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19. GARRISON AT MALABAT
20. ENTERTAINING AN ANGEL
21. VIEW OF A STREET IN TANGIER
22. CHANGE FOR A NAPOLEON
23. THE CONSUL’S FAMILY
24. “POET LARIAT"
25. FIRST SUPPER IN FRANCE
26. PAINTING
27.  RINGING FOR SOAP
28.  “WINE, SIR!”
29.  THE PILGRIM
30.  THE PRISONER
31.  HOMELESS FRANCE
32.  RAILROAD OFFICIAL IN FRANCE



33.  “FIVE MINUTES FOR REFRESHMENTS”—AMERICA
34.  “THIRTY MINUTES FOR DINNER”—FRANCE
35.  THE OLD TRAVELLER
36.  A DECIDED SHAVE
37.  A GAS-TLY SUBSTITUTE
38.  THE THREE GUIDES
39.  “ZE SILK MAGAZIN"
40.  RETURN IN WAR PAINT
41.  NAPOLEON III
42.  ABDUL AZIZ
43.  THE MORGUE
44.  WE TOOK A WALK
45.  THE CAN-CAN
46.  GRAVES OF ABELARD AND HELOISE
47.  A PAIR OF CANONS OF 13TH CENTURY
48.  THE PRIVATE MARRIAGE
49.  AMERICAN DRINKS
50.  ROYAL HONORS TO A YANKEE
51.  THE GRISETTE
52.  FOUNTAIN AT VERSAILLES
53.  WOMEN OF GENOA
54.  PETRIFIED LACKEY
55.  PRIEST AND FRIAR
56.  STATUE OF COLUMBUS
57.  GRAVES OF SIXTY THOUSAND
58.  ROOF AND SPIRES OF CATHEDRAL AT MILAN
59.  CENTRAL DOOR OF CATHEDRAL AT MILAN
60.  INTERIOR OF CATHEDRAL AT MILAN
61.  BOYHOOD EXPERIENCE
62.  TREASURES OF THE CATHEDRAL
63.  CATHEDRAL AT MILAN
64.  LA SCALA THEATRE
65.  COPYING FROM OLD MASTERS
66.  FACIAL EXPRESSION
67.  TILE ECHO
68.  NOTE BOOK
69.  A KISS FOR A FRANC



70.  THE FUMIGATION
71.  LAKE COMO
72.  GARDEN, LAKE COMO
73 SOCIAL DRIVER
74 WAYSIDE SHRINE
75 PEACE AND HAPPINESS
76 CASTLE OF COUNT LUIGI
77 THE WICKED BROTHER
78 DISGUSTED GONDOLIER
79 CATHEDRAL OF ST. MARK
80 THE PEG
81 “GOOD-BY"
82 M’SIEUR GOR-R-DONG
83 MONUMENT TO THE DOOR
84 ST. MARK, MATHEW, JEROME BY THE OLD MASTERS
87 ST. SEBASTIAN, AND ST. UNKNOWN BY THE OLD MASTERS
89 RIALTO BRIDGE AND BRIDGE OF SIGHS
91 FLORENCE
92 THE PENSIONER
93 “I WANT TO GO HOME"
94 THE LEANING TOWER
95 THE CONTRAST
96 ITALIAN PASTIMES
97 INCENDIARY DOCUMENT
98 A ROMAN OF 1869
99 MAMERTINE PRISON
100 OLD ROMAN
101 COLISEUM OF ANCIENT ROME
102 DID NOT COMPLAIN
103 HUMBOLDT HOUSE
104 DAN
105 BRONZE STATUE
106 PENMANSHIP
107 ON A BUST
108 VAULTS OF THE CONVENT
109 DRIED CONVENT FRUITS
110 AT THE STORE



111 AT HOME
112 SOOTHING THE PILGRIMS
113 ASCENT OF MT VESUVIUS
114 BAY OF NAPLES
115 THE MUSTANG
116 ISLAND OF CAPRI
117 BLUE GROTTO
118 VESUVIUS AND BAY of NAPLES
119 THE DESCENT
120 RUINS, POMPEII
121 FORUM OF JUSTICE, POMPEII
122 HOUSE; POMPEII
123 STROMBOLI
124 VIEW OF THE ACROPOLIS, LOOKING WEST
125 “HO"
126 THE ASSAULT
127 THE CARYATIDES
128 THE PARTHENON
129 WE SIDLED, NOT RAN
130 ANCIENT ACROPOLIS
131 RUINS
132 QUEEN OF GREECE
133 PALACE AT ATHENS
134 STREET SCENE IN CONSTANTINOPLE
135 GOOSE RANCHER
136 MOSQUE of ST. SOPHIA
137 TURKISH MAUSOLEUM
138 SLANDERED DOGS
139 THE CENSOR ON DUTY
140 TURKISH BATH
141 FAR-AWAY-MOSES
142 A FRAGMENT
143 A MEMENTO
144 YALTA FROM THE EMPERORS PALACE
145 EMPEROR OF RUSSIA
146 TINSEL KING
147 SHIP EMPEROR



148 THE RECEPTION
149 STREET SCENE IN SMYRNA
150 SMYRNA
151 AN APPARENT SUCCESS
152 DRIFTING TO STARBOARD
153 A SPOILED NAP
154 ANCIENT AMPHITHEATER AT EPHESUS
155 MODERN AMPHITHEATRE AT EPHESUS
156 RUINS OF EPHESUS
157 THE JOURNEY
158 GRAVES OF THE SEVEN SLEEPERS
159 THE SELECTION
160 CAMPING OUT
161 ARABS’ TENTS
162 A GOOD FEEDER
163 INTERESTING FETE
164 SUNDAY SCHOOL GRAPES
165 AN OLD FOGY
166 RACE WITH A CAMEL
167 TEMPLE OF TILE SUN
168 RUINS OF BAALBEC
169 HEWN STONES IN QUARRY
170 MERCY
171 PATRON SAINT
172 WATER CAPRIER
173 VIEW OF DAMASCUS
174 STREET CARS OF DAMASCUS
175 FULL DRESSED TOURIST
176 IMPROMPTU HOSPITAL
177 THE HORSE “BAALBEC"
178 OAR OF BASLIAN
179 DANGEROUS ARAB
180 GRIMES ON THE WAR-PATH
181 BEDOUIN CAMP
182 HOME OF ANCIENT POMP
183 JACK
184 A DISAPPOINTED AUDIENCE



185 FIG-TREE
186 “FARE TOO HIGH"
187 SYRIAN HOUSE
188 TIBERIAS AND SEA OF GALILEE
189 THE GUARD
190 MOUNT TABOR
191 GATHERING FUEL
192 FOUNTAIN OF THE VIRGIN
193 “MADONNA-LIKE BEAUTY"
194 PUTNAM OUTDONE
195 THE BASTINADO
196 “I WEPT"
197 WANT OF DIGNITY
198 AN ORIENTAL WELL
199 ARABS SALUTING
200 FREE SONS OF THE DESERT
201 SHECHEM
202 GATE OF JERUSALEM
203 BEGGARS IN JERUSALEM
204 CHURCH OF THE HOLY SEPULCHER
205 GRAVE OF ADAM
206 VIEW OF JERUSALEM
207 THE WANDERING JEW
208 MOSQUE OF OMAR
209 AN EPIDEMIC
210 CHARGE OF BEDOUINS
211 DEAD SEA
212 GROTTO OF THE NATIVITY
213 JAFFA
214 REAR ELEVATION OF JACK
215 STREET IN ALEXANDRIA
216 VICEROY OF EGYPT
217 EASTERN MONARCH
218 MOSES S. BEACH
219 ROOM No. 15
220 THE NILOMETER
221 ASCENT OF THE PYRAMIDS



222 HIGH HOPES FRUSTRATED
223 KINGS CHAMBER IN THE PYRAMID
224 A POWERFUL ARGUMENT
225 PYRAMIDS AND SPHINX
226 THE RELIC HUNTER
227 THE MAMELUKE’S LEAP
228 WOULD NOT BE COMFORTED
229 THE TRAVELER
230 HOMEWARD BOUND
231 BAD COFFEE
232 OUR FRIENDS THE BERMUDIANS
233 CAPTAIN DUNCAN
234 FINIS



PREFACE

Th�s book �s a record of a pleasure tr�p. If �t were a record of a
solemn sc�ent�f�c exped�t�on, �t would have about �t that grav�ty, that
profund�ty, and that �mpress�ve �ncomprehens�b�l�ty wh�ch are so
proper to works of that k�nd, and w�thal so attract�ve. Yet
notw�thstand�ng �t �s only a record of a p�c-n�c, �t has a purpose,
wh�ch �s to suggest to the reader how he would be l�kely to see
Europe and the East �f he looked at them w�th h�s own eyes �nstead
of the eyes of those who traveled �n those countr�es before h�m. I
make small pretense of show�ng anyone how he ought to look at
objects of �nterest beyond the sea—other books do that, and
therefore, even �f I were competent to do �t, there �s no need.

I offer no apolog�es for any departures from the usual style of
travel-wr�t�ng that may be charged aga�nst me—for I th�nk I have
seen w�th �mpart�al eyes, and I am sure I have wr�tten at least
honestly, whether w�sely or not.

In th�s volume I have used port�ons of letters wh�ch I wrote for the
Da�ly Alta Cal�forn�a, of San Franc�sco, the propr�etors of that journal
hav�ng wa�ved the�r r�ghts and g�ven me the necessary perm�ss�on. I
have also �nserted port�ons of several letters wr�tten for the New York
Tr�bune and the New York Herald.

THE AUTHOR. SAN FRANCISCO.



CHAPTER I.
For months the great pleasure excurs�on to Europe and the Holy

Land was chatted about �n the newspapers everywhere �n Amer�ca
and d�scussed at countless f�res�des. It was a novelty �n the way of
excurs�ons—�ts l�ke had not been thought of before, and �t compelled
that �nterest wh�ch attract�ve novelt�es always command. It was to be
a p�cn�c on a g�gant�c scale. The part�c�pants �n �t, �nstead of
fre�ght�ng an unga�nly steam ferry—boat w�th youth and beauty and
p�es and doughnuts, and paddl�ng up some obscure creek to
d�sembark upon a grassy lawn and wear themselves out w�th a long
summer day’s labor�ous frol�ck�ng under the �mpress�on that �t was
fun, were to sa�l away �n a great steamsh�p w�th flags fly�ng and
cannon peal�ng, and take a royal hol�day beyond the broad ocean �n
many a strange cl�me and �n many a land renowned �n h�story! They
were to sa�l for months over the breezy Atlant�c and the sunny
Med�terranean; they were to scamper about the decks by day, f�ll�ng
the sh�p w�th shouts and laughter—or read novels and poetry �n the
shade of the smokestacks, or watch for the jelly-f�sh and the naut�lus
over the s�de, and the shark, the whale, and other strange monsters
of the deep; and at n�ght they were to dance �n the open a�r, on the
upper deck, �n the m�dst of a ballroom that stretched from hor�zon to
hor�zon, and was domed by the bend�ng heavens and l�ghted by no
meaner lamps than the stars and the magn�f�cent moon—dance, and
promenade, and smoke, and s�ng, and make love, and search the
sk�es for constellat�ons that never assoc�ate w�th the “B�g D�pper”
they were so t�red of; and they were to see the sh�ps of twenty
nav�es—the customs and costumes of twenty cur�ous peoples—the
great c�t�es of half a world—they were to hob-nob w�th nob�l�ty and
hold fr�endly converse w�th k�ngs and pr�nces, grand moguls, and the
ano�nted lords of m�ghty emp�res! It was a brave concept�on; �t was
the offspr�ng of a most �ngen�ous bra�n. It was well advert�sed, but �t
hardly needed �t: the bold or�g�nal�ty, the extraord�nary character, the
seduct�ve nature, and the vastness of the enterpr�se provoked



comment everywhere and advert�sed �t �n every household �n the
land. Who could read the program of the excurs�on w�thout long�ng to
make one of the party? I w�ll �nsert �t here. It �s almost as good as a
map. As a text for th�s book, noth�ng could be better:

EXCURSION TO THE HOLY LAND, EGYPT,

THE CRIMEA, GREECE, AND INTERMEDIATE
POINTS OF INTEREST.

BROOKLYN, February 1st, 1867

The unders�gned w�ll make an excurs�on as above
dur�ng the com�ng season, and begs to subm�t to you
the follow�ng programme:

A f�rst-class steamer, to be under h�s own command,
and capable of accommodat�ng at least one hundred
and f�fty cab�n passengers, w�ll be selected, �n wh�ch
w�ll be taken a select company, number�ng not more
than three-fourths of the sh�p’s capac�ty. There �s good
reason to bel�eve that th�s company can be eas�ly
made up �n th�s �mmed�ate v�c�n�ty, of mutual fr�ends
and acqua�ntances.

The steamer w�ll be prov�ded w�th every necessary
comfort, �nclud�ng l�brary and mus�cal �nstruments.

An exper�enced phys�c�an w�ll be on board.

Leav�ng New York about June 1st, a m�ddle and
pleasant route w�ll be taken across the Atlant�c, and
pass�ng through the group of Azores, St. M�chael w�ll
be reached �n about ten days. A day or two w�ll be



spent here, enjoy�ng the fru�t and w�ld scenery of these
�slands, and the voyage cont�nued, and G�braltar
reached �n three or four days.

A day or two w�ll be spent here �n look�ng over the
wonderful subterraneous fort�f�cat�ons, perm�ss�on to
v�s�t these galler�es be�ng read�ly obta�ned.

From G�braltar, runn�ng along the coasts of Spa�n and
France, Marse�lles w�ll be reached �n three days. Here
ample t�me w�ll be g�ven not only to look over the c�ty,
wh�ch was founded s�x hundred years before the
Chr�st�an era, and �ts art�f�c�al port, the f�nest of the k�nd
�n the Med�terranean, but to v�s�t Par�s dur�ng the Great
Exh�b�t�on; and the beaut�ful c�ty of Lyons, ly�ng
�ntermed�ate, from the he�ghts of wh�ch, on a clear day,
Mont Blanc and the Alps can be d�st�nctly seen.
Passengers who may w�sh to extend the t�me at Par�s
can do so, and, pass�ng down through Sw�tzerland,
rejo�n the steamer at Genoa.

From Marse�lles to Genoa �s a run of one n�ght. The
excurs�on�sts w�ll have an opportun�ty to look over th�s,
the “magn�f�cent c�ty of palaces,” and v�s�t the
b�rthplace of Columbus, twelve m�les off, over a
beaut�ful road bu�lt by Napoleon I. From th�s po�nt,
excurs�ons may be made to M�lan, Lakes Como and
Magg�ore, or to M�lan, Verona (famous for �ts
extraord�nary fort�f�cat�ons), Padua, and Ven�ce. Or, �f
passengers des�re to v�s�t Parma (famous for
Corregg�o’s frescoes) and Bologna, they can by ra�l go
on to Florence, and rejo�n the steamer at Leghorn, thus
spend�ng about three weeks am�d the c�t�es most
famous for art �n Italy.

From Genoa the run to Leghorn w�ll be made along the
coast �n one n�ght, and t�me appropr�ated to th�s po�nt



�n wh�ch to v�s�t Florence, �ts palaces and galler�es;
P�sa, �ts cathedral and “Lean�ng Tower,” and Lucca and
�ts baths, and Roman amph�theater; Florence, the most
remote, be�ng d�stant by ra�l about s�xty m�les.

From Leghorn to Naples (call�ng at C�v�ta Vecch�a to
land any who may prefer to go to Rome from that
po�nt), the d�stance w�ll be made �n about th�rty-s�x
hours; the route w�ll lay along the coast of Italy, close
by Caprera, Elba, and Cors�ca. Arrangements have
been made to take on board at Leghorn a p�lot for
Caprera, and, �f pract�cable, a call w�ll be made there to
v�s�t the home of Gar�bald�.

Rome [by ra�l], Herculaneum, Pompe��, Vesuv�us,
Verg�l’s tomb, and poss�bly the ru�ns of Paestum can
be v�s�ted, as well as the beaut�ful surround�ngs of
Naples and �ts charm�ng bay.

The next po�nt of �nterest w�ll be Palermo, the most
beaut�ful c�ty of S�c�ly, wh�ch w�ll be reached �n one
n�ght from Naples. A day w�ll be spent here, and
leav�ng �n the even�ng, the course w�ll be taken
towards Athens.

Sk�rt�ng along the north coast of S�c�ly, pass�ng through
the group of Aeol�an Isles, �n s�ght of Strombol� and
Vulcan�a, both act�ve volcanoes, through the Stra�ts of
Mess�na, w�th “Scylla” on the one hand and
“Charybd�s” on the other, along the east coast of S�c�ly,
and �n s�ght of Mount Etna, along the south coast of
Italy, the west and south coast of Greece, �n s�ght of
anc�ent Crete, up Athens Gulf, and �nto the P�raeus,
Athens w�ll be reached �n two and a half or three days.
After tarry�ng here awh�le, the Bay of Salam�s w�ll be
crossed, and a day g�ven to Cor�nth, whence the
voyage w�ll be cont�nued to Constant�nople, pass�ng on



the way through the Grec�an Arch�pelago, the
Dardanelles, the Sea of Marmora, and the mouth of
the Golden Horn, and arr�v�ng �n about forty-e�ght
hours from Athens.

After leav�ng Constant�nople, the way w�ll be taken out
through the beaut�ful Bosphorus, across the Black Sea
to Sebastopol and Balaklava, a run of about twenty-
four hours. Here �t �s proposed to rema�n two days,
v�s�t�ng the harbors, fort�f�cat�ons, and battlef�elds of the
Cr�mea; thence back through the Bosphorus, touch�ng
at Constant�nople to take �n any who may have
preferred to rema�n there; down through the Sea of
Marmora and the Dardanelles, along the coasts of
anc�ent Troy and Lyd�a �n As�a, to Smyrna, wh�ch w�ll
be reached �n two or two and a half days from
Constant�nople. A suff�c�ent stay w�ll be made here to
g�ve opportun�ty of v�s�t�ng Ephesus, f�fty m�les d�stant
by ra�l.

From Smyrna towards the Holy Land the course w�ll
lay through the Grec�an Arch�pelago, close by the Isle
of Patmos, along the coast of As�a, anc�ent Pamphyl�a,
and the Isle of Cyprus. Be�rut w�ll be reached �n three
days. At Be�rut t�me w�ll be g�ven to v�s�t Damascus;
after wh�ch the steamer w�ll proceed to Joppa.

From Joppa, Jerusalem, the R�ver Jordan, the Sea of
T�ber�as, Nazareth, Bethany, Bethlehem, and other
po�nts of �nterest �n the Holy Land can be v�s�ted, and
here those who may have preferred to make the
journey from Be�rut through the country, pass�ng
through Damascus, Gal�lee, Capernaum, Samar�a, and
by the R�ver Jordan and Sea of T�ber�as, can rejo�n the
steamer.

Leav�ng Joppa, the next po�nt of �nterest to v�s�t w�ll be



Alexandr�a, wh�ch w�ll be reached �n twenty-four hours.
The ru�ns of Caesar’s Palace, Pompey’s P�llar,
Cleopatra’s Needle, the Catacombs, and ru�ns of
anc�ent Alexandr�a w�ll be found worth the v�s�t. The
journey to Ca�ro, one hundred and th�rty m�les by ra�l,
can be made �n a few hours, and from wh�ch can be
v�s�ted the s�te of anc�ent Memph�s, Joseph’s
Granar�es, and the Pyram�ds.

From Alexandr�a the route w�ll be taken homeward,
call�ng at Malta, Cagl�ar� (�n Sard�n�a), and Palma (�n
Majorca), all magn�f�cent harbors, w�th charm�ng
scenery, and abound�ng �n fru�ts.

A day or two w�ll be spent at each place, and leav�ng
Parma �n the even�ng, Valenc�a �n Spa�n w�ll be
reached the next morn�ng. A few days w�ll be spent �n
th�s, the f�nest c�ty of Spa�n.

From Valenc�a, the homeward course w�ll be
cont�nued, sk�rt�ng along the coast of Spa�n. Al�cant,
Carthagena, Palos, and Malaga w�ll be passed but a
m�le or two d�stant, and G�braltar reached �n about
twenty-four hours.

A stay of one day w�ll be made here, and the voyage
cont�nued to Made�ra, wh�ch w�ll be reached �n about
three days. Capta�n Marryatt wr�tes: “I do not know a
spot on the globe wh�ch so much aston�shes and
del�ghts upon f�rst arr�val as Made�ra.” A stay of one or
two days w�ll be made here, wh�ch, �f t�me perm�ts, may
be extended, and pass�ng on through the �slands, and
probably �n s�ght of the Peak of Tener�ffe, a southern
track w�ll be taken, and the Atlant�c crossed w�th�n the
lat�tudes of the northeast trade w�nds, where m�ld and
pleasant weather, and a smooth sea, can always be
expected.



A call w�ll be made at Bermuda, wh�ch l�es d�rectly �n
th�s route homeward, and w�ll be reached �n about ten
days from Made�ra, and after spend�ng a short t�me
w�th our fr�ends the Bermud�ans, the f�nal departure w�ll
be made for home, wh�ch w�ll be reached �n about
three days.

Already, appl�cat�ons have been rece�ved from part�es
�n Europe w�sh�ng to jo�n the Excurs�on there.

The sh�p w�ll at all t�mes be a home, where the
excurs�on�sts, �f s�ck, w�ll be surrounded by k�nd
fr�ends, and have all poss�ble comfort and sympathy.

Should contag�ous s�ckness ex�st �n any of the ports
named �n the program, such ports w�ll be passed, and
others of �nterest subst�tuted.

The pr�ce of passage �s f�xed at $1,250, currency, for
each adult passenger. Cho�ce of rooms and of seats at
the tables apport�oned �n the order �n wh�ch passages
are engaged; and no passage cons�dered engaged
unt�l ten percent of the passage money �s depos�ted
w�th the treasurer.

Passengers can rema�n on board of the steamer, at all
ports, �f they des�re, w�thout add�t�onal expense, and all
boat�ng at the expense of the sh�p.

All passages must be pa�d for when taken, �n order that
the most perfect arrangements be made for start�ng at
the appo�nted t�me.

Appl�cat�ons for passage must be approved by the
comm�ttee before t�ckets are �ssued, and can be made
to the unders�gned.



Art�cles of �nterest or cur�os�ty, procured by the
passengers dur�ng the voyage, may be brought home
�n the steamer free of charge.

F�ve dollars per day, �n gold, �t �s bel�eved, w�ll be a fa�r
calculat�on to make for all travel�ng expenses onshore
and at the var�ous po�nts where passengers may w�sh
to leave the steamer for days at a t�me.

The tr�p can be extended, and the route changed, by
unan�mous vote of the passengers.

CHAS. C. DUNCAN, 117 WALL STREET, NEW YORK

R. R. G******, Treasurer

Comm�ttee on Appl�cat�ons

J. T. H*****, ESQ. R. R. G*****, ESQ. C. C. Duncan

Comm�ttee on Select�ng Steamer

CAPT. W. W. S* * * *, Surveyor for Board of
Underwr�ters

C. W. C******, Consult�ng Eng�neer for U.S. and
Canada

J. T. H*****, Esq.

C. C. DUNCAN



P.S.—The very beaut�ful and substant�al s�de-wheel
steamsh�p “Quaker C�ty” has been chartered for the
occas�on, and w�ll leave New York June 8th. Letters
have been �ssued by the government commend�ng the
party to courtes�es abroad.



What was there lack�ng about that program to make �t perfectly
�rres�st�ble? Noth�ng that any f�n�te m�nd could d�scover. Par�s,
England, Scotland, Sw�tzerland, Italy—Gar�bald�! The Grec�an
Arch�pelago! Vesuv�us! Constant�nople! Smyrna! The Holy Land!
Egypt and “our fr�ends the Bermud�ans”! People �n Europe des�r�ng
to jo�n the excurs�on—contag�ous s�ckness to be avo�ded—boat�ng at
the expense of the sh�p—phys�c�an on board—the c�rcu�t of the globe
to be made �f the passengers unan�mously des�red �t—the company
to be r�g�dly selected by a p�t�less “Comm�ttee on Appl�cat�ons”—the
vessel to be as r�g�dly selected by as p�t�less a “Comm�ttee on
Select�ng Steamer.” Human nature could not w�thstand these
bew�lder�ng temptat�ons. I hurr�ed to the treasurer’s off�ce and
depos�ted my ten percent. I rejo�ced to know that a few vacant
staterooms were st�ll left. I d�d avo�d a cr�t�cal personal exam�nat�on
�nto my character by that bowelless comm�ttee, but I referred to all
the people of h�gh stand�ng I could th�nk of �n the commun�ty who
would be least l�kely to know anyth�ng about me.

Shortly a supplementary program was �ssued wh�ch set forth that
the Plymouth Collect�on of Hymns would be used on board the sh�p.
I then pa�d the balance of my passage money.

I was prov�ded w�th a rece�pt and duly and off�c�ally accepted as an
excurs�on�st. There was happ�ness �n that but �t was tame compared
to the novelty of be�ng “select.”

Th�s supplementary program also �nstructed the excurs�on�sts to
prov�de themselves w�th l�ght mus�cal �nstruments for amusement �n
the sh�p, w�th saddles for Syr�an travel, green spectacles and
umbrellas, ve�ls for Egypt, and substant�al cloth�ng to use �n rough
p�lgr�m�z�ng �n the Holy Land. Furthermore, �t was suggested that
although the sh�p’s l�brary would afford a fa�r amount of read�ng
matter, �t would st�ll be well �f each passenger would prov�de h�mself
w�th a few gu�debooks, a B�ble, and some standard works of travel. A
l�st was appended, wh�ch cons�sted ch�efly of books relat�ng to the



Holy Land, s�nce the Holy Land was part of the excurs�on and
seemed to be �ts ma�n feature.

Reverend Henry Ward Beecher was to have accompan�ed the
exped�t�on, but urgent dut�es obl�ged h�m to g�ve up the �dea. There
were other passengers who could have been spared better and
would have been spared more w�ll�ngly. L�eutenant General Sherman
was to have been of the party also, but the Ind�an war compelled h�s
presence on the pla�ns. A popular actress had entered her name on
the sh�p’s books, but someth�ng �nterfered and she couldn’t go. The
“Drummer Boy of the Potomac” deserted, and lo, we had never a
celebr�ty left!

However, we were to have a “battery of guns” from the Navy
Department (as per advert�sement) to be used �n answer�ng royal
salutes; and the document furn�shed by the Secretary of the Navy,
wh�ch was to make “General Sherman and party” welcome guests �n
the courts and camps of the old world, was st�ll left to us, though
both document and battery, I th�nk, were shorn of somewhat of the�r
or�g�nal august proport�ons. However, had not we the seduct�ve
program st�ll, w�th �ts Par�s, �ts Constant�nople, Smyrna, Jerusalem,
Jer�cho, and “our fr�ends the Bermud�ans?” What d�d we care?



CHAPTER II.
Occas�onally, dur�ng the follow�ng month, I dropped �n at 117 Wall

Street to �nqu�re how the repa�r�ng and refurn�sh�ng of the vessel was
com�ng on, how add�t�ons to the passenger l�st were averag�ng, how
many people the comm�ttee were decree�ng not “select” every day
and ban�sh�ng �n sorrow and tr�bulat�on. I was glad to know that we
were to have a l�ttle pr�nt�ng press on board and �ssue a da�ly
newspaper of our own. I was glad to learn that our p�ano, our parlor
organ, and our melodeon were to be the best �nstruments of the k�nd
that could be had �n the market. I was proud to observe that among
our excurs�on�sts were three m�n�sters of the gospel, e�ght doctors,
s�xteen or e�ghteen lad�es, several m�l�tary and naval ch�efta�ns w�th
sound�ng t�tles, an ample crop of “Professors” of var�ous k�nds, and a
gentleman who had “COMMISSIONER OF THE UNITED STATES
OF AMERICA TO EUROPE, ASIA, AND AFRICA” thunder�ng after
h�s name �n one awful blast! I had carefully prepared myself to take
rather a back seat �n that sh�p because of the uncommonly select
mater�al that would alone be perm�tted to pass through the camel’s
eye of that comm�ttee on credent�als; I had schooled myself to
expect an �mpos�ng array of m�l�tary and naval heroes and to have to
set that back seat st�ll further back �n consequence of �t maybe; but I
state frankly that I was all unprepared for th�s crusher.

I fell under that t�tular avalanche a torn and bl�ghted th�ng. I sa�d
that �f that potentate must go over �n our sh�p, why, I supposed he
must—but that to my th�nk�ng, when the Un�ted States cons�dered �t
necessary to send a d�gn�tary of that tonnage across the ocean, �t
would be �n better taste, and safer, to take h�m apart and cart h�m
over �n sect�ons �n several sh�ps.

Ah, �f I had only known then that he was only a common mortal,
and that h�s m�ss�on had noth�ng more overpower�ng about �t than
the collect�ng of seeds and uncommon yams and extraord�nary
cabbages and pecul�ar bullfrogs for that poor, useless, �nnocent,



m�ldewed old foss�l the Sm�thson�an Inst�tute, I would have felt so
much rel�eved.

Dur�ng that memorable month I basked �n the happ�ness of be�ng
for once �n my l�fe dr�ft�ng w�th the t�de of a great popular movement.
Everybody was go�ng to Europe—I, too, was go�ng to Europe.
Everybody was go�ng to the famous Par�s Expos�t�on—I, too, was
go�ng to the Par�s Expos�t�on. The steamsh�p l�nes were carry�ng
Amer�cans out of the var�ous ports of the country at the rate of four
or f�ve thousand a week �n the aggregate. If I met a dozen �nd�v�duals
dur�ng that month who were not go�ng to Europe shortly, I have no
d�st�nct remembrance of �t now. I walked about the c�ty a good deal
w�th a young Mr. Blucher, who was booked for the excurs�on. He was
conf�d�ng, good-natured, unsoph�st�cated, compan�onable; but he
was not a man to set the r�ver on f�re. He had the most extraord�nary
not�ons about th�s European exodus and came at last to cons�der the
whole nat�on as pack�ng up for em�grat�on to France. We stepped
�nto a store on Broadway one day, where he bought a handkerch�ef,
and when the man could not make change, Mr. B. sa�d:
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“Never m�nd, I’ll hand �t to you �n Par�s.”
“But I am not go�ng to Par�s.”
“How �s—what d�d I understand you to say?”
“I sa�d I am not go�ng to Par�s.”
“Not go�ng to Par�s! Not g—— well, then, where �n the nat�on are

you go�ng to?”
“Nowhere at all.”
“Not anywhere whatsoever?—not any place on earth but th�s?”
“Not any place at all but just th�s—stay here all summer.”



My comrade took h�s purchase and walked out of the store w�thout
a word—walked out w�th an �njured look upon h�s countenance. Up
the street ap�ece he broke s�lence and sa�d �mpress�vely: “It was a l�e
—that �s my op�n�on of �t!”

In the fullness of t�me the sh�p was ready to rece�ve her
passengers. I was �ntroduced to the young gentleman who was to be
my roommate, and found h�m to be �ntell�gent, cheerful of sp�r�t,
unself�sh, full of generous �mpulses, pat�ent, cons�derate, and
wonderfully good-natured. Not any passenger that sa�led �n the
Quaker C�ty w�ll w�thhold h�s endorsement of what I have just sa�d.
We selected a stateroom forward of the wheel, on the starboard
s�de, “below decks.” It had two berths �n �t, a d�smal dead-l�ght, a s�nk
w�th a washbowl �n �t, and a long, sumptuously cush�oned locker,
wh�ch was to do serv�ce as a sofa—partly—and partly as a h�d�ng
place for our th�ngs. Notw�thstand�ng all th�s furn�ture, there was st�ll
room to turn around �n, but not to sw�ng a cat �n, at least w�th ent�re
secur�ty to the cat. However, the room was large, for a sh�p’s
stateroom, and was �n every way sat�sfactory.

The vessel was appo�nted to sa�l on a certa�n Saturday early �n
June.

A l�ttle after noon on that d�st�ngu�shed Saturday I reached the sh�p
and went on board. All was bustle and confus�on. [I have seen that
remark before somewhere.] The p�er was crowded w�th carr�ages
and men; passengers were arr�v�ng and hurry�ng on board; the
vessel’s decks were encumbered w�th trunks and val�ses; groups of
excurs�on�sts, arrayed �n unattract�ve travel�ng costumes, were
mop�ng about �n a dr�zzl�ng ra�n and look�ng as droopy and
woebegone as so many molt�ng ch�ckens. The gallant flag was up,
but �t was under the spell, too, and hung l�mp and d�sheartened by
the mast. Altogether, �t was the bluest, bluest spectacle! It was a
pleasure excurs�on—there was no ga�nsay�ng that, because the
program sa�d so—�t was so nom�nated �n the bond—but �t surely
hadn’t the general aspect of one.
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F�nally, above the bang�ng, and rumbl�ng, and shout�ng, and
h�ss�ng of steam rang the order to “cast off!”—a sudden rush to the
gangways—a scamper�ng ashore of v�s�tors-a revolut�on of the
wheels, and we were off—the p�c-n�c was begun! Two very m�ld
cheers went up from the dr�pp�ng crowd on the p�er; we answered
them gently from the sl�ppery decks; the flag made an effort to wave,
and fa�led; the “battery of guns” spake not—the ammun�t�on was out.

We steamed down to the foot of the harbor and came to anchor. It
was st�ll ra�n�ng. And not only ra�n�ng, but storm�ng. “Outs�de” we
could see, ourselves, that there was a tremendous sea on. We must
l�e st�ll, �n the calm harbor, t�ll the storm should abate. Our
passengers ha�led from f�fteen states; only a few of them had ever
been to sea before; man�festly �t would not do to p�t them aga�nst a
full-blown tempest unt�l they had got the�r sea-legs on. Toward
even�ng the two steam tugs that had accompan�ed us w�th a
roll�ck�ng champagne-party of young New Yorkers on board who
w�shed to b�d farewell to one of our number �n due and anc�ent form
departed, and we were alone on the deep. On deep f�ve fathoms,
and anchored fast to the bottom. And out �n the solemn ra�n, at that.
Th�s was pleasur�ng w�th a vengeance.

It was an appropr�ate rel�ef when the gong sounded for prayer
meet�ng. The f�rst Saturday n�ght of any other pleasure excurs�on
m�ght have been devoted to wh�st and danc�ng; but I subm�t �t to the
unprejud�ced m�nd �f �t would have been �n good taste for us to
engage �n such fr�vol�t�es, cons�der�ng what we had gone through
and the frame of m�nd we were �n. We would have shone at a wake,
but not at anyth�ng more fest�ve.

However, there �s always a cheer�ng �nfluence about the sea; and
�n my berth that n�ght, rocked by the measured swell of the waves
and lulled by the murmur of the d�stant surf, I soon passed tranqu�lly
out of all consc�ousness of the dreary exper�ences of the day and
damag�ng premon�t�ons of the future.





CHAPTER III.
All day Sunday at anchor. The storm had gone down a great deal,

but the sea had not. It was st�ll p�l�ng �ts frothy h�lls h�gh �n a�r
“outs�de,” as we could pla�nly see w�th the glasses. We could not
properly beg�n a pleasure excurs�on on Sunday; we could not offer
untr�ed stomachs to so p�t�less a sea as that. We must l�e st�ll t�ll
Monday. And we d�d. But we had repet�t�ons of church and prayer-
meet�ngs; and so, of course, we were just as el�g�bly s�tuated as we
could have been any where.

I was up early that Sabbath morn�ng and was early to breakfast. I
felt a perfectly natural des�re to have a good, long, unprejud�ced look
at the passengers at a t�me when they should be free from self-
consc�ousness—wh�ch �s at breakfast, when such a moment occurs
�n the l�ves of human be�ngs at all.

I was greatly surpr�sed to see so many elderly people—I m�ght
almost say, so many venerable people. A glance at the long l�nes of
heads was apt to make one th�nk �t was all gray. But �t was not.
There was a tolerably fa�r spr�nkl�ng of young folks, and another fa�r
spr�nkl�ng of gentlemen and lad�es who were non-comm�ttal as to
age, be�ng ne�ther actually old or absolutely young.

The next morn�ng we we�ghed anchor and went to sea. It was a
great happ�ness to get away after th�s dragg�ng, d�sp�r�t�ng delay. I
thought there never was such gladness �n the a�r before, such
br�ghtness �n the sun, such beauty �n the sea. I was sat�sf�ed w�th the
p�cn�c then and w�th all �ts belong�ngs. All my mal�c�ous �nst�ncts were
dead w�th�n me; and as Amer�ca faded out of s�ght, I th�nk a sp�r�t of
char�ty rose up �n the�r place that was as boundless, for the t�me
be�ng, as the broad ocean that was heav�ng �ts b�llows about us. I
w�shed to express my feel�ngs—I w�shed to l�ft up my vo�ce and s�ng;
but I d�d not know anyth�ng to s�ng, and so I was obl�ged to g�ve up
the �dea. It was no loss to the sh�p, though, perhaps.



It was breezy and pleasant, but the sea was st�ll very rough. One
could not promenade w�thout r�sk�ng h�s neck; at one moment the
bowspr�t was tak�ng a deadly a�m at the sun �n m�dheaven, and at
the next �t was try�ng to harpoon a shark �n the bottom of the ocean.
What a we�rd sensat�on �t �s to feel the stern of a sh�p s�nk�ng sw�ftly
from under you and see the bow cl�mb�ng h�gh away among the
clouds! One’s safest course that day was to clasp a ra�l�ng and hang
on; walk�ng was too precar�ous a past�me.

By some happy fortune I was not seas�ck.—That was a th�ng to be
proud of. I had not always escaped before. If there �s one th�ng �n the
world that w�ll make a man pecul�arly and �nsufferably self-conce�ted,
�t �s to have h�s stomach behave �tself, the f�rst day at sea, when
nearly all h�s comrades are seas�ck. Soon a venerable foss�l,
shawled to the ch�n and bandaged l�ke a mummy, appeared at the
door of the after deck-house, and the next lurch of the sh�p shot h�m
�nto my arms. I sa�d:
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“Good-morn�ng, S�r. It �s a f�ne day.”
He put h�s hand on h�s stomach and sa�d, “Oh, my!” and then

staggered away and fell over the coop of a skyl�ght.
Presently another old gentleman was projected from the same

door w�th great v�olence. I sa�d:
“Calm yourself, S�r—There �s no hurry. It �s a f�ne day, S�r.”
He, also, put h�s hand on h�s stomach and sa�d “Oh, my!” and

reeled away.
In a l�ttle wh�le another veteran was d�scharged abruptly from the

same door, claw�ng at the a�r for a sav�ng support. I sa�d:
“Good morn�ng, S�r. It �s a f�ne day for pleasur�ng. You were about

to say—”
“Oh, my!”



I thought so. I ant�c�pated h�m, anyhow. I stayed there and was
bombarded w�th old gentlemen for an hour, perhaps; and all I got out
of any of them was “Oh, my!”

I went away then �n a thoughtful mood. I sa�d, th�s �s a good
pleasure excurs�on. I l�ke �t. The passengers are not garrulous, but
st�ll they are soc�able. I l�ke those old people, but somehow they all
seem to have the “Oh, my” rather bad.

I knew what was the matter w�th them. They were seas�ck. And I
was glad of �t. We all l�ke to see people seas�ck when we are not,
ourselves. Play�ng wh�st by the cab�n lamps when �t �s storm�ng
outs�de �s pleasant; walk�ng the quarterdeck �n the moonl�ght �s
pleasant; smok�ng �n the breezy foretop �s pleasant when one �s not
afra�d to go up there; but these are all feeble and commonplace
compared w�th the joy of see�ng people suffer�ng the m�ser�es of
seas�ckness.

I p�cked up a good deal of �nformat�on dur�ng the afternoon. At one
t�me I was cl�mb�ng up the quarterdeck when the vessel’s stem was
�n the sky; I was smok�ng a c�gar and feel�ng passably comfortable.
Somebody ejaculated:

“Come, now, that won’t answer. Read the s�gn up there—NO
SMOKING ABAFT THE WHEEL!”

It was Capta�n Duncan, ch�ef of the exped�t�on. I went forward, of
course. I saw a long spyglass ly�ng on a desk �n one of the upper-
deck state-rooms back of the p�lot-house and reached after �t—there
was a sh�p �n the d�stance.

“Ah, ah—hands off! Come out of that!”
I came out of that. I sa�d to a deck-sweep—but �n a low vo�ce:
“Who �s that overgrown p�rate w�th the wh�skers and the d�scordant

vo�ce?"
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“It’s Capta�n Bursley—execut�ve off�cer—sa�l�ng master.”
I lo�tered about awh�le, and then, for want of someth�ng better to

do, fell to carv�ng a ra�l�ng w�th my kn�fe. Somebody sa�d, �n an
�ns�nuat�ng, admon�tory vo�ce:

“Now, say—my fr�end—don’t you know any better than to be
wh�ttl�ng the sh�p all to p�eces that way? You ought to know better
than that.”

I went back and found the deck sweep.
“Who �s that smooth-faced, an�mated outrage yonder �n the f�ne

clothes?”
“That’s Capta�n L****, the owner of the sh�p—he’s one of the ma�n

bosses.”
In the course of t�me I brought up on the starboard s�de of the

p�lot-house and found a sextant ly�ng on a bench. Now, I sa�d, they
“take the sun” through th�s th�ng; I should th�nk I m�ght see that
vessel through �t. I had hardly got �t to my eye when someone
touched me on the shoulder and sa�d deprecat�ngly:

“I’ll have to get you to g�ve that to me, S�r. If there’s anyth�ng you’d
l�ke to know about tak�ng the sun, I’d as soon tell you as not—but I
don’t l�ke to trust anybody w�th that �nstrument. If you want any
f�gur�ng done—Aye, aye, s�r!”

He was gone to answer a call from the other s�de. I sought the
deck-sweep.

“Who �s that sp�der-legged gor�lla yonder w�th the sanct�mon�ous
countenance?”

“It’s Capta�n Jones, s�r—the ch�ef mate.”
“Well. Th�s goes clear away ahead of anyth�ng I ever heard of

before. Do you—now I ask you as a man and a brother—do you
th�nk I could venture to throw a rock here �n any g�ven d�rect�on
w�thout h�tt�ng a capta�n of th�s sh�p?”

“Well, s�r, I don’t know—I th�nk l�kely you’d fetch the capta�n of the
watch may be, because he’s a-stand�ng r�ght yonder �n the way.”

I went below—med�tat�ng and a l�ttle downhearted. I thought, �f f�ve
cooks can spo�l a broth, what may not f�ve capta�ns do w�th a



pleasure excurs�on.



CHAPTER IV.
We plowed along bravely for a week or more, and w�thout any

confl�ct of jur�sd�ct�on among the capta�ns worth ment�on�ng. The
passengers soon learned to accommodate themselves to the�r new
c�rcumstances, and l�fe �n the sh�p became nearly as systemat�cally
monotonous as the rout�ne of a barrack. I do not mean that �t was
dull, for �t was not ent�rely so by any means—but there was a good
deal of sameness about �t. As �s always the fash�on at sea, the
passengers shortly began to p�ck up sa�lor terms—a s�gn that they
were beg�nn�ng to feel at home. Half-past s�x was no longer half-past
s�x to these p�lgr�ms from New England, the South, and the
M�ss�ss�pp� Valley, �t was “seven bells”; e�ght, twelve, and four o’clock
were “e�ght bells”; the capta�n d�d not take the long�tude at n�ne
o’clock, but at “two bells.” They spoke gl�bly of the “after cab�n,” the
“for’rard cab�n,” “port and starboard” and the “fo’castle.”

At seven bells the f�rst gong rang; at e�ght there was breakfast, for
such as were not too seas�ck to eat �t. After that all the well people
walked arm-�n-arm up and down the long promenade deck, enjoy�ng
the f�ne summer morn�ngs, and the seas�ck ones crawled out and
propped themselves up �n the lee of the paddle-boxes and ate the�r
d�smal tea and toast, and looked wretched. From eleven o’clock unt�l
luncheon, and from luncheon unt�l d�nner at s�x �n the even�ng, the
employments and amusements were var�ous. Some read�ng was
done, and much smok�ng and sew�ng, though not by the same
part�es; there were the monsters of the deep to be looked after and
wondered at; strange sh�ps had to be scrut�n�zed through opera-
glasses, and sage dec�s�ons arr�ved at concern�ng them; and more
than that, everybody took a personal �nterest �n see�ng that the flag
was run up and pol�tely d�pped three t�mes �n response to the salutes
of those strangers; �n the smok�ng room there were always part�es of
gentlemen play�ng euchre, draughts and dom�noes, espec�ally
dom�noes, that del�ghtfully harmless game; and down on the ma�n



deck, “for’rard”—for’rard of the ch�cken-coops and the cattle—we
had what was called “horse b�ll�ards.” Horse b�ll�ards �s a f�ne game.
It affords good, act�ve exerc�se, h�lar�ty, and consum�ng exc�tement. It
�s a m�xture of “hop-scotch” and shuffleboard played w�th a crutch. A
large hop-scotch d�agram �s marked out on the deck w�th chalk, and
each compartment numbered. You stand off three or four steps, w�th
some broad wooden d�sks before you on the deck, and these you
send forward w�th a v�gorous thrust of a long crutch. If a d�sk stops
on a chalk l�ne, �t does not count anyth�ng. If �t stops �n d�v�s�on No. 7,
�t counts 7; �n 5, �t counts 5, and so on. The game �s 100, and four
can play at a t�me. That game would be very s�mple played on a
stat�onary floor, but w�th us, to play �t well requ�red sc�ence. We had
to allow for the reel�ng of the sh�p to the r�ght or the left. Very often
one made calculat�ons for a heel to the r�ght and the sh�p d�d not go
that way. The consequence was that that d�sk m�ssed the whole
hopscotch plan a yard or two, and then there was hum�l�at�on on one
s�de and laughter on the other.

When �t ra�ned the passengers had to stay �n the house, of course
—or at least the cab�ns—and amuse themselves w�th games,
read�ng, look�ng out of the w�ndows at the very fam�l�ar b�llows, and
talk�ng goss�p.

By 7 o’clock �n the even�ng, d�nner was about over; an hour’s
promenade on the upper deck followed; then the gong sounded and
a large major�ty of the party repa�red to the after cab�n (upper), a
handsome saloon f�fty or s�xty feet long, for prayers. The
unregenerated called th�s saloon the “Synagogue.” The devot�ons
cons�sted only of two hymns from the Plymouth Collect�on and a
short prayer, and seldom occup�ed more than f�fteen m�nutes. The
hymns were accompan�ed by parlor-organ mus�c when the sea was
smooth enough to allow a performer to s�t at the �nstrument w�thout
be�ng lashed to h�s cha�r.

After prayers the Synagogue shortly took the semblance of a
wr�t�ng school. The l�ke of that p�cture was never seen �n a sh�p
before. Beh�nd the long d�n�ng tables on e�ther s�de of the saloon,
and scattered from one end to the other of the latter, some twenty or
th�rty gentlemen and lad�es sat them down under the sway�ng lamps



and for two or three hours wrote d�l�gently �n the�r journals. Alas! that
journals so volum�nously begun should come to so lame and
�mpotent a conclus�on as most of them d�d! I doubt �f there �s a s�ngle
p�lgr�m of all that host but can show a hundred fa�r pages of journal
concern�ng the f�rst twenty days’ voyag�ng �n the Quaker C�ty, and I
am morally certa�n that not ten of the party can show twenty pages of
journal for the succeed�ng twenty thousand m�les of voyag�ng! At
certa�n per�ods �t becomes the dearest amb�t�on of a man to keep a
fa�thful record of h�s performances �n a book; and he dashes at th�s
work w�th an enthus�asm that �mposes on h�m the not�on that
keep�ng a journal �s the ver�est past�me �n the world, and the
pleasantest. But �f he only l�ves twenty-one days, he w�ll f�nd out that
only those rare natures that are made up of pluck, endurance,
devot�on to duty for duty’s sake, and �nv�nc�ble determ�nat�on may
hope to venture upon so tremendous an enterpr�se as the keep�ng of
a journal and not susta�n a shameful defeat.

One of our favor�te youths, Jack, a splend�d young fellow w�th a
head full of good sense, and a pa�r of legs that were a wonder to
look upon �n the way of length and stra�ghtness and sl�mness, used
to report progress every morn�ng �n the most glow�ng and sp�r�ted
way, and say:

“Oh, I’m com�ng along bully!” (he was a l�ttle g�ven to slang �n h�s
happ�er moods.) “I wrote ten pages �n my journal last n�ght—and you
know I wrote n�ne the n�ght before and twelve the n�ght before that.
Why, �t’s only fun!”

“What do you f�nd to put �n �t, Jack?”
“Oh, everyth�ng. Lat�tude and long�tude, noon every day; and how

many m�les we made last twenty-four hours; and all the dom�no
games I beat and horse b�ll�ards; and whales and sharks and
porpo�ses; and the text of the sermon Sundays (because that’ll tell at
home, you know); and the sh�ps we saluted and what nat�on they
were; and wh�ch way the w�nd was, and whether there was a heavy
sea, and what sa�l we carr�ed, though we don’t ever carry any,
pr�nc�pally, go�ng aga�nst a head w�nd always—wonder what �s the
reason of that?—and how many l�es Moult has told—Oh, every th�ng!



I’ve got everyth�ng down. My father told me to keep that journal.
Father wouldn’t take a thousand dollars for �t when I get �t done.”

“No, Jack; �t w�ll be worth more than a thousand dollars—when
you get �t done.”

“Do you?—no, but do you th�nk �t w�ll, though?
“Yes, �t w�ll be worth at least as much as a thousand dollars—when

you get �t done. May be more.”
“Well, I about half th�nk so, myself. It a�n’t no slouch of a journal.”
But �t shortly became a most lamentable “slouch of a journal.” One

n�ght �n Par�s, after a hard day’s to�l �n s�ghtsee�ng, I sa�d:
“Now I’ll go and stroll around the cafes awh�le, Jack, and g�ve you

a chance to wr�te up your journal, old fellow.”
H�s countenance lost �ts f�re. He sa�d:
“Well, no, you needn’t m�nd. I th�nk I won’t run that journal

anymore. It �s awful ted�ous. Do you know—I reckon I’m as much as
four thousand pages beh�nd hand. I haven’t got any France �n �t at
all. F�rst I thought I’d leave France out and start fresh. But that
wouldn’t do, would �t? The governor would say, ‘Hello, here—d�dn’t
see anyth�ng �n France? That cat wouldn’t f�ght, you know. F�rst I
thought I’d copy France out of the gu�de-book, l�ke old Badger �n the
for’rard cab�n, who’s wr�t�ng a book, but there’s more than three
hundred pages of �t. Oh, I don’t th�nk a journal’s any use—do you?
They’re only a bother, a�n’t they?”

“Yes, a journal that �s �ncomplete �sn’t of much use, but a journal
properly kept �s worth a thousand dollars—when you’ve got �t done.”

“A thousand!—well, I should th�nk so. I wouldn’t f�n�sh �t for a
m�ll�on.”

H�s exper�ence was only the exper�ence of the major�ty of that
�ndustr�ous n�ght school �n the cab�n. If you w�sh to �nfl�ct a heartless
and mal�gnant pun�shment upon a young person, pledge h�m to keep
a journal a year.

A good many exped�ents were resorted to to keep the
excurs�on�sts amused and sat�sf�ed. A club was formed, of all the
passengers, wh�ch met �n the wr�t�ng school after prayers and read



aloud about the countr�es we were approach�ng and d�scussed the
�nformat�on so obta�ned.

Several t�mes the photographer of the exped�t�on brought out h�s
transparent p�ctures and gave us a handsome mag�c-lantern
exh�b�t�on. H�s v�ews were nearly all of fore�gn scenes, but there
were one or two home p�ctures among them. He advert�sed that he
would “open h�s performance �n the after cab�n at ‘two bells’ (n�ne
P.M.) and show the passengers where they shall eventually arr�ve”—
wh�ch was all very well, but by a funny acc�dent the f�rst p�cture that
flamed out upon the canvas was a v�ew of Greenwood Cemetery!

