreme and ridieulous  ugliness, 
kept me sowell amused that halfan hourglided away pretty 
smoothly. 

The evening was now drawing towards its final close, and I 
the groves, pavilions, and aviaries sinking apacc into shadow: I 
a few wandering lights sparklcd amongst thc more distant I 
thiekets,—fire-flies perhaps — perhaps  metcors; but  they I 
did not disturb the reveries in which 1 was wholly absorbed. 
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« So then," thought I withhi myself,<f the Infanta Donna 
Carlotta is become tlie predominam power m these lovely 
gardens, onee so profusclv adorned and fondly chenshed by 
the late kind-hearted and saintly king. She is now Prmcess 
of Brazil and Prineess Rcgent; and what besides, Heaven 
preserve me from rcpeating I" 

Reports, I wcll knew, not greatly to the good fame oi this 
exalted personage, had been flying about, numerous as hutter- 
flies; some dark-coloured, likc the wings of the death-head 
moth, and some brilliant andgay, like thosc of the fntillana. 

This niMit I bcgan to perceive, from a bustle of prepara- 
tion already visible in the distancc, that a mysteríous kind of 
fête was going fonvards; and whatever may havc been the 
leading cause, the efTeet promised at least to be highly pleasmg. 
Cascados and fountains were in full play; a thousand sportive 
jets d'eau were sprinkling the rich masses of bay and eitron, 
and drawing forth ali their odours, as well-taught water is 
certain to do upon ali sucli occasions. Amongst the thiekets, 
some of whkh received a tender light from tapers placed low 
on the ground under frosted glasses, the Infanta's nymph-hke 
attendants, ali thinly clad after the example of herroyal and 
nimble self, were glancing to and fro, visible one mstant, mvi- 
sible the next, laughing and talking ali the while «w\ vcry 
musical silver-toned voices. I faneied now and then I heard 
gruffer sounds; but perhaps l was mistaken. Be that as it 
pleases Lúcifer, just as I was advancing to explore a dusky 
labyrinth, out carne, ali of a sudden, my very dear fnend l)on 
Pedro, the young Marquis of Marialva.* 

«What! at length returned from Alcobaça, said ne, 
lifting me a foot off the ground in a transport of jubilation ; 
<c where is my uncle V 

«Safe enough" answered I, perhaps indisereetly: f he 
had his audience five or six hours ago, and is gone home 
snug to his cushions and calda da galinha.    I am waitmg 
for my tum." .       .     „ 

« Wlrich will not come so soon as you imagine,   replied 

• From ihis mild night, I havc been told repeatedly, may be iraced 
the marked predilection of the future Emprcss-quceu for this Kf^efui 
yoting nobleman—a predilection aboui which much has been satd and 
more conjectured. 
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Don Pedro, " for the Prinee is retired to his mother's apart- 
ments, and how long he may be detained there no one can 
tell. Btit in the mean while come with me. The Prineess, 
who has learnt you are here, and who lias heard that you 
run like a greyhound, wishes to be convineed herself of the 
truth of a report she thinks so extraordinar}'/' 

" Nothing so easy," said I, taking him by the liand ; and 
we sprang forwards, not to the course immediately, but to 
an amphitheatre of verdurc eoncealed in the deepest recess 
of the odoriferous thickets, where, seated in the oriental 
fashion on a rich velvet earpet spread on the grass, I bcheld 
the Alcina of the place, surrounded by tliirty or forty young 
women, every one far superior in loveliness of feature and 
fascination of smile to their august mistress. 

" How did you leave the fat waddlingmonks of Alcobaça/' 
said her Royal Highness. " I hope you did not run races 
with them ;—but that would indeed have becn impossible. 
There," continued she, " dowrt that avenue, if you like, 
when I clap my hands together, start; your friend Pedro 
and two of my donzellas shall run with you — take care 
you are not beaten." 

The avenue allotted for this amusing contest was formed 
of catalpas- and orange trces, and as completely smooth and 
levei as any courser, biped or quadrupcd, upon whom ali the 
bets in the universe were depending, could possibly desire. 
The signal given, my youthful friend, ali ardour, ali agility, 
and two Indian-looking girls of fourteen or fifteen, the very 
originais, one would have thought, of those graceful ereatures 
we often see represented in Hindoo paintings, darted forth 
with amazing swiftness. Although I had given them ten 
paces in advance, exerting myself in ríght earnest, I soon 
left them behind, and reaehed the goal — a marble statue, 
rendered faintly visible by lamps gleaming through transpa- 
rent vases. I thought 1 heard a murmur of approbation : 
but it was so kept down, under the terror of disturbing the 
Queen, as to be hardly distinguishable. 