On several starl�ght n�ghts we danced on the upper deck, under
the awn�ngs, and made someth�ng of a ball-room d�splay of br�ll�ancy
by hang�ng a number of sh�p’s lanterns to the stanch�ons. Our mus�c
cons�sted of the well-m�xed stra�ns of a melodeon wh�ch was a l�ttle
asthmat�c and apt to catch �ts breath where �t ought to come out
strong, a clar�net wh�ch was a l�ttle unrel�able on the h�gh keys and
rather melancholy on the low ones, and a d�sreputable accord�on
that had a leak somewhere and breathed louder than �t squawked—
a more elegant term does not occur to me just now. However, the
danc�ng was �nf�n�tely worse than the mus�c. When the sh�p rolled to
starboard the whole platoon of dancers came charg�ng down to
starboard w�th �t, and brought up �n mass at the ra�l; and when �t
rolled to port they went flounder�ng down to port w�th the same
unan�m�ty of sent�ment. Waltzers spun around precar�ously for a
matter of f�fteen seconds and then went scurry�ng down to the ra�l as
�f they meant to go overboard. The V�rg�n�a reel, as performed on
board the Quaker C�ty, had more genu�ne reel about �t than any reel I
ever saw before, and was as full of �nterest to the spectator as �t was
full of desperate chances and ha�rbreadth escapes to the part�c�pant.
We gave up danc�ng, f�nally.

p042.jpg (53K)



We celebrated a lady’s b�rthday ann�versary w�th toasts, speeches,
a poem, and so forth. We also had a mock tr�al. No sh�p ever went to
sea that hadn’t a mock tr�al on board. The purser was accused of
steal�ng an overcoat from stateroom No. 10. A judge was appo�nted;
also clerks, a cr�er of the court, constables, sher�ffs; counsel for the
State and for the defendant; w�tnesses were subpoenaed, and a jury
empaneled after much challeng�ng. The w�tnesses were stup�d and
unrel�able and contrad�ctory, as w�tnesses always are. The counsel
were eloquent, argumentat�ve, and v�nd�ct�vely abus�ve of each
other, as was character�st�c and proper. The case was at last
subm�tted and duly f�n�shed by the judge w�th an absurd dec�s�on and
a r�d�culous sentence.
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The act�ng of charades was tr�ed on several even�ngs by the
young gentlemen and lad�es, �n the cab�ns, and proved the most
d�st�ngu�shed success of all the amusement exper�ments.

An attempt was made to organ�ze a debat�ng club, but �t was a
fa�lure. There was no orator�cal talent �n the sh�p.

We all enjoyed ourselves—I th�nk I can safely say that, but �t was
�n a rather qu�et way. We very, very seldom played the p�ano; we
played the flute and the clar�net together, and made good mus�c, too,
what there was of �t, but we always played the same old tune; �t was
a very pretty tune—how well I remember �t—I wonder when I shall
ever get r�d of �t. We never played e�ther the melodeon or the organ
except at devot�ons—but I am too fast: young Albert d�d know part of
a tune someth�ng about “O Someth�ng-Or-Other How Sweet It Is to
Know That He’s H�s What’s-h�s-Name” (I do not remember the exact
t�tle of �t, but �t was very pla�nt�ve and full of sent�ment); Albert played
that pretty much all the t�me unt�l we contracted w�th h�m to restra�n
h�mself. But nobody ever sang by moonl�ght on the upper deck, and
the congregat�onal s�ng�ng at church and prayers was not of a



super�or order of arch�tecture. I put up w�th �t as long as I could and
then jo�ned �n and tr�ed to �mprove �t, but th�s encouraged young
George to jo�n �n too, and that made a fa�lure of �t; because George’s
vo�ce was just “turn�ng,” and when he was s�ng�ng a d�smal sort of
bass �t was apt to fly off the handle and startle everybody w�th a most
d�scordant cackle on the upper notes. George d�dn’t know the tunes,
e�ther, wh�ch was also a drawback to h�s performances. I sa�d:

“Come, now, George, don’t �mprov�se. It looks too egot�st�cal. It w�ll
provoke remark. Just st�ck to ‘Coronat�on,’ l�ke the others. It �s a
good tune—you can’t �mprove �t any, just off-hand, �n th�s way.”

“Why, I’m not try�ng to �mprove �t—and I am s�ng�ng l�ke the others
—just as �t �s �n the notes.”

And he honestly thought he was, too; and so he had no one to
blame but h�mself when h�s vo�ce caught on the center occas�onally
and gave h�m the lockjaw.

There were those among the unregenerated who attr�buted the
unceas�ng head-w�nds to our d�stress�ng cho�r-mus�c. There were
those who sa�d openly that �t was tak�ng chances enough to have
such ghastly mus�c go�ng on, even when �t was at �ts best; and that
to exaggerate the cr�me by lett�ng George help was s�mply fly�ng �n
the face of Prov�dence. These sa�d that the cho�r would keep up the�r
lacerat�ng attempts at melody unt�l they would br�ng down a storm
some day that would s�nk the sh�p.

There were even grumblers at the prayers. The execut�ve off�cer
sa�d the p�lgr�ms had no char�ty:

“There they are, down there every n�ght at e�ght bells, pray�ng for
fa�r w�nds—when they know as well as I do that th�s �s the only sh�p
go�ng east th�s t�me of the year, but there’s a thousand com�ng west
—what’s a fa�r w�nd for us �s a head w�nd to them—the Alm�ghty’s
blow�ng a fa�r w�nd for a thousand vessels, and th�s tr�be wants h�m
to turn �t clear around so as to accommodate one—and she a
steamsh�p at that! It a�n’t good sense, �t a�n’t good reason, �t a�n’t
good Chr�st�an�ty, �t a�n’t common human char�ty. Avast w�th such
nonsense!”





CHAPTER V.
Tak�ng �t “by and large,” as the sa�lors say, we had a pleasant ten

days’ run from New York to the Azores �slands—not a fast run, for
the d�stance �s only twenty-four hundred m�les, but a r�ght pleasant
one �n the ma�n. True, we had head w�nds all the t�me, and several
stormy exper�ences wh�ch sent f�fty percent of the passengers to bed
s�ck and made the sh�p look d�smal and deserted—stormy
exper�ences that all w�ll remember who weathered them on the
tumbl�ng deck and caught the vast sheets of spray that every now
and then sprang h�gh �n a�r from the weather bow and swept the sh�p
l�ke a thunder-shower; but for the most part we had balmy summer
weather and n�ghts that were even f�ner than the days. We had the
phenomenon of a full moon located just �n the same spot �n the
heavens at the same hour every n�ght. The reason of th�s s�ngular
conduct on the part of the moon d�d not occur to us at f�rst, but �t d�d
afterward when we reflected that we were ga�n�ng about twenty
m�nutes every day because we were go�ng east so fast—we ga�ned
just about enough every day to keep along w�th the moon. It was
becom�ng an old moon to the fr�ends we had left beh�nd us, but to us
Joshuas �t stood st�ll �n the same place and rema�ned always the
same.

Young Mr. Blucher, who �s from the Far West and �s on h�s f�rst
voyage, was a good deal worr�ed by the constantly chang�ng “sh�p
t�me.” He was proud of h�s new watch at f�rst and used to drag �t out
promptly when e�ght bells struck at noon, but he came to look after a
wh�le as �f he were los�ng conf�dence �n �t. Seven days out from New
York he came on deck and sa�d w�th great dec�s�on:

“Th�s th�ng’s a sw�ndle!”
“What’s a sw�ndle?”
“Why, th�s watch. I bought her out �n Ill�no�s—gave $150 for her—

and I thought she was good. And, by George, she �s good onshore,
but somehow she don’t keep up her l�ck here on the water—gets



seas�ck may be. She sk�ps; she runs along regular enough t�ll half-
past eleven, and then, all of a sudden, she lets down. I’ve set that
old regulator up faster and faster, t�ll I’ve shoved �t clear around, but
�t don’t do any good; she just d�stances every watch �n the sh�p, and
clatters along �n a way that’s aston�sh�ng t�ll �t �s noon, but them e�ght
bells always gets �n about ten m�nutes ahead of her anyway. I don’t
know what to do w�th her now. She’s do�ng all she can—she’s go�ng
her best ga�t, but �t won’t save her. Now, don’t you know, there a�n’t a
watch �n the sh�p that’s mak�ng better t�me than she �s, but what does
�t s�gn�fy? When you hear them e�ght bells you’ll f�nd her just about
ten m�nutes short of her score sure.”

The sh�p was ga�n�ng a full hour every three days, and th�s fellow
was try�ng to make h�s watch go fast enough to keep up to her. But,
as he had sa�d, he had pushed the regulator up as far as �t would go,
and the watch was “on �ts best ga�t,” and so noth�ng was left h�m but
to fold h�s hands and see the sh�p beat the race. We sent h�m to the
capta�n, and he expla�ned to h�m the mystery of “sh�p t�me” and set
h�s troubled m�nd at rest. Th�s young man asked a great many
quest�ons about seas�ckness before we left, and wanted to know
what �ts character�st�cs were and how he was to tell when he had �t.
He found out.

We saw the usual sharks, blackf�sh, porpo�ses, etc., of course, and
by and by large schools of Portuguese men-of-war were added to
the regular l�st of sea wonders. Some of them were wh�te and some
of a br�ll�ant carm�ne color. The naut�lus �s noth�ng but a transparent
web of jelly that spreads �tself to catch the w�nd, and has fleshy-
look�ng str�ngs a foot or two long dangl�ng from �t to keep �t steady �n
the water. It �s an accompl�shed sa�lor and has good sa�lor judgment.
It reefs �ts sa�l when a storm threatens or the w�nd blows pretty hard,
and furls �t ent�rely and goes down when a gale blows. Ord�nar�ly �t
keeps �ts sa�l wet and �n good sa�l�ng order by turn�ng over and
d�pp�ng �t �n the water for a moment. Seamen say the naut�lus �s only
found �n these waters between the 35th and 45th parallels of lat�tude.
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At three o’clock on the morn�ng of the twenty-f�rst of June, we were
awakened and not�f�ed that the Azores �slands were �n s�ght. I sa�d I
d�d not take any �nterest �n �slands at three o’clock �n the morn�ng.
But another persecutor came, and then another and another, and
f�nally bel�ev�ng that the general enthus�asm would perm�t no one to
slumber �n peace, I got up and went sleep�ly on deck. It was f�ve and
a half o’clock now, and a raw, bluster�ng morn�ng. The passengers
were huddled about the smoke-stacks and fort�f�ed beh�nd
vent�lators, and all were wrapped �n w�ntry costumes and look�ng
sleepy and unhappy �n the p�t�less gale and the drench�ng spray.

The �sland �n s�ght was Flores. It seemed only a mounta�n of mud
stand�ng up out of the dull m�sts of the sea. But as we bore down
upon �t the sun came out and made �t a beaut�ful p�cture—a mass of
green farms and meadows that swelled up to a he�ght of f�fteen
hundred feet and m�ngled �ts upper outl�nes w�th the clouds. It was
r�bbed w�th sharp, steep r�dges and cloven w�th narrow canyons, and
here and there on the he�ghts, rocky upheavals shaped themselves
�nto m�m�c battlements and castles; and out of r�fted clouds came
broad shafts of sunl�ght, that pa�nted summ�t, and slope and glen,
w�th bands of f�re, and left belts of somber shade between. It was the
aurora boreal�s of the frozen pole ex�led to a summer land!

We sk�rted around two-th�rds of the �sland, four m�les from shore,
and all the opera glasses �n the sh�p were called �nto requ�s�t�on to
settle d�sputes as to whether mossy spots on the uplands were
groves of trees or groves of weeds, or whether the wh�te v�llages
down by the sea were really v�llages or only the cluster�ng
tombstones of cemeter�es. F�nally we stood to sea and bore away for
San M�guel, and Flores shortly became a dome of mud aga�n and
sank down among the m�sts, and d�sappeared. But to many a
seas�ck passenger �t was good to see the green h�lls aga�n, and all
were more cheerful after th�s ep�sode than anybody could have
expected them to be, cons�der�ng how s�nfully early they had gotten
up.



But we had to change our purpose about San M�guel, for a storm
came up about noon that so tossed and p�tched the vessel that
common sense d�ctated a run for shelter. Therefore we steered for
the nearest �sland of the group—Fayal (the people there pronounce
�t Fy-all, and put the accent on the f�rst syllable). We anchored �n the
open roadstead of Horta, half a m�le from the shore. The town has
e�ght thousand to ten thousand �nhab�tants. Its snow-wh�te houses
nestle cos�ly �n a sea of fresh green vegetat�on, and no v�llage could
look prett�er or more attract�ve. It s�ts �n the lap of an amph�theater of
h�lls wh�ch are three hundred to seven hundred feet h�gh, and
carefully cult�vated clear to the�r summ�ts—not a foot of so�l left �dle.
Every farm and every acre �s cut up �nto l�ttle square �nclosures by
stone walls, whose duty �t �s to protect the grow�ng products from the
destruct�ve gales that blow there. These hundreds of green squares,
marked by the�r black lava walls, make the h�lls look l�ke vast
checkerboards.

The �slands belong to Portugal, and everyth�ng �n Fayal has
Portuguese character�st�cs about �t. But more of that anon. A swarm
of swarthy, no�sy, ly�ng, shoulder-shrugg�ng, gest�culat�ng Portuguese
boatmen, w�th brass r�ngs �n the�r ears and fraud �n the�r hearts,
cl�mbed the sh�p’s s�des, and var�ous part�es of us contracted w�th
them to take us ashore at so much a head, s�lver co�n of any country.
We landed under the walls of a l�ttle fort, armed w�th batter�es of
twelve-and-th�rty-two-pounders, wh�ch Horta cons�dered a most
form�dable �nst�tut�on, but �f we were ever to get after �t w�th one of
our turreted mon�tors, they would have to move �t out �n the country �f
they wanted �t where they could go and f�nd �t aga�n when they
needed �t. The group on the p�er was a rusty one—men and women,
and boys and g�rls, all ragged and barefoot, uncombed and unclean,
and by �nst�nct, educat�on, and profess�on beggars. They trooped
after us, and never more wh�le we tarr�ed �n Fayal d�d we get r�d of
them. We walked up the m�ddle of the pr�nc�pal street, and these
verm�n surrounded us on all s�des and glared upon us; and every
moment exc�ted couples shot ahead of the process�on to get a good
look back, just as v�llage boys do when they accompany the
elephant on h�s advert�s�ng tr�p from street to street. It was very
flatter�ng to me to be part of the mater�al for such a sensat�on. Here



and there �n the doorways we saw women w�th fash�onable
Portuguese hoods on. Th�s hood �s of th�ck blue cloth, attached to a
cloak of the same stuff, and �s a marvel of ugl�ness. It stands up h�gh
and spreads far abroad, and �s unfathomably deep. It f�ts l�ke a c�rcus
tent, and a woman’s head �s h�dden away �n �t l�ke the man’s who
prompts the s�ngers from h�s t�n shed �n the stage of an opera. There
�s no part�cle of tr�mm�ng about th�s monstrous capote, as they call �t
—�t �s just a pla�n, ugly dead-blue mass of sa�l, and a woman can’t
go w�th�n e�ght po�nts of the w�nd w�th one of them on; she has to go
before the w�nd or not at all. The general style of the capote �s the
same �n all the �slands, and w�ll rema�n so for the next ten thousand
years, but each �sland shapes �ts capotes just enough d�fferently
from the others to enable an observer to tell at a glance what
part�cular �sland a lady ha�ls from.
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The Portuguese penn�es, or re�s (pronounced rays), are
prod�g�ous. It takes one thousand re�s to make a dollar, and all
f�nanc�al est�mates are made �n re�s. We d�d not know th�s unt�l after
we had found �t out through Blucher. Blucher sa�d he was so happy
and so grateful to be on sol�d land once more that he wanted to g�ve
a feast—sa�d he had heard �t was a cheap land, and he was bound
to have a grand banquet. He �nv�ted n�ne of us, and we ate an
excellent d�nner at the pr�nc�pal hotel. In the m�dst of the joll�ty
produced by good c�gars, good w�ne, and passable anecdotes, the
landlord presented h�s b�ll. Blucher glanced at �t and h�s countenance
fell. He took another look to assure h�mself that h�s senses had not
dece�ved h�m and then read the �tems aloud, �n a falter�ng vo�ce,
wh�le the roses �n h�s cheeks turned to ashes:

“‘Ten d�nners, at 600 re�s, 6,000 re�s!’ Ru�n and desolat�on!
“‘Twenty-f�ve c�gars, at 100 re�s, 2,500 re�s!’ Oh, my sa�nted

mother!



“‘Eleven bottles of w�ne, at 1,200 re�s, 13,200 re�s!’ Be w�th us all!
“‘TOTAL, TWENTY-ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED REIS!’

The suffer�ng Moses! There a�n’t money enough �n the sh�p to pay
that b�ll! Go—leave me to my m�sery, boys, I am a ru�ned
commun�ty."
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I th�nk �t was the blankest-look�ng party I ever saw. Nobody could
say a word. It was as �f every soul had been str�cken dumb. W�ne
glasses descended slowly to the table, the�r contents untasted.
C�gars dropped unnot�ced from nerveless f�ngers. Each man sought
h�s ne�ghbor’s eye, but found �n �t no ray of hope, no encouragement.
At last the fearful s�lence was broken. The shadow of a desperate
resolve settled upon Blucher’s countenance l�ke a cloud, and he rose
up and sa�d:

“Landlord, th�s �s a low, mean sw�ndle, and I’ll never, never stand
�t. Here’s a hundred and f�fty dollars, S�r, and �t’s all you’ll get—I’ll
sw�m �n blood before I’ll pay a cent more.”

Our sp�r�ts rose and the landlord’s fell—at least we thought so; he
was confused, at any rate, notw�thstand�ng he had not understood a
word that had been sa�d. He glanced from the l�ttle p�le of gold
p�eces to Blucher several t�mes and then went out. He must have
v�s�ted an Amer�can, for when he returned, he brought back h�s b�ll
translated �nto a language that a Chr�st�an could understand—thus:
10 d�nners, 6,000 re�s, or $6.00
25 c�gars, 2,500 re�s, or 2.50
11 bottles w�ne, 13,200 re�s, or   13.20

Total 21,700 re�s, or $21.70

Happ�ness re�gned once more �n Blucher’s d�nner party. More
refreshments were ordered.



CHAPTER VI.
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I th�nk the Azores must be very l�ttle known �n Amer�ca. Out of our
whole sh�p’s company there was not a sol�tary �nd�v�dual who knew
anyth�ng whatever about them. Some of the party, well read
concern�ng most other lands, had no other �nformat�on about the
Azores than that they were a group of n�ne or ten small �slands far
out �n the Atlant�c, someth�ng more than halfway between New York
and G�braltar. That was all. These cons�derat�ons move me to put �n
a paragraph of dry facts just here.

The commun�ty �s em�nently Portuguese—that �s to say, �t �s slow,
poor, sh�ftless, sleepy, and lazy. There �s a c�v�l governor, appo�nted
by the K�ng of Portugal, and also a m�l�tary governor, who can
assume supreme control and suspend the c�v�l government at h�s
pleasure. The �slands conta�n a populat�on of about 200,000, almost
ent�rely Portuguese. Everyth�ng �s sta�d and settled, for the country
was one hundred years old when Columbus d�scovered Amer�ca.
The pr�nc�pal crop �s corn, and they ra�se �t and gr�nd �t just as the�r
great-great-great-grandfathers d�d. They plow w�th a board sl�ghtly
shod w�th �ron; the�r tr�fl�ng l�ttle harrows are drawn by men and
women; small w�ndm�lls gr�nd the corn, ten bushels a day, and there
�s one ass�stant super�ntendent to feed the m�ll and a general
super�ntendent to stand by and keep h�m from go�ng to sleep. When
the w�nd changes they h�tch on some donkeys and actually turn the
whole upper half of the m�ll around unt�l the sa�ls are �n proper
pos�t�on, �nstead of f�x�ng the concern so that the sa�ls could be
moved �nstead of the m�ll. Oxen tread the wheat from the ear, after
the fash�on prevalent �n the t�me of Methuselah. There �s not a



wheelbarrow �n the land—they carry everyth�ng on the�r heads, or on
donkeys, or �n a w�cker-bod�ed cart, whose wheels are sol�d blocks
of wood and whose axles turn w�th the wheel. There �s not a modern
plow �n the �slands or a thresh�ng mach�ne. All attempts to �ntroduce
them have fa�led. The good Cathol�c Portuguese crossed h�mself
and prayed God to sh�eld h�m from all blasphemous des�re to know
more than h�s father d�d before h�m. The cl�mate �s m�ld; they never
have snow or �ce, and I saw no ch�mneys �n the town. The donkeys
and the men, women, and ch�ldren of a fam�ly all eat and sleep �n the
same room, and are unclean, are ravaged by verm�n, and are truly
happy. The people l�e, and cheat the stranger, and are desperately
�gnorant, and have hardly any reverence for the�r dead. The latter
tra�t shows how l�ttle better they are than the donkeys they eat and
sleep w�th. The only well-dressed Portuguese �n the camp are the
half a dozen well-to-do fam�l�es, the Jesu�t pr�ests, and the sold�ers of
the l�ttle garr�son. The wages of a laborer are twenty to twenty-four
cents a day, and those of a good mechan�c about tw�ce as much.
They count �t �n re�s at a thousand to the dollar, and th�s makes them
r�ch and contented. F�ne grapes used to grow �n the �slands, and an
excellent w�ne was made and exported. But a d�sease k�lled all the
v�nes f�fteen years ago, and s�nce that t�me no w�ne has been made.
The �slands be�ng wholly of volcan�c or�g�n, the so�l �s necessar�ly
very r�ch. Nearly every foot of ground �s under cult�vat�on, and two or
three crops a year of each art�cle are produced, but noth�ng �s
exported save a few oranges—ch�efly to England. Nobody comes
here, and nobody goes away. News �s a th�ng unknown �n Fayal. A
th�rst for �t �s a pass�on equally unknown. A Portuguese of average
�ntell�gence �nqu�red �f our c�v�l war was over. Because, he sa�d,
somebody had told h�m �t was—or at least �t ran �n h�s m�nd that
somebody had told h�m someth�ng l�ke that! And when a passenger
gave an off�cer of the garr�son cop�es of the Tr�bune, the Herald, and
T�mes, he was surpr�sed to f�nd later news �n them from L�sbon than
he had just rece�ved by the l�ttle monthly steamer. He was told that �t
came by cable. He sa�d he knew they had tr�ed to lay a cable ten
years ago, but �t had been �n h�s m�nd somehow that they hadn’t
succeeded!



It �s �n commun�t�es l�ke th�s that Jesu�t humbuggery flour�shes. We
v�s�ted a Jesu�t cathedral nearly two hundred years old and found �n
�t a p�ece of the ver�table cross upon wh�ch our Sav�our was
cruc�f�ed. It was pol�shed and hard, and �n as excellent a state of
preservat�on as �f the dread tragedy on Calvary had occurred
yesterday �nstead of e�ghteen centur�es ago. But these conf�d�ng
people bel�eve �n that p�ece of wood unhes�tat�ngly.

In a chapel of the cathedral �s an altar w�th fac�ngs of sol�d s�lver—
at least they call �t so, and I th�nk myself �t would go a couple of
hundred to the ton (to speak after the fash�on of the s�lver m�ners)—
and before �t �s kept forever burn�ng a small lamp. A devout lady who
d�ed, left money and contracted for unl�m�ted masses for the repose
of her soul, and also st�pulated that th�s lamp should be kept l�ghted
always, day and n�ght. She d�d all th�s before she d�ed, you
understand. It �s a very small lamp and a very d�m one, and �t could
not work her much damage, I th�nk, �f �t went out altogether.

The great altar of the cathedral and also three or four m�nor ones
are a perfect mass of g�lt g�mcracks and g�ngerbread. And they have
a swarm of rusty, dusty, battered apostles stand�ng around the
f�lagree work, some on one leg and some w�th one eye out but a
gamey look �n the other, and some w�th two or three f�ngers gone,
and some w�th not enough nose left to blow—all of them cr�ppled
and d�scouraged, and f�tter subjects for the hosp�tal than the
cathedral.

The walls of the chancel are of porcela�n, all p�ctured over w�th
f�gures of almost l�fe s�ze, very elegantly wrought and dressed �n the
fanc�ful costumes of two centur�es ago. The des�gn was a h�story of
someth�ng or somebody, but none of us were learned enough to
read the story. The old father, repos�ng under a stone close by, dated
1686, m�ght have told us �f he could have r�sen. But he d�dn’t.

As we came down through the town we encountered a squad of
l�ttle donkeys ready saddled for use. The saddles were pecul�ar, to
say the least. They cons�sted of a sort of saw-buck w�th a small
mattress on �t, and th�s furn�ture covered about half the donkey.
There were no st�rrups, but really such supports were not needed—
to use such a saddle was the next th�ng to r�d�ng a d�nner table—



there was ample support clear out to one’s knee jo�nts. A pack of
ragged Portuguese muleteers crowded around us, offer�ng the�r
beasts at half a dollar an hour—more rascal�ty to the stranger, for the
market pr�ce �s s�xteen cents. Half a dozen of us mounted the
unga�nly affa�rs and subm�tted to the �nd�gn�ty of mak�ng a r�d�culous
spectacle of ourselves through the pr�nc�pal streets of a town of
10,000 �nhab�tants.

We started. It was not a trot, a gallop, or a canter, but a stampede,
and made up of all poss�ble or conce�vable ga�ts. No spurs were
necessary. There was a muleteer to every donkey and a dozen
volunteers bes�de, and they banged the donkeys w�th the�r goad
st�cks, and pr�cked them w�th the�r sp�kes, and shouted someth�ng
that sounded l�ke “Sekk�-yah!” and kept up a d�n and a racket that
was worse than Bedlam �tself. These rascals were all on foot, but no
matter, they were always up to t�me—they can outrun and outlast a
donkey. Altogether, ours was a l�vely and a p�cturesque process�on,
and drew crowded aud�ences to the balcon�es wherever we went.
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Blucher could do noth�ng at all w�th h�s donkey. The beast
scampered z�gzag across the road and the others ran �nto h�m; he
scraped Blucher aga�nst carts and the corners of houses; the road
was fenced �n w�th h�gh stone walls, and the donkey gave h�m a
pol�sh�ng f�rst on one s�de and then on the other, but never once took
the m�ddle; he f�nally came to the house he was born �n and darted
�nto the parlor, scrap�ng Blucher off at the doorway. After remount�ng,
Blucher sa�d to the muleteer, “Now, that’s enough, you know; you go
slow hereafter.”

But the fellow knew no Engl�sh and d�d not understand, so he
s�mply sa�d, “Sekk�-yah!” and the donkey was off aga�n l�ke a shot.
He turned a corner suddenly, and Blucher went over h�s head. And,
to speak truly, every mule stumbled over the two, and the whole



cavalcade was p�led up �n a heap. No harm done. A fall from one of
those donkeys �s of l�ttle more consequence than roll�ng off a sofa.
The donkeys all stood st�ll after the catastrophe and wa�ted for the�r
d�smembered saddles to be patched up and put on by the no�sy
muleteers. Blucher was pretty angry and wanted to swear, but every
t�me he opened h�s mouth h�s an�mal d�d so also and let off a ser�es
of brays that drowned all other sounds.

It was fun, scurry�ng around the breezy h�lls and through the
beaut�ful canyons. There was that rare th�ng, novelty, about �t; �t was
a fresh, new, exh�larat�ng sensat�on, th�s donkey r�d�ng, and worth a
hundred worn and threadbare home pleasures.

The roads were a wonder, and well they m�ght be. Here was an
�sland w�th only a handful of people �n �t—25,000—and yet such f�ne
roads do not ex�st �n the Un�ted States outs�de of Central Park.
Everywhere you go, �n any d�rect�on, you f�nd e�ther a hard, smooth,
level thoroughfare, just spr�nkled w�th black lava sand, and bordered
w�th l�ttle gutters neatly paved w�th small smooth pebbles, or
compactly paved ones l�ke Broadway. They talk much of the Russ
pavement �n New York, and call �t a new �nvent�on—yet here they
have been us�ng �t �n th�s remote l�ttle �sle of the sea for two hundred
years! Every street �n Horta �s handsomely paved w�th the heavy
Russ blocks, and the surface �s neat and true as a floor—not marred
by holes l�ke Broadway. And every road �s fenced �n by tall, sol�d lava
walls, wh�ch w�ll last a thousand years �n th�s land where frost �s
unknown. They are very th�ck, and are often plastered and
wh�tewashed and capped w�th project�ng slabs of cut stone. Trees
from gardens above hang the�r sway�ng tendr�ls down, and contrast
the�r br�ght green w�th the wh�tewash or the black lava of the walls
and make them beaut�ful. The trees and v�nes stretch across these
narrow roadways somet�mes and so shut out the sun that you seem
to be r�d�ng through a tunnel. The pavements, the roads, and the
br�dges are all government work.

The br�dges are of a s�ngle span—a s�ngle arch—of cut stone,
w�thout a support, and paved on top w�th flags of lava and
ornamental pebblework. Everywhere are walls, walls, walls, and all
of them tasteful and handsome—and eternally substant�al; and



everywhere are those marvelous pavements, so neat, so smooth,
and so �ndestruct�ble. And �f ever roads and streets and the outs�des
of houses were perfectly free from any s�gn or semblance of d�rt, or
dust, or mud, or uncleanl�ness of any k�nd, �t �s Horta, �t �s Fayal. The
lower classes of the people, �n the�r persons and the�r dom�c�les, are
not clean—but there �t stops—the town and the �sland are m�racles
of cleanl�ness.

We arr�ved home aga�n f�nally, after a ten-m�le excurs�on, and the
�rrepress�ble muleteers scampered at our heels through the ma�n
street, goad�ng the donkeys, shout�ng the everlast�ng “Sekk�-yah,”
and s�ng�ng “John Brown’s Body” �n ru�nous Engl�sh.

When we were d�smounted and �t came to settl�ng, the shout�ng
and jaw�ng and swear�ng and quarrel�ng among the muleteers and
w�th us was nearly deafen�ng. One fellow would demand a dollar an
hour for the use of h�s donkey; another cla�med half a dollar for
pr�ck�ng h�m up, another a quarter for help�ng �n that serv�ce, and
about fourteen gu�des presented b�lls for show�ng us the way through
the town and �ts env�rons; and every vagrant of them was more
voc�ferous, and more vehement and more frant�c �n gesture than h�s
ne�ghbor. We pa�d one gu�de and pa�d for one muleteer to each
donkey.

The mounta�ns on some of the �slands are very h�gh. We sa�led
along the shore of the �sland of P�co, under a stately green pyram�d
that rose up w�th one unbroken sweep from our very feet to an
alt�tude of 7,613 feet, and thrust �ts summ�t above the wh�te clouds
l�ke an �sland adr�ft �n a fog!

We got plenty of fresh oranges, lemons, f�gs, apr�cots, etc., �n
these Azores, of course. But I w�ll des�st. I am not here to wr�te
Patent Off�ce reports.

We are on our way to G�braltar, and shall reach there f�ve or s�x
days out from the Azores.



CHAPTER VII.
A week of buffet�ng a tempestuous and relentless sea; a week of

seas�ckness and deserted cab�ns; of lonely quarterdecks drenched
w�th spray—spray so amb�t�ous that �t even coated the smokestacks
th�ck w�th a wh�te crust of salt to the�r very tops; a week of sh�ver�ng
�n the shelter of the l�feboats and deckhouses by day and blow�ng
suffocat�ng “clouds” and bo�sterously perform�ng at dom�noes �n the
smok�ng room at n�ght.

And the last n�ght of the seven was the storm�est of all. There was
no thunder, no no�se but the pound�ng bows of the sh�p, the keen
wh�stl�ng of the gale through the cordage, and the rush of the
seeth�ng waters. But the vessel cl�mbed aloft as �f she would cl�mb to
heaven—then paused an �nstant that seemed a century and plunged
headlong down aga�n, as from a prec�p�ce. The sheeted sprays
drenched the decks l�ke ra�n. The blackness of darkness was
everywhere. At long �ntervals a flash of l�ghtn�ng clove �t w�th a
qu�ver�ng l�ne of f�re that revealed a heav�ng world of water where
was noth�ng before, k�ndled the dusky cordage to gl�tter�ng s�lver,
and l�t up the faces of the men w�th a ghastly luster!

Fear drove many on deck that were used to avo�d�ng the n�ght
w�nds and the spray. Some thought the vessel could not l�ve through
the n�ght, and �t seemed less dreadful to stand out �n the m�dst of the
w�ld tempest and see the per�l that threatened than to be shut up �n
the sepulchral cab�ns, under the d�m lamps, and �mag�ne the horrors
that were abroad on the ocean. And once out—once where they
could see the sh�p struggl�ng �n the strong grasp of the storm—once
where they could hear the shr�ek of the w�nds and face the dr�v�ng
spray and look out upon the majest�c p�cture the l�ghtn�ngs d�sclosed,
they were pr�soners to a f�erce fasc�nat�on they could not res�st, and
so rema�ned. It was a w�ld n�ght—and a very, very long one.

Everybody was sent scamper�ng to the deck at seven o’clock th�s
lovely morn�ng of the th�rt�eth of June w�th the glad news that land



was �n s�ght! It was a rare th�ng and a joyful, to see all the sh�p’s
fam�ly abroad once more, albe�t the happ�ness that sat upon every
countenance could only partly conceal the ravages wh�ch that long
s�ege of storms had wrought there. But dull eyes soon sparkled w�th
pleasure, pall�d cheeks flushed aga�n, and frames weakened by
s�ckness gathered new l�fe from the qu�cken�ng �nfluences of the
br�ght, fresh morn�ng. Yea, and from a st�ll more potent �nfluence: the
worn castaways were to see the blessed land aga�n!—and to see �t
was to br�ng back that motherland that was �n all the�r thoughts.

W�th�n the hour we were fa�rly w�th�n the Stra�ts of G�braltar, the tall
yellow-splotched h�lls of Afr�ca on our r�ght, w�th the�r bases ve�led �n
a blue haze and the�r summ�ts swathed �n clouds—the same be�ng
accord�ng to Scr�pture, wh�ch says that “clouds and darkness are
over the land.” The words were spoken of th�s part�cular port�on of
Afr�ca, I bel�eve. On our left were the gran�te-r�bbed domes of old
Spa�n. The stra�t �s only th�rteen m�les w�de �n �ts narrowest part.

At short �ntervals along the Span�sh shore were qua�nt-look�ng old
stone towers—Moor�sh, we thought—but learned better afterwards.
In former t�mes the Morocco rascals used to coast along the Span�sh
Ma�n �n the�r boats t�ll a safe opportun�ty seemed to present �tself,
and then dart �n and capture a Span�sh v�llage and carry off all the
pretty women they could f�nd. It was a pleasant bus�ness, and was
very popular. The Span�ards bu�lt these watchtowers on the h�lls to
enable them to keep a sharper lookout on the Moroccan speculators.

The p�cture on the other hand was very beaut�ful to eyes weary of
the changeless sea, and by and by the sh�p’s company grew
wonderfully cheerful. But wh�le we stood adm�r�ng the cloud-capped
peaks and the lowlands robed �n m�sty gloom a f�ner p�cture burst
upon us and cha�ned every eye l�ke a magnet—a stately sh�p, w�th
canvas p�led on canvas t�ll she was one tower�ng mass of belly�ng
sa�l! She came speed�ng over the sea l�ke a great b�rd. Afr�ca and
Spa�n were forgotten. All homage was for the beaut�ful stranger.
Wh�le everybody gazed she swept superbly by and flung the Stars
and Str�pes to the breeze! Qu�cker than thought, hats and
handkerch�efs flashed �n the a�r, and a cheer went up! She was
beaut�ful before—she was rad�ant now. Many a one on our decks



knew then for the f�rst t�me how tame a s�ght h�s country’s flag �s at
home compared to what �t �s �n a fore�gn land. To see �t �s to see a
v�s�on of home �tself and all �ts �dols, and feel a thr�ll that would st�r a
very r�ver of slugg�sh blood!
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We were approach�ng the famed P�llars of Hercules, and already
the Afr�can one, “Ape’s H�ll,” a grand old mounta�n w�th summ�t
streaked w�th gran�te ledges, was �n s�ght. The other, the great Rock
of G�braltar, was yet to come. The anc�ents cons�dered the P�llars of
Hercules the head of nav�gat�on and the end of the world. The
�nformat�on the anc�ents d�dn’t have was very volum�nous. Even the
prophets wrote book after book and ep�stle after ep�stle, yet never
once h�nted at the ex�stence of a great cont�nent on our s�de of the
water; yet they must have known �t was there, I should th�nk.

In a few moments a lonely and enormous mass of rock, stand�ng
seem�ngly �n the center of the w�de stra�t and apparently washed on
all s�des by the sea, swung magn�f�cently �nto v�ew, and we needed
no ted�ous traveled parrot to tell us �t was G�braltar. There could not
be two rocks l�ke that �n one k�ngdom.

The Rock of G�braltar �s about a m�le and a half long, I should say,
by 1,400 to 1,500 feet h�gh, and a quarter of a m�le w�de at �ts base.
One s�de and one end of �t come about as stra�ght up out of the sea
as the s�de of a house, the other end �s �rregular and the other s�de �s
a steep slant wh�ch an army would f�nd very d�ff�cult to cl�mb. At the
foot of th�s slant �s the walled town of G�braltar—or rather the town
occup�es part of the slant. Everywhere—on h�lls�de, �n the prec�p�ce,
by the sea, on the he�ghts—everywhere you choose to look,
G�braltar �s clad w�th masonry and br�stl�ng w�th guns. It makes a
str�k�ng and l�vely p�cture from whatsoever po�nt you contemplate �t. It
�s pushed out �nto the sea on the end of a flat, narrow str�p of land,
and �s suggest�ve of a “gob” of mud on the end of a sh�ngle. A few



hundred yards of th�s flat ground at �ts base belongs to the Engl�sh,
and then, extend�ng across the str�p from the Atlant�c to the
Med�terranean, a d�stance of a quarter of a m�le, comes the “Neutral
Ground,” a space two or three hundred yards w�de, wh�ch �s free to
both part�es.
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“Are you go�ng through Spa�n to Par�s?” That quest�on was
band�ed about the sh�p day and n�ght from Fayal to G�braltar, and I
thought I never could get so t�red of hear�ng any one comb�nat�on of
words aga�n or more t�red of answer�ng, “I don’t know.” At the last
moment s�x or seven had suff�c�ent dec�s�on of character to make up
the�r m�nds to go, and d�d go, and I felt a sense of rel�ef at once—�t
was forever too late now and I could make up my m�nd at my le�sure
not to go. I must have a prod�g�ous quant�ty of m�nd; �t takes me as
much as a week somet�mes to make �t up.

But behold how annoyances repeat themselves. We had no
sooner gotten r�d of the Spa�n d�stress than the G�braltar gu�des
started another—a t�resome repet�t�on of a legend that had noth�ng
very aston�sh�ng about �t, even �n the f�rst place: “That h�gh h�ll
yonder �s called the Queen’s Cha�r; �t �s because one of the queens
of Spa�n placed her cha�r there when the French and Span�sh troops
were bes�eg�ng G�braltar, and sa�d she would never move from the
spot t�ll the Engl�sh flag was lowered from the fortresses. If the
Engl�sh hadn’t been gallant enough to lower the flag for a few hours
one day, she’d have had to break her oath or d�e up there.”

We rode on asses and mules up the steep, narrow streets and
entered the subterranean galler�es the Engl�sh have blasted out �n
the rock. These galler�es are l�ke spac�ous ra�lway tunnels, and at
short �ntervals �n them great guns frown out upon sea and town
through portholes f�ve or s�x hundred feet above the ocean. There �s
a m�le or so of th�s subterranean work, and �t must have cost a vast



deal of money and labor. The gallery guns command the pen�nsula
and the harbors of both oceans, but they m�ght as well not be there, I
should th�nk, for an army could hardly cl�mb the perpend�cular wall of
the rock anyhow. Those lofty portholes afford superb v�ews of the
sea, though. At one place, where a jutt�ng crag was hollowed out �nto
a great chamber whose furn�ture was huge cannon and whose
w�ndows were portholes, a gl�mpse was caught of a h�ll not far away,
and a sold�er sa�d:

“That h�gh h�ll yonder �s called the Queen’s Cha�r; �t �s because a
queen of Spa�n placed her cha�r there once when the French and
Span�sh troops were bes�eg�ng G�braltar, and sa�d she would never
move from the spot t�ll the Engl�sh flag was lowered from the
fortresses. If the Engl�sh hadn’t been gallant enough to lower the flag
for a few hours one day, she’d have had to break her oath or d�e up
there."
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On the topmost p�nnacle of G�braltar we halted a good wh�le, and
no doubt the mules were t�red. They had a r�ght to be. The m�l�tary
road was good, but rather steep, and there was a good deal of �t.
The v�ew from the narrow ledge was magn�f�cent; from �t vessels
seem�ng l�ke the t�n�est l�ttle toy boats were turned �nto noble sh�ps
by the telescopes, and other vessels that were f�fty m�les away and
even s�xty, they sa�d, and �nv�s�ble to the naked eye, could be clearly
d�st�ngu�shed through those same telescopes. Below, on one s�de,
we looked down upon an endless mass of batter�es and on the other
stra�ght down to the sea.

Wh�le I was rest�ng ever so comfortably on a rampart, and cool�ng
my bak�ng head �n the del�c�ous breeze, an off�c�ous gu�de belong�ng
to another party came up and sa�d:

“Senor, that h�gh h�ll yonder �s called the Queen’s Cha�r—”



“S�r, I am a helpless orphan �n a fore�gn land. Have p�ty on me.
Don’t—now don’t �nfl�ct that most �n-FERNAL old legend on me
anymore today!”

There—I had used strong language after prom�s�ng I would never
do so aga�n; but the provocat�on was more than human nature could
bear. If you had been bored so, when you had the noble panorama
of Spa�n and Afr�ca and the blue Med�terranean spread abroad at
your feet, and wanted to gaze and enjoy and surfe�t yourself �n �ts
beauty �n s�lence, you m�ght have even burst �nto stronger language
than I d�d.

G�braltar has stood several protracted s�eges, one of them of
nearly four years’ durat�on (�t fa�led), and the Engl�sh only captured �t
by stratagem. The wonder �s that anybody should ever dream of
try�ng so �mposs�ble a project as the tak�ng �t by assault—and yet �t
has been tr�ed more than once.

The Moors held the place twelve hundred years ago, and a
staunch old castle of the�rs of that date st�ll frowns from the m�ddle of
the town, w�th moss-grown battlements and s�des well scarred by
shots f�red �n battles and s�eges that are forgotten now. A secret
chamber �n the rock beh�nd �t was d�scovered some t�me ago, wh�ch
conta�ned a sword of exqu�s�te workmansh�p, and some qua�nt old
armor of a fash�on that ant�quar�es are not acqua�nted w�th, though �t
�s supposed to be Roman. Roman armor and Roman rel�cs of
var�ous k�nds have been found �n a cave �n the sea extrem�ty of
G�braltar; h�story says Rome held th�s part of the country about the
Chr�st�an era, and these th�ngs seem to conf�rm the statement.

In that cave also are found human bones, crusted w�th a very
th�ck, stony coat�ng, and w�se men have ventured to say that those
men not only l�ved before the flood, but as much as ten thousand
years before �t. It may be true—�t looks reasonable enough—but as
long as those part�es can’t vote anymore, the matter can be of no
great publ�c �nterest. In th�s cave l�kew�se are found skeletons and
foss�ls of an�mals that ex�st �n every part of Afr�ca, yet w�th�n memory
and trad�t�on have never ex�sted �n any port�on of Spa�n save th�s
lone peak of G�braltar! So the theory �s that the channel between
G�braltar and Afr�ca was once dry land, and that the low, neutral neck



between G�braltar and the Span�sh h�lls beh�nd �t was once ocean,
and of course that these Afr�can an�mals, be�ng over at G�braltar
(after rock, perhaps—there �s plenty there), got closed out when the
great change occurred. The h�lls �n Afr�ca, across the channel, are
full of apes, and there are now and always have been apes on the
rock of G�braltar—but not elsewhere �n Spa�n! The subject �s an
�nterest�ng one.

There �s an Engl�sh garr�son at G�braltar of 6,000 or 7,000 men,
and so un�forms of flam�ng red are plenty; and red and blue, and
undress costumes of snowy wh�te, and also the queer un�form of the
bare-kneed H�ghlander; and one sees soft-eyed Span�sh g�rls from
San Roque, and ve�led Moor�sh beaut�es (I suppose they are
beaut�es) from Tar�fa, and turbaned, sashed, and trousered Moor�sh
merchants from Fez, and long-robed, bare-legged, ragged
Muhammadan vagabonds from Tetuan and Tang�er, some brown,
some yellow and some as black as v�rg�n �nk—and Jews from all
around, �n gabard�ne, skullcap, and sl�ppers, just as they are �n
p�ctures and theaters, and just as they were three thousand years
ago, no doubt. You can eas�ly understand that a tr�be (somehow our
p�lgr�ms suggest that express�on, because they march �n a straggl�ng
process�on through these fore�gn places w�th such an Ind�an-l�ke a�r
of complacency and �ndependence about them) l�ke ours, made up
from f�fteen or s�xteen states of the Un�on, found enough to stare at
�n th�s sh�ft�ng panorama of fash�on today.

Speak�ng of our p�lgr�ms rem�nds me that we have one or two
people among us who are somet�mes an annoyance. However, I do
not count the Oracle �n that l�st. I w�ll expla�n that the Oracle �s an
�nnocent old ass who eats for four and looks w�ser than the whole
Academy of France would have any r�ght to look, and never uses a
one-syllable word when he can th�nk of a longer one, and never by
any poss�ble chance knows the mean�ng of any long word he uses or
ever gets �t �n the r�ght place; yet he w�ll serenely venture an op�n�on
on the most abstruse subject and back �t up complacently w�th
quotat�ons from authors who never ex�sted, and f�nally when
cornered w�ll sl�de to the other s�de of the quest�on, say he has been
there all the t�me, and come back at you w�th your own spoken
arguments, only w�th the b�g words all tangled, and play them �n your



very teeth as or�g�nal w�th h�mself. He reads a chapter �n the
gu�debooks, m�xes the facts all up, w�th h�s bad memory, and then
goes off to �nfl�ct the whole mess on somebody as w�sdom wh�ch has
been fester�ng �n h�s bra�n for years and wh�ch he gathered �n college
from erud�te authors who are dead now and out of pr�nt. Th�s
morn�ng at breakfast he po�nted out of the w�ndow and sa�d:

“Do you see that there h�ll out there on that Afr�can coast? It’s one
of them P�llows of Herkewls, I should say—and there’s the ult�mate
one alongs�de of �t.”

“The ult�mate one—that �s a good word—but the p�llars are not
both on the same s�de of the stra�t.” (I saw he had been dece�ved by
a carelessly wr�tten sentence �n the gu�debook.)
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“Well, �t a�n’t for you to say, nor for me. Some authors states �t that
way, and some states �t d�fferent. Old G�bbons don’t say noth�ng
about �t—just sh�rks �t complete—G�bbons always done that when he
got stuck—but there �s Rolampton, what does he say? Why, he says
that they was both on the same s�de, and Tr�ncul�an, and Sobaster,
and Syraccus, and Langomarganbl——”

“Oh, that w�ll do—that’s enough. If you have got your hand �n for
�nvent�ng authors and test�mony, I have noth�ng more to say—let
them be on the same s�de.”

We don’t m�nd the Oracle. We rather l�ke h�m. We can tolerate the
Oracle very eas�ly, but we have a poet and a good-natured
enterpr�s�ng �d�ot on board, and they do d�stress the company. The
one g�ves cop�es of h�s verses to consuls, commanders, hotel
keepers, Arabs, Dutch—to anybody, �n fact, who w�ll subm�t to a
gr�evous �nfl�ct�on most k�ndly meant. H�s poetry �s all very well on
sh�pboard, notw�thstand�ng when he wrote an “Ode to the Ocean �n a
Storm” �n one half hour, and an “Apostrophe to the Rooster �n the
Wa�st of the Sh�p” �n the next, the trans�t�on was cons�dered to be



rather abrupt; but when he sends an �nvo�ce of rhymes to the
Governor of Fayal and another to the commander �n ch�ef and other
d�gn�tar�es �n G�braltar w�th the compl�ments of the Laureate of the
Sh�p, �t �s not popular w�th the passengers.

The other personage I have ment�oned �s young and green, and
not br�ght, not learned, and not w�se. He w�ll be, though, someday �f
he recollects the answers to all h�s quest�ons. He �s known about the
sh�p as the “Interrogat�on Po�nt,” and th�s by constant use has
become shortened to “Interrogat�on.” He has d�st�ngu�shed h�mself
tw�ce already. In Fayal they po�nted out a h�ll and told h�m �t was 800
feet h�gh and 1,100 feet long. And they told h�m there was a tunnel
2,000 feet long and 1,000 feet h�gh runn�ng through the h�ll, from end
to end. He bel�eved �t. He repeated �t to everybody, d�scussed �t, and
read �t from h�s notes. F�nally, he took a useful h�nt from th�s remark,
wh�ch a thoughtful old p�lgr�m made:

“Well, yes, �t �s a l�ttle remarkable—s�ngular tunnel altogether—
stands up out of the top of the h�ll about two hundred feet, and one
end of �t st�cks out of the h�ll about n�ne hundred!”
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Here �n G�braltar he corners these educated Br�t�sh off�cers and
badgers them w�th braggadoc�o about Amer�ca and the wonders she
can perform! He told one of them a couple of our gunboats could
come here and knock G�braltar �nto the Med�terranean Sea!

At th�s present moment half a dozen of us are tak�ng a pr�vate
pleasure excurs�on of our own dev�s�ng. We form rather more than
half the l�st of wh�te passengers on board a small steamer bound for
the venerable Moor�sh town of Tang�er, Afr�ca. Noth�ng could be
more absolutely certa�n than that we are enjoy�ng ourselves. One
can not do otherw�se who speeds over these sparkl�ng waters and
breathes the soft atmosphere of th�s sunny land. Care cannot assa�l
us here. We are out of �ts jur�sd�ct�on.



We even steamed recklessly by the frown�ng fortress of Malabat (a
stronghold of the Emperor of Morocco) w�thout a tw�nge of fear. The
whole garr�son turned out under arms and assumed a threaten�ng
att�tude—yet st�ll we d�d not fear. The ent�re garr�son marched and
counter-marched w�th�n the rampart, �n full v�ew—yet notw�thstand�ng
even th�s, we never fl�nched.
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I suppose we really do not know what fear �s. I �nqu�red the name
of the garr�son of the fortress of Malabat, and they sa�d �t was
Mehemet Al� Ben Sancom. I sa�d �t would be a good �dea to get
some more garr�sons to help h�m; but they sa�d no, he had noth�ng to
do but hold the place, and he was competent to do that, had done �t
two years already. That was ev�dence wh�ch one could not well
refute. There �s noth�ng l�ke reputat�on.

Every now and then my glove purchase �n G�braltar last n�ght
�ntrudes �tself upon me. Dan and the sh�p’s surgeon and I had been
up to the great square, l�sten�ng to the mus�c of the f�ne m�l�tary
bands and contemplat�ng Engl�sh and Span�sh female lovel�ness and
fash�on, and at n�ne o’clock were on our way to the theater, when we
met the General, the Judge, the Commodore, the Colonel, and the
Comm�ss�oner of the Un�ted States of Amer�ca to Europe, As�a, and
Afr�ca, who had been to the Club House to reg�ster the�r several t�tles
and �mpover�sh the b�ll of fare; and they told us to go over to the l�ttle
var�ety store near the Hall of Just�ce and buy some k�d gloves. They
sa�d they were elegant and very moderate �n pr�ce. It seemed a
styl�sh th�ng to go to the theater �n k�d gloves, and we acted upon the
h�nt. A very handsome young lady �n the store offered me a pa�r of
blue gloves. I d�d not want blue, but she sa�d they would look very
pretty on a hand l�ke m�ne. The remark touched me tenderly. I
glanced furt�vely at my hand, and somehow �t d�d seem rather a
comely member. I tr�ed a glove on my left and blushed a l�ttle.



Man�festly the s�ze was too small for me. But I felt grat�f�ed when she
sa�d:

“Oh, �t �s just r�ght!” Yet I knew �t was no such th�ng.
I tugged at �t d�l�gently, but �t was d�scourag�ng work. She sa�d:
“Ah! I see you are accustomed to wear�ng k�d gloves—but some

gentlemen are so awkward about putt�ng them on.”
It was the last compl�ment I had expected. I only understand

putt�ng on the bucksk�n art�cle perfectly. I made another effort and
tore the glove from the base of the thumb �nto the palm of the hand
—and tr�ed to h�de the rent. She kept up her compl�ments, and I kept
up my determ�nat�on to deserve them or d�e:

“Ah, you have had exper�ence! [A r�p down the back of the hand.]
They are just r�ght for you—your hand �s very small—�f they tear you
need not pay for them. [A rent across the m�ddle.] I can always tell
when a gentleman understands putt�ng on k�d gloves. There �s a
grace about �t that only comes w�th long pract�ce.” The whole after-
guard of the glove “fetched away,” as the sa�lors say, the fabr�c
parted across the knuckles, and noth�ng was left but a melancholy
ru�n.
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I was too much flattered to make an exposure and throw the
merchand�se on the angel’s hands. I was hot, vexed, confused, but
st�ll happy; but I hated the other boys for tak�ng such an absorb�ng
�nterest �n the proceed�ngs. I w�shed they were �n Jer�cho. I felt
exqu�s�tely mean when I sa�d cheerfully:

“Th�s one does very well; �t f�ts elegantly. I l�ke a glove that f�ts. No,
never m�nd, ma’am, never m�nd; I’ll put the other on �n the street. It �s
warm here.”

It was warm. It was the warmest place I ever was �n. I pa�d the b�ll,
and as I passed out w�th a fasc�nat�ng bow I thought I detected a



l�ght �n the woman’s eye that was gently �ron�cal; and when I looked
back from the street, and she was laugh�ng all to herself about
someth�ng or other, I sa�d to myself w�th w�ther�ng sarcasm, “Oh,
certa�nly; you know how to put on k�d gloves, don’t you? A self-
complacent ass, ready to be flattered out of your senses by every
pett�coat that chooses to take the trouble to do �t!”

The s�lence of the boys annoyed me. F�nally Dan sa�d mus�ngly:
“Some gentlemen don’t know how to put on k�d gloves at all, but

some do.”
And the doctor sa�d (to the moon, I thought):
“But �t �s always easy to tell when a gentleman �s used to putt�ng

on k�d gloves.”
Dan sol�loqu�zed after a pause:
“Ah, yes; there �s a grace about �t that only comes w�th long, very

long pract�ce.”
“Yes, �ndeed, I’ve not�ced that when a man hauls on a k�d glove

l�ke he was dragg�ng a cat out of an ash hole by the ta�l, he
understands putt�ng on k�d gloves; he’s had ex—”

“Boys, enough of a th�ng’s enough! You th�nk you are very smart, I
suppose, but I don’t. And �f you go and tell any of those old goss�ps
�n the sh�p about th�s th�ng, I’ll never forg�ve you for �t; that’s all.”

They let me alone then for the t�me be�ng. We always let each
other alone �n t�me to prevent �ll feel�ng from spo�l�ng a joke. But they
had bought gloves, too, as I d�d. We threw all the purchases away
together th�s morn�ng. They were coarse, unsubstant�al, freckled all
over w�th broad yellow splotches, and could ne�ther stand wear nor
publ�c exh�b�t�on. We had enterta�ned an angel unawares, but we d�d
not take her �n. She d�d that for us.

Tang�er! A tr�be of stalwart Moors are wad�ng �nto the sea to carry
us ashore on the�r backs from the small boats.



CHAPTER VIII.
Th�s �s royal! Let those who went up through Spa�n make the best

of �t—these dom�n�ons of the Emperor of Morocco su�t our l�ttle party
well enough. We have had enough of Spa�n at G�braltar for the
present. Tang�er �s the spot we have been long�ng for all the t�me.
Elsewhere we have found fore�gn-look�ng th�ngs and fore�gn-look�ng
people, but always w�th th�ngs and people �nterm�xed that we were
fam�l�ar w�th before, and so the novelty of the s�tuat�on lost a deal of
�ts force. We wanted someth�ng thoroughly and uncomprom�s�ngly
fore�gn—fore�gn from top to bottom—fore�gn from center to
c�rcumference—fore�gn �ns�de and outs�de and all around—noth�ng
anywhere about �t to d�lute �ts fore�gnness—noth�ng to rem�nd us of
any other people or any other land under the sun. And lo! In Tang�er
we have found �t. Here �s not the sl�ghtest th�ng that ever we have
seen save �n p�ctures—and we always m�strusted the p�ctures
before. We cannot anymore. The p�ctures used to seem
exaggerat�ons—they seemed too we�rd and fanc�ful for real�ty. But
behold, they were not w�ld enough—they were not fanc�ful enough—
they have not told half the story. Tang�er �s a fore�gn land �f ever
there was one, and the true sp�r�t of �t can never be found �n any
book save The Arab�an N�ghts. Here are no wh�te men v�s�ble, yet
swarms of human�ty are all about us. Here �s a packed and jammed
c�ty enclosed �n a mass�ve stone wall wh�ch �s more than a thousand
years old. All the houses nearly are one-and two-story, made of th�ck
walls of stone, plastered outs�de, square as a dry-goods box, flat as
a floor on top, no corn�ces, wh�tewashed all over—a crowded c�ty of
snowy tombs! And the doors are arched w�th the pecul�ar arch we
see �n Moor�sh p�ctures; the floors are la�d �n var�colored d�amond
flags; �n tesselated, many-colored porcela�n squares wrought �n the
furnaces of Fez; �n red t�les and broad br�cks that t�me cannot wear;
there �s no furn�ture �n the rooms (of Jew�sh dwell�ngs) save d�vans—
what there �s �n Moor�sh ones no man may know; w�th�n the�r sacred
walls no Chr�st�an dog can enter. And the streets are or�ental—some



of them three feet w�de, some s�x, but only two that are over a
dozen; a man can blockade the most of them by extend�ng h�s body
across them. Isn’t �t an or�ental p�cture?
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There are stalwart Bedou�ns of the desert here, and stately Moors
proud of a h�story that goes back to the n�ght of t�me; and Jews
whose fathers fled h�ther centur�es upon centur�es ago; and swarthy
R�ff�ans from the mounta�ns—born cut-throats—and or�g�nal, genu�ne
Negroes as black as Moses; and howl�ng derv�shes and a hundred
breeds of Arabs—all sorts and descr�pt�ons of people that are fore�gn
and cur�ous to look upon.

And the�r dresses are strange beyond all descr�pt�on. Here �s a
bronzed Moor �n a prod�g�ous wh�te turban, cur�ously embro�dered
jacket, gold and cr�mson sash, of many folds, wrapped round and
round h�s wa�st, trousers that only come a l�ttle below h�s knee and
yet have twenty yards of stuff �n them, ornamented sc�m�tar, bare
sh�ns, stock�ngless feet, yellow sl�ppers, and gun of preposterous
length—a mere sold�er!—I thought he was the Emperor at least. And
here are aged Moors w�th flow�ng wh�te beards and long wh�te robes
w�th vast cowls; and Bedou�ns w�th long, cowled, str�ped cloaks; and
Negroes and R�ff�ans w�th heads clean-shaven except a k�nky scalp
lock back of the ear or, rather, upon the after corner of the skull; and
all sorts of barbar�ans �n all sorts of we�rd costumes, and all more or
less ragged. And here are Moor�sh women who are enveloped from
head to foot �n coarse wh�te robes, and whose sex can only be
determ�ned by the fact that they only leave one eye v�s�ble and never
look at men of the�r own race, or are looked at by them �n publ�c.
Here are f�ve thousand Jews �n blue gabard�nes, sashes about the�r
wa�sts, sl�ppers upon the�r feet, l�ttle skullcaps upon the backs of
the�r heads, ha�r combed down on the forehead, and cut stra�ght
across the m�ddle of �t from s�de to s�de—the selfsame fash�on the�r



Tang�er ancestors have worn for I don’t know how many bew�lder�ng
centur�es. The�r feet and ankles are bare. The�r noses are all
hooked, and hooked al�ke. They all resemble each other so much
that one could almost bel�eve they were of one fam�ly. The�r women
are plump and pretty, and do sm�le upon a Chr�st�an �n a way wh�ch
�s �n the last degree comfort�ng.

What a funny old town �t �s! It seems l�ke profanat�on to laugh and
jest and bandy the fr�volous chat of our day am�d �ts hoary rel�cs.
Only the stately phraseology and the measured speech of the sons
of the Prophet are su�ted to a venerable ant�qu�ty l�ke th�s. Here �s a
crumbl�ng wall that was old when Columbus d�scovered Amer�ca;
was old when Peter the Herm�t roused the kn�ghtly men of the M�ddle
Ages to arm for the f�rst Crusade; was old when Charlemagne and
h�s palad�ns beleaguered enchanted castles and battled w�th g�ants
and gen�� �n the fabled days of the olden t�me; was old when Chr�st
and h�s d�sc�ples walked the earth; stood where �t stands today when
the l�ps of Memnon were vocal and men bought and sold �n the
streets of anc�ent Thebes!

The Phoen�c�ans, the Carthagen�ans, the Engl�sh, Moors,
Romans, all have battled for Tang�er—all have won �t and lost �t.
Here �s a ragged, or�ental-look�ng Negro from some desert place �n
�nter�or Afr�ca, f�ll�ng h�s goatsk�n w�th water from a sta�ned and
battered founta�n bu�lt by the Romans twelve hundred years ago.
Yonder �s a ru�ned arch of a br�dge bu�lt by Jul�us Caesar n�neteen
hundred years ago. Men who had seen the �nfant Sav�our �n the
V�rg�n’s arms have stood upon �t, maybe.

Near �t are the ru�ns of a dockyard where Caesar repa�red h�s
sh�ps and loaded them w�th gra�n when he �nvaded Br�ta�n, f�fty years
before the Chr�st�an era.

Here, under the qu�et stars, these old streets seem thronged w�th
the phantoms of forgotten ages. My eyes are rest�ng upon a spot
where stood a monument wh�ch was seen and descr�bed by Roman
h�stor�ans less than two thousand years ago, whereon was �nscr�bed:

“WE ARE THE CANAANITES. WE ARE THEY THAT HAVE BEEN
DRIVEN OUT OF THE LAND OF CANAAN BY THE JEWISH
ROBBER, JOSHUA.”



Joshua drove them out, and they came here. Not many leagues
from here �s a tr�be of Jews whose ancestors fled th�ther after an
unsuccessful revolt aga�nst K�ng Dav�d, and these the�r descendants
are st�ll under a ban and keep to themselves.

Tang�er has been ment�oned �n h�story for three thousand years.
And �t was a town, though a queer one, when Hercules, clad �n h�s
l�on sk�n, landed here, four thousand years ago. In these streets he
met An�tus, the k�ng of the country, and bra�ned h�m w�th h�s club,
wh�ch was the fash�on among gentlemen �n those days. The people
of Tang�er (called T�ng�s then) l�ved �n the rudest poss�ble huts and
dressed �n sk�ns and carr�ed clubs, and were as savage as the w�ld
beasts they were constantly obl�ged to war w�th. But they were a
gentlemanly race and d�d no work. They l�ved on the natural
products of the land. The�r k�ng’s country res�dence was at the
famous Garden of Hesper�des, seventy m�les down the coast from
here. The garden, w�th �ts golden apples (oranges), �s gone now—no
vest�ge of �t rema�ns. Ant�quar�ans concede that such a personage
as Hercules d�d ex�st �n anc�ent t�mes and agree that he was an
enterpr�s�ng and energet�c man, but decl�ne to bel�eve h�m a good,
bona-f�de god, because that would be unconst�tut�onal.

Down here at Cape Spartel �s the celebrated cave of Hercules,
where that hero took refuge when he was vanqu�shed and dr�ven out
of the Tang�er country. It �s full of �nscr�pt�ons �n the dead languages,
wh�ch fact makes me th�nk Hercules could not have traveled much,
else he would not have kept a journal.

F�ve days’ journey from here—say two hundred m�les—are the
ru�ns of an anc�ent c�ty, of whose h�story there �s ne�ther record nor
trad�t�on. And yet �ts arches, �ts columns, and �ts statues procla�m �t
to have been bu�lt by an enl�ghtened race.

The general s�ze of a store �n Tang�er �s about that of an ord�nary
shower bath �n a c�v�l�zed land. The Muhammadan merchant, t�nman,
shoemaker, or vendor of tr�fles s�ts cross-legged on the floor and
reaches after any art�cle you may want to buy. You can rent a whole
block of these p�geonholes for f�fty dollars a month. The market
people crowd the marketplace w�th the�r baskets of f�gs, dates,
melons, apr�cots, etc., and among them f�le tra�ns of laden asses, not



much larger, �f any, than a Newfoundland dog. The scene �s l�vely, �s
p�cturesque, and smells l�ke a pol�ce court. The Jew�sh money-
changers have the�r dens close at hand, and all day long are
count�ng bronze co�ns and transferr�ng them from one bushel basket
to another. They don’t co�n much money nowadays, I th�nk. I saw
none but what was dated four or f�ve hundred years back, and was
badly worn and battered. These co�ns are not very valuable. Jack
went out to get a napoleon changed, so as to have money su�ted to
the general cheapness of th�ngs, and came back and sa�d he had
“swamped the bank, had bought eleven quarts of co�n, and the head
of the f�rm had gone on the street to negot�ate for the balance of the
change.” I bought nearly half a p�nt of the�r money for a sh�ll�ng
myself. I am not proud on account of hav�ng so much money,
though. I care noth�ng for wealth.
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The Moors have some small s�lver co�ns and also some s�lver
slugs worth a dollar each. The latter are exceed�ngly scarce—so
much so that when poor ragged Arabs see one they beg to be
allowed to k�ss �t.

They have also a small gold co�n worth two dollars. And that
rem�nds me of someth�ng. When Morocco �s �n a state of war, Arab
cour�ers carry letters through the country and charge a l�beral
postage. Every now and then they fall �nto the hands of maraud�ng
bands and get robbed. Therefore, warned by exper�ence, as soon as
they have collected two dollars’ worth of money they exchange �t for
one of those l�ttle gold p�eces, and when robbers come upon them,
swallow �t. The stratagem was good wh�le �t was unsuspected, but
after that the marauders s�mply gave the sagac�ous Un�ted States
ma�l an emet�c and sat down to wa�t.

The Emperor of Morocco �s a soulless despot, and the great
off�cers under h�m are despots on a smaller scale. There �s no
regular system of taxat�on, but when the Emperor or the Bashaw
want money, they levy on some r�ch man, and he has to furn�sh the
cash or go to pr�son. Therefore, few men �n Morocco dare to be r�ch.
It �s too dangerous a luxury. Van�ty occas�onally leads a man to
d�splay wealth, but sooner or later the Emperor trumps up a charge
aga�nst h�m—any sort of one w�ll do—and conf�scates h�s property.
Of course, there are many r�ch men �n the emp�re, but the�r money �s
bur�ed, and they dress �n rags and counterfe�t poverty. Every now
and then the Emperor �mpr�sons a man who �s suspected of the
cr�me of be�ng r�ch, and makes th�ngs so uncomfortable for h�m that
he �s forced to d�scover where he has h�dden h�s money.

Moors and Jews somet�mes place themselves under the
protect�on of the fore�gn consuls, and then they can flout the�r r�ches
�n the Emperor’s face w�th �mpun�ty.





CHAPTER IX.
About the f�rst adventure we had yesterday afternoon, after

land�ng here, came near f�n�sh�ng that heedless Blucher. We had just
mounted some mules and asses and started out under the
guard�ansh�p of the stately, the pr�ncely, the magn�f�cent Hadj�
Muhammad Lamarty (may h�s tr�be �ncrease!) when we came upon a
f�ne Moor�sh mosque, w�th tall tower, r�ch w�th checker-work of many-
colored porcela�n, and every part and port�on of the ed�f�ce adorned
w�th the qua�nt arch�tecture of the Alhambra, and Blucher started to
r�de �nto the open doorway. A startl�ng “H�-h�!” from our camp
followers and a loud “Halt!” from an Engl�sh gentleman �n the party
checked the adventurer, and then we were �nformed that so d�re a
profanat�on �s �t for a Chr�st�an dog to set foot upon the sacred
threshold of a Moor�sh mosque that no amount of pur�f�cat�on can
ever make �t f�t for the fa�thful to pray �n aga�n. Had Blucher
succeeded �n enter�ng the place, he would no doubt have been
chased through the town and stoned; and the t�me has been, and not
many years ago, e�ther, when a Chr�st�an would have been most
ruthlessly slaughtered �f captured �n a mosque. We caught a gl�mpse
of the handsome tessellated pavements w�th�n and of the devotees
perform�ng the�r ablut�ons at the founta�ns, but even that we took that
gl�mpse was a th�ng not rel�shed by the Moor�sh bystanders.

Some years ago the clock �n the tower of the mosque got out of
order. The Moors of Tang�er have so degenerated that �t has been
long s�nce there was an art�f�cer among them capable of cur�ng so
del�cate a pat�ent as a deb�l�tated clock. The great men of the c�ty
met �n solemn conclave to cons�der how the d�ff�culty was to be met.
They d�scussed the matter thoroughly but arr�ved at no solut�on.
F�nally, a patr�arch arose and sa�d:

“Oh, ch�ldren of the Prophet, �t �s known unto you that a Portuguee
dog of a Chr�st�an clock mender pollutes the c�ty of Tang�er w�th h�s
presence. Ye know, also, that when mosques are bu�lded, asses



bear the stones and the cement, and cross the sacred threshold.
Now, therefore, send the Chr�st�an dog on all fours, and barefoot,
�nto the holy place to mend the clock, and let h�m go as an ass!”

And �n that way �t was done. Therefore, �f Blucher ever sees the
�ns�de of a mosque, he w�ll have to cast as�de h�s human�ty and go �n
h�s natural character. We v�s�ted the ja�l and found Moor�sh pr�soners
mak�ng mats and baskets. (Th�s th�ng of ut�l�z�ng cr�me savors of
c�v�l�zat�on.) Murder �s pun�shed w�th death. A short t�me ago three
murderers were taken beyond the c�ty walls and shot. Moor�sh guns
are not good, and ne�ther are Moor�sh marksmen. In th�s �nstance
they set up the poor cr�m�nals at long range, l�ke so many targets,
and pract�ced on them—kept them hopp�ng about and dodg�ng
bullets for half an hour before they managed to dr�ve the center.

When a man steals cattle, they cut off h�s r�ght hand and left leg
and na�l them up �n the marketplace as a warn�ng to everybody.
The�r surgery �s not art�st�c. They sl�ce around the bone a l�ttle, then
break off the l�mb. Somet�mes the pat�ent gets well; but, as a general
th�ng, he don’t. However, the Moor�sh heart �s stout. The Moors were
always brave. These cr�m�nals undergo the fearful operat�on w�thout
a w�nce, w�thout a tremor of any k�nd, w�thout a groan! No amount of
suffer�ng can br�ng down the pr�de of a Moor or make h�m shame h�s
d�gn�ty w�th a cry.

Here, marr�age �s contracted by the parents of the part�es to �t.
There are no valent�nes, no stolen �nterv�ews, no r�d�ng out, no
court�ng �n d�m parlors, no lovers’ quarrels and reconc�l�at�ons—no
noth�ng that �s proper to approach�ng matr�mony. The young man
takes the g�rl h�s father selects for h�m, marr�es her, and after that
she �s unve�led, and he sees her for the f�rst t�me. If after due
acqua�ntance she su�ts h�m, he reta�ns her; but �f he suspects her
pur�ty, he bundles her back to her father; �f he f�nds her d�seased, the
same; or �f, after just and reasonable t�me �s allowed her, she
neglects to bear ch�ldren, back she goes to the home of her
ch�ldhood.

Muhammadans here who can afford �t keep a good many w�ves on
hand. They are called w�ves, though I bel�eve the Koran only allows
four genu�ne w�ves—the rest are concub�nes. The Emperor of



Morocco don’t know how many w�ves he has, but th�nks he has f�ve
hundred. However, that �s near enough—a dozen or so, one way or
the other, don’t matter.

Even the Jews �n the �nter�or have a plural�ty of w�ves.
I have caught a gl�mpse of the faces of several Moor�sh women

(for they are only human, and w�ll expose the�r faces for the
adm�rat�on of a Chr�st�an dog when no male Moor �s by), and I am full
of venerat�on for the w�sdom that leads them to cover up such
atroc�ous ugl�ness.

They carry the�r ch�ldren at the�r backs, �n a sack, l�ke other
savages the world over.

Many of the Negroes are held �n slavery by the Moors. But the
moment a female slave becomes her master’s concub�ne her bonds
are broken, and as soon as a male slave can read the f�rst chapter of
the Koran (wh�ch conta�ns the creed) he can no longer be held �n
bondage.

They have three Sundays a week �n Tang�er. The Muhammadans’
comes on Fr�day, the Jews’ on Saturday, and that of the Chr�st�an
Consuls on Sunday. The Jews are the most rad�cal. The Moor goes
to h�s mosque about noon on h�s Sabbath, as on any other day,
removes h�s shoes at the door, performs h�s ablut�ons, makes h�s
salaams, press�ng h�s forehead to the pavement t�me and aga�n,
says h�s prayers, and goes back to h�s work.

But the Jew shuts up shop; w�ll not touch copper or bronze money
at all; so�ls h�s f�ngers w�th noth�ng meaner than s�lver and gold;
attends the synagogue devoutly; w�ll not cook or have anyth�ng to do
w�th f�re; and rel�g�ously refra�ns from embark�ng �n any enterpr�se.

The Moor who has made a p�lgr�mage to Mecca �s ent�tled to h�gh
d�st�nct�on. Men call h�m Hadj�, and he �s thenceforward a great
personage. Hundreds of Moors come to Tang�er every year and
embark for Mecca. They go part of the way �n Engl�sh steamers, and
the ten or twelve dollars they pay for passage �s about all the tr�p
costs. They take w�th them a quant�ty of food, and when the
comm�ssary department fa�ls they “sk�rm�sh,” as Jack terms �t �n h�s
s�nful, slangy way. From the t�me they leave t�ll they get home aga�n,
they never wash, e�ther on land or sea. They are usually gone from



f�ve to seven months, and as they do not change the�r clothes dur�ng
all that t�me, they are totally unf�t for the draw�ng room when they get
back.

Many of them have to rake and scrape a long t�me to gather
together the ten dollars the�r steamer passage costs, and when one
of them gets back he �s a bankrupt forever after. Few Moors can ever
bu�ld up the�r fortunes aga�n �n one short l�fet�me after so reckless an
outlay. In order to conf�ne the d�gn�ty of Hadj� to gentlemen of
patr�c�an blood and possess�ons, the Emperor decreed that no man
should make the p�lgr�mage save bloated ar�stocrats who were worth
a hundred dollars �n spec�e. But behold how �n�qu�ty can c�rcumvent
the law! For a cons�derat�on, the Jew�sh money-changer lends the
p�lgr�m one hundred dollars long enough for h�m to swear h�mself
through, and then rece�ves �t back before the sh�p sa�ls out of the
harbor!

Spa�n �s the only nat�on the Moors fear. The reason �s that Spa�n
sends her heav�est sh�ps of war and her loudest guns to aston�sh
these Musl�ms, wh�le Amer�ca and other nat�ons send only a l�ttle
contempt�ble tub of a gunboat occas�onally. The Moors, l�ke other
savages, learn by what they see, not what they hear or read. We
have great fleets �n the Med�terranean, but they seldom touch at
Afr�can ports. The Moors have a small op�n�on of England, France,
and Amer�ca, and put the�r representat�ves to a deal of red-tape
c�rcumlocut�on before they grant them the�r common r�ghts, let alone
a favor. But the moment the Span�sh m�n�ster makes a demand, �t �s
acceded to at once, whether �t be just or not.

Spa�n chast�sed the Moors f�ve or s�x years ago, about a d�sputed
p�ece of property oppos�te G�braltar, and captured the c�ty of
Tetouan. She comprom�sed on an augmentat�on of her terr�tory,
twenty m�ll�on dollars’ �ndemn�ty �n money, and peace. And then she
gave up the c�ty. But she never gave �t up unt�l the Span�sh sold�ers
had eaten up all the cats. They would not comprom�se as long as the
cats held out. Span�ards are very fond of cats. On the contrary, the
Moors reverence cats as someth�ng sacred. So the Span�ards
touched them on a tender po�nt that t�me. The�r unfel�ne conduct �n
eat�ng up all the Tetouan cats aroused a hatred toward them �n the



breasts of the Moors, to wh�ch even the dr�v�ng them out of Spa�n
was tame and pass�onless. Moors and Span�ards are foes forever
now. France had a m�n�ster here once who emb�ttered the nat�on
aga�nst h�m �n the most �nnocent way. He k�lled a couple of battal�ons
of cats (Tang�er �s full of them) and made a parlor carpet out of the�r
h�des. He made h�s carpet �n c�rcles—f�rst a c�rcle of old gray
tomcats, w�th the�r ta�ls all po�nt�ng toward the center; then a c�rcle of
yellow cats; next a c�rcle of black cats and a c�rcle of wh�te ones;
then a c�rcle of all sorts of cats; and, f�nally, a centerp�ece of assorted
k�ttens. It was very beaut�ful, but the Moors curse h�s memory to th�s
day.

When we went to call on our Amer�can Consul General today I
not�ced that all poss�ble games for parlor amusement seemed to be
represented on h�s center tables. I thought that h�nted at
lonesomeness. The �dea was correct. H�s �s the only Amer�can fam�ly
�n Tang�er. There are many fore�gn consuls �n th�s place, but much
v�s�t�ng �s not �ndulged �n. Tang�er �s clear out of the world, and what
�s the use of v�s�t�ng when people have noth�ng on earth to talk
about? There �s none. So each consul’s fam�ly stays at home ch�efly
and amuses �tself as best �t can. Tang�er �s full of �nterest for one day,
but after that �t �s a weary pr�son. The Consul General has been here
f�ve years, and has got enough of �t to do h�m for a century, and �s
go�ng home shortly. H�s fam�ly se�ze upon the�r letters and papers
when the ma�l arr�ves, read them over and over aga�n for two days or
three, talk them over and over aga�n for two or three more t�ll they
wear them out, and after that for days together they eat and dr�nk
and sleep, and r�de out over the same old road, and see the same
old t�resome th�ngs that even decades of centur�es have scarcely
changed, and say never a s�ngle word! They have l�terally noth�ng
whatever to talk about. The arr�val of an Amer�can man-of-war �s a
godsend to them. “O Sol�tude, where are the charms wh�ch sages
have seen �n thy face?” It �s the completest ex�le that I can conce�ve
of. I would ser�ously recommend to the government of the Un�ted
States that when a man comm�ts a cr�me so he�nous that the law
prov�des no adequate pun�shment for �t, they make h�m Consul
General to Tang�er.
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I am glad to have seen Tang�er—the second-oldest town �n the
world. But I am ready to b�d �t good-bye, I bel�eve.

We shall go hence to G�braltar th�s even�ng or �n the morn�ng, and
doubtless the Quaker C�ty w�ll sa�l from that port w�th�n the next forty-
e�ght hours.



CHAPTER X.
We passed the Fourth of July on board the Quaker C�ty, �n m�d-

ocean. It was �n all respects a character�st�c Med�terranean day—
faultlessly beaut�ful. A cloudless sky; a refresh�ng summer w�nd; a
rad�ant sunsh�ne that gl�nted cheer�ly from danc�ng wavelets �nstead
of crested mounta�ns of water; a sea beneath us that was so
wonderfully blue, so r�chly, br�ll�antly blue, that �t overcame the dullest
sens�b�l�t�es w�th the spell of �ts fasc�nat�on.

They even have f�ne sunsets on the Med�terranean—a th�ng that �s
certa�nly rare �n most quarters of the globe. The even�ng we sa�led
away from G�braltar, that hard-featured rock was sw�mm�ng �n a
creamy m�st so r�ch, so soft, so enchant�ngly vague and dreamy, that
even the Oracle, that serene, that �nsp�red, that overpower�ng
humbug, scorned the d�nner gong and tarr�ed to worsh�p!

He sa�d: “Well, that’s gorg�s, a�n’t �t! They don’t have none of them
th�ngs �n our parts, do they? I cons�der that them effects �s on
account of the super�or refragab�l�ty, as you may say, of the sun’s
d�ram�c comb�nat�on w�th the lymphat�c forces of the per�hel�on of
Jub�ter. What should you th�nk?”

“Oh, go to bed!” Dan sa�d that, and went away.
“Oh, yes, �t’s all very well to say go to bed when a man makes an

argument wh�ch another man can’t answer. Dan don’t never stand
any chance �n an argument w�th me. And he knows �t, too. What
should you say, Jack?”

“Now, Doctor, don’t you come bother�ng around me w�th that
d�ct�onary bosh. I don’t do you any harm, do I? Then you let me
alone.”

“He’s gone, too. Well, them fellows have all tackled the old Oracle,
as they say, but the old man’s most too many for ’em. Maybe the
Poet Lar�at a�n’t sat�sf�ed w�th them deduct�ons?"
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The poet repl�ed w�th a barbarous rhyme and went below.
“’Pears that he can’t qual�fy, ne�ther. Well, I d�dn’t expect noth�ng

out of h�m. I never see one of them poets yet that knowed anyth�ng.
He’ll go down now and gr�nd out about four reams of the awfullest
slush about that old rock and g�ve �t to a consul, or a p�lot, or a
n�gger, or anybody he comes across f�rst wh�ch he can �mpose on.
P�ty but somebody’d take that poor old lunat�c and d�g all that poetry
rubbage out of h�m. Why can’t a man put h�s �ntellect onto th�ngs
that’s some value? G�bbons, and H�ppocratus, and Sarcophagus,
and all them old anc�ent ph�losophers was down on poets—”

“Doctor,” I sa�d, “you are go�ng to �nvent author�t�es now and I’ll
leave you, too. I always enjoy your conversat�on, notw�thstand�ng the
luxur�ance of your syllables, when the ph�losophy you offer rests on
your own respons�b�l�ty; but when you beg�n to soar—when you
beg�n to support �t w�th the ev�dence of author�t�es who are the
creat�ons of your own fancy—I lose conf�dence.”

That was the way to flatter the doctor. He cons�dered �t a sort of
acknowledgment on my part of a fear to argue w�th h�m. He was
always persecut�ng the passengers w�th abstruse propos�t�ons
framed �n language that no man could understand, and they endured
the exqu�s�te torture a m�nute or two and then abandoned the f�eld. A
tr�umph l�ke th�s, over half a dozen antagon�sts was suff�c�ent for one
day; from that t�me forward he would patrol the decks beam�ng
blandly upon all comers, and so tranqu�lly, bl�ssfully happy!

But I d�gress. The thunder of our two brave cannon announced the
Fourth of July, at dayl�ght, to all who were awake. But many of us got
our �nformat�on at a later hour, from the almanac. All the flags were
sent aloft except half a dozen that were needed to decorate port�ons
of the sh�p below, and �n a short t�me the vessel assumed a hol�day
appearance. Dur�ng the morn�ng, meet�ngs were held and all manner



of comm�ttees set to work on the celebrat�on ceremon�es. In the
afternoon the sh�p’s company assembled aft, on deck, under the
awn�ngs; the flute, the asthmat�c melodeon, and the consumpt�ve
clar�net cr�ppled “The Star-Spangled Banner,” the cho�r chased �t to
cover, and George came �n w�th a pecul�arly lacerat�ng screech on
the f�nal note and slaughtered �t. Nobody mourned.

We carr�ed out the corpse on three cheers (that joke was not
�ntent�onal and I do not endorse �t), and then the Pres�dent, throned
beh�nd a cable locker w�th a nat�onal flag spread over �t, announced
the “Reader,” who rose up and read that same old Declarat�on of
Independence wh�ch we have all l�stened to so often w�thout pay�ng
any attent�on to what �t sa�d; and after that the Pres�dent p�ped the
Orator of the Day to quarters and he made that same old speech
about our nat�onal greatness wh�ch we so rel�g�ously bel�eve and so
fervently applaud. Now came the cho�r �nto court aga�n, w�th the
compla�n�ng �nstruments, and assaulted “Ha�l Columb�a”; and when
v�ctory hung waver�ng �n the scale, George returned w�th h�s dreadful
w�ld-goose stop turned on and the cho�r won, of course. A m�n�ster
pronounced the bened�ct�on, and the patr�ot�c l�ttle gather�ng
d�sbanded. The Fourth of July was safe, as far as the Med�terranean
was concerned.

At d�nner �n the even�ng, a well-wr�tten or�g�nal poem was rec�ted
w�th sp�r�t by one of the sh�p’s capta�ns, and th�rteen regular toasts
were washed down w�th several baskets of champagne. The
speeches were bad—execrable almost w�thout except�on. In fact,
w�thout any except�on but one. Capta�n Duncan made a good
speech; he made the only good speech of the even�ng. He sa�d:

“LADIES AND GENTLEMEN:—May we all l�ve to a green old age
and be prosperous and happy. Steward, br�ng up another basket of
champagne.”

It was regarded as a very able effort.
The fest�v�t�es, so to speak, closed w�th another of those

m�raculous balls on the promenade deck. We were not used to
danc�ng on an even keel, though, and �t was only a quest�onable
success. But take �t all together, �t was a br�ght, cheerful, pleasant
Fourth.



Toward n�ghtfall the next even�ng, we steamed �nto the great
art�f�c�al harbor of th�s noble c�ty of Marse�lles, and saw the dy�ng
sunl�ght g�ld �ts cluster�ng sp�res and ramparts, and flood �ts leagues
of env�ron�ng verdure w�th a mellow rad�ance that touched w�th an
added charm the wh�te v�llas that flecked the landscape far and near.
[Copyr�ght secured accord�ng to law.]

There were no stages out, and we could not get on the p�er from
the sh�p. It was annoy�ng. We were full of enthus�asm—we wanted to
see France! Just at n�ghtfall our party of three contracted w�th a
waterman for the pr�v�lege of us�ng h�s boat as a br�dge—�ts stern
was at our compan�on ladder and �ts bow touched the p�er. We got �n
and the fellow backed out �nto the harbor. I told h�m �n French that all
we wanted was to walk over h�s thwarts and step ashore, and asked
h�m what he went away out there for. He sa�d he could not
understand me. I repeated. St�ll he could not understand. He
appeared to be very �gnorant of French. The doctor tr�ed h�m, but he
could not understand the doctor. I asked th�s boatman to expla�n h�s
conduct, wh�ch he d�d; and then I couldn’t understand h�m. Dan sa�d:

“Oh, go to the p�er, you old fool—that’s where we want to go!”
We reasoned calmly w�th Dan that �t was useless to speak to th�s

fore�gner �n Engl�sh—that he had better let us conduct th�s bus�ness
�n the French language and not let the stranger see how uncult�vated
he was.

“Well, go on, go on,” he sa�d, “don’t m�nd me. I don’t w�sh to
�nterfere. Only, �f you go on tell�ng h�m �n your k�nd of French, he
never w�ll f�nd out where we want to go to. That �s what I th�nk about
�t.”

We rebuked h�m severely for th�s remark and sa�d we never knew
an �gnorant person yet but was prejud�ced. The Frenchman spoke
aga�n, and the doctor sa�d:

“There now, Dan, he says he �s go�ng to allez to the doua�n.
Means he �s go�ng to the hotel. Oh, certa�nly—we don’t know the
French language.”

Th�s was a crusher, as Jack would say. It s�lenced further cr�t�c�sm
from the d�saffected member. We coasted past the sharp bows of a
navy of great steamsh�ps and stopped at last at a government



bu�ld�ng on a stone p�er. It was easy to remember then that the
doua�n was the customhouse and not the hotel. We d�d not ment�on
�t, however. W�th w�nn�ng French pol�teness the off�cers merely
opened and closed our satchels, decl�ned to exam�ne our passports,
and sent us on our way. We stopped at the f�rst cafe we came to and
entered. An old woman seated us at a table and wa�ted for orders.
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The doctor sa�d: “Avez-vous du v�n?”
The dame looked perplexed. The doctor sa�d aga�n, w�th elaborate

d�st�nctness of art�culat�on:
“Avez-vous du—v�n!”
The dame looked more perplexed than before. I sa�d:
“Doctor, there �s a flaw �n your pronunc�at�on somewhere. Let me

try her. Madame, avez-vous du v�n?—It �sn’t any use, Doctor—take
the w�tness.”

“Madame, avez-vous du v�n—du fromage—pa�n—p�ckled p�gs’
feet—beurre—des oeufs—du boeuf—horserad�sh, sauerkraut, hog
and hom�ny—anyth�ng, anyth�ng �n the world that can stay a
Chr�st�an stomach!”

She sa�d:
“Bless you, why d�dn’t you speak Engl�sh before? I don’t know

anyth�ng about your plagued French!”
The hum�l�at�ng taunts of the d�saffected member spo�led the

supper, and we d�spatched �t �n angry s�lence and got away as soon
as we could. Here we were �n beaut�ful France—�n a vast stone
house of qua�nt arch�tecture—surrounded by all manner of cur�ously
worded French s�gns—stared at by strangely hab�ted, bearded
French people—everyth�ng gradually and surely forc�ng upon us the
coveted consc�ousness that at last, and beyond all quest�on, we
were �n beaut�ful France and absorb�ng �ts nature to the forgetfulness



of everyth�ng else, and com�ng to feel the happy romance of the
th�ng �n all �ts enchant�ng del�ghtfulness—and to th�nk of th�s sk�nny
veteran �ntrud�ng w�th her v�le Engl�sh, at such a moment, to blow the
fa�r v�s�on to the w�nds! It was exasperat�ng.

We set out to f�nd the centre of the c�ty, �nqu�r�ng the d�rect�on
every now and then. We never d�d succeed �n mak�ng anybody
understand just exactly what we wanted, and ne�ther d�d we ever
succeed �n comprehend�ng just exactly what they sa�d �n reply, but
then they always po�nted—they always d�d that—and we bowed
pol�tely and sa�d, “Merc�, mons�eur,” and so �t was a bl�ght�ng tr�umph
over the d�saffected member anyway. He was rest�ve under these
v�ctor�es and often asked:

“What d�d that p�rate say?”
“Why, he told us wh�ch way to go to f�nd the Grand Cas�no.”
“Yes, but what d�d he say?”
“Oh, �t don’t matter what he sa�d—we understood h�m. These are

educated people—not l�ke that absurd boatman."
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“Well, I w�sh they were educated enough to tell a man a d�rect�on
that goes some where—for we’ve been go�ng around �n a c�rcle for
an hour. I’ve passed th�s same old drugstore seven t�mes.”

We sa�d �t was a low, d�sreputable falsehood (but we knew �t was
not). It was pla�n that �t would not do to pass that drugstore aga�n,
though—we m�ght go on ask�ng d�rect�ons, but we must cease from
follow�ng f�nger-po�nt�ngs �f we hoped to check the susp�c�ons of the
d�saffected member.

A long walk through smooth, asphaltum-paved streets bordered by
blocks of vast new mercant�le houses of cream-colored stone every
house and every block prec�sely l�ke all the other houses and all the
other blocks for a m�le, and all br�ll�antly l�ghted—brought us at last to



the pr�nc�pal thoroughfare. On every hand were br�ght colors,
flash�ng constellat�ons of gas burners, ga�ly dressed men and
women throng�ng the s�dewalks—hurry, l�fe, act�v�ty, cheerfulness,
conversat�on, and laughter everywhere! We found the Grand Hotel
du Louvre et de la Pa�x, and wrote down who we were, where we
were born, what our occupat�ons were, the place we came from last,
whether we were marr�ed or s�ngle, how we l�ked �t, how old we
were, where we were bound for and when we expected to get there,
and a great deal of �nformat�on of s�m�lar �mportance—all for the
benef�t of the landlord and the secret pol�ce. We h�red a gu�de and
began the bus�ness of s�ghtsee�ng �mmed�ately. That f�rst n�ght on
French so�l was a st�rr�ng one. I cannot th�nk of half the places we
went to or what we part�cularly saw; we had no d�spos�t�on to
exam�ne carefully �nto anyth�ng at all—we only wanted to glance and
go—to move, keep mov�ng! The sp�r�t of the country was upon us.
We sat down, f�nally, at a late hour, �n the great Cas�no, and called
for unst�nted champagne. It �s so easy to be bloated ar�stocrats
where �t costs noth�ng of consequence! There were about f�ve
hundred people �n that dazzl�ng place, I suppose, though the walls
be�ng papered ent�rely w�th m�rrors, so to speak, one could not really
tell but that there were a hundred thousand. Young, da�nt�ly dressed
exqu�s�tes and young, styl�shly dressed women, and also old
gentlemen and old lad�es, sat �n couples and groups about
�nnumerable marble-topped tables and ate fancy suppers, drank
w�ne, and kept up a chatter�ng d�n of conversat�on that was daz�ng to
the senses. There was a stage at the far end and a large orchestra;
and every now and then actors and actresses �n preposterous com�c
dresses came out and sang the most extravagantly funny songs, to
judge by the�r absurd act�ons; but that aud�ence merely suspended
�ts chatter, stared cyn�cally, and never once sm�led, never once
applauded! I had always thought that Frenchmen were ready to
laugh at any th�ng.



CHAPTER XI.
We are gett�ng fore�gn�zed rap�dly and w�th fac�l�ty. We are gett�ng

reconc�led to halls and bedchambers w�th unhomel�ke stone floors
and no carpets—floors that r�ng to the tread of one’s heels w�th a
sharpness that �s death to sent�mental mus�ng. We are gett�ng used
to t�dy, no�seless wa�ters, who gl�de h�ther and th�ther, and hover
about your back and your elbows l�ke butterfl�es, qu�ck to
comprehend orders, qu�ck to f�ll them; thankful for a gratu�ty w�thout
regard to the amount; and always pol�te—never otherw�se than
pol�te. That �s the strangest cur�os�ty yet—a really pol�te hotel wa�ter
who �sn’t an �d�ot. We are gett�ng used to dr�v�ng r�ght �nto the central
court of the hotel, �n the m�dst of a fragrant c�rcle of v�nes and
flowers, and �n the m�dst also of part�es of gentlemen s�tt�ng qu�etly
read�ng the paper and smok�ng. We are gett�ng used to �ce frozen by
art�f�c�al process �n ord�nary bottles—the only k�nd of �ce they have
here. We are gett�ng used to all these th�ngs, but we are not gett�ng
used to carry�ng our own soap. We are suff�c�ently c�v�l�zed to carry
our own combs and toothbrushes, but th�s th�ng of hav�ng to r�ng for
soap every t�me we wash �s new to us and not pleasant at all. We
th�nk of �t just after we get our heads and faces thoroughly wet or just
when we th�nk we have been �n the bathtub long enough, and then,
of course, an annoy�ng delay follows. These Marse�lla�ses make
Marse�lla�se hymns and Marse�lles vests and Marse�lles soap for all
the world, but they never s�ng the�r hymns or wear the�r vests or
wash w�th the�r soap themselves.
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We have learned to go through the l�nger�ng rout�ne of the table
d’hote w�th pat�ence, w�th seren�ty, w�th sat�sfact�on. We take soup,
then wa�t a few m�nutes for the f�sh; a few m�nutes more and the
plates are changed, and the roast beef comes; another change and
we take peas; change aga�n and take lent�ls; change and take sna�l
patt�es (I prefer grasshoppers); change and take roast ch�cken and
salad; then strawberry p�e and �ce cream; then green f�gs, pears,
oranges, green almonds, etc.; f�nally coffee. W�ne w�th every course,
of course, be�ng �n France. W�th such a cargo on board, d�gest�on �s
a slow process, and we must s�t long �n the cool chambers and
smoke—and read French newspapers, wh�ch have a strange fash�on
of tell�ng a perfectly stra�ght story t�ll you get to the “nub” of �t, and
then a word drops �n that no man can translate, and that story �s
ru�ned. An embankment fell on some Frenchmen yesterday, and the
papers are full of �t today—but whether those sufferers were k�lled, or
cr�ppled, or bru�sed, or only scared �s more than I can poss�bly make
out, and yet I would just g�ve anyth�ng to know.

We were troubled a l�ttle at d�nner today by the conduct of an
Amer�can, who talked very loudly and coarsely and laughed
bo�sterously where all others were so qu�et and well behaved. He
ordered w�ne w�th a royal flour�sh and sa�d:

“I never d�ne w�thout w�ne, s�r” (wh�ch was a p�t�ful falsehood), and
looked around upon the company to bask �n the adm�rat�on he
expected to f�nd �n the�r faces. All these a�rs �n a land where they
would as soon expect to leave the soup out of the b�ll of fare as the
w�ne!—�n a land where w�ne �s nearly as common among all ranks
as water! Th�s fellow sa�d: “I am a free-born sovere�gn, s�r, an
Amer�can, s�r, and I want everybody to know �t!” He d�d not ment�on
that he was a l�neal descendant of Balaam’s ass, but everybody
knew that w�thout h�s tell�ng �t.
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We have dr�ven �n the Prado—that superb avenue bordered w�th
patr�c�an mans�ons and noble shade trees—and have v�s�ted the
chateau Boarely and �ts cur�ous museum. They showed us a
m�n�ature cemetery there—a copy of the f�rst graveyard that was
ever �n Marse�lles, no doubt. The del�cate l�ttle skeletons were ly�ng
�n broken vaults and had the�r household gods and k�tchen utens�ls
w�th them. The or�g�nal of th�s cemetery was dug up �n the pr�nc�pal
street of the c�ty a few years ago. It had rema�ned there, only twelve
feet underground, for a matter of twenty-f�ve hundred years or
thereabouts. Romulus was here before he bu�lt Rome, and thought
someth�ng of found�ng a c�ty on th�s spot, but gave up the �dea. He
may have been personally acqua�nted w�th some of these
Phoen�c�ans whose skeletons we have been exam�n�ng.

In the great Zoolog�cal Gardens we found spec�mens of all the
an�mals the world produces, I th�nk, �nclud�ng a dromedary, a
monkey ornamented w�th tufts of br�ll�ant blue and carm�ne ha�r—a
very gorgeous monkey he was—a h�ppopotamus from the N�le, and
a sort of tall, long-legged b�rd w�th a beak l�ke a powder horn and
close-f�tt�ng w�ngs l�ke the ta�ls of a dress coat. Th�s fellow stood up
w�th h�s eyes shut and h�s shoulders stooped forward a l�ttle, and
looked as �f he had h�s hands under h�s coat ta�ls. Such tranqu�l
stup�d�ty, such supernatural grav�ty, such self-r�ghteousness, and
such �neffable self-complacency as were �n the countenance and
att�tude of that gray-bod�ed, dark-w�nged, bald-headed, and
preposterously uncomely b�rd! He was so unga�nly, so p�mply about
the head, so scaly about the legs, yet so serene, so unspeakably
sat�sf�ed! He was the most com�cal-look�ng creature that can be
�mag�ned.
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It was good to hear Dan and the doctor laugh—such natural and
such enjoyable laughter had not been heard among our



excurs�on�sts s�nce our sh�p sa�led away from Amer�ca. Th�s b�rd was
a godsend to us, and I should be an �ngrate �f I forgot to make
honorable ment�on of h�m �n these pages. Ours was a pleasure
excurs�on; therefore we stayed w�th that b�rd an hour and made the
most of h�m. We st�rred h�m up occas�onally, but he only unclosed an
eye and slowly closed �t aga�n, abat�ng no jot of h�s stately p�ety of
demeanor or h�s tremendous ser�ousness. He only seemed to say,
“Def�le not Heaven’s ano�nted w�th unsanct�f�ed hands.” We d�d not
know h�s name, and so we called h�m “The P�lgr�m.” Dan sa�d:

“All he wants now �s a Plymouth Collect�on.”
The boon compan�on of the colossal elephant was a common cat!

Th�s cat had a fash�on of cl�mb�ng up the elephant’s h�nd legs and
roost�ng on h�s back. She would s�t up there, w�th her paws curved
under her breast, and sleep �n the sun half the afternoon. It used to
annoy the elephant at f�rst, and he would reach up and take her
down, but she would go aft and cl�mb up aga�n. She pers�sted unt�l
she f�nally conquered the elephant’s prejud�ces, and now they are
�nseparable fr�ends. The cat plays about her comrade’s forefeet or
h�s trunk often, unt�l dogs approach, and then she goes aloft out of
danger. The elephant has ann�h�lated several dogs lately that
pressed h�s compan�on too closely.

We h�red a sa�lboat and a gu�de and made an excurs�on to one of
the small �slands �n the harbor to v�s�t the Castle d’If. Th�s anc�ent
fortress has a melancholy h�story. It has been used as a pr�son for
pol�t�cal offenders for two or three hundred years, and �ts dungeon
walls are scarred w�th the rudely carved names of many and many a
capt�ve who fretted h�s l�fe away here and left no record of h�mself
but these sad ep�taphs wrought w�th h�s own hands. How th�ck the
names were! And the�r long-departed owners seemed to throng the
gloomy cells and corr�dors w�th the�r phantom shapes. We lo�tered
through dungeon after dungeon, away down �nto the l�v�ng rock
below the level of the sea, �t seemed. Names everywhere!—some
plebe�an, some noble, some even pr�ncely. Plebe�an, pr�nce, and
noble had one sol�c�tude �n common—they would not be forgotten!
They could suffer sol�tude, �nact�v�ty, and the horrors of a s�lence that
no sound ever d�sturbed, but they could not bear the thought of



be�ng utterly forgotten by the world. Hence the carved names. In one
cell, where a l�ttle l�ght penetrated, a man had l�ved twenty-seven
years w�thout see�ng the face of a human be�ng—l�ved �n f�lth and
wretchedness, w�th no compan�onsh�p but h�s own thoughts, and
they were sorrowful enough and hopeless enough, no doubt.
Whatever h�s ja�lers cons�dered that he needed was conveyed to h�s
cell by n�ght through a w�cket.

Th�s man carved the walls of h�s pr�son house from floor to roof
w�th all manner of f�gures of men and an�mals grouped �n �ntr�cate
des�gns. He had to�led there year after year, at h�s self-appo�nted
task, wh�le �nfants grew to boyhood—to v�gorous youth—�dled
through school and college—acqu�red a profess�on—cla�med man’s
mature estate—marr�ed and looked back to �nfancy as to a th�ng of
some vague, anc�ent t�me, almost. But who shall tell how many ages
�t seemed to th�s pr�soner? W�th the one, t�me flew somet�mes; w�th
the other, never—�t crawled always. To the one, n�ghts spent �n
danc�ng had seemed made of m�nutes �nstead of hours; to the other,
those selfsame n�ghts had been l�ke all other n�ghts of dungeon l�fe
and seemed made of slow, dragg�ng weeks �nstead of hours and
m�nutes.
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One pr�soner of f�fteen years had scratched verses upon h�s walls,
and br�ef prose sentences—br�ef, but full of pathos. These spoke not
of h�mself and h�s hard estate, but only of the shr�ne where h�s sp�r�t
fled the pr�son to worsh�p—of home and the �dols that were templed
there. He never l�ved to see them.

The walls of these dungeons are as th�ck as some bed-chambers
at home are w�de—f�fteen feet. We saw the damp, d�smal cells �n
wh�ch two of Dumas’ heroes passed the�r conf�nement—heroes of
“Monte Cr�sto.” It was here that the brave Abbe wrote a book w�th h�s
own blood, w�th a pen made of a p�ece of �ron hoop, and by the l�ght



of a lamp made out of shreds of cloth soaked �n grease obta�ned
from h�s food; and then dug through the th�ck wall w�th some tr�fl�ng
�nstrument wh�ch he wrought h�mself out of a stray p�ece of �ron or
table cutlery and freed Dantes from h�s cha�ns. It was a p�ty that so
many weeks of dreary labor should have come to naught at last.

They showed us the no�some cell where the celebrated “Iron
Mask”—that �ll-starred brother of a hardhearted k�ng of France—was
conf�ned for a season before he was sent to h�de the strange
mystery of h�s l�fe from the cur�ous �n the dungeons of Ste.
Marguer�te. The place had a far greater �nterest for us than �t could
have had �f we had known beyond all quest�on who the Iron Mask
was, and what h�s h�story had been, and why th�s most unusual
pun�shment had been meted out to h�m. Mystery! That was the
charm. That speechless tongue, those pr�soned features, that heart
so fre�ghted w�th unspoken troubles, and that breast so oppressed
w�th �ts p�teous secret had been here. These dank walls had known
the man whose dolorous story �s a sealed book forever! There was
fasc�nat�on �n the spot.