<c Muy bien, muy bien," said the Princess in her native 
Castilian, when we returned to the margin of the velvet 
earpet upon which she was still sitting reclined, and made 
our profound obeisances.   u I see the Englishman can run, 
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— report has not deeeived me. Now," continued her Royal 
Highness, « let me see whether he can dance a bolero • thcv 
say he can and like one of us: if that be true — and í hopc 
it is, for I abhor unsueeessful enterprises — Antonita shall 
be his partner,-and she is by far tlie best dancer that fol- 
lowed me from Spain." 

This command had been no sooner issued, than a low 
sort-flowing choir of femalc voices, without tlie smallest dis' 
sonance, without the slightest break,— smooth, wcll-tuned, 
and perfectly melodious, _ fílled my ear with such enchant- 
ment, that I ghded along in a delirium of romantic delight. 

My partner, an Andalusian, as fui] of fire and animation 
as the bnghtest beauties of Cadiz and Seville, thou*h not 
quite so young as I could have wisbed her to be, was rattling 
her castanets at a most intrepid rate, and raising her voice 
to a higher pitch than was seenily in these rcrions, when a 
universal «Hush, husli, hush!" arrested ou? movements, 
suspended the harmonious notes of the choir, and annouiiced 
the arnval of the Marquis of Anjeja. 

After a thousand kind and courteous eompliments he was 
pleased to pay me, he begged another thousand pardons of 
tlie Pnneess for liaving ventured to interrupt lier rccrea- 
tions; « But, madam/' continued lie, «the Prince Re^ent 
has been waiting sevcral minutes for the Englishman, and I 
leave you to judge whether he has a minute to lose." 

Her Royal Highness looked rather blank at this intelli- 
gence, and, compassionating my disappointment, held out 
her hand, which I kissed with fervour, and three or four of 
her attendants as many silken handkerchiefs, which I found 
very convenient in removing those dews which not only the 
night, but such violent exercise as í had latcly taken, occa- 
sioned. Panting, and almost breathless, I qúitted the en- 
chanted circle with great reluctance. 

What a contrast the dark, duíl ante-chambers of the pa- 
lace presented to that lively and graceful scene! It was in 
the long state gallery where the Prince habitually receives 
the homage of the court upon hirthdaysand festivais,—a porn- 
pous, richly gilded apartment, set round with colossal vases of 
porcelam, as tall and as formal as grenadiers,— that his Royal 
Highness was graciously pleased to grant me audience. 
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He was standing alone ixi this vast room, thoughtful, it ap- 
peared to me, and abstractcd. He scemed, however, to 
brighten upon my approach; and although hc was certainly 
the reverse of handsome, there was an expression of shrewd- 
ness, and at the same time benignity, m his very uncommon 
countenance, singularly pleasing; it struck me that hc had a 
decided look, particularly about the mouth, of his father's 
materna] anccstors. John the Fifth havhig married the 
Archduchcss, dauglitcr of the Emperor Charles the Sixth, he 
had therefore an hereditary claim to those wide-spreading, 
dominecring lips, which so remarkably characteriscd the 
House of Áustria, before it merged into that of Lorraine. 

" Wclcome baek from Alcobaça »• said his Royal Highness 
to me, with the most condescending kindness: <c I hope your 
journey was pleasant — how did you íind the roads T 

" Not half so had as I expected, especially upon our re~ 
turn from the great convent, the reverend fathers having 
summoned ali their numerous dependants tomend tliem with 
astonishing expedition : the Lord Abbot took care of that" 

" He takes excellent care of himself, at least/' observed 
the Prince,—" nobody better. Is Mt not true that he is be- 
come most gloriously corpulent, and fallen passionately in 
love with the fine French cookery you gave him an opportunity 
of enjoying V* 

I perceived by this sally that the Grand Prior had been 
a faithful narrator of our late proceedings, as was proved more 
and more by the following queries. 