CHAPTER XII.

p106.jpg (88K)

We have come f�ve hundred m�les by ra�l through the heart of
France. What a bew�tch�ng land �t �s! What a garden! Surely the
leagues of br�ght green lawns are swept and brushed and watered
every day and the�r grasses tr�mmed by the barber. Surely the
hedges are shaped and measured and the�r symmetry preserved by
the most arch�tectural of gardeners. Surely the long stra�ght rows of
stately poplars that d�v�de the beaut�ful landscape l�ke the squares of
a checker-board are set w�th l�ne and plummet, and the�r un�form
he�ght determ�ned w�th a sp�r�t level. Surely the stra�ght, smooth,
pure wh�te turnp�kes are jack-planed and sandpapered every day.
How else are these marvels of symmetry, cleanl�ness, and order
atta�ned? It �s wonderful. There are no uns�ghtly stone walls and
never a fence of any k�nd. There �s no d�rt, no decay, no rubb�sh
anywhere—noth�ng that even h�nts at unt�d�ness—noth�ng that ever
suggests neglect. All �s orderly and beaut�ful—every th�ng �s
charm�ng to the eye.

We had such gl�mpses of the Rhone gl�d�ng along between �ts
grassy banks; of cosy cottages bur�ed �n flowers and shrubbery; of
qua�nt old red-t�led v�llages w�th mossy med�eval cathedrals loom�ng
out of the�r m�dst; of wooded h�lls w�th �vy-grown towers and turrets
of feudal castles project�ng above the fol�age; such gl�mpses of
Parad�se, �t seemed to us, such v�s�ons of fabled fa�ryland!



We knew then what the poet meant when he sang of: “—thy
cornf�elds green, and sunny v�nes, O pleasant land of France!”

And �t �s a pleasant land. No word descr�bes �t so fel�c�tously as
that one. They say there �s no word for “home” �n the French
language. Well, cons�der�ng that they have the art�cle �tself �n such
an attract�ve aspect, they ought to manage to get along w�thout the
word. Let us not waste too much p�ty on “homeless” France. I have
observed that Frenchmen abroad seldom wholly g�ve up the �dea of
go�ng back to France some t�me or other. I am not surpr�sed at �t
now.

We are not �nfatuated w�th these French ra�lway cars, though. We
took f�rst-class passage, not because we w�shed to attract attent�on
by do�ng a th�ng wh�ch �s uncommon �n Europe but because we
could make our journey qu�cker by so do�ng. It �s hard to make
ra�lroad�ng pleasant �n any country. It �s too ted�ous. Stagecoach�ng
�s �nf�n�tely more del�ghtful. Once I crossed the pla�ns and deserts
and mounta�ns of the West �n a stagecoach, from the M�ssour� l�ne to
Cal�forn�a, and s�nce then all my pleasure tr�ps must be measured to
that rare hol�day frol�c. Two thousand m�les of ceaseless rush and
rattle and clatter, by n�ght and by day, and never a weary moment,
never a lapse of �nterest! The f�rst seven hundred m�les a level
cont�nent, �ts grassy carpet greener and softer and smoother than
any sea and f�gured w�th des�gns f�tted to �ts magn�tude—the
shadows of the clouds. Here were no scenes but summer scenes,
and no d�spos�t�on �nsp�red by them but to l�e at full length on the
ma�l sacks �n the grateful breeze and dream�ly smoke the p�pe of
peace—what other, where all was repose and contentment? In cool
morn�ngs, before the sun was fa�rly up, �t was worth a l�fet�me of c�ty
to�l�ng and mo�l�ng to perch �n the foretop w�th the dr�ver and see the
s�x mustangs scamper under the sharp snapp�ng of the wh�p that
never touched them; to scan the blue d�stances of a world that knew
no lords but us; to cleave the w�nd w�th uncovered head and feel the
slugg�sh pulses rous�ng to the sp�r�t of a speed that pretended to the
res�stless rush of a typhoon! Then th�rteen hundred m�les of desert
sol�tudes; of l�m�tless panoramas of bew�lder�ng perspect�ve; of
m�m�c c�t�es, of p�nnacled cathedrals, of mass�ve fortresses,
counterfe�ted �n the eternal rocks and splend�d w�th the cr�mson and



gold of the sett�ng sun; of d�zzy alt�tudes among fog-wreathed peaks
and never-melt�ng snows, where thunders and l�ghtn�ngs and
tempests warred magn�f�cently at our feet and the storm clouds
above swung the�r shredded banners �n our very faces! But I forgot. I
am �n elegant France now, and not scurry�ng through the great South
Pass and the W�nd R�ver Mounta�ns, among antelopes and buffaloes
and pa�nted Ind�ans on the warpath. It �s not meet that I should make
too d�sparag�ng compar�sons between humdrum travel on a ra�lway
and that royal summer fl�ght across a cont�nent �n a stagecoach. I
meant �n the beg�nn�ng to say that ra�lway journey�ng �s ted�ous and
t�resome, and so �t �s—though at the t�me I was th�nk�ng part�cularly
of a d�smal f�fty-hour p�lgr�mage between New York and St. Lou�s. Of
course our tr�p through France was not really ted�ous because all �ts
scenes and exper�ences were new and strange; but as Dan says, �t
had �ts “d�screpanc�es.”

The cars are bu�lt �n compartments that hold e�ght persons each.
Each compartment �s part�ally subd�v�ded, and so there are two
tolerably d�st�nct part�es of four �n �t. Four face the other four. The
seats and backs are th�ckly padded and cush�oned and are very
comfortable; you can smoke �f you w�sh; there are no bothersome
peddlers; you are saved the �nfl�ct�on of a mult�tude of d�sagreeable
fellow passengers. So far, so well. But then the conductor locks you
�n when the tra�n starts; there �s no water to dr�nk �n the car; there �s
no heat�ng apparatus for n�ght travel; �f a drunken rowdy should get
�n, you could not remove a matter of twenty seats from h�m or enter
another car; but above all, �f you are worn out and must sleep, you
must s�t up and do �t �n naps, w�th cramped legs and �n a tortur�ng
m�sery that leaves you w�thered and l�feless the next day—for behold
they have not that culm�nat�on of all char�ty and human k�ndness, a
sleep�ng car, �n all France. I prefer the Amer�can system. It has not
so many gr�evous “d�screpanc�es.”

In France, all �s clockwork, all �s order. They make no m�stakes.
Every th�rd man wears a un�form, and whether he be a marshal of
the emp�re or a brakeman, he �s ready and perfectly w�ll�ng to answer
all your quest�ons w�th t�reless pol�teness, ready to tell you wh�ch car
to take, yea, and ready to go and put you �nto �t to make sure that
you shall not go astray. You cannot pass �nto the wa�t�ng room of the



depot t�ll you have secured your t�cket, and you cannot pass from �ts
only ex�t t�ll the tra�n �s at �ts threshold to rece�ve you. Once on board,
the tra�n w�ll not start t�ll your t�cket has been exam�ned—t�ll every
passenger’s t�cket has been �nspected. Th�s �s ch�efly for your own
good. If by any poss�b�l�ty you have managed to take the wrong tra�n,
you w�ll be handed over to a pol�te off�c�al who w�ll take you wh�ther
you belong and bestow you w�th many an affable bow. Your t�cket w�ll
be �nspected every now and then along the route, and when �t �s t�me
to change cars you w�ll know �t. You are �n the hands of off�c�als who
zealously study your welfare and your �nterest, �nstead of turn�ng
the�r talents to the �nvent�on of new methods of d�scommod�ng and
snubb�ng you, as �s very often the ma�n employment of that
exceed�ngly self-sat�sf�ed monarch, the ra�lroad conductor of
Amer�ca.
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But the happ�est regulat�on �n French ra�lway government �s—th�rty
m�nutes to d�nner! No f�ve-m�nute bolt�ngs of flabby rolls, muddy
coffee, quest�onable eggs, gutta-percha beef, and p�es whose
concept�on and execut�on are a dark and bloody mystery to all save
the cook that created them!
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No, we sat calmly down—�t was �n old D�jon, wh�ch �s so easy to
spell and so �mposs�ble to pronounce except when you c�v�l�ze �t and
call �t Dem�john—and poured out r�ch Burgund�an w�nes and
munched calmly through a long table d’hote b�ll of fare, sna�l patt�es,
del�c�ous fru�ts and all, then pa�d the tr�fle �t cost and stepped happ�ly
aboard the tra�n aga�n, w�thout once curs�ng the ra�lroad company. A
rare exper�ence and one to be treasured forever.

p110.jpg (35K)

They say they do not have acc�dents on these French roads, and I
th�nk �t must be true. If I remember r�ghtly, we passed h�gh above
wagon roads or through tunnels under them, but never crossed them
on the�r own level. About every quarter of a m�le, �t seemed to me, a
man came out and held up a club t�ll the tra�n went by, to s�gn�fy that
everyth�ng was safe ahead. Sw�tches were changed a m�le �n
advance by pull�ng a w�re rope that passed along the ground by the



ra�l, from stat�on to stat�on. S�gnals for the day and s�gnals for the
n�ght gave constant and t�mely not�ce of the pos�t�on of sw�tches.

No, they have no ra�lroad acc�dents to speak of �n France. But
why? Because when one occurs, somebody has to hang for �t! Not
hang, maybe, but be pun�shed at least w�th such v�gor of emphas�s
as to make negl�gence a th�ng to be shuddered at by ra�lroad off�c�als
for many a day thereafter. “No blame attached to the off�cers”—that
ly�ng and d�saster-breed�ng verd�ct so common to our softhearted
jur�es �s seldom rendered �n France. If the trouble occurred �n the
conductor’s department, that off�cer must suffer �f h�s subord�nate
cannot be proven gu�lty; �f �n the eng�neer’s department and the case
be s�m�lar, the eng�neer must answer.

The Old Travelers—those del�ghtful parrots who have “been here
before” and know more about the country than Lou�s Napoleon
knows now or ever w�ll know—tell us these th�ngs, and we bel�eve
them because they are pleasant th�ngs to bel�eve and because they
are plaus�ble and savor of the r�g�d subject�on to law and order wh�ch
we behold about us everywhere.
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But we love the Old Travelers. We love to hear them prate and
dr�vel and l�e. We can tell them the moment we see them. They
always throw out a few feelers; they never cast themselves adr�ft t�ll
they have sounded every �nd�v�dual and know that he has not
traveled. Then they open the�r throttle valves, and how they do brag,
and sneer, and swell, and soar, and blaspheme the sacred name of
Truth! The�r central �dea, the�r grand a�m, �s to subjugate you, keep
you down, make you feel �ns�gn�f�cant and humble �n the blaze of
the�r cosmopol�tan glory! They w�ll not let you know anyth�ng. They
sneer at your most �noffens�ve suggest�ons; they laugh unfeel�ngly at
your treasured dreams of fore�gn lands; they brand the statements of
your traveled aunts and uncles as the stup�dest absurd�t�es; they



der�de your most trusted authors and demol�sh the fa�r �mages they
have set up for your w�ll�ng worsh�p w�th the p�t�less feroc�ty of the
fanat�c �conoclast! But st�ll I love the Old Travelers. I love them for
the�r w�tless plat�tudes, for the�r supernatural ab�l�ty to bore, for the�r
del�ghtful as�n�ne van�ty, for the�r luxur�ant fert�l�ty of �mag�nat�on, for
the�r startl�ng, the�r br�ll�ant, the�r overwhelm�ng mendac�ty!

By Lyons and the Saone (where we saw the lady of Lyons and
thought l�ttle of her comel�ness), by V�lla Franca, Tonnere, venerable
Sens, Melun, Fonta�nebleau, and scores of other beaut�ful c�t�es, we
swept, always not�ng the absence of hog-wallows, broken fences,
cow lots, unpa�nted houses, and mud, and always not�ng, as well,
the presence of cleanl�ness, grace, taste �n adorn�ng and beaut�fy�ng,
even to the d�spos�t�on of a tree or the turn�ng of a hedge, the marvel
of roads �n perfect repa�r, vo�d of ruts and gu�ltless of even an
�nequal�ty of surface—we bowled along, hour after hour, that br�ll�ant
summer day, and as n�ghtfall approached we entered a w�lderness of
odorous flowers and shrubbery, sped through �t, and then, exc�ted,
del�ghted, and half persuaded that we were only the sport of a
beaut�ful dream, lo, we stood �n magn�f�cent Par�s!

What excellent order they kept about that vast depot! There was
no frant�c crowd�ng and jostl�ng, no shout�ng and swear�ng, and no
swagger�ng �ntrus�on of serv�ces by rowdy hackmen. These latter
gentry stood outs�de—stood qu�etly by the�r long l�ne of veh�cles and
sa�d never a word. A k�nd of hackman general seemed to have the
whole matter of transportat�on �n h�s hands. He pol�tely rece�ved the
passengers and ushered them to the k�nd of conveyance they
wanted, and told the dr�ver where to del�ver them. There was no
“talk�ng back,” no d�ssat�sfact�on about overcharg�ng, no grumbl�ng
about anyth�ng. In a l�ttle wh�le we were speed�ng through the streets
of Par�s and del�ghtfully recogn�z�ng certa�n names and places w�th
wh�ch books had long ago made us fam�l�ar. It was l�ke meet�ng an
old fr�end when we read Rue de R�vol� on the street corner; we knew
the genu�ne vast palace of the Louvre as well as we knew �ts p�cture;
when we passed by the Column of July we needed no one to tell us
what �t was or to rem�nd us that on �ts s�te once stood the gr�m
Bast�lle, that grave of human hopes and happ�ness, that d�smal
pr�son house w�th�n whose dungeons so many young faces put on



the wr�nkles of age, so many proud sp�r�ts grew humble, so many
brave hearts broke.

We secured rooms at the hotel, or rather, we had three beds put
�nto one room, so that we m�ght be together, and then we went out to
a restaurant, just after lampl�ght�ng, and ate a comfortable,
sat�sfactory, l�nger�ng d�nner. It was a pleasure to eat where
everyth�ng was so t�dy, the food so well cooked, the wa�ters so pol�te,
and the com�ng and depart�ng company so moustached, so fr�sky, so
affable, so fearfully and wonderfully Frenchy! All the surround�ngs
were gay and enl�ven�ng. Two hundred people sat at l�ttle tables on
the s�dewalk, s�pp�ng w�ne and coffee; the streets were thronged w�th
l�ght veh�cles and w�th joyous pleasure-seekers; there was mus�c �n
the a�r, l�fe and act�on all about us, and a conflagrat�on of gasl�ght
everywhere!

After d�nner we felt l�ke see�ng such Par�s�an spec�alt�es as we
m�ght see w�thout d�stress�ng exert�on, and so we sauntered through
the br�ll�ant streets and looked at the da�nty tr�fles �n var�ety stores
and jewelry shops. Occas�onally, merely for the pleasure of be�ng
cruel, we put unoffend�ng Frenchmen on the rack w�th quest�ons
framed �n the �ncomprehens�ble jargon of the�r nat�ve language, and
wh�le they wr�thed we �mpaled them, we peppered them, we scar�f�ed
them, w�th the�r own v�le verbs and part�c�ples.

We not�ced that �n the jewelry stores they had some of the art�cles
marked “gold” and some labeled “�m�tat�on.” We wondered at th�s
extravagance of honesty and �nqu�red �nto the matter. We were
�nformed that �nasmuch as most people are not able to tell false gold
from the genu�ne art�cle, the government compels jewelers to have
the�r gold work assayed and stamped off�c�ally accord�ng to �ts
f�neness and the�r �m�tat�on work duly labeled w�th the s�gn of �ts
fals�ty. They told us the jewelers would not dare to v�olate th�s law,
and that whatever a stranger bought �n one of the�r stores m�ght be
depended upon as be�ng str�ctly what �t was represented to be.
Ver�ly, a wonderful land �s France!

Then we hunted for a barber-shop. From earl�est �nfancy �t had
been a cher�shed amb�t�on of m�ne to be shaved some day �n a
palat�al barber-shop �n Par�s. I w�shed to recl�ne at full length �n a



cush�oned �nval�d cha�r, w�th p�ctures about me and sumptuous
furn�ture; w�th frescoed walls and g�lded arches above me and v�stas
of Cor�nth�an columns stretch�ng far before me; w�th perfumes of
Araby to �ntox�cate my senses and the slumbrous drone of d�stant
no�ses to soothe me to sleep. At the end of an hour I would wake up
regretfully and f�nd my face as smooth and as soft as an �nfant’s.
Depart�ng, I would l�ft my hands above that barber’s head and say,
“Heaven bless you, my son!”

So we searched h�gh and low, for a matter of two hours, but never
a barber-shop could we see. We saw only w�g-mak�ng
establ�shments, w�th shocks of dead and repuls�ve ha�r bound upon
the heads of pa�nted waxen br�gands who stared out from glass
boxes upon the passer-by w�th the�r stony eyes and scared h�m w�th
the ghostly wh�te of the�r countenances. We shunned these s�gns for
a t�me, but f�nally we concluded that the w�g-makers must of
necess�ty be the barbers as well, s�nce we could f�nd no s�ngle
leg�t�mate representat�ve of the fratern�ty. We entered and asked,
and found that �t was even so.

I sa�d I wanted to be shaved. The barber �nqu�red where my room
was. I sa�d never m�nd where my room was, I wanted to be shaved—
there, on the spot. The doctor sa�d he would be shaved also. Then
there was an exc�tement among those two barbers! There was a w�ld
consultat�on, and afterwards a hurry�ng to and fro and a fever�sh
gather�ng up of razors from obscure places and a ransack�ng for
soap. Next they took us �nto a l�ttle mean, shabby back room; they
got two ord�nary s�tt�ng-room cha�rs and placed us �n them w�th our
coats on. My old, old dream of bl�ss van�shed �nto th�n a�r!
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I sat bolt upr�ght, s�lent, sad, and solemn. One of the w�g-mak�ng
v�lla�ns lathered my face for ten terr�ble m�nutes and f�n�shed by
plaster�ng a mass of suds �nto my mouth. I expelled the nasty stuff



w�th a strong Engl�sh explet�ve and sa�d, “Fore�gner, beware!” Then
th�s outlaw strapped h�s razor on h�s boot, hovered over me
om�nously for s�x fearful seconds, and then swooped down upon me
l�ke the gen�us of destruct�on. The f�rst rake of h�s razor loosened the
very h�de from my face and l�fted me out of the cha�r. I stormed and
raved, and the other boys enjoyed �t. The�r beards are not strong and
th�ck. Let us draw the curta�n over th�s harrow�ng scene.

Suff�ce �t that I subm�tted and went through w�th the cruel �nfl�ct�on
of a shave by a French barber; tears of exqu�s�te agony coursed
down my cheeks now and then, but I surv�ved. Then the �nc�p�ent
assass�n held a bas�n of water under my ch�n and slopped �ts
contents over my face, and �nto my bosom, and down the back of my
neck, w�th a mean pretense of wash�ng away the soap and blood. He
dr�ed my features w�th a towel and was go�ng to comb my ha�r, but I
asked to be excused. I sa�d, w�th w�ther�ng �rony, that �t was suff�c�ent
to be sk�nned—I decl�ned to be scalped.

I went away from there w�th my handkerch�ef about my face, and
never, never, never des�red to dream of palat�al Par�s�an barber-
shops anymore. The truth �s, as I bel�eve I have s�nce found out, that
they have no barber shops worthy of the name �n Par�s—and no
barbers, e�ther, for that matter. The �mpostor who does duty as a
barber br�ngs h�s pans and napk�ns and �mplements of torture to your
res�dence and del�berately sk�ns you �n your pr�vate apartments. Ah,
I have suffered, suffered, suffered, here �n Par�s, but never m�nd—
the t�me �s com�ng when I shall have a dark and bloody revenge.
Someday a Par�s�an barber w�ll come to my room to sk�n me, and
from that day forth that barber w�ll never be heard of more.

At eleven o’clock we al�ghted upon a s�gn wh�ch man�festly
referred to b�ll�ards. Joy! We had played b�ll�ards �n the Azores w�th
balls that were not round and on an anc�ent table that was very l�ttle
smoother than a br�ck pavement—one of those wretched old th�ngs
w�th dead cush�ons, and w�th patches �n the faded cloth and �nv�s�ble
obstruct�ons that made the balls descr�be the most aston�sh�ng and
unsuspected angles and perform feats �n the way of unlooked-for
and almost �mposs�ble “scratches” that were perfectly bew�lder�ng.
We had played at G�braltar w�th balls the s�ze of a walnut, on a table



l�ke a publ�c square—and �n both �nstances we ach�eved far more
aggravat�on than amusement. We expected to fare better here, but
we were m�staken. The cush�ons were a good deal h�gher than the
balls, and as the balls had a fash�on of always stopp�ng under the
cush�ons, we accompl�shed very l�ttle �n the way of caroms. The
cush�ons were hard and unelast�c, and the cues were so crooked
that �n mak�ng a shot you had to allow for the curve or you would
�nfall�bly put the “Engl�sh” on the wrong s�de of the ball. Dan was to
mark wh�le the doctor and I played. At the end of an hour ne�ther of
us had made a count, and so Dan was t�red of keep�ng tally w�th
noth�ng to tally, and we were heated and angry and d�sgusted. We
pa�d the heavy b�ll—about s�x cents—and sa�d we would call around
somet�me when we had a week to spend, and f�n�sh the game.

We adjourned to one of those pretty cafes and took supper and
tested the w�nes of the country, as we had been �nstructed to do, and
found them harmless and unexc�t�ng. They m�ght have been exc�t�ng,
however, �f we had chosen to dr�nk a suff�c�ency of them.

To close our f�rst day �n Par�s cheerfully and pleasantly, we now
sought our grand room �n the Grand Hotel du Louvre and cl�mbed
�nto our sumptuous bed to read and smoke—but alas!

It was p�t�ful,
In a whole c�ty-full,
Gas we had none.
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*(Joke by the Doctor)

No gas to read by—noth�ng but d�smal candles. It was a shame.
We tr�ed to map out excurs�ons for the morrow; we puzzled over
French “gu�des to Par�s”; we talked d�sjo�ntedly �n a va�n endeavor to



make head or ta�l of the w�ld chaos of the day’s s�ghts and
exper�ences; we subs�ded to �ndolent smok�ng; we gaped and
yawned and stretched—then feebly wondered �f we were really and
truly �n renowned Par�s, and dr�fted drows�ly away �nto that vast
myster�ous vo�d wh�ch men call sleep.



CHAPTER XIII.
The next morn�ng we were up and dressed at ten o’clock. We went

to the ‘comm�ss�ona�re’ of the hotel—I don’t know what a
‘comm�ss�ona�re’ �s, but that �s the man we went to—and told h�m we
wanted a gu�de. He sa�d the nat�onal Expos�t�on had drawn such
mult�tudes of Engl�shmen and Amer�cans to Par�s that �t would be
next to �mposs�ble to f�nd a good gu�de unemployed. He sa�d he
usually kept a dozen or two on hand, but he only had three now.
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He called them. One looked so l�ke a very p�rate that we let h�m go
at once. The next one spoke w�th a s�mper�ng prec�s�on of
pronunc�at�on that was �rr�tat�ng and sa�d:

“If ze zhentlemans w�ll to me make ze grande honneur to me
ratta�n �n hees serveece, I shall show to h�m every s�ng zat �s
magn�f�que to look upon �n ze beaut�ful Parree. I speaky ze Angleesh
pa�rfa�temaw.”

He would have done well to have stopped there, because he had
that much by heart and sa�d �t r�ght off w�thout mak�ng a m�stake. But
h�s self-complacency seduced h�m �nto attempt�ng a fl�ght �nto
reg�ons of unexplored Engl�sh, and the reckless exper�ment was h�s
ru�n. W�th�n ten seconds he was so tangled up �n a maze of mut�lated
verbs and torn and bleed�ng forms of speech that no human
�ngenu�ty could ever have gotten h�m out of �t w�th cred�t. It was pla�n
enough that he could not “speaky” the Engl�sh qu�te as
“pa�rfa�temaw” as he had pretended he could.



The th�rd man captured us. He was pla�nly dressed, but he had a
not�ceable a�r of neatness about h�m. He wore a h�gh s�lk hat wh�ch
was a l�ttle old, but had been carefully brushed. He wore second-
hand k�d gloves, �n good repa�r, and carr�ed a small rattan cane w�th
a curved handle—a female leg—of �vory. He stepped as gently and
as da�nt�ly as a cat cross�ng a muddy street; and oh, he was
urban�ty; he was qu�et, unobtrus�ve self-possess�on; he was
deference �tself! He spoke softly and guardedly; and when he was
about to make a statement on h�s sole respons�b�l�ty or offer a
suggest�on, he we�ghed �t by drachms and scruples f�rst, w�th the
crook of h�s l�ttle st�ck placed med�tat�vely to h�s teeth. H�s open�ng
speech was perfect. It was perfect �n construct�on, �n phraseology, �n
grammar, �n emphas�s, �n pronunc�at�on—everyth�ng. He spoke l�ttle
and guardedly after that. We were charmed. We were more than
charmed—we were overjoyed. We h�red h�m at once. We never even
asked h�m h�s pr�ce. Th�s man—our lackey, our servant, our
unquest�on�ng slave though he was—was st�ll a gentleman—we
could see that—wh�le of the other two one was coarse and awkward
and the other was a born p�rate. We asked our man Fr�day’s name.
He drew from h�s pocketbook a snowy l�ttle card and passed �t to us
w�th a profound bow:

A. BILLFINGER,
Gu�de to Par�s, France, Germany,
Spa�n, etc., etc.
Grande Hotel du Louvre.
“B�llf�nger! Oh, carry me home to d�e!”
That was an “as�de” from Dan. The atroc�ous name grated harshly

on my ear, too. The most of us can learn to forg�ve, and even to l�ke,
a countenance that str�kes us unpleasantly at f�rst, but few of us, I
fancy, become reconc�led to a jarr�ng name so eas�ly. I was almost
sorry we had h�red th�s man, h�s name was so unbearable. However,
no matter. We were �mpat�ent to start. B�llf�nger stepped to the door
to call a carr�age, and then the doctor sa�d:

“Well, the gu�de goes w�th the barbershop, w�th the b�ll�ard-table,
w�th the gasless room, and may be w�th many another pretty
romance of Par�s. I expected to have a gu�de named Henr� de



Montmorency, or Armand de la Chartreuse, or someth�ng that would
sound grand �n letters to the v�llagers at home, but to th�nk of a
Frenchman by the name of B�llf�nger! Oh! Th�s �s absurd, you know.
Th�s w�ll never do. We can’t say B�llf�nger; �t �s nauseat�ng. Name h�m
over aga�n; what had we better call h�m? Alex�s du Caula�ncourt?”

“Alphonse Henr� Gustave de Hautev�lle,” I suggested.
“Call h�m Ferguson,” sa�d Dan.
That was pract�cal, unromant�c good sense. W�thout debate, we

expunged B�llf�nger as B�llf�nger, and called h�m Ferguson.
The carr�age—an open barouche—was ready. Ferguson mounted

bes�de the dr�ver, and we wh�rled away to breakfast. As was proper,
Mr. Ferguson stood by to transm�t our orders and answer quest�ons.
By and by, he ment�oned casually—the artful adventurer—that he
would go and get h�s breakfast as soon as we had f�n�shed ours. He
knew we could not get along w�thout h�m and that we would not want
to lo�ter about and wa�t for h�m. We asked h�m to s�t down and eat
w�th us. He begged, w�th many a bow, to be excused. It was not
proper, he sa�d; he would s�t at another table. We ordered h�m
peremptor�ly to s�t down w�th us.

Here endeth the f�rst lesson. It was a m�stake.
As long as we had that fellow after that, he was always hungry; he

was always th�rsty. He came early; he stayed late; he could not pass
a restaurant; he looked w�th a lecherous eye upon every w�ne shop.
Suggest�ons to stop, excuses to eat and to dr�nk, were forever on h�s
l�ps. We tr�ed all we could to f�ll h�m so full that he would have no
room to spare for a fortn�ght, but �t was a fa�lure. He d�d not hold
enough to smother the crav�ngs of h�s superhuman appet�te.

He had another “d�screpancy” about h�m. He was always want�ng
us to buy th�ngs. On the shallowest pretenses he would �nve�gle us
�nto sh�rt stores, boot stores, ta�lor shops, glove shops—anywhere
under the broad sweep of the heavens that there seemed a chance
of our buy�ng anyth�ng. Anyone could have guessed that the
shopkeepers pa�d h�m a percentage on the sales, but �n our blessed
�nnocence we d�dn’t unt�l th�s feature of h�s conduct grew unbearably
prom�nent. One day Dan happened to ment�on that he thought of
buy�ng three or four s�lk dress patterns for presents. Ferguson’s



hungry eye was upon h�m �n an �nstant. In the course of twenty
m�nutes the carr�age stopped.

“What’s th�s?”
“Z�s �s ze f�nest s�lk magaz�n �n Par�s—ze most celebrate.”
“What d�d you come here for? We told you to take us to the palace

of the Louvre.”
“I suppose ze gentleman say he w�sh to buy some s�lk.”
“You are not requ�red to ‘suppose’ th�ngs for the party, Ferguson.

We do not w�sh to tax your energ�es too much. We w�ll bear some of
the burden and heat of the day ourselves. We w�ll endeavor to do
such ‘suppos�ng’ as �s really necessary to be done. Dr�ve on.” So
spake the doctor.

W�th�n f�fteen m�nutes the carr�age halted aga�n, and before
another s�lk store. The doctor sa�d:

“Ah, the palace of the Louvre—beaut�ful, beaut�ful ed�f�ce! Does
the Emperor Napoleon l�ve here now, Ferguson?”

“Ah, Doctor! You do jest; z�s �s not ze palace; we come there
d�rectly. But s�nce we pass r�ght by z�s store, where �s such beaut�ful
s�lk—”

“Ah! I see, I see. I meant to have told you that we d�d not w�sh to
purchase any s�lks to-day, but �n my absent-m�ndedness I forgot �t. I
also meant to tell you we w�shed to go d�rectly to the Louvre, but I
forgot that also. However, we w�ll go there now. Pardon my seem�ng
carelessness, Ferguson. Dr�ve on.”

W�th�n the half hour we stopped aga�n—�n front of another s�lk
store. We were angry; but the doctor was always serene, always
smooth-vo�ced. He sa�d:

“At last! How �mpos�ng the Louvre �s, and yet how small! How
exqu�s�tely fash�oned! How charm�ngly s�tuated!—Venerable,
venerable p�le—”

“Pa�rdon, Doctor, z�s �s not ze Louvre—�t �s—”
“What �s �t?”
“I have ze �dea—�t come to me �n a moment—zat ze s�lk �n z�s

magaz�n—“
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that we d�d not w�sh to buy any s�lks to-day, and I also �ntended to
tell you that we yearned to go �mmed�ately to the palace of the
Louvre, but enjoy�ng the happ�ness of see�ng you devour four
breakfasts th�s morn�ng has so f�lled me w�th pleasurable emot�ons
that I neglect the commonest �nterests of the t�me. However, we w�ll
proceed now to the Louvre, Ferguson.”

“But, doctor,” (exc�tedly,) “�t w�ll take not a m�nute—not but one
small m�nute! Ze gentleman need not to buy �f he not w�sh to—but
only look at ze s�lk—look at ze beaut�ful fabr�c. [Then plead�ngly.]
Sa�r—just only one leetle moment!”

Dan sa�d, “Confound the �d�ot! I don’t want to see any s�lks today,
and I won’t look at them. Dr�ve on.”

And the doctor: “We need no s�lks now, Ferguson. Our hearts
yearn for the Louvre. Let us journey on—let us journey on.”

“But doctor! It �s only one moment—one leetle moment. And ze
t�me w�ll be save—ent�rely save! Because zere �s noth�ng to see now
—�t �s too late. It want ten m�nute to four and ze Louvre close at four
—only one leetle moment, Doctor!”

The treacherous m�screant! After four breakfasts and a gallon of
champagne, to serve us such a scurvy tr�ck. We got no s�ght of the
countless treasures of art �n the Louvre galler�es that day, and our
only poor l�ttle sat�sfact�on was �n the reflect�on that Ferguson sold
not a sol�tary s�lk dress pattern.

I am wr�t�ng th�s chapter partly for the sat�sfact�on of abus�ng that
accompl�shed knave B�llf�nger, and partly to show whosoever shall
read th�s how Amer�cans fare at the hands of the Par�s gu�des and
what sort of people Par�s gu�des are. It need not be supposed that
we were a stup�der or an eas�er prey than our countrymen generally
are, for we were not. The gu�des dece�ve and defraud every



Amer�can who goes to Par�s for the f�rst t�me and sees �ts s�ghts
alone or �n company w�th others as l�ttle exper�enced as h�mself. I
shall v�s�t Par�s aga�n someday, and then let the gu�des beware! I
shall go �n my war pa�nt—I shall carry my tomahawk along.
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I th�nk we have lost but l�ttle t�me �n Par�s. We have gone to bed
every n�ght t�red out. Of course we v�s�ted the renowned Internat�onal
Expos�t�on. All the world d�d that. We went there on our th�rd day �n
Par�s—and we stayed there nearly two hours. That was our f�rst and
last v�s�t. To tell the truth, we saw at a glance that one would have to
spend weeks—yea, even months—�n that monstrous establ�shment
to get an �ntell�g�ble �dea of �t. It was a wonderful show, but the
mov�ng masses of people of all nat�ons we saw there were a st�ll
more wonderful show. I d�scovered that �f I were to stay there a
month, I should st�ll f�nd myself look�ng at the people �nstead of the
�nan�mate objects on exh�b�t�on. I got a l�ttle �nterested �n some
cur�ous old tapestr�es of the th�rteenth century, but a party of Arabs
came by, and the�r dusky faces and qua�nt costumes called my
attent�on away at once. I watched a s�lver swan, wh�ch had a l�v�ng
grace about h�s movements and a l�v�ng �ntell�gence �n h�s eyes—
watched h�m sw�mm�ng about as comfortably and as unconcernedly
as �f he had been born �n a morass �nstead of a jeweler’s shop—
watched h�m se�ze a s�lver f�sh from under the water and hold up h�s
head and go through all the customary and elaborate mot�ons of
swallow�ng �t—but the moment �t d�sappeared down h�s throat some
tattooed South Sea Islanders approached and I y�elded to the�r
attract�ons.

Presently I found a revolv�ng p�stol several hundred years old
wh�ch looked strangely l�ke a modern Colt, but just then I heard that
the Empress of the French was �n another part of the bu�ld�ng, and
hastened away to see what she m�ght look l�ke. We heard mart�al



mus�c—we saw an unusual number of sold�ers walk�ng hurr�edly
about—there was a general movement among the people. We
�nqu�red what �t was all about and learned that the Emperor of the
French and the Sultan of Turkey were about to rev�ew twenty-f�ve
thousand troops at the Arc de l’Eto�le. We �mmed�ately departed. I
had a greater anx�ety to see these men than I could have had to see
twenty expos�t�ons.

We drove away and took up a pos�t�on �n an open space oppos�te
the Amer�can m�n�ster’s house. A speculator br�dged a couple of
barrels w�th a board and we h�red stand�ng places on �t. Presently
there was a sound of d�stant mus�c; �n another m�nute a p�llar of dust
came mov�ng slowly toward us; a moment more and then, w�th
colors fly�ng and a grand crash of m�l�tary mus�c, a gallant array of
cavalrymen emerged from the dust and came down the street on a
gentle trot. After them came a long l�ne of art�llery; then more cavalry,
�n splend�d un�forms; and then the�r �mper�al majest�es Napoleon III
and Abdul Az�z. The vast concourse of people swung the�r hats and
shouted—the w�ndows and housetops �n the w�de v�c�n�ty burst �nto a
snowstorm of wav�ng handkerch�efs, and the wavers of the same
m�ngled the�r cheers w�th those of the masses below. It was a st�rr�ng
spectacle.

But the two central f�gures cla�med all my attent�on. Was ever such
a contrast set up before a mult�tude t�ll then?

p126a.jpg (19K)

p126b.jpg (21K)

Napoleon �n m�l�tary un�form—a long-bod�ed, short-legged man,
f�ercely moustached, old, wr�nkled, w�th eyes half closed, and such a
deep, crafty, schem�ng express�on about them!—Napoleon, bow�ng



ever so gently to the loud plaud�ts, and watch�ng everyth�ng and
everybody w�th h�s cat eyes from under h�s depressed hat br�m, as �f
to d�scover any s�gn that those cheers were not heartfelt and cord�al.

Abdul Az�z, absolute lord of the Ottoman emp�re—clad �n dark
green European clothes, almost w�thout ornament or �ns�gn�a of rank;
a red Turk�sh fez on h�s head; a short, stout, dark man, black-
bearded, black-eyed, stup�d, unprepossess�ng—a man whose whole
appearance somehow suggested that �f he only had a cleaver �n h�s
hand and a wh�te apron on, one would not be at all surpr�sed to hear
h�m say: “A mutton roast today, or w�ll you have a n�ce porterhouse
steak?”

Napoleon III, the representat�ve of the h�ghest modern c�v�l�zat�on,
progress, and ref�nement; Abdul-Az�z, the representat�ve of a people
by nature and tra�n�ng f�lthy, brut�sh, �gnorant, unprogress�ve,
superst�t�ous—and a government whose Three Graces are Tyranny,
Rapac�ty, Blood. Here �n br�ll�ant Par�s, under th�s majest�c Arch of
Tr�umph, the F�rst Century greets the N�neteenth!

NAPOLEON III., Emperor of France! Surrounded by shout�ng
thousands, by m�l�tary pomp, by the splendors of h�s cap�tal c�ty, and
compan�oned by k�ngs and pr�nces—th�s �s the man who was
sneered at and rev�led and called Bastard—yet who was dream�ng of
a crown and an emp�re all the wh�le; who was dr�ven �nto ex�le—but
carr�ed h�s dreams w�th h�m; who assoc�ated w�th the common herd
�n Amer�ca and ran foot races for a wager—but st�ll sat upon a throne
�n fancy; who braved every danger to go to h�s dy�ng mother—and
gr�eved that she could not be spared to see h�m cast as�de h�s
plebe�an vestments for the purple of royalty; who kept h�s fa�thful
watch and walked h�s weary beat a common pol�ceman of London—
but dreamed the wh�le of a com�ng n�ght when he should tread the
long-drawn corr�dors of the Tu�ler�es; who made the m�serable f�asco
of Strasbourg; saw h�s poor, shabby eagle, forgetful of �ts lesson,
refuse to perch upon h�s shoulder; del�vered h�s carefully prepared,
sentent�ous burst of eloquence upon unsympathet�c ears; found
h�mself a pr�soner, the butt of small w�ts, a mark for the p�t�less
r�d�cule of all the world—yet went on dream�ng of coronat�ons and
splend�d pageants as before; who lay a forgotten capt�ve �n the



dungeons of Ham—and st�ll schemed and planned and pondered
over future glory and future power; Pres�dent of France at last! a
coup d’etat, and surrounded by applaud�ng arm�es, welcomed by the
thunders of cannon, he mounts a throne and waves before an
astounded world the sceptre of a m�ghty emp�re! Who talks of the
marvels of f�ct�on? Who speaks of the wonders of romance? Who
prates of the tame ach�evements of Aladd�n and the Mag�� of Arab�a?

ABDUL-AZIZ, Sultan of Turkey, Lord of the Ottoman Emp�re! Born
to a throne; weak, stup�d, �gnorant, almost, as h�s meanest slave;
ch�ef of a vast royalty, yet the puppet of h�s Prem�er and the obed�ent
ch�ld of a tyrann�cal mother; a man who s�ts upon a throne—the beck
of whose f�nger moves nav�es and arm�es—who holds �n h�s hands
the power of l�fe and death over m�ll�ons—yet who sleeps, sleeps,
eats, eats, �dles w�th h�s e�ght hundred concub�nes, and when he �s
surfe�ted w�th eat�ng and sleep�ng and �dl�ng, and would rouse up
and take the re�ns of government and threaten to be a sultan, �s
charmed from h�s purpose by wary Fuad Pacha w�th a pretty plan for
a new palace or a new sh�p—charmed away w�th a new toy, l�ke any
other restless ch�ld; a man who sees h�s people robbed and
oppressed by soulless tax-gatherers, but speaks no word to save
them; who bel�eves �n gnomes and gen�� and the w�ld fables of The
Arab�an N�ghts, but has small regard for the m�ghty mag�c�ans of to-
day, and �s nervous �n the presence of the�r myster�ous ra�lroads and
steamboats and telegraphs; who would see undone �n Egypt all that
great Mehemet Al� ach�eved, and would prefer rather to forget than
emulate h�m; a man who found h�s great emp�re a blot upon the
earth—a degraded, poverty-str�cken, m�serable, �nfamous
agglomerat�on of �gnorance, cr�me, and brutal�ty—and w�ll �dle away
the allotted days of h�s tr�v�al l�fe and then pass to the dust and the
worms and leave �t so!

Napoleon has augmented the commerc�al prosper�ty of France �n
ten years to such a degree that f�gures can hardly compute �t. He
has rebu�lt Par�s and has partly rebu�lt every c�ty �n the state. He
condemns a whole street at a t�me, assesses the damages, pays
them, and rebu�lds superbly. Then speculators buy up the ground
and sell, but the or�g�nal owner �s g�ven the f�rst cho�ce by the
government at a stated pr�ce before the speculator �s perm�tted to



purchase. But above all th�ngs, he has taken the sole control of the
emp�re of France �nto h�s hands and made �t a tolerably free land—
for people who w�ll not attempt to go too far �n meddl�ng w�th
government affa�rs. No country offers greater secur�ty to l�fe and
property than France, and one has all the freedom he wants, but no
l�cense—no l�cense to �nterfere w�th anybody or make anyone
uncomfortable.

As for the Sultan, one could set a trap any where and catch a
dozen abler men �n a n�ght.

The bands struck up, and the br�ll�ant adventurer, Napoleon III.,
the gen�us of Energy, Pers�stence, Enterpr�se; and the feeble Abdul-
Az�z, the gen�us of Ignorance, B�gotry, and Indolence, prepared for
the Forward—March!

We saw the splend�d rev�ew, we saw the wh�te-moustached old
Cr�mean sold�er, Canrobert, Marshal of France, we saw—well, we
saw every th�ng, and then we went home sat�sf�ed.
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CHAPTER XIV.
We went to see the Cathedral of Notre Dame. We had heard of �t

before. It surpr�ses me somet�mes to th�nk how much we do know
and how �ntell�gent we are. We recogn�zed the brown old Goth�c p�le
�n a moment; �t was l�ke the p�ctures. We stood at a l�ttle d�stance
and changed from one po�nt of observat�on to another and gazed
long at �ts lofty square towers and �ts r�ch front, clustered th�ck w�th
stony, mut�lated sa�nts who had been look�ng calmly down from the�r
perches for ages. The Patr�arch of Jerusalem stood under them �n
the old days of ch�valry and romance, and preached the th�rd
Crusade, more than s�x hundred years ago; and s�nce that day they
have stood there and looked qu�etly down upon the most thr�ll�ng
scenes, the grandest pageants, the most extraord�nary spectacles
that have gr�eved or del�ghted Par�s. These battered and broken-
nosed old fellows saw many and many a cavalcade of ma�l-clad
kn�ghts come march�ng home from Holy Land; they heard the bells
above them toll the s�gnal for the St. Bartholomew’s Massacre, and
they saw the slaughter that followed; later they saw the Re�gn of
Terror, the carnage of the Revolut�on, the overthrow of a k�ng, the
coronat�on of two Napoleons, the chr�sten�ng of the young pr�nce that
lords �t over a reg�ment of servants �n the Tu�ler�es to-day—and they
may poss�bly cont�nue to stand there unt�l they see the Napoleon
dynasty swept away and the banners of a great republ�c float�ng
above �ts ru�ns. I w�sh these old part�es could speak. They could tell
a tale worth the l�sten�ng to.

They say that a pagan temple stood where Notre Dame now
stands, �n the old Roman days, e�ghteen or twenty centur�es ago—
rema�ns of �t are st�ll preserved �n Par�s; and that a Chr�st�an church
took �ts place about A.D. 300; another took the place of that �n A.D.
500; and that the foundat�ons of the present cathedral were la�d
about A.D. 1100. The ground ought to be measurably sacred by th�s
t�me, one would th�nk. One port�on of th�s noble old ed�f�ce �s



suggest�ve of the qua�nt fash�ons of anc�ent t�mes. It was bu�lt by
Jean Sans-Peur, Duke of Burgundy, to set h�s consc�ence at rest—
he had assass�nated the Duke of Orleans. Alas! Those good old
t�mes are gone when a murderer could w�pe the sta�n from h�s name
and soothe h�s troubles to sleep s�mply by gett�ng out h�s br�cks and
mortar and bu�ld�ng an add�t�on to a church.

The portals of the great western front are b�sected by square
p�llars. They took the central one away �n 1852, on the occas�on of
thanksg�v�ngs for the re�nst�tut�on of the pres�dent�al power—but
prec�ous soon they had occas�on to recons�der that mot�on and put �t
back aga�n! And they d�d.

We lo�tered through the grand a�sles for an hour or two, star�ng up
at the r�ch sta�ned-glass w�ndows embell�shed w�th blue and yellow
and cr�mson sa�nts and martyrs, and try�ng to adm�re the numberless
great p�ctures �n the chapels, and then we were adm�tted to the
sacr�sty and shown the magn�f�cent robes wh�ch the Pope wore
when he crowned Napoleon I; a wagon-load of sol�d gold and s�lver
utens�ls used �n the great publ�c process�ons and ceremon�es of the
church; some na�ls of the true cross, a fragment of the cross �tself, a
part of the crown of thorns. We had already seen a large p�ece of the
true cross �n a church �n the Azores, but no na�ls. They showed us
l�kew�se the bloody robe wh�ch that archb�shop of Par�s wore who
exposed h�s sacred person and braved the wrath of the �nsurgents of
1848, to mount the barr�cades and hold aloft the ol�ve branch of
peace �n the hope of stopp�ng the slaughter. H�s noble effort cost h�m
h�s l�fe. He was shot dead. They showed us a cast of h�s face taken
after death, the bullet that k�lled h�m, and the two vertebrae �n wh�ch
�t lodged. These people have a somewhat s�ngular taste �n the
matter of rel�cs. Ferguson told us that the s�lver cross wh�ch the good
archb�shop wore at h�s g�rdle was se�zed and thrown �nto the Se�ne,
where �t lay embedded �n the mud for f�fteen years, and then an
angel appeared to a pr�est and told h�m where to d�ve for �t; he d�d
d�ve for �t and got �t, and now �t �s there on exh�b�t�on at Notre Dame,
to be �nspected by anybody who feels an �nterest �n �nan�mate
objects of m�raculous �ntervent�on.



Next we went to v�s�t the Morgue, that horr�ble receptacle for the
dead who d�e myster�ously and leave the manner of the�r tak�ng off a
d�smal secret. We stood before a grat�ng and looked through �nto a
room wh�ch was hung all about w�th the cloth�ng of dead men;
coarse blouses, water-soaked; the del�cate garments of women and
ch�ldren; patr�c�an vestments, hacked and stabbed and sta�ned w�th
red; a hat that was crushed and bloody.

p132.jpg (57K)

On a slant�ng stone lay a drowned man, naked, swollen, purple;
clasp�ng the fragment of a broken bush w�th a gr�p wh�ch death had
so petr�f�ed that human strength could not unloose �t—mute w�tness
of the last despa�r�ng effort to save the l�fe that was doomed beyond
all help. A stream of water tr�ckled ceaselessly over the h�deous
face. We knew that the body and the cloth�ng were there for
�dent�f�cat�on by fr�ends, but st�ll we wondered �f anybody could love
that repuls�ve object or gr�eve for �ts loss. We grew med�tat�ve and
wondered �f, some forty years ago, when the mother of that ghastly
th�ng was dandl�ng �t upon her knee, and k�ss�ng �t and pett�ng �t and
d�splay�ng �t w�th sat�sf�ed pr�de to the passers-by, a prophet�c v�s�on
of th�s dread end�ng ever fl�tted through her bra�n. I half feared that
the mother, or the w�fe or a brother of the dead man m�ght come
wh�le we stood there, but noth�ng of the k�nd occurred. Men and
women came, and some looked eagerly �n and pressed the�r faces
aga�nst the bars; others glanced carelessly at the body and turned
away w�th a d�sappo�nted look—people, I thought, who l�ve upon
strong exc�tements and who attend the exh�b�t�ons of the Morgue
regularly, just as other people go to see theatr�cal spectacles every
n�ght. When one of these looked �n and passed on, I could not help
th�nk�ng—

“Now th�s don’t afford you any sat�sfact�on—a party w�th h�s head
shot off �s what you need.”



One n�ght we went to the celebrated Jard�n Mab�lle, but only sta�d
a l�ttle wh�le. We wanted to see some of th�s k�nd of Par�s l�fe,
however, and therefore the next n�ght we went to a s�m�lar place of
enterta�nment �n a great garden �n the suburb of Asn�eres. We went
to the ra�lroad depot, toward even�ng, and Ferguson got t�ckets for a
second-class carr�age. Such a perfect jam of people I have not often
seen—but there was no no�se, no d�sorder, no rowdy�sm. Some of
the women and young g�rls that entered the tra�n we knew to be of
the dem�-monde, but others we were not at all sure about.

The g�rls and women �n our carr�age behaved themselves
modestly and becom�ngly all the way out, except that they smoked.
When we arr�ved at the garden �n Asn�eres, we pa�d a franc or two
adm�ss�on and entered a place wh�ch had flower beds �n �t, and
grass plots, and long, curv�ng rows of ornamental shrubbery, w�th
here and there a secluded bower conven�ent for eat�ng �ce cream �n.
We moved along the s�nuous gravel walks, w�th the great concourse
of g�rls and young men, and suddenly a domed and f�l�greed wh�te
temple, starred over and over and over aga�n w�th br�ll�ant gas jets,
burst upon us l�ke a fallen sun. Nearby was a large, handsome
house w�th �ts ample front �llum�nated �n the same way, and above �ts
roof floated the Star-Spangled Banner of Amer�ca.

“Well!” I sa�d. “How �s th�s?” It nearly took my breath away.
Ferguson sa�d an Amer�can—a New Yorker—kept the place, and

was carry�ng on qu�te a st�rr�ng oppos�t�on to the Jard�n Mab�lle.
Crowds composed of both sexes and nearly all ages were fr�sk�ng

about the garden or s�tt�ng �n the open a�r �n front of the flagstaff and
the temple, dr�nk�ng w�ne and coffee or smok�ng. The danc�ng had
not begun yet. Ferguson sa�d there was to be an exh�b�t�on. The
famous Blond�n was go�ng to perform on a t�ghtrope �n another part
of the garden. We went th�ther. Here the l�ght was d�m, and the
masses of people were pretty closely packed together. And now I
made a m�stake wh�ch any donkey m�ght make, but a sens�ble man
never. I comm�tted an error wh�ch I f�nd myself repeat�ng every day
of my l�fe. Stand�ng r�ght before a young lady, I sa�d:

“Dan, just look at th�s g�rl, how beaut�ful she �s!”



“I thank you more for the ev�dent s�ncer�ty of the compl�ment, s�r,
than for the extraord�nary publ�c�ty you have g�ven to �t!” Th�s �n
good, pure Engl�sh.

We took a walk, but my sp�r�ts were very, very sadly dampened. I
d�d not feel r�ght comfortable for some t�me afterward. Why w�ll
people be so stup�d as to suppose themselves the only fore�gners
among a crowd of ten thousand persons?
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But Blond�n came out shortly. He appeared on a stretched cable,
far away above the sea of toss�ng hats and handkerch�efs, and �n the
glare of the hundreds of rockets that wh�zzed heavenward by h�m he
looked l�ke a wee �nsect. He balanced h�s pole and walked the length
of h�s rope—two or three hundred feet; he came back and got a man
and carr�ed h�m across; he returned to the center and danced a j�g;
next he performed some gymnast�c and balanc�ng feats too per�lous
to afford a pleasant spectacle; and he f�n�shed by fasten�ng to h�s
person a thousand Roman candles, Cather�ne wheels, serpents and
rockets of all manner of br�ll�ant colors, sett�ng them on f�re all at
once and walk�ng and waltz�ng across h�s rope aga�n �n a bl�nd�ng
blaze of glory that l�t up the garden and the people’s faces l�ke a
great conflagrat�on at m�dn�ght.

The dance had begun, and we adjourned to the temple. W�th�n �t
was a dr�nk�ng saloon, and all around �t was a broad c�rcular platform
for the dancers. I backed up aga�nst the wall of the temple, and
wa�ted. Twenty sets formed, the mus�c struck up, and then—I placed
my hands before my face for very shame. But I looked through my
f�ngers. They were danc�ng the renowned “Can-can.” A handsome
g�rl �n the set before me tr�pped forward l�ghtly to meet the oppos�te
gentleman, tr�pped back aga�n, grasped her dresses v�gorously on
both s�des w�th her hands, ra�sed them pretty h�gh, danced an
extraord�nary j�g that had more act�v�ty and exposure about �t than



any j�g I ever saw before, and then, draw�ng her clothes st�ll h�gher,
she advanced ga�ly to the center and launched a v�c�ous k�ck full at
her v�s-a-v�s that must �nfall�bly have removed h�s nose �f he had
been seven feet h�gh. It was a mercy he was only s�x.



p136.jpg (17K)

That �s the can-can. The �dea of �t �s to dance as w�ldly, as no�s�ly,
as fur�ously as you can; expose yourself as much as poss�ble �f you
are a woman; and k�ck as h�gh as you can, no matter wh�ch sex you
belong to. There �s no word of exaggerat�on �n th�s. Any of the sta�d,
respectable, aged people who were there that n�ght can test�fy to the
truth of that statement. There were a good many such people
present. I suppose French moral�ty �s not of that stra�ght-laced
descr�pt�on wh�ch �s shocked at tr�fles.

I moved as�de and took a general v�ew of the can-can. Shouts,
laughter, fur�ous mus�c, a bew�lder�ng chaos of dart�ng and
�nterm�ngl�ng forms, stormy jerk�ng and snatch�ng of gay dresses,
bobb�ng beads, fly�ng arms, l�ghtn�ng flashes of wh�te-stock�nged
calves and da�nty sl�ppers �n the a�r, and then a grand f�nal rush, r�ot,
a terr�f�c hubbub, and a w�ld stampede! Heavens! Noth�ng l�ke �t has
been seen on earth s�nce trembl�ng Tam O’Shanter saw the dev�l
and the w�tches at the�r org�es that stormy n�ght �n “Alloway’s auld
haunted k�rk.”

We v�s�ted the Louvre, at a t�me when we had no s�lk purchases �n
v�ew, and looked at �ts m�les of pa�nt�ngs by the old masters. Some of
them were beaut�ful, but at the same t�me they carr�ed such
ev�dences about them of the cr�ng�ng sp�r�t of those great men that
we found small pleasure �n exam�n�ng them. The�r nauseous
adulat�on of pr�ncely patrons was more prom�nent to me and cha�ned
my attent�on more surely than the charms of color and express�on
wh�ch are cla�med to be �n the p�ctures. Grat�tude for k�ndnesses �s
well, but �t seems to me that some of those art�sts carr�ed �t so far
that �t ceased to be grat�tude and became worsh�p. If there �s a
plaus�ble excuse for the worsh�p of men, then by all means let us
forg�ve Rubens and h�s brethren.

But I w�ll drop the subject, lest I say someth�ng about the old
masters that m�ght as well be left unsa�d.



Of course we drove �n the Bo�s de Boulogne, that l�m�tless park,
w�th �ts forests, �ts lakes, �ts cascades, and �ts broad avenues. There
were thousands upon thousands of veh�cles abroad, and the scene
was full of l�fe and ga�ety. There were very common hacks, w�th
father and mother and all the ch�ldren �n them; consp�cuous l�ttle
open carr�ages w�th celebrated lad�es of quest�onable reputat�on �n
them; there were Dukes and Duchesses abroad, w�th gorgeous
footmen perched beh�nd, and equally gorgeous outr�ders perched on
each of the s�x horses; there were blue and s�lver, and green and
gold, and p�nk and black, and all sorts and descr�pt�ons of stunn�ng
and startl�ng l�ver�es out, and I almost yearned to be a flunkey
myself, for the sake of the f�ne clothes.

But presently the Emperor came along and he outshone them all.
He was preceded by a bodyguard of gentlemen on horseback �n
showy un�forms, h�s carr�age-horses (there appeared to be
somewhere �n the remote ne�ghborhood of a thousand of them,)
were bestr�dden by gallant-look�ng fellows, also �n styl�sh un�forms,
and after the carr�age followed another detachment of bodyguards.
Everybody got out of the way; everybody bowed to the Emperor and
h�s fr�end the Sultan; and they went by on a sw�ng�ng trot and
d�sappeared.

I w�ll not descr�be the Bo�s de Boulogne. I can not do �t. It �s s�mply
a beaut�ful, cult�vated, endless, wonderful w�lderness. It �s an
enchant�ng place. It �s �n Par�s now, one may say, but a crumbl�ng old
cross �n one port�on of �t rem�nds one that �t was not always so. The
cross marks the spot where a celebrated troubadour was wayla�d
and murdered �n the fourteenth century. It was �n th�s park that that
fellow w�th an unpronounceable name made the attempt upon the
Russ�an Czar’s l�fe last spr�ng w�th a p�stol. The bullet struck a tree.
Ferguson showed us the place. Now �n Amer�ca that �nterest�ng tree
would be chopped down or forgotten w�th�n the next f�ve years, but �t
w�ll be treasured here. The gu�des w�ll po�nt �t out to v�s�tors for the
next e�ght hundred years, and when �t decays and falls down they
w�ll put up another there and go on w�th the same old story just the
same.





CHAPTER XV.
One of our pleasantest v�s�ts was to Pere la Cha�se, the nat�onal

bury�ng-ground of France, the honored rest�ng-place of some of her
greatest and best ch�ldren, the last home of scores of �llustr�ous men
and women who were born to no t�tles, but ach�eved fame by the�r
own energy and the�r own gen�us. It �s a solemn c�ty of w�nd�ng
streets and of m�n�ature marble temples and mans�ons of the dead
gleam�ng wh�te from out a w�lderness of fol�age and fresh flowers.
Not every c�ty �s so well peopled as th�s, or has so ample an area
w�th�n �ts walls. Few palaces ex�st �n any c�ty that are so exqu�s�te �n
des�gn, so r�ch �n art, so costly �n mater�al, so graceful, so beaut�ful.

We had stood �n the anc�ent church of St. Den�s, where the marble
eff�g�es of th�rty generat�ons of k�ngs and queens lay stretched at
length upon the tombs, and the sensat�ons �nvoked were startl�ng
and novel; the cur�ous armor, the obsolete costumes, the plac�d
faces, the hands placed palm to palm �n eloquent suppl�cat�on—�t
was a v�s�on of gray ant�qu�ty. It seemed cur�ous enough to be
stand�ng face to face, as �t were, w�th old Dagobert I., and Clov�s and
Charlemagne, those vague, colossal heroes, those shadows, those
myths of a thousand years ago! I touched the�r dust-covered faces
w�th my f�nger, but Dagobert was deader than the s�xteen centur�es
that have passed over h�m, Clov�s slept well after h�s labor for Chr�st,
and old Charlemagne went on dream�ng of h�s palad�ns, of bloody
Roncesvalles, and gave no heed to me.

The great names of Pere la Cha�se �mpress one, too, but
d�fferently. There the suggest�on brought constantly to h�s m�nd �s,
that th�s place �s sacred to a nobler royalty—the royalty of heart and
bra�n. Every faculty of m�nd, every noble tra�t of human nature, every
h�gh occupat�on wh�ch men engage �n, seems represented by a
famous name. The effect �s a cur�ous medley. Davoust and
Massena, who wrought �n many a battle tragedy, are here, and so
also �s Rachel, of equal renown �n m�m�c tragedy on the stage. The



Abbe S�card sleeps here—the f�rst great teacher of the deaf and
dumb—a man whose heart went out to every unfortunate, and
whose l�fe was g�ven to k�ndly off�ces �n the�r serv�ce; and not far off,
�n repose and peace at last, l�es Marshal Ney, whose stormy sp�r�t
knew no mus�c l�ke the bugle call to arms. The man who or�g�nated
publ�c gas-l�ght�ng, and that other benefactor who �ntroduced the
cult�vat�on of the potato and thus blessed m�ll�ons of h�s starv�ng
countrymen, l�e w�th the Pr�nce of Masserano, and w�th ex�led
queens and pr�nces of Further Ind�a. Gay-Lussac the chem�st,
Laplace the astronomer, Larrey the surgeon, de Suze the advocate,
are here, and w�th them are Talma, Bell�n�, Rub�n�; de Balzac,
Beaumarcha�s, Beranger; Mol�ere and Lafonta�ne, and scores of
other men whose names and whose worthy labors are as fam�l�ar �n
the remote by-places of c�v�l�zat�on as are the h�stor�c deeds of the
k�ngs and pr�nces that sleep �n the marble vaults of St. Den�s.

But among the thousands and thousands of tombs �n Pere la
Cha�se, there �s one that no man, no woman, no youth of e�ther sex,
ever passes by w�thout stopp�ng to exam�ne. Every v�s�tor has a sort
of �nd�st�nct �dea of the h�story of �ts dead and comprehends that
homage �s due there, but not one �n twenty thousand clearly
remembers the story of that tomb and �ts romant�c occupants. Th�s �s
the grave of Abelard and Helo�se—a grave wh�ch has been more
revered, more w�dely known, more wr�tten and sung about and wept
over, for seven hundred years, than any other �n Chr�stendom save
only that of the Sav�our. All v�s�tors l�nger pens�vely about �t; all young
people capture and carry away keepsakes and mementoes of �t; all
Par�s�an youths and ma�dens who are d�sappo�nted �n love come
there to ba�l out when they are full of tears; yea, many str�cken lovers
make p�lgr�mages to th�s shr�ne from d�stant prov�nces to weep and
wa�l and “gr�t” the�r teeth over the�r heavy sorrows, and to purchase
the sympath�es of the chastened sp�r�ts of that tomb w�th offer�ngs of
�mmortelles and budd�ng flowers.

Go when you w�ll, you f�nd somebody snuffl�ng over that tomb. Go
when you w�ll, you f�nd �t furn�shed w�th those bouquets and
�mmortelles. Go when you w�ll, you f�nd a gravel-tra�n from Marse�lles
arr�v�ng to supply the def�c�enc�es caused by memento-cabbag�ng
vandals whose affect�ons have m�scarr�ed.
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Yet who really knows the story of Abelard and Helo�se? Prec�ous
few people. The names are perfectly fam�l�ar to every body, and that
�s about all. W�th �nf�n�te pa�ns I have acqu�red a knowledge of that
h�story, and I propose to narrate �t here, partly for the honest
�nformat�on of the publ�c and partly to show that publ�c that they have
been wast�ng a good deal of marketable sent�ment very
unnecessar�ly.

STORY OF ABELARD AND HELOISE

Helo�se was born seven hundred and s�xty-s�x years ago. She may
have had parents. There �s no tell�ng. She l�ved w�th her uncle
Fulbert, a canon of the cathedral of Par�s. I do not know what a
canon of a cathedral �s, but that �s what he was. He was noth�ng
more than a sort of a mounta�n how�tzer, l�kely, because they had no
heavy art�llery �n those days. Suff�ce �t, then, that Helo�se l�ved w�th
her uncle the how�tzer and was happy. She spent the most of her
ch�ldhood �n the convent of Argenteu�l—never heard of Argenteu�l
before, but suppose there was really such a place. She then
returned to her uncle, the old gun, or son of a gun, as the case may
be, and he taught her to wr�te and speak Lat�n, wh�ch was the
language of l�terature and pol�te soc�ety at that per�od.
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Just at th�s t�me, P�erre Abelard, who had already made h�mself
w�dely famous as a rhetor�c�an, came to found a school of rhetor�c �n
Par�s. The or�g�nal�ty of h�s pr�nc�ples, h�s eloquence, and h�s great
phys�cal strength and beauty created a profound sensat�on. He saw
Helo�se, and was capt�vated by her bloom�ng youth, her beauty, and
her charm�ng d�spos�t�on. He wrote to her; she answered. He wrote
aga�n; she answered aga�n. He was now �n love. He longed to know
her—to speak to her face to face.

H�s school was near Fulbert’s house. He asked Fulbert to allow
h�m to call. The good old sw�vel saw here a rare opportun�ty: h�s
n�ece, whom he so much loved, would absorb knowledge from th�s
man, and �t would not cost h�m a cent. Such was Fulbert—penur�ous.

Fulbert’s f�rst name �s not ment�oned by any author, wh�ch �s
unfortunate. However, George W. Fulbert w�ll answer for h�m as well
as any other. We w�ll let h�m go at that. He asked Abelard to teach
her.

Abelard was glad enough of the opportun�ty. He came often and
sta�d long. A letter of h�s shows �n �ts very f�rst sentence that he
came under that fr�endly roof l�ke a cold-hearted v�lla�n as he was,
w�th the del�berate �ntent�on of debauch�ng a conf�d�ng, �nnocent g�rl.
Th�s �s the letter:

“I cannot cease to be aston�shed at the s�mpl�c�ty of
Fulbert; I was as much surpr�sed as �f he had placed a
lamb �n the power of a hungry wolf. Helo�se and I,
under pretext of study, gave ourselves up wholly to
love, and the sol�tude that love seeks our stud�es
procured for us. Books were open before us, but we
spoke oftener of love than ph�losophy, and k�sses
came more read�ly from our l�ps than words.”

And so, exult�ng over an honorable conf�dence wh�ch to h�s
degraded �nst�nct was a lud�crous “s�mpl�c�ty,” th�s unmanly Abelard
seduced the n�ece of the man whose guest he was. Par�s found �t
out. Fulbert was told of �t—told often—but refused to bel�eve �t. He
could not comprehend how a man could be so depraved as to use
the sacred protect�on and secur�ty of hosp�tal�ty as a means for the



comm�ss�on of such a cr�me as that. But when he heard the rowd�es
�n the streets s�ng�ng the love-songs of Abelard to Helo�se, the case
was too pla�n—love-songs come not properly w�th�n the teach�ngs of
rhetor�c and ph�losophy.

He drove Abelard from h�s house. Abelard returned secretly and
carr�ed Helo�se away to Pala�s, �n Br�ttany, h�s nat�ve country. Here,
shortly afterward, she bore a son, who, from h�s rare beauty, was
surnamed Astrolabe—W�ll�am G. The g�rl’s fl�ght enraged Fulbert,
and he longed for vengeance, but feared to str�ke lest retal�at�on v�s�t
Helo�se—for he st�ll loved her tenderly. At length Abelard offered to
marry Helo�se—but on a shameful cond�t�on: that the marr�age
should be kept secret from the world, to the end that (wh�le her good
name rema�ned a wreck, as before,) h�s pr�estly reputat�on m�ght be
kept untarn�shed. It was l�ke that m�screant. Fulbert saw h�s
opportun�ty and consented. He would see the part�es marr�ed, and
then v�olate the conf�dence of the man who had taught h�m that tr�ck;
he would d�vulge the secret and so remove somewhat of the obloquy
that attached to h�s n�ece’s fame. But the n�ece suspected h�s
scheme. She refused the marr�age at f�rst; she sa�d Fulbert would
betray the secret to save her, and bes�des, she d�d not w�sh to drag
down a lover who was so g�fted, so honored by the world, and who
had such a splend�d career before h�m. It was noble, self-sacr�f�c�ng
love, and character�st�c of the pure-souled Helo�se, but �t was not
good sense.
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But she was overruled, and the pr�vate marr�age took place. Now
for Fulbert! The heart so wounded should be healed at last; the
proud sp�r�t so tortured should f�nd rest aga�n; the humbled head
should be l�fted up once more. He procla�med the marr�age �n the
h�gh places of the c�ty and rejo�ced that d�shonor had departed from
h�s house. But lo! Abelard den�ed the marr�age! Helo�se den�ed �t!



The people, know�ng the former c�rcumstances, m�ght have bel�eved
Fulbert had only Abelard den�ed �t, but when the person ch�efly
�nterested—the g�rl herself—den�ed �t, they laughed, despa�r�ng
Fulbert to scorn.

The poor canon of the cathedral of Par�s was sp�ked aga�n. The
last hope of repa�r�ng the wrong that had been done h�s house was
gone. What next? Human nature suggested revenge. He compassed
�t. The h�stor�an says:

“Ruff�ans, h�red by Fulbert, fell upon Abelard by n�ght, and �nfl�cted
upon h�m a terr�ble and nameless mut�lat�on.”

I am seek�ng the last rest�ng place of those “ruff�ans.” When I f�nd
�t I shall shed some tears on �t, and stack up some bouquets and
�mmortelles, and cart away from �t some gravel whereby to
remember that howsoever blotted by cr�me the�r l�ves may have
been, these ruff�ans d�d one just deed, at any rate, albe�t �t was not
warranted by the str�ct letter of the law.

Helo�se entered a convent and gave good-bye to the world and �ts
pleasures for all t�me. For twelve years she never heard of Abelard—
never even heard h�s name ment�oned. She had become pr�oress of
Argenteu�l and led a l�fe of complete seclus�on. She happened one
day to see a letter wr�tten by h�m, �n wh�ch he narrated h�s own
h�story. She cr�ed over �t and wrote h�m. He answered, address�ng
her as h�s “s�ster �n Chr�st.” They cont�nued to correspond, she �n the
unwe�ghed language of unwaver�ng affect�on, he �n the ch�lly
phraseology of the pol�shed rhetor�c�an. She poured out her heart �n
pass�onate, d�sjo�nted sentences; he repl�ed w�th f�n�shed essays,
d�v�ded del�berately �nto heads and sub-heads, prem�ses and
argument. She showered upon h�m the tenderest ep�thets that love
could dev�se, he addressed her from the North Pole of h�s frozen
heart as the “Spouse of Chr�st!” The abandoned v�lla�n!

On account of her too easy government of her nuns, some
d�sreputable �rregular�t�es were d�scovered among them, and the
Abbot of St. Den�s broke up her establ�shment. Abelard was the
off�c�al head of the monastery of St. G�ldas de Ruys, at that t�me, and
when he heard of her homeless cond�t�on a sent�ment of p�ty was
aroused �n h�s breast (�t �s a wonder the unfam�l�ar emot�on d�d not



blow h�s head off,) and he placed her and her troop �n the l�ttle
oratory of the Paraclete, a rel�g�ous establ�shment wh�ch he had
founded. She had many pr�vat�ons and suffer�ngs to undergo at f�rst,
but her worth and her gentle d�spos�t�on won �nfluent�al fr�ends for
her, and she bu�lt up a wealthy and flour�sh�ng nunnery. She became
a great favor�te w�th the heads of the church, and also the people,
though she seldom appeared �n publ�c. She rap�dly advanced �n
esteem, �n good report, and �n usefulness, and Abelard as rap�dly
lost ground. The Pope so honored her that he made her the head of
her order. Abelard, a man of splend�d talents, and rank�ng as the f�rst
debater of h�s t�me, became t�m�d, �rresolute, and d�strustful of h�s
powers. He only needed a great m�sfortune to topple h�m from the
h�gh pos�t�on he held �n the world of �ntellectual excellence, and �t
came. Urged by k�ngs and pr�nces to meet the subtle St. Bernard �n
debate and crush h�m, he stood up �n the presence of a royal and
�llustr�ous assemblage, and when h�s antagon�st had f�n�shed he
looked about h�m and stammered a commencement; but h�s courage
fa�led h�m, the cunn�ng of h�s tongue was gone: w�th h�s speech
unspoken, he trembled and sat down, a d�sgraced and vanqu�shed
champ�on.

He d�ed a nobody, and was bur�ed at Cluny, A.D., 1144. They
removed h�s body to the Paraclete afterward, and when Helo�se
d�ed, twenty years later, they bur�ed her w�th h�m, �n accordance w�th
her last w�sh. He d�ed at the r�pe age of 64, and she at 63. After the
bod�es had rema�ned entombed three hundred years, they were
removed once more. They were removed aga�n �n 1800, and f�nally,
seventeen years afterward, they were taken up and transferred to
Pere la Cha�se, where they w�ll rema�n �n peace and qu�et unt�l �t
comes t�me for them to get up and move aga�n.

H�story �s s�lent concern�ng the last acts of the mounta�n how�tzer.
Let the world say what �t w�ll about h�m, I, at least, shall always
respect the memory and sorrow for the abused trust and the broken
heart and the troubled sp�r�t of the old smooth-bore. Rest and repose
be h�s!

Such �s the story of Abelard and Helo�se. Such �s the h�story that
Lamart�ne has shed such cataracts of tears over. But that man never



could come w�th�n the �nfluence of a subject �n the least pathet�c
w�thout overflow�ng h�s banks. He ought to be dammed—or leveed, I
should more properly say. Such �s the h�story—not as �t �s usually
told, but as �t �s when str�pped of the nauseous sent�mental�ty that
would enshr�ne for our lov�ng worsh�p a dastardly seducer l�ke P�erre
Abelard. I have not a word to say aga�nst the m�sused, fa�thful g�rl,
and would not w�thhold from her grave a s�ngle one of those s�mple
tr�butes wh�ch bl�ghted youths and ma�dens offer to her memory, but I
am sorry enough that I have not t�me and opportun�ty to wr�te four or
f�ve volumes of my op�n�on of her fr�end the founder of the
Parachute, or the Paraclete, or whatever �t was.

The tons of sent�ment I have wasted on that unpr�nc�pled humbug
�n my �gnorance! I shall throttle down my emot�ons hereafter, about
th�s sort of people, unt�l I have read them up and know whether they
are ent�tled to any tearful attent�ons or not. I w�sh I had my
�mmortelles back, now, and that bunch of rad�shes.

In Par�s we often saw �n shop w�ndows the s�gn “Engl�sh Spoken
Here,” just as one sees �n the w�ndows at home the s�gn “Ic� on parle
franca�se.” We always �nvaded these places at once—and �nvar�ably
rece�ved the �nformat�on, framed �n faultless French, that the clerk
who d�d the Engl�sh for the establ�shment had just gone to d�nner
and would be back �n an hour—would Mons�eur buy someth�ng? We
wondered why those part�es happened to take the�r d�nners at such
errat�c and extraord�nary hours, for we never called at a t�me when
an exemplary Chr�st�an would be �n the least l�kely to be abroad on
such an errand. The truth was, �t was a base fraud—a snare to trap
the unwary—chaff to catch fledgl�ngs w�th. They had no Engl�sh-
murder�ng clerk. They trusted to the s�gn to �nve�gle fore�gners �nto
the�r la�rs, and trusted to the�r own bland�shments to keep them there
t�ll they bought someth�ng.

We ferreted out another French �mpos�t�on—a frequent s�gn to th�s
effect: “ALL MANNER OF AMERICAN DRINKS ARTISTICALLY
PREPARED HERE.” We procured the serv�ces of a gentleman
exper�enced �n the nomenclature of the Amer�can bar, and moved
upon the works of one of these �mpostors. A bow�ng, aproned
Frenchman sk�pped forward and sa�d:



“Que voulez les mess�eurs?” I do not know what “Que voulez les
mess�eurs?” means, but such was h�s remark.

Our general sa�d, “We w�ll take a wh�skey stra�ght.”
[A stare from the Frenchman.]
“Well, �f you don’t know what that �s, g�ve us a champagne cock-

ta�l.”
[A stare and a shrug.]
“Well, then, g�ve us a sherry cobbler.”
The Frenchman was checkmated. Th�s was all Greek to h�m.
“G�ve us a brandy smash!”
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The Frenchman began to back away, susp�c�ous of the om�nous
v�gor of the last order—began to back away, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders
and spread�ng h�s hands apologet�cally.

The General followed h�m up and ga�ned a complete v�ctory. The
uneducated fore�gner could not even furn�sh a Santa Cruz Punch, an
Eye-Opener, a Stone-Fence, or an Earthquake. It was pla�n that he
was a w�cked �mpostor.

An acqua�ntance of m�ne sa�d the other day that he was doubtless
the only Amer�can v�s�tor to the Expos�t�on who had had the h�gh
honor of be�ng escorted by the Emperor’s bodyguard. I sa�d w�th
unobtrus�ve frankness that I was aston�shed that such a long-legged,
lantern-jawed, unprepossess�ng-look�ng specter as he should be
s�ngled out for a d�st�nct�on l�ke that, and asked how �t came about.
He sa�d he had attended a great m�l�tary rev�ew �n the Champ de
Mars some t�me ago, and wh�le the mult�tude about h�m was grow�ng
th�cker and th�cker every moment he observed an open space �ns�de
the ra�l�ng. He left h�s carr�age and went �nto �t. He was the only
person there, and so he had plenty of room, and the s�tuat�on be�ng



central, he could see all the preparat�ons go�ng on about the f�eld. By
and by there was a sound of mus�c, and soon the Emperor of the
French and the Emperor of Austr�a, escorted by the famous Cent
Gardes, entered the enclosure. They seemed not to observe h�m,
but d�rectly, �n response to a s�gn from the commander of the guard,
a young l�eutenant came toward h�m w�th a f�le of h�s men follow�ng,
halted, ra�sed h�s hand, and gave the m�l�tary salute, and then sa�d �n
a low vo�ce that he was sorry to have to d�sturb a stranger and a
gentleman, but the place was sacred to royalty. Then th�s New
Jersey phantom rose up and bowed and begged pardon, then w�th
the off�cer bes�de h�m, the f�le of men march�ng beh�nd h�m, and w�th
every mark of respect, he was escorted to h�s carr�age by the
�mper�al Cent Gardes! The off�cer saluted aga�n and fell back, the
New Jersey spr�te bowed �n return and had presence of m�nd
enough to pretend that he had s�mply called on a matter of pr�vate
bus�ness w�th those emperors, and so waved them an ad�eu and
drove from the f�eld!
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Imag�ne a poor Frenchman �gnorantly �ntrud�ng upon a publ�c
rostrum sacred to some s�x-penny d�gn�tary �n Amer�ca. The pol�ce
would scare h�m to death f�rst w�th a storm of the�r elegant
blasphemy, and then pull h�m to p�eces gett�ng h�m away from there.
We are measurably super�or to the French �n some th�ngs, but they
are �mmeasurably our betters �n others.

Enough of Par�s for the present. We have done our whole duty by
�t. We have seen the Tu�ler�es, the Napoleon Column, the Madele�ne,
that wonder of wonders the tomb of Napoleon, all the great churches
and museums, l�brar�es, �mper�al palaces, and sculpture and p�cture
galler�es, the Pantheon, Jard�n des Plantes, the opera, the c�rcus,
the leg�slat�ve body, the b�ll�ard rooms, the barbers, the gr�settes—



Ah, the gr�settes! I had almost forgotten. They are another
romant�c fraud. They were (�f you let the books of travel tell �t) always
so beaut�ful—so neat and tr�m, so graceful—so na�ve and trust�ng—
so gentle, so w�nn�ng—so fa�thful to the�r shop dut�es, so �rres�st�ble
to buyers �n the�r prattl�ng �mportun�ty—so devoted to the�r poverty-
str�cken students of the Lat�n Quarter—so l�ghthearted and happy on
the�r Sunday p�cn�cs �n the suburbs—and oh, so charm�ngly, so
del�ghtfully �mmoral!

Stuff! For three or four days I was constantly say�ng:
“Qu�ck, Ferguson! Is that a gr�sette?”
And he always sa�d, “No.”
He comprehended at last that I wanted to see a gr�sette. Then he

showed me dozens of them. They were l�ke nearly all the
Frenchwomen I ever saw—homely. They had large hands, large
feet, large mouths; they had pug noses as a general th�ng, and
moustaches that not even good breed�ng could overlook; they
combed the�r ha�r stra�ght back w�thout part�ng; they were �ll-shaped,
they were not w�nn�ng, they were not graceful; I knew by the�r looks
that they ate garl�c and on�ons; and lastly and f�nally, to my th�nk�ng �t
would be base flattery to call them �mmoral.
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Aro�nt thee, wench! I sorrow for the vagabond student of the Lat�n
Quarter now, even more than formerly I env�ed h�m. Thus topples to
earth another �dol of my �nfancy.

We have seen every th�ng, and tomorrow we go to Versa�lles. We
shall see Par�s only for a l�ttle wh�le as we come back to take up our
l�ne of march for the sh�p, and so I may as well b�d the beaut�ful c�ty a
regretful farewell. We shall travel many thousands of m�les after we
leave here and v�s�t many great c�t�es, but we shall f�nd none so
enchant�ng as th�s.



Some of our party have gone to England, �ntend�ng to take a
roundabout course and rejo�n the vessel at Leghorn or Naples
several weeks hence. We came near go�ng to Geneva, but have
concluded to return to Marse�lles and go up through Italy from
Genoa.

I w�ll conclude th�s chapter w�th a remark that I am s�ncerely proud
to be able to make—and glad, as well, that my comrades cord�ally
endorse �t, to w�t: by far the handsomest women we have seen �n
France were born and reared �n Amer�ca.

I feel now l�ke a man who has redeemed a fa�l�ng reputat�on and
shed luster upon a d�mmed escutcheon, by a s�ngle just deed done
at the eleventh hour.

Let the curta�n fall, to slow mus�c.



CHAPTER XVI.
VERSAILLES! It �s wonderfully beaut�ful! You gaze and stare and

try to understand that �t �s real, that �t �s on the earth, that �t �s not the
Garden of Eden—but your bra�n grows g�ddy, stupef�ed by the world
of beauty around you, and you half bel�eve you are the dupe of an
exqu�s�te dream. The scene thr�lls one l�ke m�l�tary mus�c! A noble
palace, stretch�ng �ts ornamented front, block upon block away, t�ll �t
seemed that �t would never end; a grand promenade before �t,
whereon the arm�es of an emp�re m�ght parade; all about �t ra�nbows
of flowers, and colossal statues that were almost numberless and yet
seemed only scattered over the ample space; broad fl�ghts of stone
steps lead�ng down from the promenade to lower grounds of the park
—sta�rways that whole reg�ments m�ght stand to arms upon and
have room to spare; vast founta�ns whose great bronze eff�g�es
d�scharged r�vers of sparkl�ng water �nto the a�r and m�ngled a
hundred curv�ng jets together �n forms of matchless beauty; w�de
grass-carpeted avenues that branched h�ther and th�ther �n every
d�rect�on and wandered to seem�ngly �nterm�nable d�stances, walled
all the way on e�ther s�de w�th compact ranks of leafy trees whose
branches met above and formed arches as faultless and as
symmetr�cal as ever were carved �n stone; and here and there were
gl�mpses of sylvan lakes w�th m�n�ature sh�ps glassed �n the�r
surfaces. And every where—on the palace steps, and the great
promenade, around the founta�ns, among the trees, and far under
the arches of the endless avenues—hundreds and hundreds of
people �n gay costumes walked or ran or danced, and gave to the
fa�ry p�cture the l�fe and an�mat�on wh�ch was all of perfect�on �t could
have lacked.

It was worth a p�lgr�mage to see. Everyth�ng �s on so g�gant�c a
scale. Noth�ng �s small—noth�ng �s cheap. The statues are all large;
the palace �s grand; the park covers a fa�r-s�zed county; the avenues
are �nterm�nable. All the d�stances and all the d�mens�ons about



Versa�lles are vast. I used to th�nk the p�ctures exaggerated these
d�stances and these d�mens�ons beyond all reason, and that they
made Versa�lles more beaut�ful than �t was poss�ble for any place �n
the world to be. I know now that the p�ctures never came up to the
subject �n any respect, and that no pa�nter could represent Versa�lles
on canvas as beaut�ful as �t �s �n real�ty. I used to abuse Lou�s XIV for
spend�ng two hundred m�ll�ons of dollars �n creat�ng th�s marvelous
park, when bread was so scarce w�th some of h�s subjects; but I
have forg�ven h�m now. He took a tract of land s�xty m�les �n
c�rcumference and set to work to make th�s park and bu�ld th�s
palace and a road to �t from Par�s. He kept 36,000 men employed
da�ly on �t, and the labor was so unhealthy that they used to d�e and
be hauled off by cartloads every n�ght. The w�fe of a nobleman of the
t�me speaks of th�s as an “�nconven�ence,” but na�vely remarks that
“�t does not seem worthy of attent�on �n the happy state of tranqu�ll�ty
we now enjoy.”
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I always thought �ll of people at home who tr�mmed the�r shrubbery

�nto pyram�ds and squares and sp�res and all manner of unnatural
shapes, and when I saw the same th�ng be�ng pract�ced �n th�s great
park I began to feel d�ssat�sf�ed. But I soon saw the �dea of the th�ng
and the w�sdom of �t. They seek the general effect. We d�stort a
dozen s�ckly trees �nto unaccustomed shapes �n a l�ttle yard no
b�gger than a d�n�ng room, and then surely they look absurd enough.
But here they take two hundred thousand tall forest trees and set
them �n a double row; allow no s�gn of leaf or branch to grow on the
trunk lower down than s�x feet above the ground; from that po�nt the
boughs beg�n to project, and very gradually they extend outward
further and further t�ll they meet overhead, and a faultless tunnel of
fol�age �s formed. The arch �s mathemat�cally prec�se. The effect �s
then very f�ne. They make trees take f�fty d�fferent shapes, and so
these qua�nt effects are �nf�n�tely var�ed and p�cturesque. The trees �n
no two avenues are shaped al�ke, and consequently the eye �s not
fat�gued w�th anyth�ng �n the nature of monotonous un�form�ty. I w�ll
drop th�s subject now, leav�ng �t to others to determ�ne how these
people manage to make endless ranks of lofty forest trees grow to
just a certa�n th�ckness of trunk (say a foot and two-th�rds); how they



make them spr�ng to prec�sely the same he�ght for m�les; how they
make them grow so close together; how they compel one huge l�mb
to spr�ng from the same �dent�cal spot on each tree and form the
ma�n sweep of the arch; and how all these th�ngs are kept exactly �n
the same cond�t�on and �n the same exqu�s�te shapel�ness and
symmetry month after month and year after year—for I have tr�ed to
reason out the problem and have fa�led.

We walked through the great hall of sculpture and the one
hundred and f�fty galler�es of pa�nt�ngs �n the palace of Versa�lles,
and felt that to be �n such a place was useless unless one had a
whole year at h�s d�sposal. These p�ctures are all battle scenes, and
only one sol�tary l�ttle canvas among them all treats of anyth�ng but
great French v�ctor�es. We wandered, also, through the Grand
Tr�anon and the Pet�t Tr�anon, those monuments of royal prod�gal�ty,
and w�th h�stor�es so mournful—f�lled, as �t �s, w�th souven�rs of
Napoleon the F�rst, and three dead k�ngs and as many queens. In
one sumptuous bed they had all slept �n success�on, but no one
occup�es �t now. In a large d�n�ng room stood the table at wh�ch Lou�s
XIV and h�s m�stress Madame Ma�ntenon, and after them Lou�s XV,
and Pompadour, had sat at the�r meals naked and unattended—for
the table stood upon a trapdoor, wh�ch descended w�th �t to reg�ons
below when �t was necessary to replen�sh �ts d�shes. In a room of the
Pet�t Tr�anon stood the furn�ture, just as poor Mar�e Anto�nette left �t
when the mob came and dragged her and the K�ng to Par�s, never to
return. Near at hand, �n the stables, were prod�g�ous carr�ages that
showed no color but gold—carr�ages used by former k�ngs of France
on state occas�ons, and never used now save when a k�ngly head �s
to be crowned or an �mper�al �nfant chr�stened. And w�th them were
some cur�ous sle�ghs, whose bod�es were shaped l�ke l�ons, swans,
t�gers, etc.—veh�cles that had once been handsome w�th p�ctured
des�gns and f�ne workmansh�p, but were dusty and decay�ng now.
They had the�r h�story. When Lou�s XIV had f�n�shed the Grand
Tr�anon, he told Ma�ntenon he had created a Parad�se for her, and
asked �f she could th�nk of anyth�ng now to w�sh for. He sa�d he
w�shed the Tr�anon to be perfect�on—noth�ng less. She sa�d she
could th�nk of but one th�ng—�t was summer, and �t was balmy
France—yet she would l�ke well to sle�gh r�de �n the leafy avenues of



Versa�lles! The next morn�ng found m�les and m�les of grassy
avenues spread th�ck w�th snowy salt and sugar, and a process�on of
those qua�nt sle�ghs wa�t�ng to rece�ve the ch�ef concub�ne of the
ga�est and most unpr�nc�pled court that France has ever seen!

From sumptuous Versa�lles, w�th �ts palaces, �ts statues, �ts
gardens, and �ts founta�ns, we journeyed back to Par�s and sought �ts
ant�podes—the Faubourg St. Anto�ne. L�ttle, narrow streets; d�rty
ch�ldren blockad�ng them; greasy, slovenly women captur�ng and
spank�ng them; f�lthy dens on f�rst floors, w�th rag stores �n them (the
heav�est bus�ness �n the Faubourg �s the ch�ffon�er’s); other f�lthy
dens where whole su�ts of second and th�rd-hand cloth�ng are sold at
pr�ces that would ru�n any propr�etor who d�d not steal h�s stock; st�ll
other f�lthy dens where they sold grocer�es—sold them by the half-
pennyworth—f�ve dollars would buy the man out, goodw�ll and all. Up
these l�ttle crooked streets they w�ll murder a man for seven dollars
and dump the body �n the Se�ne. And up some other of these streets
—most of them, I should say—l�ve lorettes.

All through th�s Faubourg St. Anto�ne, m�sery, poverty, v�ce, and
cr�me go hand �n hand, and the ev�dences of �t stare one �n the face
from every s�de. Here the people l�ve who beg�n the revolut�ons.
Whenever there �s anyth�ng of that k�nd to be done, they are always
ready. They take as much genu�ne pleasure �n bu�ld�ng a barr�cade
as they do �n cutt�ng a throat or shov�ng a fr�end �nto the Se�ne. It �s
these savage-look�ng ruff�ans who storm the splend�d halls of the
Tu�ler�es occas�onally, and swarm �nto Versa�lles when a k�ng �s to be
called to account.

But they w�ll bu�ld no more barr�cades, they w�ll break no more
sold�ers’ heads w�th pav�ng-stones. Lou�s Napoleon has taken care
of all that. He �s ann�h�lat�ng the crooked streets and bu�ld�ng �n the�r
stead noble boulevards as stra�ght as an arrow—avenues wh�ch a
cannon ball could traverse from end to end w�thout meet�ng an
obstruct�on more �rres�st�ble than the flesh and bones of men—
boulevards whose stately ed�f�ces w�ll never afford refuges and
plott�ng places for starv�ng, d�scontented revolut�on breeders. F�ve of
these great thoroughfares rad�ate from one ample centre—a centre
wh�ch �s exceed�ngly well adapted to the accommodat�on of heavy



art�llery. The mobs used to r�ot there, but they must seek another
rally�ng-place �n future. And th�s �ngen�ous Napoleon paves the
streets of h�s great c�t�es w�th a smooth, compact compos�t�on of
asphaltum and sand. No more barr�cades of flagstones—no more
assault�ng h�s Majesty’s troops w�th cobbles. I cannot feel fr�endly
toward my quondam fellow-Amer�can, Napoleon III., espec�ally at
th�s t�me,—[July, 1867.]—when �n fancy I see h�s credulous v�ct�m,
Max�m�l�an, ly�ng stark and st�ff �n Mex�co, and h�s man�ac w�dow
watch�ng eagerly from her French asylum for the form that w�ll never
come—but I do adm�re h�s nerve, h�s calm self-rel�ance, h�s shrewd
good sense.



CHAPTER XVII.
We had a pleasant journey of �t seaward aga�n. We found that for

the three past n�ghts our sh�p had been �n a state of war. The f�rst
n�ght the sa�lors of a Br�t�sh sh�p, be�ng happy w�th grog, came down
on the p�er and challenged our sa�lors to a free f�ght. They accepted
w�th alacr�ty, repa�red to the p�er, and ga�ned—the�r share of a drawn
battle. Several bru�sed and bloody members of both part�es were
carr�ed off by the pol�ce and �mpr�soned unt�l the follow�ng morn�ng.
The next n�ght the Br�t�sh boys came aga�n to renew the f�ght, but our
men had had str�ct orders to rema�n on board and out of s�ght. They
d�d so, and the bes�eg�ng party grew no�sy and more and more
abus�ve as the fact became apparent (to them) that our men were
afra�d to come out. They went away f�nally w�th a clos�ng burst of
r�d�cule and offens�ve ep�thets. The th�rd n�ght they came aga�n and
were more obstreperous than ever. They swaggered up and down
the almost deserted p�er, and hurled curses, obscen�ty, and st�ng�ng
sarcasms at our crew. It was more than human nature could bear.
The execut�ve off�cer ordered our men ashore—w�th �nstruct�ons not
to f�ght. They charged the Br�t�sh and ga�ned a br�ll�ant v�ctory. I
probably would not have ment�oned th�s war had �t ended d�fferently.
But I travel to learn, and I st�ll remember that they p�cture no French
defeats �n the battle-galler�es of Versa�lles.

It was l�ke home to us to step on board the comfortable sh�p aga�n
and smoke and lounge about her breezy decks. And yet �t was not
altogether l�ke home, e�ther, because so many members of the fam�ly
were away. We m�ssed some pleasant faces wh�ch we would rather
have found at d�nner, and at n�ght there were gaps �n the euchre-
part�es wh�ch could not be sat�sfactor�ly f�lled. “Moult” was �n
England, Jack �n Sw�tzerland, Charley �n Spa�n. Blucher was gone,
none could tell where. But we were at sea aga�n, and we had the
stars and the ocean to look at, and plenty of room to med�tate �n.



In due t�me the shores of Italy were s�ghted, and as we stood
gaz�ng from the decks, early �n the br�ght summer morn�ng, the
stately c�ty of Genoa rose up out of the sea and flung back the
sunl�ght from her hundred palaces.

Here we rest for the present—or rather, here we have been try�ng
to rest, for some l�ttle t�me, but we run about too much to accompl�sh
a great deal �n that l�ne.

I would l�ke to rema�n here. I had rather not go any further. There
may be prett�er women �n Europe, but I doubt �t. The populat�on of
Genoa �s 120,000; two-th�rds of these are women, I th�nk, and at
least two-th�rds of the women are beaut�ful. They are as dressy and
as tasteful and as graceful as they could poss�bly be w�thout be�ng
angels. However, angels are not very dressy, I bel�eve. At least the
angels �n p�ctures are not—they wear noth�ng but w�ngs. But these
Genoese women do look so charm�ng. Most of the young
demo�selles are robed �n a cloud of wh�te from head to foot, though
many tr�ck themselves out more elaborately. N�ne-tenths of them
wear noth�ng on the�r heads but a f�lmy sort of ve�l, wh�ch falls down
the�r backs l�ke a wh�te m�st. They are very fa�r, and many of them
have blue eyes, but black and dreamy dark brown ones are met w�th
oftenest.
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The lad�es and gentlemen of Genoa have a pleasant fash�on of
promenad�ng �n a large park on the top of a h�ll �n the center of the
c�ty, from s�x t�ll n�ne �n the even�ng, and then eat�ng �ces �n a
ne�ghbor�ng garden an hour or two longer. We went to the park on
Sunday even�ng. Two thousand persons were present, ch�efly young
lad�es and gentlemen. The gentlemen were dressed �n the very
latest Par�s fash�ons, and the robes of the lad�es gl�nted among the
trees l�ke so many snowflakes. The mult�tude moved round and
round the park �n a great process�on. The bands played, and so d�d



the founta�ns; the moon and the gas lamps l�t up the scene, and
altogether �t was a br�ll�ant and an an�mated p�cture. I scanned every
female face that passed, and �t seemed to me that all were
handsome. I never saw such a freshet of lovel�ness before. I d�d not
see how a man of only ord�nary dec�s�on of character could marry
here, because before he could get h�s m�nd made up he would fall �n
love w�th somebody else.

Never smoke any Ital�an tobacco. Never do �t on any account. It
makes me shudder to th�nk what �t must be made of. You cannot
throw an old c�gar “stub” down anywhere, but some vagabond w�ll
pounce upon �t on the �nstant. I l�ke to smoke a good deal, but �t
wounds my sens�b�l�t�es to see one of these stub-hunters watch�ng
me out of the corners of h�s hungry eyes and calculat�ng how long
my c�gar w�ll be l�kely to last. It rem�nded me too pa�nfully of that San
Franc�sco undertaker who used to go to s�ck-beds w�th h�s watch �n
h�s hand and t�me the corpse. One of these stub-hunters followed us
all over the park last n�ght, and we never had a smoke that was
worth anyth�ng. We were always moved to appease h�m w�th the
stub before the c�gar was half gone, because he looked so v�c�ously
anx�ous. He regarded us as h�s own leg�t�mate prey, by r�ght of
d�scovery, I th�nk, because he drove off several other profess�onals
who wanted to take stock �n us.

Now, they surely must chew up those old stubs, and dry and sell
them for smok�ng-tobacco. Therefore, g�ve your custom to other than
Ital�an brands of the art�cle.

“The Superb” and the “C�ty of Palaces” are names wh�ch Genoa
has held for centur�es. She �s full of palaces, certa�nly, and the
palaces are sumptuous �ns�de, but they are very rusty w�thout and
make no pretens�ons to arch�tectural magn�f�cence. “Genoa the
Superb” would be a fel�c�tous t�tle �f �t referred to the women.

We have v�s�ted several of the palaces—�mmense th�ck-walled
p�les, w�th great stone sta�rcases, tesselated marble pavements on
the floors, (somet�mes they make a mosa�c work, of �ntr�cate
des�gns, wrought �n pebbles or l�ttle fragments of marble la�d �n
cement,) and grand salons hung w�th p�ctures by Rubens, Gu�do,
T�t�an, Paul Veronese, and so on, and portra�ts of heads of the



fam�ly, �n plumed helmets and gallant coats of ma�l, and patr�c�an
lad�es �n stunn�ng costumes of centur�es ago. But, of course, the
folks were all out �n the country for the summer, and m�ght not have
known enough to ask us to d�nner �f they had been at home, and so
all the grand empty salons, w�th the�r resound�ng pavements, the�r
gr�m p�ctures of dead ancestors, and tattered banners w�th the dust
of bygone centur�es upon them, seemed to brood solemnly of death
and the grave, and our sp�r�ts ebbed away, and our cheerfulness
passed from us. We never went up to the eleventh story. We always
began to suspect ghosts. There was always an undertaker-look�ng
servant along, too, who handed us a program, po�nted to the p�cture
that began the l�st of the salon he was �n, and then stood st�ff and
stark and unsm�l�ng �n h�s petr�f�ed l�very t�ll we were ready to move
on to the next chamber, whereupon he marched sadly ahead and
took up another mal�gnantly respectful pos�t�on as before. I wasted
so much t�me pray�ng that the roof would fall �n on these d�sp�r�t�ng
flunk�es that I had but l�ttle left to bestow upon palace and p�ctures.
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And bes�des, as �n Par�s, we had a gu�de. Perd�t�on catch all the
gu�des. Th�s one sa�d he was the most g�fted l�ngu�st �n Genoa, as far
as Engl�sh was concerned, and that only two persons �n the c�ty
bes�de h�mself could talk the language at all. He showed us the
b�rthplace of Chr�stopher Columbus, and after we had reflected �n
s�lent awe before �t for f�fteen m�nutes, he sa�d �t was not the
b�rthplace of Columbus, but of Columbus’ grandmother! When we
demanded an explanat�on of h�s conduct he only shrugged h�s
shoulders and answered �n barbarous Ital�an. I shall speak further of
th�s gu�de �n a future chapter. All the �nformat�on we got out of h�m
we shall be able to carry along w�th us, I th�nk.

I have not been to church so often �n a long t�me as I have �n the
last few weeks. The people �n these old lands seem to make



churches the�r spec�alty. Espec�ally does th�s seem to be the case
w�th the c�t�zens of Genoa. I th�nk there �s a church every three or
four hundred yards all over town. The streets are spr�nkled from end
to end w�th shovel-hatted, long-robed, well-fed pr�ests, and the
church bells by dozens are peal�ng all the day long, nearly. Every
now and then one comes across a fr�ar of orders gray, w�th shaven
head, long, coarse robe, rope g�rdle and beads, and w�th feet cased
�n sandals or ent�rely bare. These worth�es suffer �n the flesh and do
penance all the�r l�ves, I suppose, but they look l�ke consummate
fam�ne-breeders. They are all fat and serene.
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The old Cathedral of San Lorenzo �s about as notable a bu�ld�ng

as we have found �n Genoa. It �s vast, and has colonnades of noble
p�llars, and a great organ, and the customary pomp of g�lded
mold�ngs, p�ctures, frescoed ce�l�ngs, and so forth. I cannot descr�be
�t, of course—�t would requ�re a good many pages to do that. But �t �s
a cur�ous place. They sa�d that half of �t—from the front door halfway
down to the altar—was a Jew�sh synagogue before the Sav�our was
born, and that no alterat�on had been made �n �t s�nce that t�me. We
doubted the statement, but d�d �t reluctantly. We would much rather
have bel�eved �t. The place looked �n too perfect repa�r to be so
anc�ent.

The ma�n po�nt of �nterest about the cathedral �s the l�ttle Chapel of
St. John the Bapt�st. They only allow women to enter �t on one day �n
the year, on account of the an�mos�ty they st�ll cher�sh aga�nst the
sex because of the murder of the Sa�nt to grat�fy a capr�ce of
Herod�as. In th�s Chapel �s a marble chest, �n wh�ch, they told us,
were the ashes of St. John; and around �t was wound a cha�n, wh�ch,
they sa�d, had conf�ned h�m when he was �n pr�son. We d�d not
des�re to d�sbel�eve these statements, and yet we could not feel
certa�n that they were correct—partly because we could have broken
that cha�n, and so could St. John, and partly because we had seen
St. John’s ashes before, �n another church. We could not br�ng
ourselves to th�nk St. John had two sets of ashes.

They also showed us a portra�t of the Madonna wh�ch was pa�nted
by St. Luke, and �t d�d not look half as old and smoky as some of the
p�ctures by Rubens. We could not help adm�r�ng the Apostle’s
modesty �n never once ment�on�ng �n h�s wr�t�ngs that he could pa�nt.

But �sn’t th�s rel�c matter a l�ttle overdone? We f�nd a p�ece of the
true cross �n every old church we go �nto, and some of the na�ls that
held �t together. I would not l�ke to be pos�t�ve, but I th�nk we have
seen as much as a keg of these na�ls. Then there �s the crown of
thorns; they have part of one �n Sa�nte Chapelle, �n Par�s, and part of
one also �n Notre Dame. And as for bones of St. Den�s, I feel certa�n
we have seen enough of them to dupl�cate h�m �f necessary.



I only meant to wr�te about the churches, but I keep wander�ng
from the subject. I could say that the Church of the Annunc�at�on �s a
w�lderness of beaut�ful columns, of statues, g�lded mold�ngs, and
p�ctures almost countless, but that would g�ve no one an ent�rely
perfect �dea of the th�ng, and so where �s the use? One fam�ly bu�lt
the whole ed�f�ce, and have got money left. There �s where the
mystery l�es. We had an �dea at f�rst that only a m�nt could have
surv�ved the expense.

These people here l�ve �n the heav�est, h�ghest, broadest, darkest,
sol�dest houses one can �mag�ne. Each one m�ght “laugh a s�ege to
scorn.” A hundred feet front and a hundred h�gh �s about the style,
and you go up three fl�ghts of sta�rs before you beg�n to come upon
s�gns of occupancy. Everyth�ng �s stone, and stone of the heav�est—
floors, sta�rways, mantels, benches—everyth�ng. The walls are four
to f�ve feet th�ck. The streets generally are four or f�ve to e�ght feet
w�de and as crooked as a corkscrew. You go along one of these
gloomy cracks, and look up and behold the sky l�ke a mere r�bbon of
l�ght, far above your head, where the tops of the tall houses on e�ther
s�de of the street bend almost together. You feel as �f you were at the
bottom of some tremendous abyss, w�th all the world far above you.
You w�nd �n and out and here and there, �n the most myster�ous way,
and have no more �dea of the po�nts of the compass than �f you were
a bl�nd man. You can never persuade yourself that these are actually
streets, and the frown�ng, d�ngy, monstrous houses dwell�ngs, t�ll you
see one of these beaut�ful, prett�ly dressed women emerge from
them—see her emerge from a dark, dreary-look�ng den that looks
dungeon all over, from the ground away halfway up to heaven. And
then you wonder that such a charm�ng moth could come from such a
forb�dd�ng shell as that. The streets are w�sely made narrow and the
houses heavy and th�ck and stony, �n order that the people may be
cool �n th�s roast�ng cl�mate. And they are cool, and stay so. And
wh�le I th�nk of �t—the men wear hats and have very dark
complex�ons, but the women wear no headgear but a fl�msy ve�l l�ke
a gossamer’s web, and yet are exceed�ngly fa�r as a general th�ng.
S�ngular, �sn’t �t?

The huge palaces of Genoa are each supposed to be occup�ed by
one fam�ly, but they could accommodate a hundred, I should th�nk.