u You had a stage-play too, had you not ? The fathers at 
Mafra have often regaled me with performances of a similar na- 
ture; and many a hearty laugh have I had at them, and with 
them, before now. I dare say you must have thought them hall' 
out of their scnses ; their poet partieularly, who, I hear, is 
one of the most ridieulous bnffoons, the most impudent block- 
head (íôierao) in the kingdom. I shall send for him one of 
these days myself; they say he is highly diverting, and I 
want something to cheer my spirits. Every despatch from 
France brings us such frightful intelligence, that I am lost in 
amazement and honor; the sliip of the state in every couii- 
try in Europe is labouríng under a heavy torment,— God 
alone can tell upon what shore we shall be ali drifted !" 
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With these prophetic words, most solemnly and energeti- 
cally pronouneed, the Princc thought fit to dismiss me, ho- 
nouring me again with those aftable expressions of regard 
wlwch his excellent heart never failed to dictate. Let me 
observe, whilst the recolleetions of the interviews I have had 
with this benefieent sovereign remain fresh in my memory, 
that not one of his subjects spoke their nativo language — 
tbat beautiful harmonious language—with greater purity and 
eloquenee than himself. When in his gravcr moods, there 
was a promptitude, a faeility in his dietion, most remark- 
able : every word he uttered was to the purpose, and carne 
witli the fullest force. When he ehose to relax,— which he 
certainly was apt enough to do more than now and then,— a 
quaint national turn of humour added a zest to his pleasan- 
tries, that, upon my entering heart and soul into the idiom 
of the language, lias often afibrded me capital entertainment. 
No one knew how to win popular aflfeetion, after its own 
fashíon, more happily than this well-intentioned, single- 
mindcd prince. Had it not been for the baneful influenee of 
his despotic consort,— her restless intrigues of ali hues, poli- 
ticai as well as private, — her wanton freaks of favouritism 
and atrocious acts of cruelty,— his reign would have gone 
down to the latest times in the annals of his kingdoms sur- 
rounded vrith a halo of gratitude. 

Upon my reaehing the great portal of this silent gallery, 
and fumbling to open its valves — for this extremity of the 
apartment was but very feebly illuminated,— the Marquis, 
wh o had been giving some orders to somebody of whom I 
only caught a glimpse, spared me the trouble of further rat- 
tlings at locks or door-knobs, and we entered together another 
shadowy world — another immense saloon. Here, by the 
wan light of one solitary lustre, containing but half its com- 
plement of yellowish wax tapers drooping with dismal snuffs, 
I diseovered some fifteen or twenty unhapp)r aspirants to 
court benefits still loitering and lingering about. The sove- 
reign of Portugal was at this period as eompletely despotic 
as the most decided amateur of unlimited monareh}' could 
possibly desire : they who entered these palace regions eame 
with as man}' hopes of success and fears of the contrary as if 
they were resorting to a table of hazard.    The sovereign, in 
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their eyes, was Cliance personified; his decrees for or against 
you, modestly styled avisos, were pieces of advice to the ju- 
dicial obeyers of his eommands, whieh, if once obtained, were 
never slighted. 

Most of the victims of this system, at this time in this 
great hall assembled, appeared visibly sufifering under the 
siekness of hope deferred. " Five hours have I been walk- 
ing up and down, to and fro, to no purpose/' said an old 
General, my very particular aequaintance. te Is there no 
chance yet of delivering my memorial into his Royal High- 
ness's own hand?' whispered another veteran, decorated 
with scars as well as orders ; " None," answered the Mar- 
quis: " the Prince is retired for the night, and you liad bet- 
ter follow his example." 

Had there been more light, we should have been fastened 
upon by a greater number of petitioners; but, thanks to the 
pervading gloorm we slipped along half-undiseovered. 

Our next movements were directed through an ante-eham-»- 
ber of large size and much simplicity, for its walls were quite 
plain, and the roof as unomamented as that of a bani, A 
few expiring lamps gave me an opportunity of perceiving 
anotlier assemblage of the votaries of royal favour in some of 
its shapes, less dignified than the company we had just quit- 
ted, but who had been equally eager, and wh o now were 
equally exhausted,— country magistrates, sea captains, pro- 
vincial noblesse, and I know not who besides ; some of them, 
if truth may be spoken, looking more like the had than the 
bcau ideal of bandits and bravoes, but what they were in 
reality, thank God, I am perfectly ignorant. Anjeja paid 
them no attention as we passed on through their opening 
ranks: his looks, though not his voice, told me plainly 
enough, 

Non ragionam di lor, 
Ma guarda e passa. 

These looks seemed to tell me at the same time that lie 
wished to converse with me in private. 

I was tired of close conferences in close apartments ; I 
longed for the refreshing sea-breezes of my quinta on the 
banks of the Tagus; the very name ofwhich (San José de 
Riba-mar) was music to my ears at this moment.    A page 
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announced that my carriages, just arrived from Cadafaiz, 
were in waiting. This wac tantalizing indeed : I would 
have taken leave of my most obliging Marquis without any 
very deep regre t after ali, but he would not let me off so soon 
as 1 eagerly desired; he absolutely insisted upon taking me 
into trn interior apartment I had never-visited before, where 
we sat down,— for here, at least, were plenty of chairs and 
sofás,—and he addressed me with considerable emotion in 
the following manner ; 

<( You see his Royal Highness is more gloomy tlian lie 
used to be." 