They are rel�cs of the grandeur of Genoa’s palmy days—the days
when she was a great commerc�al and mar�t�me power several
centur�es ago. These houses, sol�d marble palaces though they be,
are �n many cases of a dull p�nk�sh color, outs�de, and from
pavement to eaves are p�ctured w�th Genoese battle scenes, w�th
monstrous Jup�ters and Cup�ds, and w�th fam�l�ar �llustrat�ons from
Grec�an mythology. Where the pa�nt has y�elded to age and
exposure and �s peel�ng off �n flakes and patches, the effect �s not
happy. A noseless Cup�d or a Jup�ter w�th an eye out or a Venus w�th
a fly-bl�ster on her breast, are not attract�ve features �n a p�cture.
Some of these pa�nted walls rem�nded me somewhat of the tall van,
plastered w�th fanc�ful b�lls and posters, that follows the bandwagon
of a c�rcus about a country v�llage. I have not read or heard that the
outs�des of the houses of any other European c�ty are frescoed �n
th�s way.

I can not conce�ve of such a th�ng as Genoa �n ru�ns. Such
mass�ve arches, such ponderous substruct�ons as support these
tower�ng broad-w�nged ed�f�ces, we have seldom seen before; and
surely the great blocks of stone of wh�ch these ed�f�ces are bu�lt can
never decay; walls that are as th�ck as an ord�nary Amer�can
doorway �s h�gh cannot crumble.

The republ�cs of Genoa and P�sa were very powerful �n the M�ddle
Ages. The�r sh�ps f�lled the Med�terranean, and they carr�ed on an
extens�ve commerce w�th Constant�nople and Syr�a. The�r
warehouses were the great d�str�but�ng depots from whence the
costly merchand�se of the East was sent abroad over Europe. They
were warl�ke l�ttle nat�ons and def�ed, �n those days, governments
that overshadow them now as mounta�ns overshadow moleh�lls. The
Saracens captured and p�llaged Genoa n�ne hundred years ago, but
dur�ng the follow�ng century Genoa and P�sa entered �nto an
offens�ve and defens�ve all�ance and bes�eged the Saracen colon�es
�n Sard�n�a and the Balear�c Isles w�th an obst�nacy that ma�nta�ned
�ts pr�st�ne v�gor and held to �ts purpose for forty long years. They
were v�ctor�ous at last and d�v�ded the�r conquests equably among
the�r great patr�c�an fam�l�es. Descendants of some of those proud
fam�l�es st�ll �nhab�t the palaces of Genoa, and trace �n the�r own
features a resemblance to the gr�m kn�ghts whose portra�ts hang �n



the�r stately halls, and to p�ctured beaut�es w�th pout�ng l�ps and
merry eyes whose or�g�nals have been dust and ashes for many a
dead and forgotten century.

The hotel we l�ve �n belonged to one of those great orders of
kn�ghts of the Cross �n the t�mes of the Crusades, and �ts ma�led
sent�nels once kept watch and ward �n �ts mass�ve turrets and woke
the echoes of these halls and corr�dors w�th the�r �ron heels.
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But Genoa’s greatness has degenerated �nto an unostentat�ous
commerce �n velvets and s�lver f�lagree-work. They say that each
European town has �ts spec�alty. These f�lagree th�ngs are Genoa’s
spec�alty. Her sm�ths take s�lver �ngots and work them up �nto all
manner of graceful and beaut�ful forms. They make bunches of
flowers, from flakes and w�res of s�lver, that counterfe�t the del�cate
creat�ons the frost weaves upon a w�ndowpane; and we were shown
a m�n�ature s�lver temple whose fluted columns, whose Cor�nth�an
cap�tals and r�ch entablatures, whose sp�re, statues, bells, and
ornate lav�shness of sculpture were wrought �n pol�shed s�lver, and
w�th such matchless art that every deta�l was a fasc�nat�ng study and
the f�n�shed ed�f�ce a wonder of beauty.

We are ready to move aga�n, though we are not really t�red yet of
the narrow passages of th�s old marble cave. Cave �s a good word—
when speak�ng of Genoa under the stars. When we have been
prowl�ng at m�dn�ght through the gloomy crev�ces they call streets,
where no footfalls but ours were echo�ng, where only ourselves were
abroad, and l�ghts appeared only at long �ntervals and at a d�stance,
and myster�ously d�sappeared aga�n, and the houses at our elbows
seemed to stretch upward farther than ever toward the heavens, the
memory of a cave I used to know at home was always �n my m�nd,
w�th �ts lofty passages, �ts s�lence and sol�tude, �ts shroud�ng gloom,
�ts sepulchral echoes, �ts fl�tt�ng l�ghts, and more than all, �ts sudden



revelat�ons of branch�ng crev�ces and corr�dors where we least
expected them.

We are not t�red of the endless process�ons of cheerful, chatter�ng
goss�pers that throng these courts and streets all day long, e�ther;
nor of the coarse-robed monks; nor of the “Ast�” w�nes, wh�ch that old
doctor (whom we call the Oracle,) w�th customary fel�c�ty �n the
matter of gett�ng everyth�ng wrong, m�sterms “nasty.” But we must
go, nevertheless.

Our last s�ght was the cemetery (a bur�al place �ntended to
accommodate 60,000 bod�es,) and we shall cont�nue to remember �t
after we shall have forgotten the palaces. It �s a vast marble
collonaded corr�dor extend�ng around a great unoccup�ed square of
ground; �ts broad floor �s marble, and on every slab �s an �nscr�pt�on
—for every slab covers a corpse. On e�ther s�de, as one walks down
the m�ddle of the passage, are monuments, tombs, and sculptured
f�gures that are exqu�s�tely wrought and are full of grace and beauty.
They are new and snowy; every outl�ne �s perfect, every feature
gu�ltless of mut�lat�on, flaw, or blem�sh; and therefore, to us these far-
reach�ng ranks of bew�tch�ng forms are a hundred fold more lovely
than the damaged and d�ngy statuary they have saved from the
wreck of anc�ent art and set up �n the galler�es of Par�s for the
worsh�p of the world.
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Well prov�ded w�th c�gars and other necessar�es of l�fe, we are now
ready to take the cars for M�lan.



CHAPTER XVIII.
All day long we sped through a mounta�nous country whose peaks

were br�ght w�th sunsh�ne, whose h�lls�des were dotted w�th pretty
v�llas s�tt�ng �n the m�dst of gardens and shrubbery, and whose deep
rav�nes were cool and shady and looked ever so �nv�t�ng from where
we and the b�rds were w�ng�ng our fl�ght through the sultry upper a�r.

We had plenty of ch�lly tunnels where�n to check our persp�rat�on,
though. We t�med one of them. We were twenty m�nutes pass�ng
through �t, go�ng at the rate of th�rty to th�rty-f�ve m�les an hour.

Beyond Alessandr�a we passed the battle-f�eld of Marengo.
Toward dusk we drew near M�lan and caught gl�mpses of the c�ty

and the blue mounta�n peaks beyond. But we were not car�ng for
these th�ngs—they d�d not �nterest us �n the least. We were �n a fever
of �mpat�ence; we were dy�ng to see the renowned cathedral! We
watched—�n th�s d�rect�on and that—all around—everywhere. We
needed no one to po�nt �t out—we d�d not w�sh any one to po�nt �t out
—we would recogn�ze �t even �n the desert of the great Sahara.

At last, a forest of graceful needles, sh�mmer�ng �n the amber
sunl�ght, rose slowly above the pygmy housetops, as one somet�mes
sees, �n the far hor�zon, a g�lded and p�nnacled mass of cloud l�ft
�tself above the waste of waves, at sea,—the Cathedral! We knew �t
�n a moment.

Half of that n�ght, and all of the next day, th�s arch�tectural autocrat
was our sole object of �nterest.

What a wonder �t �s! So grand, so solemn, so vast! And yet so
del�cate, so a�ry, so graceful! A very world of sol�d we�ght, and yet �t
seems �n the soft moonl�ght only a fa�ry delus�on of frost-work that
m�ght van�sh w�th a breath! How sharply �ts p�nnacled angles and �ts
w�lderness of sp�res were cut aga�nst the sky, and how r�chly the�r
shadows fell upon �ts snowy roof! It was a v�s�on!—a m�racle!—an
anthem sung �n stone, a poem wrought �n marble!
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Howsoever you look at the great cathedral, �t �s noble, �t �s
beaut�ful! Wherever you stand �n M�lan or w�th�n seven m�les of
M�lan, �t �s v�s�ble and when �t �s v�s�ble, no other object can cha�n
your whole attent�on. Leave your eyes unfettered by your w�ll but a
s�ngle �nstant and they w�ll surely turn to seek �t. It �s the f�rst th�ng
you look for when you r�se �n the morn�ng, and the last your l�nger�ng
gaze rests upon at n�ght. Surely �t must be the pr�ncel�est creat�on
that ever bra�n of man conce�ved.

At n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng we went and stood before th�s
marble colossus. The central one of �ts f�ve great doors �s bordered
w�th a bas-rel�ef of b�rds and fru�ts and beasts and �nsects, wh�ch
have been so �ngen�ously carved out of the marble that they seem
l�ke l�v�ng creatures—and the f�gures are so numerous and the
des�gn so complex that one m�ght study �t a week w�thout exhaust�ng
�ts �nterest. On the great steeple—surmount�ng the myr�ad of sp�res
—�ns�de of the sp�res—over the doors, the w�ndows—�n nooks and
corners—every where that a n�che or a perch can be found about the
enormous bu�ld�ng, from summ�t to base, there �s a marble statue,
and every statue �s a study �n �tself! Raphael, Angelo, Canova—
g�ants l�ke these gave b�rth to the des�gns, and the�r own pup�ls
carved them. Every face �s eloquent w�th express�on, and every
att�tude �s full of grace. Away above, on the lofty roof, rank on rank of
carved and fretted sp�res spr�ng h�gh �n the a�r, and through the�r r�ch
tracery one sees the sky beyond. In the�r m�dst the central steeple
towers proudly up l�ke the ma�nmast of some great Ind�aman among
a fleet of coasters.

We w�shed to go aloft. The sacr�stan showed us a marble sta�rway
(of course �t was marble, and of the purest and wh�test—there �s no
other stone, no br�ck, no wood, among �ts bu�ld�ng mater�als) and told
us to go up one hundred and e�ghty-two steps and stop t�ll he came.



It was not necessary to say stop—we should have done that any
how. We were t�red by the t�me we got there. Th�s was the roof.
Here, spr�ng�ng from �ts broad marble flagstones, were the long f�les
of sp�res, look�ng very tall close at hand, but d�m�n�sh�ng �n the
d�stance l�ke the p�pes of an organ. We could see now that the statue
on the top of each was the s�ze of a large man, though they all
looked l�ke dolls from the street. We could see, also, that from the
�ns�de of each and every one of these hollow sp�res, from s�xteen to
th�rty-one beaut�ful marble statues looked out upon the world below.
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From the eaves to the comb of the roof stretched �n endless
success�on great curved marble beams, l�ke the fore-and-aft braces
of a steamboat, and along each beam from end to end stood up a
row of r�chly carved flowers and fru�ts—each separate and d�st�nct �n
k�nd, and over 15,000 spec�es represented. At a l�ttle d�stance these
rows seem to close together l�ke the t�es of a ra�lroad track, and then
the m�ngl�ng together of the buds and blossoms of th�s marble
garden forms a p�cture that �s very charm�ng to the eye.

We descended and entered. W�th�n the church, long rows of fluted
columns, l�ke huge monuments, d�v�ded the bu�ld�ng �nto broad
a�sles, and on the f�gured pavement fell many a soft blush from the
pa�nted w�ndows above. I knew the church was very large, but I
could not fully apprec�ate �ts great s�ze unt�l I not�ced that the men
stand�ng far down by the altar looked l�ke boys, and seemed to gl�de,
rather than walk. We lo�tered about gaz�ng aloft at the monster
w�ndows all aglow w�th br�ll�antly colored scenes �n the l�ves of the
Sav�our and h�s followers. Some of these p�ctures are mosa�cs, and
so art�st�cally are the�r thousand part�cles of t�nted glass or stone put
together that the work has all the smoothness and f�n�sh of a
pa�nt�ng. We counted s�xty panes of glass �n one w�ndow, and each
pane was adorned w�th one of these master ach�evements of gen�us



and pat�ence.
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The gu�de showed us a coffee-colored p�ece of sculpture wh�ch he
sa�d was cons�dered to have come from the hand of Ph�d�as, s�nce �t
was not poss�ble that any other art�st, of any epoch, could have
cop�ed nature w�th such faultless accuracy. The f�gure was that of a
man w�thout a sk�n; w�th every ve�n, artery, muscle, every f�ber and
tendon and t�ssue of the human frame represented �n m�nute deta�l.
It looked natural, because somehow �t looked as �f �t were �n pa�n. A
sk�nned man would be l�kely to look that way unless h�s attent�on
were occup�ed w�th some other matter. It was a h�deous th�ng, and
yet there was a fasc�nat�on about �t some where. I am very sorry I
saw �t, because I shall always see �t now. I shall dream of �t
somet�mes. I shall dream that �t �s rest�ng �ts corded arms on the
bed’s head and look�ng down on me w�th �ts dead eyes; I shall dream
that �t �s stretched between the sheets w�th me and touch�ng me w�th
�ts exposed muscles and �ts str�ngy cold legs.

It �s hard to forget repuls�ve th�ngs. I remember yet how I ran off
from school once, when I was a boy, and then, pretty late at n�ght,
concluded to cl�mb �nto the w�ndow of my father’s off�ce and sleep on
a lounge, because I had a del�cacy about go�ng home and gett�ng
thrashed. As I lay on the lounge and my eyes grew accustomed to
the darkness, I fanc�ed I could see a long, dusky, shapeless th�ng
stretched upon the floor. A cold sh�ver went through me. I turned my
face to the wall. That d�d not answer. I was afra�d that that th�ng
would creep over and se�ze me �n the dark. I turned back and stared
at �t for m�nutes and m�nutes—they seemed hours. It appeared to me
that the lagg�ng moonl�ght never, never would get to �t. I turned to the
wall and counted twenty, to pass the fever�sh t�me away. I looked—
the pale square was nearer. I turned aga�n and counted f�fty—�t was
almost touch�ng �t. W�th desperate w�ll I turned aga�n and counted



one hundred, and faced about, all �n a tremble. A wh�te human hand
lay �n the moonl�ght! Such an awful s�nk�ng at the heart—such a
sudden gasp for breath! I felt—I cannot tell what I felt. When I
recovered strength enough, I faced the wall aga�n. But no boy could
have rema�ned so w�th that myster�ous hand beh�nd h�m. I counted
aga�n and looked—the most of a naked arm was exposed. I put my
hands over my eyes and counted t�ll I could stand �t no longer, and
then—the pall�d face of a man was there, w�th the corners of the
mouth drawn down, and the eyes f�xed and glassy �n death! I ra�sed
to a s�tt�ng posture and glowered on that corpse t�ll the l�ght crept
down the bare breastl�ne by l�ne—�nch by �nch—past the n�pple—
and then �t d�sclosed a ghastly stab!
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I went away from there. I do not say that I went away �n any sort of
a hurry, but I s�mply went—that �s suff�c�ent. I went out at the w�ndow,
and I carr�ed the sash along w�th me. I d�d not need the sash, but �t
was hand�er to take �t than �t was to leave �t, and so I took �t.—I was
not scared, but I was cons�derably ag�tated.

When I reached home, they wh�pped me, but I enjoyed �t. It
seemed perfectly del�ghtful. That man had been stabbed near the
off�ce that afternoon, and they carr�ed h�m �n there to doctor h�m, but
he only l�ved an hour. I have slept �n the same room w�th h�m often
s�nce then—�n my dreams.

Now we w�ll descend �nto the crypt, under the grand altar of M�lan
Cathedral, and rece�ve an �mpress�ve sermon from l�ps that have
been s�lent and hands that have been gestureless for three hundred
years.

The pr�est stopped �n a small dungeon and held up h�s candle.
Th�s was the last rest�ng-place of a good man, a warm-hearted,
unself�sh man; a man whose whole l�fe was g�ven to succor�ng the
poor, encourag�ng the fa�nt-hearted, v�s�t�ng the s�ck; �n rel�ev�ng



d�stress, whenever and wherever he found �t. H�s heart, h�s hand,
and h�s purse were always open. W�th h�s story �n one’s m�nd he can
almost see h�s ben�gnant countenance mov�ng calmly among the
haggard faces of M�lan �n the days when the plague swept the c�ty,
brave where all others were cowards, full of compass�on where p�ty
had been crushed out of all other breasts by the �nst�nct of self-
preservat�on gone mad w�th terror, cheer�ng all, pray�ng w�th all,
help�ng all, w�th hand and bra�n and purse, at a t�me when parents
forsook the�r ch�ldren, the fr�end deserted the fr�end, and the brother
turned away from the s�ster wh�le her plead�ngs were st�ll wa�l�ng �n
h�s ears.

Th�s was good St. Charles Borromeo, B�shop of M�lan. The people
�dol�zed h�m; pr�nces lav�shed uncounted treasures upon h�m. We
stood �n h�s tomb. Near by was the sarcophagus, l�ghted by the
dr�pp�ng candles. The walls were faced w�th bas-rel�efs represent�ng
scenes �n h�s l�fe done �n mass�ve s�lver. The pr�est put on a short
wh�te lace garment over h�s black robe, crossed h�mself, bowed
reverently, and began to turn a w�ndlass slowly. The sarcophagus
separated �n two parts, lengthw�se, and the lower part sank down
and d�sclosed a coff�n of rock crystal as clear as the atmosphere.
W�th�n lay the body, robed �n costly hab�l�ments covered w�th gold
embro�dery and starred w�th sc�nt�llat�ng gems. The decay�ng head
was black w�th age, the dry sk�n was drawn t�ght to the bones, the
eyes were gone, there was a hole �n the temple and another �n the
cheek, and the sk�nny l�ps were parted as �n a ghastly sm�le! Over
th�s dreadful face, �ts dust and decay and �ts mock�ng gr�n, hung a
crown sown th�ck w�th flash�ng br�ll�ants; and upon the breast lay
crosses and croz�ers of sol�d gold that were splend�d w�th emeralds
and d�amonds.

How poor, and cheap, and tr�v�al these gew-gaws seemed �n
presence of the solemn�ty, the grandeur, the awful majesty of Death!
Th�nk of M�lton, Shakespeare, Wash�ngton, stand�ng before a
reverent world tr�cked out �n the glass beads, the brass ear-r�ngs and
t�n trumpery of the savages of the pla�ns!

Dead Bartolomeo preached h�s pregnant sermon, and �ts burden
was: You that worsh�p the van�t�es of earth—you that long for worldly



honor, worldly wealth, worldly fame—behold the�r worth!
To us �t seemed that so good a man, so k�nd a heart, so s�mple a

nature, deserved rest and peace �n a grave sacred from the �ntrus�on
of pry�ng eyes, and bel�eved that he h�mself would have preferred to
have �t so, but peradventure our w�sdom was at fault �n th�s regard.

As we came out upon the floor of the church aga�n, another pr�est
volunteered to show us the treasures of the church.

What, more? The furn�ture of the narrow chamber of death we had
just v�s�ted we�ghed s�x m�ll�ons of francs �n ounces and carats alone,
w�thout a penny thrown �nto the account for the costly workmansh�p
bestowed upon them! But we followed �nto a large room f�lled w�th
tall wooden presses l�ke wardrobes. He threw them open, and
behold, the cargoes of “crude bull�on” of the assay off�ces of Nevada
faded out of my memory. There were V�rg�ns and b�shops there,
above the�r natural s�ze, made of sol�d s�lver, each worth, by we�ght,
from e�ght hundred thousand to two m�ll�ons of francs, and bear�ng
gemmed books �n the�r hands worth e�ghty thousand; there were
bas-rel�efs that we�ghed s�x hundred pounds, carved �n sol�d s�lver;
croz�ers and crosses, and candlest�cks s�x and e�ght feet h�gh, all of
v�rg�n gold, and br�ll�ant w�th prec�ous stones; and bes�de these were
all manner of cups and vases, and such th�ngs, r�ch �n proport�on. It
was an Aladd�n’s palace. The treasures here, by s�mple we�ght,
w�thout count�ng workmansh�p, were valued at f�fty m�ll�ons of francs!
If I could get the custody of them for a wh�le, I fear me the market
pr�ce of s�lver b�shops would advance shortly, on account of the�r
exceed�ng scarc�ty �n the Cathedral of M�lan.
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The pr�ests showed us two of St. Paul’s f�ngers, and one of St.
Peter’s; a bone of Judas Iscar�ot, (�t was black,) and also bones of all
the other d�sc�ples; a handkerch�ef �n wh�ch the Sav�our had left the
�mpress�on of h�s face. Among the most prec�ous of the rel�cs were a



stone from the Holy Sepulchre, part of the crown of thorns, (they
have a whole one at Notre Dame,) a fragment of the purple robe
worn by the Sav�our, a na�l from the Cross, and a p�cture of the V�rg�n
and Ch�ld pa�nted by the ver�table hand of St. Luke. Th�s �s the
second of St. Luke’s V�rg�ns we have seen. Once a year all these
holy rel�cs are carr�ed �n process�on through the streets of M�lan.

I l�ke to revel �n the dryest deta�ls of the great cathedral. The
bu�ld�ng �s f�ve hundred feet long by one hundred and e�ghty w�de,
and the pr�nc�pal steeple �s �n the ne�ghborhood of four hundred feet
h�gh. It has 7,148 marble statues, and w�ll have upwards of three
thousand more when �t �s f�n�shed. In add�t�on �t has one thousand
f�ve hundred bas-rel�efs. It has one hundred and th�rty-s�x sp�res—
twenty-one more are to be added. Each sp�re �s surmounted by a
statue s�x and a half feet h�gh. Every th�ng about the church �s
marble, and all from the same quarry; �t was bequeathed to the
Archb�shopr�c for th�s purpose centur�es ago. So noth�ng but the
mere workmansh�p costs; st�ll that �s expens�ve—the b�ll foots up s�x
hundred and e�ghty-four m�ll�ons of francs thus far (cons�derably over
a hundred m�ll�ons of dollars,) and �t �s est�mated that �t w�ll take a
hundred and twenty years yet to f�n�sh the cathedral. It looks
complete, but �s far from be�ng so. We saw a new statue put �n �ts
n�che yesterday, alongs�de of one wh�ch had been stand�ng these
four hundred years, they sa�d. There are four sta�rcases lead�ng up
to the ma�n steeple, each of wh�ch cost a hundred thousand dollars,
w�th the four hundred and e�ght statues wh�ch adorn them. Marco
Comp�on� was the arch�tect who des�gned the wonderful structure
more than f�ve hundred years ago, and �t took h�m forty-s�x years to
work out the plan and get �t ready to hand over to the bu�lders. He �s
dead now. The bu�ld�ng was begun a l�ttle less than f�ve hundred
years ago, and the th�rd generat�on hence w�ll not see �t completed.

The bu�ld�ng looks best by moonl�ght, because the older port�ons
of �t, be�ng sta�ned w�th age, contrast unpleasantly w�th the newer
and wh�ter port�ons. It seems somewhat too broad for �ts he�ght, but
may be fam�l�ar�ty w�th �t m�ght d�ss�pate th�s �mpress�on.

They say that the Cathedral of M�lan �s second only to St. Peter’s
at Rome. I cannot understand how �t can be second to anyth�ng



made by human hands.
We b�d �t good-bye, now—poss�bly for all t�me. How surely, �n

some future day, when the memory of �t shall have lost �ts v�v�dness,
shall we half bel�eve we have seen �t �n a wonderful dream, but never
w�th wak�ng eyes!
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CHAPTER XIX.
“Do you w�s zo haut can be?”
That was what the gu�de asked when we were look�ng up at the

bronze horses on the Arch of Peace. It meant, do you w�sh to go up
there? I g�ve �t as a spec�men of gu�de-Engl�sh. These are the people
that make l�fe a burthen to the tour�st. The�r tongues are never st�ll.
They talk forever and forever, and that �s the k�nd of b�ll�ngsgate they
use. Insp�rat�on �tself could hardly comprehend them. If they would
only show you a masterp�ece of art, or a venerable tomb, or a pr�son-
house, or a battle-f�eld, hallowed by touch�ng memor�es or h�stor�cal
rem�n�scences, or grand trad�t�ons, and then step as�de and hold st�ll
for ten m�nutes and let you th�nk, �t would not be so bad. But they
�nterrupt every dream, every pleasant tra�n of thought, w�th the�r
t�resome cackl�ng. Somet�mes when I have been stand�ng before
some cher�shed old �dol of m�ne that I remembered years and years
ago �n p�ctures �n the geography at school, I have thought I would
g�ve a whole world �f the human parrot at my s�de would suddenly
per�sh where he stood and leave me to gaze, and ponder, and
worsh�p.

No, we d�d not “w�s zo haut can be.” We w�shed to go to La Scala,
the largest theater �n the world, I th�nk they call �t. We d�d so. It was a
large place. Seven separate and d�st�nct masses of human�ty—s�x
great c�rcles and a monster parquette.
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We w�shed to go to the Ambros�an L�brary, and we d�d that also.
We saw a manuscr�pt of V�rg�l, w�th annotat�ons �n the handwr�t�ng of



Petrarch, the gentleman who loved another man’s Laura, and
lav�shed upon her all through l�fe a love wh�ch was a clear waste of
the raw mater�al. It was sound sent�ment, but bad judgment. It
brought both part�es fame, and created a founta�n of comm�serat�on
for them �n sent�mental breasts that �s runn�ng yet. But who says a
word �n behalf of poor Mr. Laura? (I do not know h�s other name.)
Who glor�f�es h�m? Who bedews h�m w�th tears? Who wr�tes poetry
about h�m? Nobody. How do you suppose he l�ked the state of th�ngs
that has g�ven the world so much pleasure? How d�d he enjoy hav�ng
another man follow�ng h�s w�fe every where and mak�ng her name a
fam�l�ar word �n every garl�c-exterm�nat�ng mouth �n Italy w�th h�s
sonnets to her pre-empted eyebrows? They got fame and sympathy
—he got ne�ther. Th�s �s a pecul�arly fel�c�tous �nstance of what �s
called poet�cal just�ce. It �s all very f�ne; but �t does not ch�me w�th my
not�ons of r�ght. It �s too one-s�ded—too ungenerous.

Let the world go on frett�ng about Laura and Petrarch �f �t w�ll; but
as for me, my tears and my lamentat�ons shall be lav�shed upon the
unsung defendant.

We saw also an autograph letter of Lucrez�a Borg�a, a lady for
whom I have always enterta�ned the h�ghest respect, on account of
her rare h�str�on�c capab�l�t�es, her opulence �n sol�d gold goblets
made of g�lded wood, her h�gh d�st�nct�on as an operat�c screamer,
and the fac�l�ty w�th wh�ch she could order a sextuple funeral and get
the corpses ready for �t. We saw one s�ngle coarse yellow ha�r from
Lucrez�a’s head, l�kew�se. It awoke emot�ons, but we st�ll l�ve. In th�s
same l�brary we saw some draw�ngs by M�chael Angelo (these
Ital�ans call h�m M�ckel Angelo,) and Leonardo da V�nc�. (They spell �t
V�nc� and pronounce �t V�nchy; fore�gners always spell better than
they pronounce.) We reserve our op�n�on of these sketches.

In another bu�ld�ng they showed us a fresco represent�ng some
l�ons and other beasts draw�ng char�ots; and they seemed to project
so far from the wall that we took them to be sculptures. The art�st
had shrewdly he�ghtened the delus�on by pa�nt�ng dust on the
creatures’ backs, as �f �t had fallen there naturally and properly.
Smart fellow—�f �t be smart to dece�ve strangers.



Elsewhere we saw a huge Roman amph�theatre, w�th �ts stone
seats st�ll �n good preservat�on. Modern�zed, �t �s now the scene of
more peaceful recreat�ons than the exh�b�t�on of a party of w�ld
beasts w�th Chr�st�ans for d�nner. Part of the t�me, the M�lanese use �t
for a race track, and at other seasons they flood �t w�th water and
have sp�r�ted yacht�ng regattas there. The gu�de told us these th�ngs,
and he would hardly try so hazardous an exper�ment as the tell�ng of
a falsehood, when �t �s all he can do to speak the truth �n Engl�sh
w�thout gett�ng the lock-jaw.

In another place we were shown a sort of summer arbor, w�th a
fence before �t. We sa�d that was noth�ng. We looked aga�n, and
saw, through the arbor, an endless stretch of garden, and shrubbery,
and grassy lawn. We were perfectly w�ll�ng to go �n there and rest,
but �t could not be done. It was only another delus�on—a pa�nt�ng by
some �ngen�ous art�st w�th l�ttle char�ty �n h�s heart for t�red folk. The
decept�on was perfect. No one could have �mag�ned the park was
not real. We even thought we smelled the flowers at f�rst.

We got a carr�age at tw�l�ght and drove �n the shaded avenues w�th
the other nob�l�ty, and after d�nner we took w�ne and �ces �n a f�ne
garden w�th the great publ�c. The mus�c was excellent, the flowers
and shrubbery were pleasant to the eye, the scene was v�vac�ous,
everybody was genteel and well-behaved, and the lad�es were
sl�ghtly moustached, and handsomely dressed, but very homely.

We adjourned to a cafe and played b�ll�ards an hour, and I made
s�x or seven po�nts by the doctor pocket�ng h�s ball, and he made as
many by my pocket�ng my ball. We came near mak�ng a carom
somet�mes, but not the one we were try�ng to make. The table was of
the usual European style—cush�ons dead and tw�ce as h�gh as the
balls; the cues �n bad repa�r. The nat�ves play only a sort of pool on
them. We have never seen any body play�ng the French three-ball
game yet, and I doubt �f there �s any such game known �n France, or
that there l�ves any man mad enough to try to play �t on one of these
European tables. We had to stop play�ng f�nally because Dan got to
sleep�ng f�fteen m�nutes between the counts and pay�ng no attent�on
to h�s mark�ng.



Afterward we walked up and down one of the most popular streets
for some t�me, enjoy�ng other people’s comfort and w�sh�ng we could
export some of �t to our restless, dr�v�ng, v�tal�ty-consum�ng marts at
home. Just �n th�s one matter l�es the ma�n charm of l�fe �n Europe—
comfort. In Amer�ca, we hurry—wh�ch �s well; but when the day’s
work �s done, we go on th�nk�ng of losses and ga�ns, we plan for the
morrow, we even carry our bus�ness cares to bed w�th us, and toss
and worry over them when we ought to be restor�ng our racked
bod�es and bra�ns w�th sleep. We burn up our energ�es w�th these
exc�tements, and e�ther d�e early or drop �nto a lean and mean old
age at a t�me of l�fe wh�ch they call a man’s pr�me �n Europe. When
an acre of ground has produced long and well, we let �t l�e fallow and
rest for a season; we take no man clear across the cont�nent �n the
same coach he started �n—the coach �s stabled somewhere on the
pla�ns and �ts heated mach�nery allowed to cool for a few days; when
a razor has seen long serv�ce and refuses to hold an edge, the
barber lays �t away for a few weeks, and the edge comes back of �ts
own accord. We bestow thoughtful care upon �nan�mate objects, but
none upon ourselves. What a robust people, what a nat�on of
th�nkers we m�ght be, �f we would only lay ourselves on the shelf
occas�onally and renew our edges!

I do envy these Europeans the comfort they take. When the work
of the day �s done, they forget �t. Some of them go, w�th w�fe and
ch�ldren, to a beer hall and s�t qu�etly and genteelly dr�nk�ng a mug or
two of ale and l�sten�ng to mus�c; others walk the streets, others dr�ve
�n the avenues; others assemble �n the great ornamental squares �n
the early even�ng to enjoy the s�ght and the fragrance of flowers and
to hear the m�l�tary bands play—no European c�ty be�ng w�thout �ts
f�ne m�l�tary mus�c at event�de; and yet others of the populace s�t �n
the open a�r �n front of the refreshment houses and eat �ces and
dr�nk m�ld beverages that could not harm a ch�ld. They go to bed
moderately early, and sleep well. They are always qu�et, always
orderly, always cheerful, comfortable, and apprec�at�ve of l�fe and �ts
man�fold bless�ngs. One never sees a drunken man among them.
The change that has come over our l�ttle party �s surpr�s�ng. Day by
day we lose some of our restlessness and absorb some of the sp�r�t
of qu�etude and ease that �s �n the tranqu�l atmosphere about us and



�n the demeanor of the people. We grow w�se apace. We beg�n to
comprehend what l�fe �s for.

We have had a bath �n M�lan, �n a publ�c bath-house. They were
go�ng to put all three of us �n one bath-tub, but we objected. Each of
us had an Ital�an farm on h�s back. We could have felt affluent �f we
had been off�c�ally surveyed and fenced �n. We chose to have three
bathtubs, and large ones—tubs su�ted to the d�gn�ty of ar�stocrats
who had real estate, and brought �t w�th them. After we were str�pped
and had taken the f�rst ch�lly dash, we d�scovered that haunt�ng
atroc�ty that has emb�ttered our l�ves �n so many c�t�es and v�llages of
Italy and France—there was no soap. I called. A woman answered,
and I barely had t�me to throw myself aga�nst the door—she would
have been �n, �n another second. I sa�d:

“Beware, woman! Go away from here—go away, now, or �t w�ll be
the worse for you. I am an unprotected male, but I w�ll preserve my
honor at the per�l of my l�fe!”

These words must have fr�ghtened her, for she skurr�ed away very
fast.

Dan’s vo�ce rose on the a�r:
“Oh, br�ng some soap, why don’t you!”
The reply was Ital�an. Dan resumed:
“Soap, you know—soap. That �s what I want—soap. S-o-a-p,

soap; s-o-p-e, soap; s-o-u-p, soap. Hurry up! I don’t know how you
Ir�sh spell �t, but I want �t. Spell �t to su�t yourself, but fetch �t. I’m
freez�ng.”

I heard the doctor say �mpress�vely:
“Dan, how often have we told you that these fore�gners cannot

understand Engl�sh? Why w�ll you not depend upon us? Why w�ll you
not tell us what you want, and let us ask for �t �n the language of the
country? It would save us a great deal of the hum�l�at�on your
reprehens�ble �gnorance causes us. I w�ll address th�s person �n h�s
mother tongue: ‘Here, cospetto! corpo d� Bacco! Sacramento!
Solfer�no!—Soap, you son of a gun!’ Dan, �f you would let us talk for
you, you would never expose your �gnorant vulgar�ty.”



Even th�s fluent d�scharge of Ital�an d�d not br�ng the soap at once,
but there was a good reason for �t. There was not such an art�cle
about the establ�shment. It �s my bel�ef that there never had been.
They had to send far up town, and to several d�fferent places before
they f�nally got �t, so they sa�d. We had to wa�t twenty or th�rty
m�nutes. The same th�ng had occurred the even�ng before, at the
hotel. I th�nk I have d�v�ned the reason for th�s state of th�ngs at last.
The Engl�sh know how to travel comfortably, and they carry soap
w�th them; other fore�gners do not use the art�cle.

At every hotel we stop at we always have to send out for soap, at
the last moment, when we are groom�ng ourselves for d�nner, and
they put �t �n the b�ll along w�th the candles and other nonsense. In
Marse�lles they make half the fancy to�let soap we consume �n
Amer�ca, but the Marse�lla�se only have a vague theoret�cal �dea of
�ts use, wh�ch they have obta�ned from books of travel, just as they
have acqu�red an uncerta�n not�on of clean sh�rts, and the
pecul�ar�t�es of the gor�lla, and other cur�ous matters. Th�s rem�nds
me of poor Blucher’s note to the landlord �n Par�s:

PARIS, le 7 Ju�llet. Mons�eur le Landlord—S�r:
Pourquo� don’t you mettez some savon �n your bed-
chambers? Est-ce que vous pensez I w�ll steal �t? La
nu�t passee you charged me pour deux chandelles
when I only had one; h�er vous avez charged me avec
glace when I had none at all; tout les jours you are
com�ng some fresh game or other on me, ma�s vous
ne pouvez pas play th�s savon dodge on me tw�ce.
Savon �s a necessary de la v�e to any body but a
Frenchman, et je l’aura� hors de cet hotel or make
trouble. You hear me. Allons.                BLUCHER.

I remonstrated aga�nst the send�ng of th�s note, because �t was so
m�xed up that the landlord would never be able to make head or ta�l
of �t; but Blucher sa�d he guessed the old man could read the French
of �t and average the rest.

Blucher’s French �s bad enough, but �t �s not much worse than the
Engl�sh one f�nds �n advert�sements all over Italy every day. For



�nstance, observe the pr�nted card of the hotel we shall probably stop
at on the shores of Lake Como:

“NOTISH.”
“Th�s hotel wh�ch the best �t �s �n Italy and most

superb, �s handsome locate on the best s�tuat�on of the
lake, w�th the most splend�d v�ew near the V�llas Melzy,
to the K�ng of Belg�an, and Serbellon�. Th�s hotel have
recently enlarge, do offer all commod�t�es on moderate
pr�ce, at the strangers gentlemen who wh�sh spend the
seasons on the Lake Come.”

How �s that, for a spec�men? In the hotel �s a handsome l�ttle
chapel where an Engl�sh clergyman �s employed to preach to such of
the guests of the house as ha�l from England and Amer�ca, and th�s
fact �s also set forth �n barbarous Engl�sh �n the same advert�sement.
Wouldn’t you have supposed that the adventurous l�ngu�st who
framed the card would have known enough to subm�t �t to that
clergyman before he sent �t to the pr�nter?

Here �n M�lan, �n an anc�ent tumble-down ru�n of a church, �s the
mournful wreck of the most celebrated pa�nt�ng �n the world—“The
Last Supper,” by Leonardo da V�nc�. We are not �nfall�ble judges of
p�ctures, but of course we went there to see th�s wonderful pa�nt�ng,
once so beaut�ful, always so worsh�pped by masters �n art, and
forever to be famous �n song and story. And the f�rst th�ng that
occurred was the �nfl�ct�on on us of a placard fa�rly reek�ng w�th
wretched Engl�sh. Take a morsel of �t:

“Bartholomew (that �s the f�rst f�gure on the left hand
s�de at the spectator,) uncerta�n and doubtful about
what he th�nks to have heard, and upon wh�ch he
wants to be assured by h�mself at Chr�st and by no
others.”

Good, �sn’t �t? And then Peter �s descr�bed as “argument�ng �n a
threaten�ng and angr�ly cond�t�on at Judas Iscar�ot.”



Th�s paragraph recalls the p�cture. “The Last Supper” �s pa�nted on
the d�lap�dated wall of what was a l�ttle chapel attached to the ma�n
church �n anc�ent t�mes, I suppose. It �s battered and scarred �n every
d�rect�on, and sta�ned and d�scolored by t�me, and Napoleon’s
horses k�cked the legs off most the d�sc�ples when they (the horses,
not the d�sc�ples,) were stabled there more than half a century ago.

I recogn�zed the old p�cture �n a moment—the Sav�our w�th bowed
head seated at the centre of a long, rough table w�th scatter�ng fru�ts
and d�shes upon �t, and s�x d�sc�ples on e�ther s�de �n the�r long
robes, talk�ng to each other—the p�cture from wh�ch all engrav�ngs
and all cop�es have been made for three centur�es. Perhaps no l�v�ng
man has ever known an attempt to pa�nt the Lord’s Supper
d�fferently. The world seems to have become settled �n the bel�ef,
long ago, that �t �s not poss�ble for human gen�us to outdo th�s
creat�on of da V�nc�’s. I suppose pa�nters w�ll go on copy�ng �t as long
as any of the or�g�nal �s left v�s�ble to the eye. There were a dozen
easels �n the room, and as many art�sts transferr�ng the great p�cture
to the�r canvases. F�fty proofs of steel engrav�ngs and l�thographs
were scattered around, too. And as usual, I could not help not�c�ng
how super�or the cop�es were to the or�g�nal, that �s, to my
�nexper�enced eye. Wherever you f�nd a Raphael, a Rubens, a
M�chelangelo, a Carracc�, or a da V�nc� (and we see them every day,)
you f�nd art�sts copy�ng them, and the cop�es are always the
handsomest. Maybe the or�g�nals were handsome when they were
new, but they are not now.
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The colors are d�mmed w�th age; the countenances are scaled and
marred, and nearly all express�on �s gone from them; the ha�r �s a
dead blur upon the wall, and there �s no l�fe �n the eyes. Only the
att�tudes are certa�n.

People come here from all parts of the world, and glor�fy th�s
masterp�ece. They stand entranced before �t w�th bated breath and



parted l�ps, and when they speak, �t �s only �n the catchy ejaculat�ons
of rapture:

“Oh, wonderful!”
“Such express�on!”
“Such grace of att�tude!”
“Such d�gn�ty!”
“Such faultless draw�ng!”
“Such matchless color�ng!”
“Such feel�ng!”
“What del�cacy of touch!”
“What subl�m�ty of concept�on!”
“A v�s�on! A v�s�on!”
I only envy these people; I envy them the�r honest adm�rat�on, �f �t

be honest—the�r del�ght, �f they feel del�ght. I harbor no an�mos�ty
toward any of them. But at the same t�me the thought w�ll �ntrude
�tself upon me, How can they see what �s not v�s�ble? What would
you th�nk of a man who looked at some decayed, bl�nd, toothless,
pock-marked Cleopatra, and sa�d: “What matchless beauty! What
soul! What express�on!” What would you th�nk of a man who gazed
upon a d�ngy, foggy sunset, and sa�d: “What subl�m�ty! What feel�ng!
What r�chness of color�ng!” What would you th�nk of a man who
stared �n ecstasy upon a desert of stumps and sa�d: “Oh, my soul,
my beat�ng heart, what a noble forest �s here!”

You would th�nk that those men had an aston�sh�ng talent for
see�ng th�ngs that had already passed away. It was what I thought
when I stood before “The Last Supper” and heard men
apostroph�z�ng wonders, and beaut�es and perfect�ons wh�ch had
faded out of the p�cture and gone, a hundred years before they were
born. We can �mag�ne the beauty that was once �n an aged face; we
can �mag�ne the forest �f we see the stumps; but we can not
absolutely see these th�ngs when they are not there. I am w�ll�ng to
bel�eve that the eye of the pract�ced art�st can rest upon the Last
Supper and renew a lustre where only a h�nt of �t �s left, supply a t�nt
that has faded away, restore an express�on that �s gone; patch, and



color, and add, to the dull canvas unt�l at last �ts f�gures shall stand
before h�m aglow w�th the l�fe, the feel�ng, the freshness, yea, w�th all
the noble beauty that was the�rs when f�rst they came from the hand
of the master. But I can not work th�s m�racle. Can those other
un�nsp�red v�s�tors do �t, or do they only happ�ly �mag�ne they do?

After read�ng so much about �t, I am sat�sf�ed that the Last Supper
was a very m�racle of art once. But �t was three hundred years ago.

It vexes me to hear people talk so gl�bly of “feel�ng,” “express�on,”
“tone,” and those other eas�ly acqu�red and �nexpens�ve
techn�cal�t�es of art that make such a f�ne show �n conversat�ons
concern�ng p�ctures. There �s not one man �n seventy-f�ve hundred
that can tell what a p�ctured face �s �ntended to express. There �s not
one man �n f�ve hundred that can go �nto a court-room and be sure
that he w�ll not m�stake some harmless �nnocent of a juryman for the
black-hearted assass�n on tr�al. Yet such people talk of “character”
and presume to �nterpret “express�on” �n p�ctures. There �s an old
story that Matthews, the actor, was once laud�ng the ab�l�ty of the
human face to express the pass�ons and emot�ons h�dden �n the
breast. He sa�d the countenance could d�sclose what was pass�ng �n
the heart pla�ner than the tongue could.
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“Now,” he sa�d, “observe my face—what does �t express?”
“Despa�r!”
“Bah, �t expresses peaceful res�gnat�on! What does th�s express?”
“Rage!”
“Stuff! It means terror! Th�s!”
“Imbec�l�ty!”
“Fool! It �s smothered feroc�ty! Now th�s!”
“Joy!”
“Oh, perd�t�on! Any ass can see �t means �nsan�ty!”
Express�on! People coolly pretend to read �t who would th�nk

themselves presumptuous �f they pretended to �nterpret the
h�eroglyph�cs on the obel�sks of Luxor—yet they are fully as
competent to do the one th�ng as the other. I have heard two very
�ntell�gent cr�t�cs speak of Mur�llo’s Immaculate Concept�on (now �n
the museum at Sev�lle,) w�th�n the past few days. One sa�d:

“Oh, the V�rg�n’s face �s full of the ecstasy of a joy that �s complete
—that leaves noth�ng more to be des�red on earth!”

The other sa�d:
“Ah, that wonderful face �s so humble, so plead�ng—�t says as

pla�nly as words could say �t: ‘I fear; I tremble; I am unworthy. But
Thy w�ll be done; susta�n Thou Thy servant!’”

The reader can see the p�cture �n any draw�ng-room; �t can be
eas�ly recogn�zed: the V�rg�n (the only young and really beaut�ful
V�rg�n that was ever pa�nted by one of the old masters, some of us
th�nk,) stands �n the crescent of the new moon, w�th a mult�tude of
cherubs hover�ng about her, and more com�ng; her hands are
crossed upon her breast, and upon her upl�fted countenance falls a
glory out of the heavens. The reader may amuse h�mself, �f he
chooses, �n try�ng to determ�ne wh�ch of these gentlemen read the
V�rg�n’s “express�on” ar�ght, or �f e�ther of them d�d �t.



Any one who �s acqua�nted w�th the old masters w�ll comprehend
how much “The Last Supper” �s damaged when I say that the
spectator can not really tell, now, whether the d�sc�ples are Hebrews
or Ital�ans. These anc�ent pa�nters never succeeded �n
denat�onal�z�ng themselves. The Ital�an art�sts pa�nted Ital�an V�rg�ns,
the Dutch pa�nted Dutch V�rg�ns, the V�rg�ns of the French pa�nters
were Frenchwomen—none of them ever put �nto the face of the
Madonna that �ndescr�bable someth�ng wh�ch procla�ms the Jewess,
whether you f�nd her �n New York, �n Constant�nople, �n Par�s,
Jerusalem, or �n the emp�re of Morocco. I saw �n the Sandw�ch
Islands, once, a p�cture cop�ed by a talented German art�st from an
engrav�ng �n one of the Amer�can �llustrated papers. It was an
allegory, represent�ng Mr. Dav�s �n the act of s�gn�ng a secess�on act
or some such document. Over h�m hovered the ghost of Wash�ngton
�n warn�ng att�tude, and �n the background a troop of shadowy
sold�ers �n Cont�nental un�form were l�mp�ng w�th shoeless,
bandaged feet through a dr�v�ng snow-storm. Valley Forge was
suggested, of course. The copy seemed accurate, and yet there was
a d�screpancy somewhere. After a long exam�nat�on I d�scovered
what �t was—the shadowy sold�ers were all Germans! Jeff Dav�s was
a German! even the hover�ng ghost was a German ghost! The art�st
had unconsc�ously worked h�s nat�onal�ty �nto the p�cture. To tell the
truth, I am gett�ng a l�ttle perplexed about John the Bapt�st and h�s
portra�ts. In France I f�nally grew reconc�led to h�m as a Frenchman;
here he �s unquest�onably an Ital�an. What next? Can �t be poss�ble
that the pa�nters make John the Bapt�st a Span�ard �n Madr�d and an
Ir�shman �n Dubl�n?

We took an open barouche and drove two m�les out of M�lan to
“see ze echo,” as the gu�de expressed �t. The road was smooth, �t
was bordered by trees, f�elds, and grassy meadows, and the soft a�r
was f�lled w�th the odor of flowers. Troops of p�cturesque peasant
g�rls, com�ng from work, hooted at us, shouted at us, made all
manner of game of us, and ent�rely del�ghted me. My long-cher�shed
judgment was conf�rmed. I always d�d th�nk those frowsy, romant�c,
unwashed peasant g�rls I had read so much about �n poetry were a
glar�ng fraud.



We enjoyed our jaunt. It was an exh�larat�ng rel�ef from t�resome
s�ght-see�ng.

We d�stressed ourselves very l�ttle about the aston�sh�ng echo the
gu�de talked so much about. We were grow�ng accustomed to
encom�ums on wonders that too often proved no wonders at all. And
so we were most happ�ly d�sappo�nted to f�nd �n the sequel that the
gu�de had even fa�led to r�se to the magn�tude of h�s subject.

We arr�ved at a tumble-down old rookery called the Palazzo
S�monett�—a mass�ve hewn-stone affa�r occup�ed by a fam�ly of
ragged Ital�ans. A good-look�ng young g�rl conducted us to a w�ndow
on the second floor wh�ch looked out on a court walled on three
s�des by tall bu�ld�ngs. She put her head out at the w�ndow and
shouted. The echo answered more t�mes than we could count. She
took a speak�ng trumpet and through �t she shouted, sharp and
qu�ck, a s�ngle “Ha!” The echo answered:

“Ha!—ha!——ha!—ha!—ha!-ha! ha! h-a-a-a-a-a!” and f�nally went
off �nto a roll�ck�ng convuls�on of the joll�est laughter that could be
�mag�ned. It was so joyful—so long cont�nued—so perfectly cord�al
and hearty, that every body was forced to jo�n �n. There was no
res�st�ng �t.
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Then the g�rl took a gun and f�red �t. We stood ready to count the
aston�sh�ng clatter of reverberat�ons. We could not say one, two,
three, fast enough, but we could dot our notebooks w�th our penc�l
po�nts almost rap�dly enough to take down a sort of short-hand report
of the result. My page revealed the follow�ng account. I could not
keep up, but I d�d as well as I could.

I set down f�fty-two d�st�nct repet�t�ons, and then the echo got the
advantage of me. The doctor set down s�xty-four, and thenceforth the
echo moved too fast for h�m, also. After the separate concuss�ons
could no longer be noted, the reverberat�ons dw�ndled to a w�ld,



long-susta�ned clatter of sounds such as a watchman’s rattle
produces. It �s l�kely that th�s �s the most remarkable echo �n the
world.
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The doctor, �n jest, offered to k�ss the young g�rl, and was taken a
l�ttle aback when she sa�d he m�ght for a franc! The commonest
gallantry compelled h�m to stand by h�s offer, and so he pa�d the
franc and took the k�ss. She was a ph�losopher. She sa�d a franc was
a good th�ng to have, and she d�d not care any th�ng for one paltry
k�ss, because she had a m�ll�on left. Then our comrade, always a
shrewd bus�nessman, offered to take the whole cargo at th�rty days,
but that l�ttle f�nanc�al scheme was a fa�lure.
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CHAPTER XX.
We left M�lan by ra�l. The Cathedral s�x or seven m�les beh�nd us;

vast, dreamy, blu�sh, snow-clad mounta�ns twenty m�les �n front of
us,—these were the accented po�nts �n the scenery. The more
�mmed�ate scenery cons�sted of f�elds and farm-houses outs�de the
car and a monster-headed dwarf and a moustached woman �ns�de �t.
These latter were not show-people. Alas, deform�ty and female
beards are too common �n Italy to attract attent�on.

We passed through a range of w�ld, p�cturesque h�lls, steep,
wooded, cone-shaped, w�th rugged crags project�ng here and there,
and w�th dwell�ngs and ru�nous castles perched away up toward the
dr�ft�ng clouds. We lunched at the cur�ous old town of Como, at the
foot of the lake, and then took the small steamer and had an
afternoon’s pleasure excurs�on to th�s place,—Bellagg�o.

When we walked ashore, a party of pol�cemen (people whose
cocked hats and showy un�forms would shame the f�nest un�form �n
the m�l�tary serv�ce of the Un�ted States,) put us �nto a l�ttle stone cell
and locked us �n. We had the whole passenger l�st for company, but
the�r room would have been preferable, for there was no l�ght, there
were no w�ndows, no vent�lat�on. It was close and hot. We were
much crowded. It was the Black Hole of Calcutta on a small scale.
Presently a smoke rose about our feet—a smoke that smelled of all
the dead th�ngs of earth, of all the putrefact�on and corrupt�on
�mag�nable.

We were there f�ve m�nutes, and when we got out �t was hard to
tell wh�ch of us carr�ed the v�lest fragrance.
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These m�serable outcasts called that “fum�gat�ng” us, and the term
was a tame one �ndeed. They fum�gated us to guard themselves
aga�nst the cholera, though we ha�led from no �nfected port. We had
left the cholera far beh�nd us all the t�me. However, they must keep
ep�dem�cs away somehow or other, and fum�gat�on �s cheaper than
soap. They must e�ther wash themselves or fum�gate other people.
Some of the lower classes had rather d�e than wash, but the
fum�gat�on of strangers causes them no pangs. They need no
fum�gat�on themselves. The�r hab�ts make �t unnecessary. They carry
the�r prevent�ve w�th them; they sweat and fum�gate all the day long.
I trust I am a humble and a cons�stent Chr�st�an. I try to do what �s
r�ght. I know �t �s my duty to “pray for them that desp�tefully use me;”
and therefore, hard as �t �s, I shall st�ll try to pray for these
fum�gat�ng, maccaron�-stuff�ng organ-gr�nders.

Our hotel s�ts at the water’s edge—at least �ts front garden does—
and we walk among the shrubbery and smoke at tw�l�ght; we look
afar off at Sw�tzerland and the Alps, and feel an �ndolent w�ll�ngness
to look no closer; we go down the steps and sw�m �n the lake; we
take a shapely l�ttle boat and sa�l abroad among the reflect�ons of the
stars; l�e on the thwarts and l�sten to the d�stant laughter, the s�ng�ng,
the soft melody of flutes and gu�tars that comes float�ng across the
water from pleasur�ng gondolas; we close the even�ng w�th
exasperat�ng b�ll�ards on one of those same old execrable tables. A
m�dn�ght luncheon �n our ample bed-chamber; a f�nal smoke �n �ts
contracted veranda fac�ng the water, the gardens, and the
mounta�ns; a summ�ng up of the day’s events. Then to bed, w�th
drowsy bra�ns harassed w�th a mad panorama that m�xes up p�ctures
of France, of Italy, of the sh�p, of the ocean, of home, �n grotesque
and bew�lder�ng d�sorder. Then a melt�ng away of fam�l�ar faces, of
c�t�es, and of toss�ng waves, �nto a great calm of forgetfulness and
peace.

After wh�ch, the n�ghtmare.
Breakfast �n the morn�ng, and then the lake.
I d�d not l�ke �t yesterday. I thought Lake Tahoe was much f�ner. I

have to confess now, however, that my judgment erred somewhat,



though not extravagantly. I always had an �dea that Como was a vast
bas�n of water, l�ke Tahoe, shut �n by great mounta�ns. Well, the
border of huge mounta�ns �s here, but the lake �tself �s not a bas�n. It
�s as crooked as any brook, and only from one-quarter to two-th�rds
as w�de as the M�ss�ss�pp�. There �s not a yard of low ground on
e�ther s�de of �t—noth�ng but endless cha�ns of mounta�ns that spr�ng
abruptly from the water’s edge and tower to alt�tudes vary�ng from a
thousand to two thousand feet. The�r craggy s�des are clothed w�th
vegetat�on, and wh�te specks of houses peep out from the luxur�ant
fol�age everywhere; they are even perched upon jutt�ng and
p�cturesque p�nnacles a thousand feet above your head.
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Aga�n, for m�les along the shores, handsome country seats,
surrounded by gardens and groves, s�t fa�rly �n the water, somet�mes
�n nooks carved by Nature out of the v�ne-hung prec�p�ces, and w�th
no �ngress or egress save by boats. Some have great broad stone
sta�rcases lead�ng down to the water, w�th heavy stone balustrades
ornamented w�th statuary and fanc�fully adorned w�th creep�ng v�nes
and br�ght-colored flowers—for all the world l�ke a drop curta�n �n a
theatre, and lack�ng noth�ng but long-wa�sted, h�gh-heeled women
and plumed gallants �n s�lken t�ghts com�ng down to go serenad�ng �n
the splend�d gondola �n wa�t�ng.

A great feature of Como’s attract�veness �s the mult�tude of pretty
houses and gardens that cluster upon �ts shores and on �ts mounta�n
s�des. They look so snug and so homel�ke, and at event�de when
every th�ng seems to slumber, and the mus�c of the vesper bells
comes steal�ng over the water, one almost bel�eves that nowhere
else than on the lake of Como can there be found such a parad�se of
tranqu�l repose.

From my w�ndow here �n Bellagg�o, I have a v�ew of the other s�de
of the lake now, wh�ch �s as beaut�ful as a p�cture. A scarred and



wr�nkled prec�p�ce r�ses to a he�ght of e�ghteen hundred feet; on a
t�ny bench half way up �ts vast wall, s�ts a l�ttle snowflake of a church,
no b�gger than a mart�n-box, apparently; sk�rt�ng the base of the cl�ff
are a hundred orange groves and gardens, flecked w�th gl�mpses of
the wh�te dwell�ngs that are bur�ed �n them; �n front, three or four
gondolas l�e �dle upon the water—and �n the burn�shed m�rror of the
lake, mounta�n, chapel, houses, groves and boats are counterfe�ted
so br�ghtly and so clearly that one scarce knows where the real�ty
leaves off and the reflect�on beg�ns!

The surround�ngs of th�s p�cture are f�ne. A m�le away, a grove-
plumed promontory juts far �nto the lake and glasses �ts palace �n the
blue depths; �n m�dstream a boat �s cutt�ng the sh�n�ng surface and
leav�ng a long track beh�nd, l�ke a ray of l�ght; the mounta�ns beyond
are ve�led �n a dreamy purple haze; far �n the oppos�te d�rect�on a
tumbled mass of domes and verdant slopes and valleys bars the
lake, and here �ndeed does d�stance lend enchantment to the v�ew—
for on th�s broad canvas, sun and clouds and the r�chest of
atmospheres have blended a thousand t�nts together, and over �ts
surface the f�lmy l�ghts and shadows dr�ft, hour after hour, and glor�fy
�t w�th a beauty that seems reflected out of Heaven �tself. Beyond all
quest�on, th�s �s the most voluptuous scene we have yet looked
upon.

Last n�ght the scenery was str�k�ng and p�cturesque. On the other
s�de crags and trees and snowy houses were reflected �n the lake
w�th a wonderful d�st�nctness, and streams of l�ght from many a
d�stant w�ndow shot far abroad over the st�ll waters. On th�s s�de,
near at hand, great mans�ons, wh�te w�th moonl�ght, glared out from
the m�dst of masses of fol�age that lay black and shapeless �n the
shadows that fell from the cl�ff above—and down �n the marg�n of the
lake every feature of the we�rd v�s�on was fa�thfully repeated.

Today we have �dled through a wonder of a garden attached to a
ducal estate—but enough of descr�pt�on �s enough, I judge.

I suspect that th�s was the same place the gardener’s son
dece�ved the Lady of Lyons w�th, but I do not know. You may have
heard of the passage somewhere:



“A deep vale,
Shut out by Alp�ne h�lls from the rude world,
Near a clear lake marg�ned by fru�ts of gold
And wh�sper�ng myrtles:
Glass�ng softest sk�es, cloudless,
Save w�th rare and roseate shadows;
A palace, l�ft�ng to eternal heaven �ts marbled walls,
From out a glossy bower of coolest fol�age mus�cal w�th b�rds.”
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That �s all very well, except the “clear” part of the lake. It certa�nly
�s clearer than a great many lakes, but how dull �ts waters are
compared w�th the wonderful transparence of Lake Tahoe! I speak of
the north shore of Tahoe, where one can count the scales on a trout
at a depth of a hundred and e�ghty feet. I have tr�ed to get th�s
statement off at par here, but w�th no success; so I have been
obl�ged to negot�ate �t at f�fty percent d�scount. At th�s rate I f�nd
some takers; perhaps the reader w�ll rece�ve �t on the same terms—
n�nety feet �nstead of one hundred and e�ghty. But let �t be
remembered that those are forced terms—Sher�ff’s sale pr�ces. As
far as I am pr�vately concerned, I abate not a jot of the or�g�nal
assert�on that �n those strangely magn�fy�ng waters one may count
the scales on a trout (a trout of the large k�nd,) at a depth of a
hundred and e�ghty feet—may see every pebble on the bottom—
m�ght even count a paper of dray-p�ns. People talk of the transparent
waters of the Mex�can Bay of Acapulco, but �n my own exper�ence I
know they cannot compare w�th those I am speak�ng of. I have
f�shed for trout, �n Tahoe, and at a measured depth of e�ghty-four feet
I have seen them put the�r noses to the ba�t and I could see the�r g�lls
open and shut. I could hardly have seen the trout themselves at that
d�stance �n the open a�r.



As I go back �n sp�r�t and recall that noble sea, repos�ng among the
snow-peaks s�x thousand feet above the ocean, the conv�ct�on
comes strong upon me aga�n that Como would only seem a
bed�zened l�ttle court�er �n that august presence.

Sorrow and m�sfortune overtake the leg�slature that st�ll from year
to year perm�ts Tahoe to reta�n �ts unmus�cal cognomen! Tahoe! It
suggests no crystal waters, no p�cturesque shores, no subl�m�ty.
Tahoe for a sea �n the clouds: a sea that has character and asserts �t
�n solemn calms at t�mes, at t�mes �n savage storms; a sea whose
royal seclus�on �s guarded by a cordon of sent�nel peaks that l�ft the�r
frosty fronts n�ne thousand feet above the level world; a sea whose
every aspect �s �mpress�ve, whose belong�ngs are all beaut�ful,
whose lonely majesty types the De�ty!

Tahoe means grasshoppers. It means grasshopper soup. It �s
Ind�an, and suggest�ve of Ind�ans. They say �t �s P�-ute—poss�bly �t �s
D�gger. I am sat�sf�ed �t was named by the D�ggers—those degraded
savages who roast the�r dead relat�ves, then m�x the human grease
and ashes of bones w�th tar, and “gaum” �t th�ck all over the�r heads
and foreheads and ears, and go caterwaul�ng about the h�lls and call
�t mourn�ng. These are the gentry that named the Lake.

People say that Tahoe means “S�lver Lake”—“L�mp�d
Water”—“Fall�ng Leaf.” Bosh. It means grasshopper soup, the
favor�te d�sh of the D�gger tr�be,—and of the P�-utes as well. It �sn’t
worth wh�le, �n these pract�cal t�mes, for people to talk about Ind�an
poetry—there never was any �n them—except �n the Fen�more
Cooper Ind�ans. But they are an ext�nct tr�be that never ex�sted. I
know the Noble Red Man. I have camped w�th the Ind�ans; I have
been on the warpath w�th them, taken part �n the chase w�th them—
for grasshoppers; helped them steal cattle; I have roamed w�th them,
scalped them, had them for breakfast. I would gladly eat the whole
race �f I had a chance.

But I am grow�ng unrel�able. I w�ll return to my compar�son of the
lakes. Como �s a l�ttle deeper than Tahoe, �f people here tell the truth.
They say �t �s e�ghteen hundred feet deep at th�s po�nt, but �t does
not look a dead enough blue for that. Tahoe �s one thousand f�ve
hundred and twenty-f�ve feet deep �n the centre, by the state



geolog�st’s measurement. They say the great peak oppos�te th�s
town �s f�ve thousand feet h�gh: but I feel sure that three thousand
feet of that statement �s a good honest l�e. The lake �s a m�le w�de,
here, and ma�nta�ns about that w�dth from th�s po�nt to �ts northern
extrem�ty—wh�ch �s d�stant s�xteen m�les: from here to �ts southern
extrem�ty—say f�fteen m�les—�t �s not over half a m�le w�de �n any
place, I should th�nk. Its snow-clad mounta�ns one hears so much
about are only seen occas�onally, and then �n the d�stance, the Alps.
Tahoe �s from ten to e�ghteen m�les w�de, and �ts mounta�ns shut �t �n
l�ke a wall. The�r summ�ts are never free from snow the year round.
One th�ng about �t �s very strange: �t never has even a sk�m of �ce
upon �ts surface, although lakes �n the same range of mounta�ns,
ly�ng �n a lower and warmer temperature, freeze over �n w�nter.

It �s cheerful to meet a sh�pmate �n these out-of-the-way places
and compare notes w�th h�m. We have found one of ours here—an
old sold�er of the war, who �s seek�ng bloodless adventures and rest
from h�s campa�gns �n these sunny lands.
[Colonel J. HERON FOSTER, ed�tor of a P�ttsburgh journal, and a
most est�mable gentleman. As these sheets are be�ng prepared for
the press I am pa�ned to learn of h�s decease shortly after h�s return
home—M.T.]



CHAPTER XXI.
We voyaged by steamer down the Lago d� Lecco, through w�ld

mounta�n scenery, and by hamlets and v�llas, and d�sembarked at
the town of Lecco. They sa�d �t was two hours, by carr�age to the
anc�ent c�ty of Bergamo, and that we would arr�ve there �n good
season for the ra�lway tra�n. We got an open barouche and a w�ld,
bo�sterous dr�ver, and set out. It was del�ghtful. We had a fast team
and a perfectly smooth road. There were tower�ng cl�ffs on our left,
and the pretty Lago d� Lecco on our r�ght, and every now and then �t
ra�ned on us. Just before start�ng, the dr�ver p�cked up, �n the street,
a stump of a c�gar an �nch long, and put �t �n h�s mouth. When he had
carr�ed �t thus about an hour, I thought �t would be only Chr�st�an
char�ty to g�ve h�m a l�ght. I handed h�m my c�gar, wh�ch I had just l�t,
and he put �t �n h�s mouth and returned h�s stump to h�s pocket! I
never saw a more soc�able man. At least I never saw a man who
was more soc�able on a short acqua�ntance.
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We saw �nter�or Italy, now. The houses were of sol�d stone, and not
often �n good repa�r. The peasants and the�r ch�ldren were �dle, as a
general th�ng, and the donkeys and ch�ckens made themselves at
home �n draw�ng-room and bed-chamber and were not molested.
The dr�vers of each and every one of the slow-mov�ng market-carts
we met were stretched �n the sun upon the�r merchand�se, sound a
sleep. Every three or four hundred yards, �t seemed to me, we came
upon the shr�ne of some sa�nt or other--a rude p�cture of h�m bu�lt
�nto a huge cross or a stone p�llar by the road-s�de.--Some of the
p�ctures of the Sav�our were cur�os�t�es �n the�r way. They



represented h�m stretched upon the cross, h�s countenance d�storted
w�th agony. From the wounds of the crown of thorns; from the
p�erced s�de; from the mut�lated hands and feet; from the scourged
body--from every hand-breadth of h�s person streams of blood were
flow�ng! Such a gory, ghastly spectacle would fr�ghten the ch�ldren
out of the�r senses, I should th�nk. There were some un�que
aux�l�ar�es to the pa�nt�ng wh�ch added to �ts sp�r�ted effect. These
were genu�ne wooden and �ron �mplements, and were prom�nently
d�sposed round about the f�gure: a bundle of na�ls; the hammer to
dr�ve them; the sponge; the reed that supported �t; the cup of
v�negar; the ladder for the ascent of the cross; the spear that p�erced
the Sav�our’s s�de. The crown of thorns was made of real thorns, and
was na�led to the sacred head. In some Ital�an church-pa�nt�ngs,
even by the old masters, the Sav�our and the V�rg�n wear s�lver or
g�lded crowns that are fastened to the p�ctured head w�th na�ls. The
effect �s as grotesque as �t �s �ncongruous.
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Here and there, on the fronts of roads�de �nns, we found huge,
coarse frescoes of suffer�ng martyrs l�ke those �n the shr�nes. It could
not have d�m�n�shed the�r suffer�ngs any to be so uncouthly
represented. We were �n the heart and home of pr�est craft--of a
happy, cheerful, contented �gnorance, superst�t�on, degradat�on,
poverty, �ndolence, and everlast�ng unasp�r�ng worthlessness. And
we sa�d fervently: �t su�ts these people prec�sely; let them enjoy �t,
along w�th the other an�mals, and Heaven forb�d that they be
molested. We feel no mal�ce toward these fum�gators.

We passed through the strangest, funn�est, undreampt-of old
towns, wedded to the customs and steeped �n the dreams of the
elder ages, and perfectly unaware that the world turns round! And
perfectly �nd�fferent, too, as to whether �t turns around or stands st�ll.
They have noth�ng to do but eat and sleep and sleep and eat, and



to�l a l�ttle when they can get a fr�end to stand by and keep them
awake. They are not pa�d for th�nk�ng--they are not pa�d to fret about
the world’s concerns. They were not respectable people--they were
not worthy people--they were not learned and w�se and br�ll�ant
people--but �n the�r breasts, all the�r stup�d l�ves long, resteth a peace
that passeth understand�ng! How can men, call�ng themselves men,
consent to be so degraded and happy.
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We wh�sked by many a gray old med�eval castle, clad th�ck w�th
�vy that swung �ts green banners down from towers and turrets
where once some old Crusader’s flag had floated. The dr�ver po�nted
to one of these anc�ent fortresses, and sa�d, (I translate):

“Do you see that great �ron hook that projects from the wall just
under the h�ghest w�ndow �n the ru�ned tower?”

We sa�d we could not see �t at such a d�stance, but had no doubt �t
was there.

“Well,” he sa�d; “there �s a legend connected w�th that �ron hook.
Nearly seven hundred years ago, that castle was the property of the
noble Count Lu�g� Gennaro Gu�do Alphonso d� Genova----”

“What was h�s other name?” sa�d Dan.
“He had no other name. The name I have spoken was all the

name he had. He was the son of----”
“Poor but honest parents--that �s all r�ght--never m�nd the

part�culars--go on w�th the legend."
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THE LEGEND.

Well, then, all the world, at that t�me, was �n a w�ld exc�tement
about the Holy Sepulchre. All the great feudal lords �n Europe were
pledg�ng the�r lands and pawn�ng the�r plate to f�t out men-at-arms so
that they m�ght jo�n the grand arm�es of Chr�stendom and w�n renown
�n the Holy Wars. The Count Lu�g� ra�sed money, l�ke the rest, and
one m�ld September morn�ng, armed w�th battle-ax, portcull�s and
thunder�ng culver�n, he rode through the greaves and bucklers of h�s
donjon-keep w�th as gallant a troop of Chr�st�an band�ts as ever
stepped �n Italy. He had h�s sword, Excal�bur, w�th h�m. H�s beaut�ful
countess and her young daughter waved h�m a tearful ad�eu from the
batter�ng-rams and buttresses of the fortress, and he galloped away
w�th a happy heart.

He made a ra�d on a ne�ghbor�ng baron and completed h�s outf�t
w�th the booty secured. He then razed the castle to the ground,
massacred the fam�ly and moved on. They were hardy fellows �n the
grand old days of ch�valry. Alas! Those days w�ll never come aga�n.

Count Lu�g� grew h�gh �n fame �n Holy Land. He plunged �nto the
carnage of a hundred battles, but h�s good Excal�bur always brought
h�m out al�ve, albe�t often sorely wounded. H�s face became browned
by exposure to the Syr�an sun �n long marches; he suffered hunger
and th�rst; he p�ned �n pr�sons, he langu�shed �n loathsome plague-
hosp�tals. And many and many a t�me he thought of h�s loved ones
at home, and wondered �f all was well w�th them. But h�s heart sa�d,
Peace, �s not thy brother watch�ng over thy household?

* * * * * * *
Forty-two years waxed and waned; the good f�ght was won;

Godfrey re�gned �n Jerusalem--the Chr�st�an hosts reared the banner
of the cross above the Holy Sepulchre!

Tw�l�ght was approach�ng. F�fty harlequ�ns, �n flow�ng robes,
approached th�s castle wear�ly, for they were on foot, and the dust
upon the�r garments betokened that they had traveled far. They
overtook a peasant, and asked h�m �f �t were l�kely they could get
food and a hosp�table bed there, for love of Chr�st�an char�ty, and �f
perchance, a moral parlor enterta�nment m�ght meet w�th generous



countenance--“for,” sa�d they, “th�s exh�b�t�on hath no feature that
could offend the most fast�d�ous taste.”

“Marry,” quoth the peasant, “an’ �t please your worsh�ps, ye had
better journey many a good rood hence w�th your juggl�ng c�rcus
than trust your bones �n yonder castle.”

“How now, s�rrah!” excla�med the ch�ef monk, “expla�n thy r�bald
speech, or by’r Lady �t shall go hard w�th thee.”

“Peace, good mountebank, I d�d but utter the truth that was �n my
heart. San Paolo be my w�tness that d�d ye but f�nd the stout Count
Leonardo �n h�s cups, sheer from the castle’s topmost battlements
would he hurl ye all! Alack-a-day, the good Lord Lu�g� re�gns not here
�n these sad t�mes.”

“The good Lord Lu�g�?”
“Aye, none other, please your worsh�p. In h�s day, the poor

rejo�ced �n plenty and the r�ch he d�d oppress; taxes were not known,
the fathers of the church waxed fat upon h�s bounty; travelers went
and came, w�th none to �nterfere; and whosoever would, m�ght tarry
�n h�s halls �n cord�al welcome, and eat h�s bread and dr�nk h�s w�ne,
w�thal. But woe �s me! some two and forty years agone the good
count rode hence to f�ght for Holy Cross, and many a year hath flown
s�nce word or token have we had of h�m. Men say h�s bones l�e
bleach�ng �n the f�elds of Palest�ne.”

“And now?”
“Now! God ’a mercy, the cruel Leonardo lords �t �n the castle. He

wr�ngs taxes from the poor; he robs all travelers that journey by h�s
gates; he spends h�s days �n feuds and murders, and h�s n�ghts �n
revel and debauch; he roasts the fathers of the church upon h�s
k�tchen sp�ts, and enjoyeth the same, call�ng �t past�me. These th�rty
years Lu�g�’s countess hath not been seen by any �n all th�s land, and
many wh�sper that she p�nes �n the dungeons of the castle for that
she w�ll not wed w�th Leonardo, say�ng her dear lord st�ll l�veth and
that she w�ll d�e ere she prove false to h�m. They wh�sper l�kew�se
that her daughter �s a pr�soner as well. Nay, good jugglers, seek ye
refreshment other wheres. ’Twere better that ye per�shed �n a
Chr�st�an way than that ye plunged from off yon d�zzy tower. G�ve ye
good-day.”



“God keep ye, gentle knave--farewell.”
But heedless of the peasant’s warn�ng, the players moved

stra�ghtway toward the castle.
Word was brought to Count Leonardo that a company of

mountebanks besought h�s hosp�tal�ty.
“’T�s well. D�spose of them �n the customary manner. Yet stay! I

have need of them. Let them come h�ther. Later, cast them from the
battlements--or--how many pr�ests have ye on hand?”

“The day’s results are meagre, good my lord. An abbot and a
dozen beggarly fr�ars �s all we have.”

“Hell and fur�es! Is the estate go�ng to seed? Send h�ther the
mountebanks. Afterward, bro�l them w�th the pr�ests.”

The robed and close-cowled harlequ�ns entered. The gr�m
Leonardo sate �n state at the head of h�s counc�l board. Ranged up
and down the hall on e�ther hand stood near a hundred men-at-arms.

“Ha, v�lla�ns!” quoth the count, “What can ye do to earn the
hosp�tal�ty ye crave.”

“Dread lord and m�ghty, crowded aud�ences have greeted our
humble efforts w�th rapturous applause. Among our body count we
the versat�le and talented Ugol�no; the justly celebrated Rodolpho;
the g�fted and accompl�shed Roder�go; the management have
spared ne�ther pa�ns nor expense--”

“S’death! What can ye do? Curb thy prat�ng tongue.”
“Good my lord, �n acrobat�c feats, �n pract�ce w�th the dumb-bells,

�n balanc�ng and ground and lofty tumbl�ng are we versed--and s�th
your h�ghness asketh me, I venture here to publ�sh that �n the truly
marvelous and enterta�n�ng Zamp�llaerostat�on--”

“Gag h�m! throttle h�m! Body of Bacchus! am I a dog that I am to
be assa�led w�th polysyllabled blasphemy l�ke to th�s? But hold!
Lucret�a, Isabel, stand forth! S�rrah, behold th�s dame, th�s weep�ng
wench. The f�rst I marry, w�th�n the hour; the other shall dry her tears
or feed the vultures. Thou and thy vagabonds shall crown the
wedd�ng w�th thy merry-mak�ngs. Fetch h�ther the pr�est!”

The dame sprang toward the ch�ef player.



“O, save me!” she cr�ed; “save me from a fate far worse than
death! Behold these sad eyes, these sunken cheeks, th�s w�thered
frame! See thou the wreck th�s f�end hath made, and let thy heart be
moved w�th p�ty! Look upon th�s damosel; note her wasted form, her
halt�ng step, her bloomless cheeks where youth should blush and
happ�ness exult �n sm�les! Hear us and have compass�on. Th�s
monster was my husband’s brother. He who should have been our
sh�eld aga�nst all harm, hath kept us shut w�th�n the no�some caverns
of h�s donjon-keep for lo these th�rty years. And for what cr�me?
None other than that I would not bel�e my troth, root out my strong
love for h�m who marches w�th the leg�ons of the cross �n Holy Land,
(for O, he �s not dead!) and wed w�th h�m! Save us, O, save thy
persecuted suppl�ants!”

She flung herself at h�s feet and clasped h�s knees.
“Ha!-ha!-ha!” shouted the brutal Leonardo. “Pr�est, to thy work!”

and he dragged the weep�ng dame from her refuge. “Say, once for
all, w�ll you be m�ne?--for by my hal�dome, that breath that uttereth
thy refusal shall be thy last on earth!”

“NE-VER?”
“Then d�e!” and the sword leaped from �ts scabbard.
Qu�cker than thought, qu�cker than the l�ghtn�ng’s flash, f�fty

monk�sh hab�ts d�sappeared, and f�fty kn�ghts �n splend�d armor
stood revealed! f�fty falch�ons gleamed �n a�r above the men-at-arms,
and br�ghter, f�ercer than them all, flamed Excal�bur aloft, and
cleav�ng downward struck the brutal Leonardo’s weapon from h�s
grasp!

“A Lu�g� to the rescue! Whoop!”
“A Leonardo! ‘tare an ouns!’”
“Oh, God, Oh, God, my husband!”
“Oh, God, Oh, God, my w�fe!”
“My father!”
“My prec�ous!” [Tableau.]
Count Lu�g� bound h�s usurp�ng brother hand and foot. The

pract�ced kn�ghts from Palest�ne made holyday sport of carv�ng the



awkward men-at-arms �nto chops and steaks. The v�ctory was
complete. Happ�ness re�gned. The kn�ghts all marr�ed the daughter.
Joy! wassa�l! f�n�s!

“But what d�d they do w�th the w�cked brother?”
“Oh noth�ng--only hanged h�m on that �ron hook I was speak�ng of.

By the ch�n.”
“As how?”
“Passed �t up through h�s g�lls �nto h�s mouth.”
“Leave h�m there?”
“Couple of years.”
“Ah--�s--�s he dead?”
“S�x hundred and f�fty years ago, or such a matter.”
“Splend�d legend--splend�d l�e--dr�ve on."
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We reached the qua�nt old fort�f�ed c�ty of Bergamo, the renowned
�n h�story, some three-quarters of an hour before the tra�n was ready
to start. The place has th�rty or forty thousand �nhab�tants and �s
remarkable for be�ng the b�rthplace of harlequ�n. When we
d�scovered that, that legend of our dr�ver took to �tself a new �nterest
�n our eyes.

Rested and refreshed, we took the ra�l happy and contented. I
shall not tarry to speak of the handsome Lago d� Gard�; �ts stately
castle that holds �n �ts stony bosom the secrets of an age so remote
that even trad�t�on goeth not back to �t; the �mpos�ng mounta�n
scenery that ennobles the landscape thereabouts; nor yet of anc�ent
Padua or haughty Verona; nor of the�r Montagues and Capulets,
the�r famous balcon�es and tombs of Jul�et and Romeo et al., but
hurry stra�ght to the anc�ent c�ty of the sea, the w�dowed br�de of the
Adr�at�c. It was a long, long r�de. But toward even�ng, as we sat s�lent



and hardly consc�ous of where we were--subdued �nto that
med�tat�ve calm that comes so surely after a conversat�onal storm--
some one shouted--

“VENICE!”
And sure enough, afloat on the plac�d sea a league away, lay a

great c�ty, w�th �ts towers and domes and steeples drows�ng �n a
golden m�st of sunset.



CHAPTER XXII.
Th�s Ven�ce, wh�ch was a haughty, �nv�nc�ble, magn�f�cent Republ�c

for nearly fourteen hundred years; whose arm�es compelled the
world’s applause whenever and wherever they battled; whose nav�es
well n�gh held dom�n�on of the seas, and whose merchant fleets
wh�tened the remotest oceans w�th the�r sa�ls and loaded these p�ers
w�th the products of every cl�me, �s fallen a prey to poverty, neglect
and melancholy decay. S�x hundred years ago, Ven�ce was the
Autocrat of Commerce; her mart was the great commerc�al centre,
the d�str�but�ng-house from whence the enormous trade of the Or�ent
was spread abroad over the Western world. To-day her p�ers are
deserted, her warehouses are empty, her merchant fleets are
van�shed, her arm�es and her nav�es are but memor�es. Her glory �s
departed, and w�th her crumbl�ng grandeur of wharves and palaces
about her she s�ts among her stagnant lagoons, forlorn and
beggared, forgotten of the world. She that �n her palmy days
commanded the commerce of a hem�sphere and made the weal or
woe of nat�ons w�th a beck of her pu�ssant f�nger, �s become the
humblest among the peoples of the earth,--a peddler of glass beads
for women, and tr�fl�ng toys and tr�nkets for school-g�rls and ch�ldren.

The venerable Mother of the Republ�cs �s scarce a f�t subject for
fl�ppant speech or the �dle goss�pp�ng of tour�sts. It seems a sort of
sacr�lege to d�sturb the glamour of old romance that p�ctures her to
us softly from afar off as through a t�nted m�st, and curta�ns her ru�n
and her desolat�on from our v�ew. One ought, �ndeed, to turn away
from her rags, her poverty and her hum�l�at�on, and th�nk of her only
as she was when she sunk the fleets of Charlemagne; when she
humbled Freder�ck Barbarossa or waved her v�ctor�ous banners
above the battlements of Constant�nople.

We reached Ven�ce at e�ght �n the even�ng, and entered a hearse
belong�ng to the Grand Hotel d’Europe. At any rate, �t was more l�ke
a hearse than any th�ng else, though to speak by the card, �t was a



gondola. And th�s was the stor�ed gondola of Ven�ce!--the fa�ry boat
�n wh�ch the pr�ncely caval�ers of the olden t�me were wont to cleave
the waters of the moonl�t canals and look the eloquence of love �nto
the soft eyes of patr�c�an beaut�es, wh�le the gay gondol�er �n s�lken
doublet touched h�s gu�tar and sang as only gondol�ers can s�ng!
Th�s the famed gondola and th�s the gorgeous gondol�er!--the one an
�nky, rusty old canoe w�th a sable hearse-body clapped on to the
m�ddle of �t, and the other a mangy, barefooted guttersn�pe w�th a
port�on of h�s ra�ment on exh�b�t�on wh�ch should have been sacred
from publ�c scrut�ny. Presently, as he turned a corner and shot h�s
hearse �nto a d�smal d�tch between two long rows of tower�ng,
untenanted bu�ld�ngs, the gay gondol�er began to s�ng, true to the
trad�t�ons of h�s race. I stood �t a l�ttle wh�le. Then I sa�d:

“Now, here, Roder�go Gonzales M�chael Angelo, I’m a p�lgr�m, and
I’m a stranger, but I am not go�ng to have my feel�ngs lacerated by
any such caterwaul�ng as that. If that goes on, one of us has got to
take water. It �s enough that my cher�shed dreams of Ven�ce have
been bl�ghted forever as to the romant�c gondola and the gorgeous
gondol�er; th�s system of destruct�on shall go no farther; I w�ll accept
the hearse, under protest, and you may fly your flag of truce �n
peace, but here I reg�ster a dark and bloody oath that you shan’t
s�ng. Another yelp, and overboard you go.”

I began to feel that the old Ven�ce of song and story had departed
forever. But I was too hasty. In a few m�nutes we swept gracefully out
�nto the Grand Canal, and under the mellow moonl�ght the Ven�ce of
poetry and romance stood revealed. R�ght from the water’s edge
rose long l�nes of stately palaces of marble; gondolas were gl�d�ng
sw�ftly h�ther and th�ther and d�sappear�ng suddenly through
unsuspected gates and alleys; ponderous stone br�dges threw the�r
shadows athwart the gl�tter�ng waves. There was l�fe and mot�on
everywhere, and yet everywhere there was a hush, a stealthy sort of
st�llness, that was suggest�ve of secret enterpr�ses of bravoes and of
lovers; and clad half �n moonbeams and half �n myster�ous shadows,
the gr�m old mans�ons of the Republ�c seemed to have an
express�on about them of hav�ng an eye out for just such enterpr�ses
as these at that same moment. Mus�c came float�ng over the waters-
-Ven�ce was complete.



It was a beaut�ful p�cture--very soft and dreamy and beaut�ful. But
what was th�s Ven�ce to compare w�th the Ven�ce of m�dn�ght?
Noth�ng. There was a fete--a grand fete �n honor of some sa�nt who
had been �nstrumental �n check�ng the cholera three hundred years
ago, and all Ven�ce was abroad on the water. It was no common
affa�r, for the Venet�ans d�d not know how soon they m�ght need the
sa�nt’s serv�ces aga�n, now that the cholera was spread�ng every
where. So �n one vast space--say a th�rd of a m�le w�de and two
m�les long--were collected two thousand gondolas, and every one of
them had from two to ten, twenty and even th�rty colored lanterns
suspended about �t, and from four to a dozen occupants. Just as far
as the eye could reach, these pa�nted l�ghts were massed together--
l�ke a vast garden of many-colored flowers, except that these
blossoms were never st�ll; they were ceaselessly gl�d�ng �n and out,
and m�ngl�ng together, and seduc�ng you �nto bew�lder�ng attempts to
follow the�r mazy evolut�ons. Here and there a strong red, green, or
blue glare from a rocket that was struggl�ng to get away, splend�dly
�llum�nated all the boats around �t. Every gondola that swam by us,
w�th �ts crescents and pyram�ds and c�rcles of colored lamps hung
aloft, and l�ght�ng up the faces of the young and the sweet-scented
and lovely below, was a p�cture; and the reflect�ons of those l�ghts,
so long, so slender, so numberless, so many-colored and so
d�storted and wr�nkled by the waves, was a p�cture l�kew�se, and one
that was enchant�ngly beaut�ful. Many and many a party of young
lad�es and gentlemen had the�r state gondolas handsomely
decorated, and ate supper on board, br�ng�ng the�r swallow-ta�led,
wh�te-cravatted varlets to wa�t upon them, and hav�ng the�r tables
tr�cked out as �f for a br�dal supper. They had brought along the
costly globe lamps from the�r draw�ng-rooms, and the lace and s�lken
curta�ns from the same places, I suppose. And they had also brought
p�anos and gu�tars, and they played and sang operas, wh�le the
plebe�an paper-lanterned gondolas from the suburbs and the back
alleys crowded around to stare and l�sten.

There was mus�c every where--choruses, str�ng bands, brass
bands, flutes, every th�ng. I was so surrounded, walled �n, w�th
mus�c, magn�f�cence and lovel�ness, that I became �nsp�red w�th the
sp�r�t of the scene, and sang one tune myself. However, when I



observed that the other gondolas had sa�led away, and my gondol�er
was prepar�ng to go overboard, I stopped.

p220.jpg (21K)

The fete was magn�f�cent. They kept �t up the whole n�ght long,
and I never enjoyed myself better than I d�d wh�le �t lasted.

What a funny old c�ty th�s Queen of the Adr�at�c �s! Narrow streets,
vast, gloomy marble palaces, black w�th the corrod�ng damps of
centur�es, and all partly submerged; no dry land v�s�ble any where,
and no s�dewalks worth ment�on�ng; �f you want to go to church, to
the theatre, or to the restaurant, you must call a gondola. It must be
a parad�se for cr�pples, for ver�ly a man has no use for legs here.

For a day or two the place looked so l�ke an overflowed Arkansas
town, because of �ts currentless waters lav�ng the very doorsteps of
all the houses, and the cluster of boats made fast under the
w�ndows, or sk�mm�ng �n and out of the alleys and by-ways, that I
could not get r�d of the �mpress�on that there was noth�ng the matter
here but a spr�ng freshet, and that the r�ver would fall �n a few weeks
and leave a d�rty h�gh-water mark on the houses, and the streets full
of mud and rubb�sh.

In the glare of day, there �s l�ttle poetry about Ven�ce, but under the
char�table moon her sta�ned palaces are wh�te aga�n, the�r battered
sculptures are h�dden �n shadows, and the old c�ty seems crowned
once more w�th the grandeur that was hers f�ve hundred years ago. It
�s easy, then, �n fancy, to people these s�lent canals w�th plumed
gallants and fa�r lad�es--w�th Shylocks �n gaberd�ne and sandals,
ventur�ng loans upon the r�ch argos�es of Venet�an commerce--w�th
Othellos and Desdemonas, w�th Iagos and Roder�gos--w�th noble
fleets and v�ctor�ous leg�ons return�ng from the wars. In the
treacherous sunl�ght we see Ven�ce decayed, forlorn, poverty-
str�cken, and commerceless--forgotten and utterly �ns�gn�f�cant. But
�n the moonl�ght, her fourteen centur�es of greatness fl�ng the�r



glor�es about her, and once more �s she the pr�ncel�est among the
nat�ons of the earth.

“There �s a glor�ous c�ty �n the sea;
The sea �s �n the broad, the narrow streets,
Ebb�ng and flow�ng; and the salt-sea weed
Cl�ngs to the marble of her palaces.
No track of men, no footsteps to and fro,
Lead to her gates! The path l�es o’er the sea,
Inv�s�ble: and from the land we went,
As to a float�ng c�ty--steer�ng �n,
And gl�d�ng up her streets, as �n a dream,
So smoothly, s�lently--by many a dome,
Mosque-l�ke, and many a stately port�co,
The statues ranged along an azure sky;
By many a p�le, �n more than Eastern pr�de,
Of old the res�dence of merchant k�ngs;
The fronts of some, tho’ t�me had shatter’d them,
St�ll glow�ng w�th the r�chest hues of art,
As tho’ the wealth w�th�n them had run o’er."

What would one naturally w�sh to see f�rst �n Ven�ce? The Br�dge
of S�ghs, of course--and next the Church and the Great Square of St.
Mark, the Bronze Horses, and the famous L�on of St. Mark.

We �ntended to go to the Br�dge of S�ghs, but happened �nto the
Ducal Palace f�rst--a bu�ld�ng wh�ch necessar�ly f�gures largely �n
Venet�an poetry and trad�t�on. In the Senate Chamber of the anc�ent
Republ�c we wear�ed our eyes w�th star�ng at acres of h�stor�cal
pa�nt�ngs by T�ntoretto and Paul Veronese, but noth�ng struck us
forc�bly except the one th�ng that str�kes all strangers forc�bly--a
black square �n the m�dst of a gallery of portra�ts. In one long row,
around the great hall, were pa�nted the portra�ts of the Doges of
Ven�ce (venerable fellows, w�th flow�ng wh�te beards, for of the three
hundred Senators el�g�ble to the off�ce, the oldest was usually
chosen Doge,) and each had �ts compl�mentary �nscr�pt�on attached--
t�ll you came to the place that should have had Mar�no Fal�ero’s



p�cture �n �t, and that was blank and black--blank, except that �t bore
a terse �nscr�pt�on, say�ng that the consp�rator had d�ed for h�s cr�me.
It seemed cruel to keep that p�t�less �nscr�pt�on st�ll star�ng from the
walls after the unhappy wretch had been �n h�s grave f�ve hundred
years.

At the head of the G�ant’s Sta�rcase, where Mar�no Fal�ero was
beheaded, and where the Doges were crowned �n anc�ent t�mes, two
small sl�ts �n the stone wall were po�nted out--two harmless,
�ns�gn�f�cant or�f�ces that would never attract a stranger’s attent�on--
yet these were the terr�ble L�ons’ Mouths! The heads were gone
(knocked off by the French dur�ng the�r occupat�on of Ven�ce,) but
these were the throats, down wh�ch went the anonymous accusat�on,
thrust �n secretly at dead of n�ght by an enemy, that doomed many
an �nnocent man to walk the Br�dge of S�ghs and descend �nto the
dungeon wh�ch none entered and hoped to see the sun aga�n. Th�s
was �n the old days when the Patr�c�ans alone governed Ven�ce--the
common herd had no vote and no vo�ce. There were one thousand
f�ve hundred Patr�c�ans; from these, three hundred Senators were
chosen; from the Senators a Doge and a Counc�l of Ten were
selected, and by secret ballot the Ten chose from the�r own number
a Counc�l of Three. All these were Government sp�es, then, and
every spy was under surve�llance h�mself--men spoke �n wh�spers �n
Ven�ce, and no man trusted h�s ne�ghbor--not always h�s own
brother. No man knew who the Counc�l of Three were--not even the
Senate, not even the Doge; the members of that dread tr�bunal met
at n�ght �n a chamber to themselves, masked, and robed from head
to foot �n scarlet cloaks, and d�d not even know each other, unless by
vo�ce. It was the�r duty to judge he�nous pol�t�cal cr�mes, and from
the�r sentence there was no appeal. A nod to the execut�oner was
suff�c�ent. The doomed man was marched down a hall and out at a
door-way �nto the covered Br�dge of S�ghs, through �t and �nto the
dungeon and unto h�s death. At no t�me �n h�s trans�t was he v�s�ble
to any save h�s conductor. If a man had an enemy �n those old days,
the cleverest th�ng he could do was to sl�p a note for the Counc�l of
Three �nto the L�on’s mouth, say�ng “Th�s man �s plott�ng aga�nst the
Government.” If the awful Three found no proof, ten to one they
would drown h�m anyhow, because he was a deep rascal, s�nce h�s



plots were unsolvable. Masked judges and masked execut�oners,
w�th unl�m�ted power, and no appeal from the�r judgements, �n that
hard, cruel age, were not l�kely to be len�ent w�th men they
suspected yet could not conv�ct.

We walked through the hall of the Counc�l of Ten, and presently
entered the �nfernal den of the Counc�l of Three.

The table around wh�ch they had sat was there st�ll, and l�kew�se
the stat�ons where the masked �nqu�s�tors and execut�oners formerly
stood, frozen, upr�ght and s�lent, t�ll they rece�ved a bloody order, and
then, w�thout a word, moved off l�ke the �nexorable mach�nes they
were, to carry �t out. The frescoes on the walls were startl�ngly su�ted
to the place. In all the other saloons, the halls, the great state
chambers of the palace, the walls and ce�l�ngs were br�ght w�th
g�ld�ng, r�ch w�th elaborate carv�ng, and resplendent w�th gallant
p�ctures of Venet�an v�ctor�es �n war, and Venet�an d�splay �n fore�gn
courts, and hallowed w�th portra�ts of the V�rg�n, the Sav�our of men,
and the holy sa�nts that preached the Gospel of Peace upon earth--
but here, �n d�smal contrast, were none but p�ctures of death and
dreadful suffer�ng!--not a l�v�ng f�gure but was wr�th�ng �n torture, not
a dead one but was smeared w�th blood, gashed w�th wounds, and
d�storted w�th the agon�es that had taken away �ts l�fe!

From the palace to the gloomy pr�son �s but a step--one m�ght
almost jump across the narrow canal that �ntervenes. The ponderous
stone Br�dge of S�ghs crosses �t at the second story--a br�dge that �s
a covered tunnel--you can not be seen when you walk �n �t. It �s
part�t�oned lengthw�se, and through one compartment walked such
as bore l�ght sentences �n anc�ent t�mes, and through the other
marched sadly the wretches whom the Three had doomed to
l�nger�ng m�sery and utter obl�v�on �n the dungeons, or to sudden and
myster�ous death. Down below the level of the water, by the l�ght of
smok�ng torches, we were shown the damp, th�ck-walled cells where
many a proud patr�c�an’s l�fe was eaten away by the long-drawn
m�ser�es of sol�tary �mpr�sonment--w�thout l�ght, a�r, books; naked,
unshaven, uncombed, covered w�th verm�n; h�s useless tongue
forgett�ng �ts off�ce, w�th none to speak to; the days and n�ghts of h�s
l�fe no longer marked, but merged �nto one eternal eventless n�ght;



far away from all cheerful sounds, bur�ed �n the s�lence of a tomb;
forgotten by h�s helpless fr�ends, and h�s fate a dark mystery to them
forever; los�ng h�s own memory at last, and know�ng no more who he
was or how he came there; devour�ng the loaf of bread and dr�nk�ng
the water that were thrust �nto the cell by unseen hands, and
troubl�ng h�s worn sp�r�t no more w�th hopes and fears and doubts
and long�ngs to be free; ceas�ng to scratch va�n prayers and
compla�n�ngs on walls where none, not even h�mself, could see
them, and res�gn�ng h�mself to hopeless apathy, dr�vel�ng
ch�ld�shness, lunacy! Many and many a sorrowful story l�ke th�s these
stony walls could tell �f they could but speak.

In a l�ttle narrow corr�dor, near by, they showed us where many a
pr�soner, after ly�ng �n the dungeons unt�l he was forgotten by all
save h�s persecutors, was brought by masked execut�oners and
garroted, or sewed up �n a sack, passed through a l�ttle w�ndow to a
boat, at dead of n�ght, and taken to some remote spot and drowned.

They used to show to v�s�tors the �mplements of torture wherew�th
the Three were wont to worm secrets out of the accused--v�lla�nous
mach�nes for crush�ng thumbs; the stocks where a pr�soner sat
�mmovable wh�le water fell drop by drop upon h�s head t�ll the torture
was more than human�ty could bear; and a dev�l�sh contr�vance of
steel, wh�ch �nclosed a pr�soner’s head l�ke a shell, and crushed �t
slowly by means of a screw. It bore the sta�ns of blood that had
tr�ckled through �ts jo�nts long ago, and on one s�de �t had a
project�on whereon the torturer rested h�s elbow comfortably and
bent down h�s ear to catch the moan�ngs of the sufferer per�sh�ng
w�th�n.

Of course we went to see the venerable rel�c of the anc�ent glory
of Ven�ce, w�th �ts pavements worn and broken by the pass�ng feet of
a thousand years of plebe�ans and patr�c�ans--The Cathedral of St.
Mark. It �s bu�lt ent�rely of prec�ous marbles, brought from the Or�ent--
noth�ng �n �ts compos�t�on �s domest�c. Its hoary trad�t�ons make �t an
object of absorb�ng �nterest to even the most careless stranger, and
thus far �t had �nterest for me; but no further. I could not go �nto
ecstas�es over �ts coarse mosa�cs, �ts unlovely Byzant�ne
arch�tecture, or �ts f�ve hundred cur�ous �nter�or columns from as



many d�stant quarr�es. Every th�ng was worn out--every block of
stone was smooth and almost shapeless w�th the pol�sh�ng hands
and shoulders of loungers who devoutly �dled here �n by-gone
centur�es and have d�ed and gone to the dev--no, s�mply d�ed, I
mean.

Under the altar repose the ashes of St. Mark--and Matthew, Luke
and John, too, for all I know. Ven�ce reveres those rel�cs above all
th�ngs earthly. For fourteen hundred years St. Mark has been her
patron sa�nt. Every th�ng about the c�ty seems to be named after h�m
or so named as to refer to h�m �n some way--so named, or some
purchase r�gged �n some way to scrape a sort of hurrah�ng
acqua�ntance w�th h�m. That seems to be the �dea. To be on good
terms w�th St. Mark, seems to be the very summ�t of Venet�an
amb�t�on. They say St. Mark had a tame l�on, and used to travel w�th
h�m--and every where that St. Mark went, the l�on was sure to go. It
was h�s protector, h�s fr�end, h�s l�brar�an. And so the W�nged L�on of
St. Mark, w�th the open B�ble under h�s paw, �s a favor�te emblem �n
the grand old c�ty. It casts �ts shadow from the most anc�ent p�llar �n
Ven�ce, �n the Grand Square of St. Mark, upon the throngs of free
c�t�zens below, and has so done for many a long century. The w�nged
l�on �s found every where--and doubtless here, where the w�nged l�on
�s, no harm can come.
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St. Mark d�ed at Alexandr�a, �n Egypt. He was martyred, I th�nk.
However, that has noth�ng to do w�th my legend. About the found�ng
of the c�ty of Ven�ce--say four hundred and f�fty years after Chr�st--
(for Ven�ce �s much younger than any other Ital�an c�ty,) a pr�est
dreamed that an angel told h�m that unt�l the rema�ns of St. Mark
were brought to Ven�ce, the c�ty could never r�se to h�gh d�st�nct�on
among the nat�ons; that the body must be captured, brought to the
c�ty, and a magn�f�cent church bu�lt over �t; and that �f ever the
Venet�ans allowed the Sa�nt to be removed from h�s new rest�ng-
place, �n that day Ven�ce would per�sh from off the face of the earth.
The pr�est procla�med h�s dream, and forthw�th Ven�ce set about
procur�ng the corpse of St. Mark. One exped�t�on after another tr�ed
and fa�led, but the project was never abandoned dur�ng four hundred
years. At last �t was secured by stratagem, �n the year e�ght hundred
and someth�ng. The commander of a Venet�an exped�t�on d�sgu�sed
h�mself, stole the bones, separated them, and packed them �n
vessels f�lled w�th lard. The rel�g�on of Mahomet causes �ts devotees
to abhor anyth�ng that �s �n the nature of pork, and so when the
Chr�st�an was stopped by the off�cers at the gates of the c�ty, they
only glanced once �nto h�s prec�ous baskets, then turned up the�r
noses at the unholy lard, and let h�m go. The bones were bur�ed �n
the vaults of the grand cathedral, wh�ch had been wa�t�ng long years
to rece�ve them, and thus the safety and the greatness of Ven�ce
were secured. And to th�s day there be those �n Ven�ce who bel�eve
that �f those holy ashes were stolen away, the anc�ent c�ty would
van�sh l�ke a dream, and �ts foundat�ons be bur�ed forever �n the
unremember�ng sea.



CHAPTER XXIII.
The Venet�an gondola �s as free and graceful, �n �ts gl�d�ng

movement, as a serpent. It �s twenty or th�rty feet long, and �s narrow
and deep, l�ke a canoe; �ts sharp bow and stern sweep upward from
the water l�ke the horns of a crescent w�th the abruptness of the
curve sl�ghtly mod�f�ed.

The bow �s ornamented w�th a steel comb w�th a battle-ax
attachment wh�ch threatens to cut pass�ng boats �n two occas�onally,
but never does. The gondola �s pa�nted black because �n the zen�th
of Venet�an magn�f�cence the gondolas became too gorgeous
altogether, and the Senate decreed that all such d�splay must cease,
and a solemn, unembell�shed black be subst�tuted. If the truth were
known, �t would doubtless appear that r�ch plebe�ans grew too
prom�nent �n the�r affectat�on of patr�c�an show on the Grand Canal,
and requ�red a wholesome snubb�ng. Reverence for the hallowed
Past and �ts trad�t�ons keeps the d�smal fash�on �n force now that the
compuls�on ex�sts no longer. So let �t rema�n. It �s the color of
mourn�ng. Ven�ce mourns. The stern of the boat �s decked over and
the gondol�er stands there. He uses a s�ngle oar--a long blade, of
course, for he stands nearly erect. A wooden peg, a foot and a half
h�gh, w�th two sl�ght crooks or curves �n one s�de of �t and one �n the
other, projects above the starboard gunwale.
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Aga�nst that peg the gondol�er takes a purchase w�th h�s oar,
chang�ng �t at �ntervals to the other s�de of the peg or dropp�ng �t �nto
another of the crooks, as the steer�ng of the craft may demand--and
how �n the world he can back and f�ll, shoot stra�ght ahead, or fl�rt



suddenly around a corner, and make the oar stay �n those
�ns�gn�f�cant notches, �s a problem to me and a never d�m�n�sh�ng
matter of �nterest. I am afra�d I study the gondol�er’s marvelous sk�ll
more than I do the sculptured palaces we gl�de among. He cuts a
corner so closely, now and then, or m�sses another gondola by such
an �mpercept�ble ha�r-breadth that I feel myself “scrooch�ng,” as the
ch�ldren say, just as one does when a buggy wheel grazes h�s elbow.
But he makes all h�s calculat�ons w�th the n�cest prec�s�on, and goes
dart�ng �n and out among a Broadway confus�on of busy craft w�th
the easy conf�dence of the educated hackman. He never makes a
m�stake.

Somet�mes we go fly�ng down the great canals at such a ga�t that
we can get only the merest gl�mpses �nto front doors, and aga�n, �n
obscure alleys �n the suburbs, we put on a solemn�ty su�ted to the
s�lence, the m�ldew, the stagnant waters, the cl�ng�ng weeds, the
deserted houses and the general l�felessness of the place, and move
to the sp�r�t of grave med�tat�on.