" Upon the whole," answered I, u his spirits are less de- 
pressed tlian I was led to imagine: my friends the Priors 
seem to have regaled him with many a good story about con- 
vents, for he knghed severa] times at my Lord Almoner's 
charities of allkinds beginning so comfortably at home/' 

ff Ah í" replied Anjeja, "you little think, notwithstand- 
ing this apparent levity, what an accumulated weight of sor- 
rows press him down: he is the most affectionate of sons, 
the most devoted ; and being such, feels for his mother's suf- 
ferings with the acutest poignancy. Tliose sufferings are 
frightfully severe, more heart-rending tlian any words of mine 
can express. This very evening 'he knelt by the Queen's 
couch above two hours, whilst, in a paroxysm of mental 
agony, she kept crying out for mercy, imagining that, in the 
midst of a raging flame which enveloped the whole chamber, 
she beheld her fathers image a ealcined mass of cinder,—a 
statue in form like that in the Terreiro do Paço, but in colour 
black and horrible,—erected on a pedestal of molten iron, 
which a crowd of ghastly phantoms—she named them, I 
shall not—were in the act of dragging down. This vision 
haunts her by night and by day; and should she continue 
to describe it in ali its horrible details again and again to my 
royal master, 1 fear his brain will catch íire too. There is a 
remedy—my relation, her confessor, knows it well—there 
is a medicine, and of the highest and most salutary kind— 
such might be administered—restitutions might be made — 
infernal acts revoked, and justice rendered. But hitherto the 
powers of evil — certain demons in tlie shape of some of Pom- 
bal^ ancient counsellors, and others equally culpable, though 
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not so old in iniquit)', have impeded measures which would 
conciliate tlie disafiected, and although theymitfht excite the 
gibcs and murmurs of the disciples of new doctrines, would 
attacli ali us, the aneient nobles of the realm, to the House 
of Braganza more closely than ever. May I ask, lias the 
Prince ever touched upon this subject to you ? I think Ma- 
rialva told me he had, and onee in his presenee." 
. I answered, (i íf he did, it was ambiguously, and with so 
mueh slightness that it passed like a fleeting cíoud." 

Áfter a long pause, during which Anjeja appeared lost iií 
thought, he said to me with the greatest earnestness, " I£ at 
the next audience the Prinee may give you, he should pour 
fourth his SOITOWS for his mother's malady into your bosom, 
—which I have reason to conjecture he shortly may, for I 
know that he feels himself towards you aífectionately well in- 
dined" (sumamente afteiçoadó), " remember the kind regard 
you entertain for our iainily," (he meant the Noronhas in ge- 
neral, from which great house ali the Marialvas are pater- 
nal ly descended,) " remember to let it suggest sueh observa- 
tions as may further a great and interesting cause. I wkh 
also )'ou would dwell partieularly* on what the late Arch- 
bishop, your devoted friend, may probably have said to )^ou 
upon this subject. Whatever that may have been, give it 
the turn we wish, and do not let it lose any charm in the 
narration." 

I could hardly repress a smile at this urgent request to 
launch forth beyond the exact limite of truth, if not of proba- 
bility; for I perfectly recolleeted the good Archbishop's opi- 
nions were everything but favourable to the reversal of those 
attainders. Howcvcr, I preserved a deeorous gravity. I said 
nothing; but I contrived that my looks should express a dis- 
position to second his wishes the first opportunity of doing so 
that might present itself. 

At this moment, the most terrible, the most agonizin^ 
shrieks — shrieks such as I hardly conceived possiblc— 
shrieks more piercing than those which rung throu"h the 
Castle of Berkeley, when Edward the Second was put to the 
most cruel and torturing death—inflietcd upon me a sensa- 
tion of horror such as I never felt before. The Queen herself, 
whose apartment was only two rooms off from the chamber 
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in which we were sitting, uttered those dreadrul sounds: " Ai 
Jesous! Ai Jesous V did she exclaim again and again in the 
bilterness of agony. 

I believe I turned pale; for Anjeja said to me, e<I see how 
deeply you are aftected: think what the sufferings must be 
that prompt such cries; think what a son must fcel, and 
sucli a son as our royal mas ter." 

I undoubtedly thought ali this, and a great deal more : 
not only the tears in my eyes, but the faltering of my voice, 
expressed the intensity of my feelings. The IMarquis, far from 
displeased at the effect produced upon me, embraced me with 
redoubled kindness. Notwiíhstanding my entreaties for him 
to remain in his apartment, he was determined, after I had 
taken leave, to conduct me to the outward doorof the palace; 
nor did he cease gazing, I was aftenvards told, upon the car- 
riage which bore me away, till the sound of the whecls grew 
fainter and fainter, and even the torehcs which were borne 
before it became invisible. 

TJ1E   END. 

t.OXUON : 
PR! NT Kl)   RV   SA.Ml Kl.   BK\"! I.KY, 

Dangor House, Slioe Lane. 
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