The gondol�er �s a p�cturesque rascal for all he wears no sat�n
harness, no plumed bonnet, no s�lken t�ghts. H�s att�tude �s stately;
he �s l�the and supple; all h�s movements are full of grace. When h�s
long canoe, and h�s f�ne f�gure, tower�ng from �ts h�gh perch on the
stern, are cut aga�nst the even�ng sky, they make a p�cture that �s
very novel and str�k�ng to a fore�gn eye.

We s�t �n the cush�oned carr�age-body of a cab�n, w�th the curta�ns
drawn, and smoke, or read, or look out upon the pass�ng boats, the
houses, the br�dges, the people, and enjoy ourselves much more
than we could �n a buggy jolt�ng over our cobble-stone pavements at
home. Th�s �s the gentlest, pleasantest locomot�on we have ever
known.

But �t seems queer--ever so queer--to see a boat do�ng duty as a
pr�vate carr�age. We see bus�ness men come to the front door, step
�nto a gondola, �nstead of a street car, and go off down town to the
count�ng-room.
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We see v�s�t�ng young lad�es stand on the stoop, and laugh, and
k�ss good-bye, and fl�rt the�r fans and say “Come soon--now do--
you’ve been just as mean as ever you can be--mother’s dy�ng to see
you--and we’ve moved �nto the new house, O such a love of a
place!--so conven�ent to the post off�ce and the church, and the
Young Men’s Chr�st�an Assoc�at�on; and we do have such f�sh�ng,
and such carry�ng on, and such sw�mm�ng-matches �n the back yard-
-Oh, you must come--no d�stance at all, and �f you go down through
by St. Mark’s and the Br�dge of S�ghs, and cut through the alley and
come up by the church of Santa Mar�a de� Frar�, and �nto the Grand
Canal, there �sn’t a b�t of current--now do come, Sally Mar�a--by-
bye!” and then the l�ttle humbug tr�ps down the steps, jumps �nto the
gondola, says, under her breath, “D�sagreeable old th�ng, I hope she
won’t!” goes sk�mm�ng away, round the corner; and the other g�rl
slams the street door and says, “Well, that �nfl�ct�on’s over, any way,--
but I suppose I’ve got to go and see her--t�resome stuck-up th�ng!”
Human nature appears to be just the same, all over the world. We
see the d�ff�dent young man, m�ld of moustache, affluent of ha�r,
�nd�gent of bra�n, elegant of costume, dr�ve up to her father’s
mans�on, tell h�s hackman to ba�l out and wa�t, start fearfully up the
steps and meet “the old gentleman” r�ght on the threshold!--hear h�m
ask what street the new Br�t�sh Bank �s �n--as �f that were what he
came for--and then bounce �nto h�s boat and skurry away w�th h�s
coward heart �n h�s boots!--see h�m come sneak�ng around the
corner aga�n, d�rectly, w�th a crack of the curta�n open toward the old
gentleman’s d�sappear�ng gondola, and out scampers h�s Susan w�th
a flock of l�ttle Ital�an endearments flutter�ng from her l�ps, and goes
to dr�ve w�th h�m �n the watery avenues down toward the R�alto.

We see the lad�es go out shopp�ng, �n the most natural way, and
fl�t from street to street and from store to store, just �n the good old
fash�on, except that they leave the gondola, �nstead of a pr�vate
carr�age, wa�t�ng at the curbstone a couple of hours for them,--
wa�t�ng wh�le they make the n�ce young clerks pull down tons and
tons of s�lks and velvets and mo�re ant�ques and those th�ngs; and



then they buy a paper of p�ns and go paddl�ng away to confer the
rest of the�r d�sastrous patronage on some other f�rm. And they
always have the�r purchases sent home just �n the good old way.
Human nature �s very much the same all over the world; and �t �s so
l�ke my dear nat�ve home to see a Venet�an lady go �nto a store and
buy ten cents’ worth of blue r�bbon and have �t sent home �n a scow.
Ah, �t �s these l�ttle touches of nature that move one to tears �n these
far-off fore�gn lands.

We see l�ttle g�rls and boys go out �n gondolas w�th the�r nurses,
for an a�r�ng. We see sta�d fam�l�es, w�th prayer-book and beads,
enter the gondola dressed �n the�r Sunday best, and float away to
church. And at m�dn�ght we see the theatre break up and d�scharge
�ts swarm of h�lar�ous youth and beauty; we hear the cr�es of the
hackman-gondol�ers, and behold the struggl�ng crowd jump aboard,
and the black mult�tude of boats go sk�mm�ng down the moonl�t
avenues; we see them separate here and there, and d�sappear up
d�vergent streets; we hear the fa�nt sounds of laughter and of
shouted farewells float�ng up out of the d�stance; and then, the
strange pageant be�ng gone, we have lonely stretches of gl�tter�ng
water--of stately bu�ld�ngs--of blott�ng shadows--of we�rd stone faces
creep�ng �nto the moonl�ght--of deserted br�dges--of mot�onless boats
at anchor. And over all broods that myster�ous st�llness, that stealthy
qu�et, that bef�ts so well th�s old dream�ng Ven�ce.

We have been pretty much every where �n our gondola. We have
bought beads and photographs �n the stores, and wax matches �n
the Great Square of St. Mark. The last remark suggests a d�gress�on.
Every body goes to th�s vast square �n the even�ng. The m�l�tary
bands play �n the centre of �t and countless couples of lad�es and
gentlemen promenade up and down on e�ther s�de, and platoons of
them are constantly dr�ft�ng away toward the old Cathedral, and by
the venerable column w�th the W�nged L�on of St. Mark on �ts top,
and out to where the boats l�e moored; and other platoons are as
constantly arr�v�ng from the gondolas and jo�n�ng the great throng.
Between the promenaders and the s�de-walks are seated hundreds
and hundreds of people at small tables, smok�ng and tak�ng gran�ta,
(a f�rst cous�n to �ce-cream;) on the s�de-walks are more employ�ng
themselves �n the same way. The shops �n the f�rst floor of the tall



rows of bu�ld�ngs that wall �n three s�des of the square are br�ll�antly
l�ghted, the a�r �s f�lled w�th mus�c and merry vo�ces, and altogether
the scene �s as br�ght and sp�r�ted and full of cheerfulness as any
man could des�re. We enjoy �t thoroughly. Very many of the young
women are exceed�ngly pretty and dress w�th rare good taste. We
are gradually and labor�ously learn�ng the �ll-manners of star�ng them
unfl�nch�ngly �n the face--not because such conduct �s agreeable to
us, but because �t �s the custom of the country and they say the g�rls
l�ke �t. We w�sh to learn all the cur�ous, outland�sh ways of all the
d�fferent countr�es, so that we can “show off” and aston�sh people
when we get home. We w�sh to exc�te the envy of our untraveled
fr�ends w�th our strange fore�gn fash�ons wh�ch we can’t shake off. All
our passengers are pay�ng str�ct attent�on to th�s th�ng, w�th the end
�n v�ew wh�ch I have ment�oned. The gentle reader w�ll never, never
know what a consummate ass he can become, unt�l he goes abroad.
I speak now, of course, �n the suppos�t�on that the gentle reader has
not been abroad, and therefore �s not already a consummate ass. If
the case be otherw�se, I beg h�s pardon and extend to h�m the
cord�al hand of fellowsh�p and call h�m brother. I shall always del�ght
to meet an ass after my own heart when I shall have f�n�shed my
travels.

On th�s subject let me remark that there are Amer�cans abroad �n
Italy who have actually forgotten the�r mother tongue �n three
months--forgot �t �n France. They can not even wr�te the�r address �n
Engl�sh �n a hotel reg�ster. I append these ev�dences, wh�ch I cop�ed
verbat�m from the reg�ster of a hotel �n a certa�n Ital�an c�ty:

“John P. Wh�tcomb, Etats Un�s.
“Wm. L. A�nsworth, trava�lleur (he meant traveler, I suppose,) Etats
Un�s.
“George P. Morton et f�ls, d’Amer�que.
“Lloyd B. W�ll�ams, et tro�s am�s, v�lle de Boston, Amer�que.
“J. Ellsworth Baker, tout de su�te de France, place de na�ssance
Amer�que,
   dest�nat�on la Grand Bretagne."



I love th�s sort of people. A lady passenger of ours tells of a fellow-
c�t�zen of hers who spent e�ght weeks �n Par�s and then returned
home and addressed h�s dearest old bosom fr�end Herbert as Mr.
“Er-bare!” He apolog�zed, though, and sa�d, “’Pon my soul �t �s
aggravat�ng, but I cahn’t help �t--I have got so used to speak�ng
noth�ng but French, my dear Erbare--damme there �t goes aga�n!--
got so used to French pronunc�at�on that I cahn’t get r�d of �t--�t �s
pos�t�vely annoy�ng, I assure you.” Th�s enterta�n�ng �d�ot, whose
name was Gordon, allowed h�mself to be ha�led three t�mes �n the
street before he pa�d any attent�on, and then begged a thousand
pardons and sa�d he had grown so accustomed to hear�ng h�mself
addressed as “M’s�eu Gor-r-dong,” w�th a roll to the r, that he had
forgotten the leg�t�mate sound of h�s name! He wore a rose �n h�s
button-hole; he gave the French salutat�on--two fl�ps of the hand �n
front of the face; he called Par�s Pa�rree �n ord�nary Engl�sh
conversat�on; he carr�ed envelopes bear�ng fore�gn postmarks
protrud�ng from h�s breast-pocket; he cult�vated a moustache and
�mper�al, and d�d what else he could to suggest to the beholder h�s
pet fancy that he resembled Lou�s Napoleon--and �n a sp�r�t of
thankfulness wh�ch �s ent�rely unaccountable, cons�der�ng the sl�m
foundat�on there was for �t, he pra�sed h�s Maker that he was as he
was, and went on enjoy�ng h�s l�ttle l�fe just the same as �f he really
had been del�berately des�gned and erected by the great Arch�tect of
the Un�verse.
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Th�nk of our Wh�tcombs, and our A�nsworths and our W�ll�amses
wr�t�ng themselves down �n d�lap�dated French �n fore�gn hotel
reg�sters! We laugh at Engl�shmen, when we are at home, for
st�ck�ng so sturd�ly to the�r nat�onal ways and customs, but we look
back upon �t from abroad very forg�v�ngly. It �s not pleasant to see an
Amer�can thrust�ng h�s nat�onal�ty forward obtrus�vely �n a fore�gn



land, but Oh, �t �s p�t�able to see h�m mak�ng of h�mself a th�ng that �s
ne�ther male nor female, ne�ther f�sh, flesh, nor fowl--a poor,
m�serable, hermaphrod�te Frenchman!

Among a long l�st of churches, art galler�es, and such th�ngs,
v�s�ted by us �n Ven�ce, I shall ment�on only one--the church of Santa
Mar�a de� Frar�. It �s about f�ve hundred years old, I bel�eve, and
stands on twelve hundred thousand p�les. In �t l�e the body of Canova
and the heart of T�t�an, under magn�f�cent monuments. T�t�an d�ed at
the age of almost one hundred years. A plague wh�ch swept away
f�fty thousand l�ves was rag�ng at the t�me, and there �s notable
ev�dence of the reverence �n wh�ch the great pa�nter was held, �n the
fact that to h�m alone the state perm�tted a publ�c funeral �n all that
season of terror and death.

In th�s church, also, �s a monument to the doge Foscar�, whose
name a once res�dent of Ven�ce, Lord Byron, has made permanently
famous.

The monument to the doge G�ovann� Pesaro, �n th�s church, �s a
cur�os�ty �n the way of mortuary adornment. It �s e�ghty feet h�gh and
�s fronted l�ke some fantast�c pagan temple. Aga�nst �t stand four
colossal Nub�ans, as black as n�ght, dressed �n wh�te marble
garments. The black legs are bare, and through rents �n sleeves and
breeches, the sk�n, of sh�ny black marble, shows. The art�st was as
�ngen�ous as h�s funeral des�gns were absurd. There are two bronze
skeletons bear�ng scrolls, and two great dragons uphold the
sarcophagus. On h�gh, am�d all th�s grotesqueness, s�ts the departed
doge.
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In the conventual bu�ld�ngs attached to th�s church are the state
arch�ves of Ven�ce. We d�d not see them, but they are sa�d to
number m�ll�ons of documents. “They are the records of centur�es of
the most watchful, observant and susp�c�ous government that ever



ex�sted--�n wh�ch every th�ng was wr�tten down and noth�ng spoken
out.” They f�ll nearly three hundred rooms. Among them are
manuscr�pts from the arch�ves of nearly two thousand fam�l�es,
monaster�es and convents. The secret h�story of Ven�ce for a
thousand years �s here--�ts plots, �ts h�dden tr�als, �ts assass�nat�ons,
�ts comm�ss�ons of h�rel�ng sp�es and masked bravoes--food, ready
to hand, for a world of dark and myster�ous romances.

Yes, I th�nk we have seen all of Ven�ce. We have seen, �n these
old churches, a profus�on of costly and elaborate sepulchre
ornamentat�on such as we never dreampt of before. We have stood
�n the d�m rel�g�ous l�ght of these hoary sanctuar�es, �n the m�dst of
long ranks of dusty monuments and eff�g�es of the great dead of
Ven�ce, unt�l we seemed dr�ft�ng back, back, back, �nto the solemn
past, and look�ng upon the scenes and m�ngl�ng w�th the peoples of
a remote ant�qu�ty. We have been �n a half-wak�ng sort of dream all
the t�me. I do not know how else to descr�be the feel�ng. A part of our
be�ng has rema�ned st�ll �n the n�neteenth century, wh�le another part
of �t has seemed �n some unaccountable way walk�ng among the
phantoms of the tenth.

We have seen famous p�ctures unt�l our eyes are weary w�th
look�ng at them and refuse to f�nd �nterest �n them any longer. And
what wonder, when there are twelve hundred p�ctures by Palma the
Younger �n Ven�ce and f�fteen hundred by T�ntoretto? And behold
there are T�t�ans and the works of other art�sts �n proport�on. We
have seen T�t�an’s celebrated Ca�n and Abel, h�s Dav�d and Gol�ah,
h�s Abraham’s Sacr�f�ce. We have seen T�ntoretto’s monster p�cture,
wh�ch �s seventy-four feet long and I do not know how many feet
h�gh, and thought �t a very commod�ous p�cture. We have seen
p�ctures of martyrs enough, and sa�nts enough, to regenerate the
world. I ought not to confess �t, but st�ll, s�nce one has no opportun�ty
�n Amer�ca to acqu�re a cr�t�cal judgment �n art, and s�nce I could not
hope to become educated �n �t �n Europe �n a few short weeks, I may
therefore as well acknowledge w�th such apolog�es as may be due,
that to me �t seemed that when I had seen one of these martyrs I had
seen them all. They all have a marked fam�ly resemblance to each
other, they dress al�ke, �n coarse monk�sh robes and sandals, they
are all bald headed, they all stand �n about the same att�tude, and



w�thout except�on they are gaz�ng heavenward w�th countenances
wh�ch the A�nsworths, the Mortons and the W�ll�amses, et f�ls, �nform
me are full of “express�on.” To me there �s noth�ng tang�ble about
these �mag�nary portra�ts, noth�ng that I can grasp and take a l�v�ng
�nterest �n. If great T�t�an had only been g�fted w�th prophecy, and
had sk�pped a martyr, and gone over to England and pa�nted a
portra�t of Shakspeare, even as a youth, wh�ch we could all have
conf�dence �n now, the world down to the latest generat�ons would
have forg�ven h�m the lost martyr �n the rescued seer. I th�nk poster�ty
could have spared one more martyr for the sake of a great h�stor�cal
p�cture of T�t�an’s t�me and pa�nted by h�s brush--such as Columbus
return�ng �n cha�ns from the d�scovery of a world, for �nstance. The
old masters d�d pa�nt some Venet�an h�stor�cal p�ctures, and these
we d�d not t�re of look�ng at, notw�thstand�ng representat�ons of the
formal �ntroduct�on of defunct doges to the V�rg�n Mary �n reg�ons
beyond the clouds clashed rather harshly w�th the propr�et�es, �t
seemed to us.

But humble as we are, and unpretend�ng, �n the matter of art, our
researches among the pa�nted monks and martyrs have not been
wholly �n va�n. We have str�ven hard to learn. We have had some
success. We have mastered some th�ngs, poss�bly of tr�fl�ng �mport
�n the eyes of the learned, but to us they g�ve pleasure, and we take
as much pr�de �n our l�ttle acqu�rements as do others who have
learned far more, and we love to d�splay them full as well. When we
see a monk go�ng about w�th a l�on and look�ng tranqu�lly up to
heaven, we know that that �s St. Mark. When we see a monk w�th a
book and a pen, look�ng tranqu�lly up to heaven, try�ng to th�nk of a
word, we know that that �s St. Matthew. When we see a monk s�tt�ng
on a rock, look�ng tranqu�lly up to heaven, w�th a human skull bes�de
h�m, and w�thout other baggage, we know that that �s St. Jerome.
Because we know that he always went fly�ng l�ght �n the matter of
baggage. When we see a party look�ng tranqu�lly up to heaven,
unconsc�ous that h�s body �s shot through and through w�th arrows,
we know that that �s St. Sebast�an. When we see other monks
look�ng tranqu�lly up to heaven, but hav�ng no trade-mark, we always
ask who those part�es are. We do th�s because we humbly w�sh to
learn. We have seen th�rteen thousand St. Jeromes, and twenty-two



thousand St. Marks, and s�xteen thousand St. Matthews, and s�xty
thousand St. Sebast�ans, and four m�ll�ons of assorted monks,
undes�gnated, and we feel encouraged to bel�eve that when we have
seen some more of these var�ous p�ctures, and had a larger
exper�ence, we shall beg�n to take an absorb�ng �nterest �n them l�ke
our cult�vated countrymen from Amer�que.
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Now �t does g�ve me real pa�n to speak �n th�s almost
unapprec�at�ve way of the old masters and the�r martyrs, because
good fr�ends of m�ne �n the sh�p--fr�ends who do thoroughly and
consc�ent�ously apprec�ate them and are �n every way competent to
d�scr�m�nate between good p�ctures and �nfer�or ones--have urged
me for my own sake not to make publ�c the fact that I lack th�s
apprec�at�on and th�s cr�t�cal d�scr�m�nat�on myself. I bel�eve that what
I have wr�tten and may st�ll wr�te about p�ctures w�ll g�ve them pa�n,
and I am honestly sorry for �t. I even prom�sed that I would h�de my
uncouth sent�ments �n my own breast. But alas! I never could keep a
prom�se. I do not blame myself for th�s weakness, because the fault
must l�e �n my phys�cal organ�zat�on. It �s l�kely that such a very
l�beral amount of space was g�ven to the organ wh�ch enables me to
make prom�ses, that the organ wh�ch should enable me to keep
them was crowded out. But I gr�eve not. I l�ke no half-way th�ngs. I
had rather have one faculty nobly developed than two facult�es of
mere ord�nary capac�ty. I certa�nly meant to keep that prom�se, but I
f�nd I can not do �t. It �s �mposs�ble to travel through Italy w�thout
speak�ng of p�ctures, and can I see them through others’ eyes?

If I d�d not so del�ght �n the grand p�ctures that are spread before
me every day of my l�fe by that monarch of all the old masters,



Nature, I should come to bel�eve, somet�mes, that I had �n me no
apprec�at�on of the beaut�ful, whatsoever.

It seems to me that whenever I glory to th�nk that for once I have
d�scovered an anc�ent pa�nt�ng that �s beaut�ful and worthy of all
pra�se, the pleasure �t g�ves me �s an �nfall�ble proof that �t �s not a
beaut�ful p�cture and not �n any w�se worthy of commendat�on. Th�s
very th�ng has occurred more t�mes than I can ment�on, �n Ven�ce. In
every s�ngle �nstance the gu�de has crushed out my swell�ng
enthus�asm w�th the remark:

“It �s noth�ng--�t �s of the Rena�ssance.”
I d�d not know what �n the m�sch�ef the Rena�ssance was, and so

always I had to s�mply say,
“Ah! so �t �s--I had not observed �t before.”
I could not bear to be �gnorant before a cult�vated negro, the

offspr�ng of a South Carol�na slave. But �t occurred too often for even
my self-complacency, d�d that exasperat�ng “It �s noth�ng--�t �s of the
Rena�ssance.” I sa�d at last:

“Who �s th�s Rena�ssance? Where d�d he come from? Who gave
h�m perm�ss�on to cram the Republ�c w�th h�s execrable daubs?”

We learned, then, that Rena�ssance was not a man; that
rena�ssance was a term used to s�gn�fy what was at best but an
�mperfect rejuvenat�on of art. The gu�de sa�d that after T�t�an’s t�me
and the t�me of the other great names we had grown so fam�l�ar w�th,
h�gh art decl�ned; then �t part�ally rose aga�n--an �nfer�or sort of
pa�nters sprang up, and these shabby p�ctures were the work of the�r
hands. Then I sa�d, �n my heat, that I “w�shed to goodness h�gh art
had decl�ned f�ve hundred years sooner.” The Rena�ssance p�ctures
su�t me very well, though sooth to say �ts school were too much
g�ven to pa�nt�ng real men and d�d not �ndulge enough �n martyrs.

The gu�de I have spoken of �s the only one we have had yet who
knew any th�ng. He was born �n South Carol�na, of slave parents.
They came to Ven�ce wh�le he was an �nfant. He has grown up here.
He �s well educated. He reads, wr�tes, and speaks Engl�sh, Ital�an,
Span�sh, and French, w�th perfect fac�l�ty; �s a worsh�pper of art and
thoroughly conversant w�th �t; knows the h�story of Ven�ce by heart



and never t�res of talk�ng of her �llustr�ous career. He dresses better
than any of us, I th�nk, and �s da�nt�ly pol�te. Negroes are deemed as
good as wh�te people, �n Ven�ce, and so th�s man feels no des�re to
go back to h�s nat�ve land. H�s judgment �s correct.

I have had another shave. I was wr�t�ng �n our front room th�s
afternoon and try�ng hard to keep my attent�on on my work and
refra�n from look�ng out upon the canal. I was res�st�ng the soft
�nfluences of the cl�mate as well as I could, and endeavor�ng to
overcome the des�re to be �ndolent and happy. The boys sent for a
barber. They asked me �f I would be shaved. I rem�nded them of my
tortures �n Genoa, M�lan, Como; of my declarat�on that I would suffer
no more on Ital�an so�l. I sa�d “Not any for me, �f you please.”

I wrote on. The barber began on the doctor. I heard h�m say:
“Dan, th�s �s the eas�est shave I have had s�nce we left the sh�p.”
He sa�d aga�n, presently:
“Why Dan, a man could go to sleep w�th th�s man shav�ng h�m.”
Dan took the cha�r. Then he sa�d:
“Why th�s �s T�t�an. Th�s �s one of the old masters.”
I wrote on. D�rectly Dan sa�d:
“Doctor, �t �s perfect luxury. The sh�p’s barber �sn’t any th�ng to

h�m.”
My rough beard wee d�stress�ng me beyond measure. The barber

was roll�ng up h�s apparatus. The temptat�on was too strong. I sa�d:
“Hold on, please. Shave me also.”
I sat down �n the cha�r and closed my eyes. The barber soaped my

face, and then took h�s razor and gave me a rake that well n�gh
threw me �nto convuls�ons. I jumped out of the cha�r: Dan and the
doctor were both w�p�ng blood off the�r faces and laugh�ng.

I sa�d �t was a mean, d�sgraceful fraud.
They sa�d that the m�sery of th�s shave had gone so far beyond

any th�ng they had ever exper�enced before, that they could not bear
the �dea of los�ng such a chance of hear�ng a cord�al op�n�on from me
on the subject.



It was shameful. But there was no help for �t. The sk�nn�ng was
begun and had to be f�n�shed. The tears flowed w�th every rake, and
so d�d the fervent execrat�ons. The barber grew confused, and
brought blood every t�me. I th�nk the boys enjoyed �t better than any
th�ng they have seen or heard s�nce they left home.

We have seen the Campan�le, and Byron’s house and Balb�’s the
geographer, and the palaces of all the anc�ent dukes and doges of
Ven�ce, and we have seen the�r effem�nate descendants a�r�ng the�r
nob�l�ty �n fash�onable French att�re �n the Grand Square of St. Mark,
and eat�ng �ces and dr�nk�ng cheap w�nes, �nstead of wear�ng gallant
coats of ma�l and destroy�ng fleets and arm�es as the�r great
ancestors d�d �n the days of Venet�an glory. We have seen no
bravoes w�th po�soned st�lettos, no masks, no w�ld carn�val; but we
have seen the anc�ent pr�de of Ven�ce, the gr�m Bronze Horses that
f�gure �n a thousand legends. Ven�ce may well cher�sh them, for they
are the only horses she ever had. It �s sa�d there are hundreds of
people �n th�s cur�ous c�ty who never have seen a l�v�ng horse �n the�r
l�ves. It �s ent�rely true, no doubt.

And so, hav�ng sat�sf�ed ourselves, we depart to-morrow, and
leave the venerable Queen of the Republ�cs to summon her
van�shed sh�ps, and marshal her shadowy arm�es, and know aga�n �n
dreams the pr�de of her old renown.
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CHAPTER XIV.
Some of the Quaker C�ty’s passengers had arr�ved �n Ven�ce from

Sw�tzerland and other lands before we left there, and others were
expected every day. We heard of no casualt�es among them, and no
s�ckness.

We were a l�ttle fat�gued w�th s�ght see�ng, and so we rattled
through a good deal of country by ra�l w�thout car�ng to stop. I took
few notes. I f�nd no ment�on of Bologna �n my memorandum book,
except that we arr�ved there �n good season, but saw none of the
sausages for wh�ch the place �s so justly celebrated.

P�sto�a awoke but a pass�ng �nterest.
Florence pleased us for a wh�le. I th�nk we apprec�ated the great

f�gure of Dav�d �n the grand square, and the sculptured group they
call the Rape of the Sab�nes. We wandered through the endless
collect�ons of pa�nt�ngs and statues of the P�tt� and Uf�zz� galler�es, of
course. I make that statement �n self-defense; there let �t stop. I
could not rest under the �mputat�on that I v�s�ted Florence and d�d not
traverse �ts weary m�les of p�cture galler�es. We tr�ed �ndolently to
recollect someth�ng about the Guelphs and Gh�bel�nes and the other
h�stor�cal cut-throats whose quarrels and assass�nat�ons make up so
large a share of Florent�ne h�story, but the subject was not attract�ve.
We had been robbed of all the f�ne mounta�n scenery on our l�ttle
journey by a system of ra�lroad�ng that had three m�les of tunnel to a
hundred yards of dayl�ght, and we were not �ncl�ned to be soc�able
w�th Florence. We had seen the spot, outs�de the c�ty somewhere,
where these people had allowed the bones of Gal�leo to rest �n
unconsecrated ground for an age because h�s great d�scovery that
the world turned around was regarded as a damn�ng heresy by the
church; and we know that long after the world had accepted h�s
theory and ra�sed h�s name h�gh �n the l�st of �ts great men, they had
st�ll let h�m rot there. That we had l�ved to see h�s dust �n honored
sepulture �n the church of Santa Croce we owed to a soc�ety of



l�terat�, and not to Florence or her rulers. We saw Dante’s tomb �n
that church, also, but we were glad to know that h�s body was not �n
�t; that the ungrateful c�ty that had ex�led h�m and persecuted h�m
would g�ve much to have �t there, but need not hope to ever secure
that h�gh honor to herself. Med�c�s are good enough for Florence. Let
her plant Med�c�s and bu�ld grand monuments over them to test�fy
how gratefully she was wont to l�ck the hand that scourged her.
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Magnan�mous Florence! Her jewelry marts are f�lled w�th art�sts �n
mosa�c. Florent�ne mosa�cs are the cho�cest �n all the world.
Florence loves to have that sa�d. Florence �s proud of �t. Florence
would foster th�s spec�alty of hers. She �s grateful to the art�sts that
br�ng to her th�s h�gh cred�t and f�ll her coffers w�th fore�gn money,
and so she encourages them w�th pens�ons. W�th pens�ons! Th�nk of
the lav�shness of �t. She knows that people who p�ece together the
beaut�ful tr�fles d�e early, because the labor �s so conf�n�ng, and so
exhaust�ng to hand and bra�n, and so she has decreed that all these
people who reach the age of s�xty shall have a pens�on after that! I
have not heard that any of them have called for the�r d�v�dends yet.
One man d�d f�ght along t�ll he was s�xty, and started after h�s
pens�on, but �t appeared that there had been a m�stake of a year �n
h�s fam�ly record, and so he gave �t up and d�ed.
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These art�sts w�ll take part�cles of stone or glass no larger than a
mustard seed, and p�ece them together on a sleeve button or a sh�rt
stud, so smoothly and w�th such n�ce adjustment of the del�cate



shades of color the p�eces bear, as to form a p�gmy rose w�th stem,
thorn, leaves, petals complete, and all as softly and as truthfully
t�nted as though Nature had bu�lded �t herself. They w�ll counterfe�t a
fly, or a h�gh-toned bug, or the ru�ned Col�seum, w�th�n the cramped
c�rcle of a breastp�n, and do �t so deftly and so neatly that any man
m�ght th�nk a master pa�nted �t.

I saw a l�ttle table �n the great mosa�c school �n Florence--a l�ttle
tr�fle of a centre table--whose top was made of some sort of prec�ous
pol�shed stone, and �n the stone was �nla�d the f�gure of a flute, w�th
bell-mouth and a mazy compl�cat�on of keys. No pa�nt�ng �n the world
could have been softer or r�cher; no shad�ng out of one t�nt �nto
another could have been more perfect; no work of art of any k�nd
could have been more faultless than th�s flute, and yet to count the
mult�tude of l�ttle fragments of stone of wh�ch they swore �t was
formed would bankrupt any man’s ar�thmet�c! I do not th�nk one could
have seen where two part�cles jo�ned each other w�th eyes of
ord�nary shrewdness. Certa�nly we could detect no such blem�sh.
Th�s table-top cost the labor of one man for ten long years, so they
sa�d, and �t was for sale for th�rty-f�ve thousand dollars.

We went to the Church of Santa Croce, from t�me to t�me, �n
Florence, to weep over the tombs of M�chael Angelo, Raphael and
Mach�avell�, (I suppose they are bur�ed there, but �t may be that they
res�de elsewhere and rent the�r tombs to other part�es--such be�ng
the fash�on �n Italy,) and between t�mes we used to go and stand on
the br�dges and adm�re the Arno. It �s popular to adm�re the Arno. It
�s a great h�stor�cal creek w�th four feet �n the channel and some
scows float�ng around. It would be a very plaus�ble r�ver �f they would
pump some water �nto �t. They all call �t a r�ver, and they honestly
th�nk �t �s a r�ver, do these dark and bloody Florent�nes. They even
help out the delus�on by bu�ld�ng br�dges over �t. I do not see why
they are too good to wade.

How the fat�gues and annoyances of travel f�ll one w�th b�tter
prejud�ces somet�mes! I m�ght enter Florence under happ�er
ausp�ces a month hence and f�nd �t all beaut�ful, all attract�ve. But I
do not care to th�nk of �t now, at all, nor of �ts roomy shops f�lled to
the ce�l�ng w�th snowy marble and alabaster cop�es of all the



celebrated sculptures �n Europe--cop�es so enchant�ng to the eye
that I wonder how they can really be shaped l�ke the d�ngy petr�f�ed
n�ghtmares they are the portra�ts of. I got lost �n Florence at n�ne
o’clock, one n�ght, and sta�d lost �n that labyr�nth of narrow streets
and long rows of vast bu�ld�ngs that look all al�ke, unt�l toward three
o’clock �n the morn�ng. It was a pleasant n�ght and at f�rst there were
a good many people abroad, and there were cheerful l�ghts about.
Later, I grew accustomed to prowl�ng about myster�ous dr�fts and
tunnels and aston�sh�ng and �nterest�ng myself w�th com�ng around
corners expect�ng to f�nd the hotel star�ng me �n the face, and not
f�nd�ng �t do�ng any th�ng of the k�nd. Later st�ll, I felt t�red. I soon felt
remarkably t�red. But there was no one abroad, now--not even a
pol�ceman. I walked t�ll I was out of all pat�ence, and very hot and
th�rsty. At last, somewhere after one o’clock, I came unexpectedly to
one of the c�ty gates. I knew then that I was very far from the hotel.
The sold�ers thought I wanted to leave the c�ty, and they sprang up
and barred the way w�th the�r muskets. I sa�d:
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“Hotel d’Europe!”
It was all the Ital�an I knew, and I was not certa�n whether that was

Ital�an or French. The sold�ers looked stup�dly at each other and at
me, and shook the�r heads and took me �nto custody. I sa�d I wanted
to go home. They d�d not understand me. They took me �nto the
guard-house and searched me, but they found no sed�t�on on me.
They found a small p�ece of soap (we carry soap w�th us, now,) and I
made them a present of �t, see�ng that they regarded �t as a cur�os�ty.
I cont�nued to say Hotel d’Europe, and they cont�nued to shake the�r
heads, unt�l at last a young sold�er nodd�ng �n the corner roused up
and sa�d someth�ng. He sa�d he knew where the hotel was, I
suppose, for the off�cer of the guard sent h�m away w�th me. We
walked a hundred or a hundred and f�fty m�les, �t appeared to me,



and then he got lost. He turned th�s way and that, and f�nally gave �t
up and s�gn�f�ed that he was go�ng to spend the rema�nder of the
morn�ng try�ng to f�nd the c�ty gate aga�n. At that moment �t struck me
that there was someth�ng fam�l�ar about the house over the way. It
was the hotel!

It was a happy th�ng for me that there happened to be a sold�er
there that knew even as much as he d�d; for they say that the pol�cy
of the government �s to change the sold�ery from one place to
another constantly and from country to c�ty, so that they can not
become acqua�nted w�th the people and grow lax �n the�r dut�es and
enter �nto plots and consp�rac�es w�th fr�ends. My exper�ences of
Florence were ch�efly unpleasant. I w�ll change the subject.

At P�sa we cl�mbed up to the top of the strangest structure the
world has any knowledge of--the Lean�ng Tower. As every one
knows, �t �s �n the ne�ghborhood of one hundred and e�ghty feet h�gh-
-and I beg to observe that one hundred and e�ghty feet reach to
about the h�ght of four ord�nary three-story bu�ld�ngs p�led one on top
of the other, and �s a very cons�derable alt�tude for a tower of un�form
th�ckness to asp�re to, even when �t stands upr�ght--yet th�s one
leans more than th�rteen feet out of the perpend�cular. It �s seven
hundred years old, but ne�ther h�story or trad�t�on say whether �t was
bu�lt as �t �s, purposely, or whether one of �ts s�des has settled. There
�s no record that �t ever stood stra�ght up. It �s bu�lt of marble. It �s an
a�ry and a beaut�ful structure, and each of �ts e�ght stor�es �s
enc�rcled by fluted columns, some of marble and some of gran�te,
w�th Cor�nth�an cap�tals that were handsome when they were new. It
�s a bell tower, and �n �ts top hangs a ch�me of anc�ent bells. The
w�nd�ng sta�rcase w�th�n �s dark, but one always knows wh�ch s�de of
the tower he �s on because of h�s naturally grav�tat�ng from one s�de
to the other of the sta�rcase w�th the r�se or d�p of the tower. Some of
the stone steps are foot-worn only on one end; others only on the
other end; others only �n the m�ddle. To look down �nto the tower
from the top �s l�ke look�ng down �nto a t�lted well. A rope that hangs
from the centre of the top touches the wall before �t reaches the
bottom. Stand�ng on the summ�t, one does not feel altogether
comfortable when he looks down from the h�gh s�de; but to crawl on
your breast to the verge on the lower s�de and try to stretch your



neck out far enough to see the base of the tower, makes your flesh
creep, and conv�nces you for a s�ngle moment �n sp�te of all your
ph�losophy, that the bu�ld�ng �s fall�ng. You handle yourself very
carefully, all the t�me, under the s�lly �mpress�on that �f �t �s not fall�ng,
your tr�fl�ng we�ght w�ll start �t unless you are part�cular not to “bear
down” on �t.
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The Duomo, close at hand, �s one of the f�nest cathedrals �n
Europe. It �s e�ght hundred years old. Its grandeur has outl�ved the
h�gh commerc�al prosper�ty and the pol�t�cal �mportance that made �t
a necess�ty, or rather a poss�b�l�ty. Surrounded by poverty, decay and
ru�n, �t conveys to us a more tang�ble �mpress�on of the former
greatness of P�sa than books could g�ve us.

The Bapt�stery, wh�ch �s a few years older than the Lean�ng Tower,
�s a stately rotunda, of huge d�mens�ons, and was a costly structure.
In �t hangs the lamp whose measured sw�ng suggested to Gal�leo the
pendulum. It looked an �ns�gn�f�cant th�ng to have conferred upon the
world of sc�ence and mechan�cs such a m�ghty extens�on of the�r
dom�n�ons as �t has. Ponder�ng, �n �ts suggest�ve presence, I seemed
to see a crazy un�verse of sw�ng�ng d�sks, the to�l�ng ch�ldren of th�s
sedate parent. He appeared to have an �ntell�gent express�on about
h�m of know�ng that he was not a lamp at all; that he was a
Pendulum; a pendulum d�sgu�sed, for prod�g�ous and �nscrutable
purposes of h�s own deep dev�s�ng, and not a common pendulum
e�ther, but the old or�g�nal patr�archal Pendulum--the Abraham
Pendulum of the world.

Th�s Bapt�stery �s endowed w�th the most pleas�ng echo of all the
echoes we have read of. The gu�de sounded two sonorous notes,
about half an octave apart; the echo answered w�th the most
enchant�ng, the most melod�ous, the r�chest blend�ng of sweet
sounds that one can �mag�ne. It was l�ke a long-drawn chord of a



church organ, �nf�n�tely softened by d�stance. I may be extravagant �n
th�s matter, but �f th�s be the case my ear �s to blame--not my pen. I
am descr�b�ng a memory--and one that w�ll rema�n long w�th me.

The pecul�ar devot�onal sp�r�t of the olden t�me, wh�ch placed a
h�gher conf�dence �n outward forms of worsh�p than �n the watchful
guard�ng of the heart aga�nst s�nful thoughts and the hands aga�nst
s�nful deeds, and wh�ch bel�eved �n the protect�ng v�rtues of
�nan�mate objects made holy by contact w�th holy th�ngs, �s �llustrated
�n a str�k�ng manner �n one of the cemeter�es of P�sa. The tombs are
set �n so�l brought �n sh�ps from the Holy Land ages ago. To be
bur�ed �n such ground was regarded by the anc�ent P�sans as be�ng
more potent for salvat�on than many masses purchased of the
church and the vow�ng of many candles to the V�rg�n.

P�sa �s bel�eved to be about three thousand years old. It was one
of the twelve great c�t�es of anc�ent Etrur�a, that commonwealth
wh�ch has left so many monuments �n test�mony of �ts extraord�nary
advancement, and so l�ttle h�story of �tself that �s tang�ble and
comprehens�ble. A P�san ant�quar�an gave me an anc�ent tear-jug
wh�ch he averred was full four thousand years old. It was found
among the ru�ns of one of the oldest of the Etruscan c�t�es. He sa�d �t
came from a tomb, and was used by some bereaved fam�ly �n that
remote age when even the Pyram�ds of Egypt were young,
Damascus a v�llage, Abraham a prattl�ng �nfant and anc�ent Troy not
yet [dreampt] of, to rece�ve the tears wept for some lost �dol of a
household. It spoke to us �n a language of �ts own; and w�th a pathos
more tender than any words m�ght br�ng, �ts mute eloquence swept
down the long roll of the centur�es w�th �ts tale of a vacant cha�r, a
fam�l�ar footstep m�ssed from the threshold, a pleasant vo�ce gone
from the chorus, a van�shed form!--a tale wh�ch �s always so new to
us, so startl�ng, so terr�ble, so benumb�ng to the senses, and behold
how threadbare and old �t �s! No shrewdly-worded h�story could have
brought the myths and shadows of that old dreamy age before us
clothed w�th human flesh and warmed w�th human sympath�es so
v�v�dly as d�d th�s poor l�ttle unsent�ent vessel of pottery.

P�sa was a republ�c �n the m�ddle ages, w�th a government of her
own, arm�es and nav�es of her own and a great commerce. She was



a warl�ke power, and �nscr�bed upon her banners many a br�ll�ant
f�ght w�th Genoese and Turks. It �s sa�d that the c�ty once numbered
a populat�on of four hundred thousand; but her sceptre has passed
from her grasp, now, her sh�ps and her arm�es are gone, her
commerce �s dead. Her battle-flags bear the mold and the dust of
centur�es, her marts are deserted, she has shrunken far w�th�n her
crumbl�ng walls, and her great populat�on has d�m�n�shed to twenty
thousand souls. She has but one th�ng left to boast of, and that �s not
much, v�z: she �s the second c�ty of Tuscany.

We reached Leghorn �n t�me to see all we w�shed to see of �t long
before the c�ty gates were closed for the even�ng, and then came on
board the sh�p.

We felt as though we had been away from home an age. We
never ent�rely apprec�ated, before, what a very pleasant den our
state-room �s; nor how jolly �t �s to s�t at d�nner �n one’s own seat �n
one’s own cab�n, and hold fam�l�ar conversat�on w�th fr�ends �n one’s
own language. Oh, the rare happ�ness of comprehend�ng every
s�ngle word that �s sa�d, and know�ng that every word one says �n
return w�ll be understood as well! We would talk ourselves to death,
now, only there are only about ten passengers out of the s�xty-f�ve to
talk to. The others are wander�ng, we hardly know where. We shall
not go ashore �n Leghorn. We are surfe�ted w�th Ital�an c�t�es for the
present, and much prefer to walk the fam�l�ar quarterdeck and v�ew
th�s one from a d�stance.

The stup�d magnates of th�s Leghorn government can not
understand that so large a steamer as ours could cross the broad
Atlant�c w�th no other purpose than to �ndulge a party of lad�es and
gentlemen �n a pleasure excurs�on. It looks too �mprobable. It �s
susp�c�ous, they th�nk. Someth�ng more �mportant must be h�dden
beh�nd �t all. They can not understand �t, and they scorn the ev�dence
of the sh�p’s papers. They have dec�ded at last that we are a
battal�on of �ncend�ary, blood-th�rsty Gar�bald�ans �n d�sgu�se! And �n
all ser�ousness they have set a gun-boat to watch the vessel n�ght
and day, w�th orders to close down on any revolut�onary movement
�n a tw�nkl�ng! Pol�ce boats are on patrol duty about us all the t�me,
and �t �s as much as a sa�lor’s l�berty �s worth to show h�mself �n a red



sh�rt. These pol�cemen follow the execut�ve off�cer’s boat from shore
to sh�p and from sh�p to shore and watch h�s dark maneuvers w�th a
v�g�lant eye. They w�ll arrest h�m yet unless he assumes an
express�on of countenance that shall have less of carnage,
�nsurrect�on and sed�t�on �n �t. A v�s�t pa�d �n a fr�endly way to General
Gar�bald� yesterday (by cord�al �nv�tat�on,) by some of our
passengers, has gone far to conf�rm the dread susp�c�ons the
government harbors toward us. It �s thought the fr�endly v�s�t was
only the cloak of a bloody consp�racy. These people draw near and
watch us when we bathe �n the sea from the sh�p’s s�de. Do they
th�nk we are commun�ng w�th a reserve force of rascals at the
bottom?

It �s sa�d that we shall probably be quarant�ned at Naples. Two or
three of us prefer not to run th�s r�sk. Therefore, when we are rested,
we propose to go �n a French steamer to C�v�ta and from thence to
Rome, and by ra�l to Naples. They do not quarant�ne the cars, no
matter where they got the�r passengers from.



CHAPTER XXV.
There are a good many th�ngs about th�s Italy wh�ch I do not

understand--and more espec�ally I can not understand how a
bankrupt Government can have such palat�al ra�lroad depots and
such marvels of turnp�kes. Why, these latter are as hard as adamant,
as stra�ght as a l�ne, as smooth as a floor, and as wh�te as snow.
When �t �s too dark to see any other object, one can st�ll see the
wh�te turnp�kes of France and Italy; and they are clean enough to eat
from, w�thout a table-cloth. And yet no tolls are charged.

As for the ra�lways--we have none l�ke them. The cars sl�de as
smoothly along as �f they were on runners. The depots are vast
palaces of cut marble, w�th stately colonnades of the same royal
stone travers�ng them from end to end, and w�th ample walls and
ce�l�ngs r�chly decorated w�th frescoes. The lofty gateways are
graced w�th statues, and the broad floors are all la�d �n pol�shed flags
of marble.

These th�ngs w�n me more than Italy’s hundred galler�es of
pr�celess art treasures, because I can understand the one and am
not competent to apprec�ate the other. In the turnp�kes, the ra�lways,
the depots, and the new boulevards of un�form houses �n Florence
and other c�t�es here, I see the gen�us of Lou�s Napoleon, or rather, I
see the works of that statesman �m�tated. But Lou�s has taken care
that �n France there shall be a foundat�on for these �mprovements--
money. He has always the wherew�thal to back up h�s projects; they
strengthen France and never weaken her. Her mater�al prosper�ty �s
genu�ne. But here the case �s d�fferent. Th�s country �s bankrupt.
There �s no real foundat�on for these great works. The prosper�ty
they would seem to �nd�cate �s a pretence. There �s no money �n the
treasury, and so they enfeeble her �nstead of strengthen�ng. Italy has
ach�eved the dearest w�sh of her heart and become an �ndependent
State--and �n so do�ng she has drawn an elephant �n the pol�t�cal
lottery. She has noth�ng to feed �t on. Inexper�enced �n government,



she plunged �nto all manner of useless expend�ture, and swamped
her treasury almost �n a day. She squandered m�ll�ons of francs on a
navy wh�ch she d�d not need, and the f�rst t�me she took her new toy
�nto act�on she got �t knocked h�gher than G�lderoy’s k�te--to use the
language of the P�lgr�ms.

But �t �s an �ll-w�nd that blows nobody good. A year ago, when Italy
saw utter ru�n star�ng her �n the face and her greenbacks hardly
worth the paper they were pr�nted on, her Parl�ament ventured upon
a ‘coup de ma�n’ that would have appalled the stoutest of her
statesmen under less desperate c�rcumstances. They, �n a manner,
conf�scated the doma�ns of the Church! Th�s �n pr�est-r�dden Italy!
Th�s �n a land wh�ch has groped �n the m�dn�ght of pr�estly
superst�t�on for s�xteen hundred years! It was a rare good fortune for
Italy, the stress of weather that drove her to break from th�s pr�son-
house.

They do not call �t conf�scat�ng the church property. That would
sound too harshly yet. But �t amounts to that. There are thousands of
churches �n Italy, each w�th untold m�ll�ons of treasures stored away
�n �ts closets, and each w�th �ts battal�on of pr�ests to be supported.
And then there are the estates of the Church--league on league of
the r�chest lands and the noblest forests �n all Italy--all y�eld�ng
�mmense revenues to the Church, and none pay�ng a cent �n taxes to
the State. In some great d�str�cts the Church owns all the property--
lands, watercourses, woods, m�lls and factor�es. They buy, they sell,
they manufacture, and s�nce they pay no taxes, who can hope to
compete w�th them?

Well, the Government has se�zed all th�s �n effect, and w�ll yet
se�ze �t �n r�g�d and unpoet�cal real�ty, no doubt. Someth�ng must be
done to feed a starv�ng treasury, and there �s no other resource �n all
Italy--none but the r�ches of the Church. So the Government �ntends
to take to �tself a great port�on of the revenues ar�s�ng from pr�estly
farms, factor�es, etc., and also �ntends to take possess�on of the
churches and carry them on, after �ts own fash�on and upon �ts own
respons�b�l�ty. In a few �nstances �t w�ll leave the establ�shments of
great pet churches und�sturbed, but �n all others only a handful of



pr�ests w�ll be reta�ned to preach and pray, a few w�ll be pens�oned,
and the balance turned adr�ft.

Pray glance at some of these churches and the�r embell�shments,
and see whether the Government �s do�ng a r�ghteous th�ng or not. In
Ven�ce, today, a c�ty of a hundred thousand �nhab�tants, there are
twelve hundred pr�ests. Heaven only knows how many there were
before the Parl�ament reduced the�r numbers. There was the great
Jesu�t Church. Under the old reg�me �t requ�red s�xty pr�ests to
eng�neer �t--the Government does �t w�th f�ve, now, and the others
are d�scharged from serv�ce. All about that church wretchedness and
poverty abound. At �ts door a dozen hats and bonnets were doffed to
us, as many heads were humbly bowed, and as many hands
extended, appeal�ng for penn�es--appeal�ng w�th fore�gn words we
could not understand, but appeal�ng mutely, w�th sad eyes, and
sunken cheeks, and ragged ra�ment, that no words were needed to
translate. Then we passed w�th�n the great doors, and �t seemed that
the r�ches of the world were before us! Huge columns carved out of
s�ngle masses of marble, and �nla�d from top to bottom w�th a
hundred �ntr�cate f�gures wrought �n costly verde ant�que; pulp�ts of
the same r�ch mater�als, whose draper�es hung down �n many a
p�ctured fold, the stony fabr�c counterfe�t�ng the del�cate work of the
loom; the grand altar br�ll�ant w�th pol�shed fac�ngs and balustrades
of or�ental agate, jasper, verde ant�que, and other prec�ous stones,
whose names, even, we seldom hear--and slabs of pr�celess lap�s
lazul� lav�shed every where as recklessly as �f the church had owned
a quarry of �t. In the m�dst of all th�s magn�f�cence, the sol�d gold and
s�lver furn�ture of the altar seemed cheap and tr�v�al. Even the floors
and ce�l�ngs cost a pr�ncely fortune.

Now, where �s the use of allow�ng all those r�ches to l�e �dle, wh�le
half of that commun�ty hardly know, from day to day, how they are
go�ng to keep body and soul together? And, where �s the w�sdom �n
perm�tt�ng hundreds upon hundreds of m�ll�ons of francs to be locked
up �n the useless trumpery of churches all over Italy, and the people
ground to death w�th taxat�on to uphold a per�sh�ng Government?

As far as I can see, Italy, for f�fteen hundred years, has turned all
her energ�es, all her f�nances, and all her �ndustry to the bu�ld�ng up



of a vast array of wonderful church ed�f�ces, and starv�ng half her
c�t�zens to accompl�sh �t. She �s to-day one vast museum of
magn�f�cence and m�sery. All the churches �n an ord�nary Amer�can
c�ty put together could hardly buy the jeweled fr�ppery �n one of her
hundred cathedrals. And for every beggar �n Amer�ca, Italy can show
a hundred--and rags and verm�n to match. It �s the wretchedest,
pr�ncel�est land on earth.

Look at the grand Duomo of Florence--a vast p�le that has been
sapp�ng the purses of her c�t�zens for f�ve hundred years, and �s not
nearly f�n�shed yet. L�ke all other men, I fell down and worsh�pped �t,
but when the f�lthy beggars swarmed around me the contrast was
too str�k�ng, too suggest�ve, and I sa�d, “O, sons of class�c Italy, �s the
sp�r�t of enterpr�se, of self-rel�ance, of noble endeavor, utterly dead
w�th�n ye? Curse your �ndolent worthlessness, why don’t you rob
your church?”

Three hundred happy, comfortable pr�ests are employed �n that
Cathedral.
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And now that my temper �s up, I may as well go on and abuse
every body I can th�nk of. They have a grand mausoleum �n
Florence, wh�ch they bu�lt to bury our Lord and Sav�our and the
Med�c� fam�ly �n. It sounds blasphemous, but �t �s true, and here they
act blasphemy. The dead and damned Med�c�s who cruelly
tyrann�zed over Florence and were her curse for over two hundred
years, are salted away �n a c�rcle of costly vaults, and �n the�r m�dst
the Holy Sepulchre was to have been set up. The exped�t�on sent to
Jerusalem to se�ze �t got �nto trouble and could not accompl�sh the
burglary, and so the centre of the mausoleum �s vacant now. They
say the ent�re mausoleum was �ntended for the Holy Sepulchre, and
was only turned �nto a fam�ly bury�ng place after the Jerusalem
exped�t�on fa�led--but you w�ll excuse me. Some of those Med�c�s
would have smuggled themselves �n sure.--What they had not the
effrontery to do, was not worth do�ng. Why, they had the�r tr�v�al,
forgotten explo�ts on land and sea p�ctured out �n grand frescoes (as
d�d also the anc�ent Doges of Ven�ce) w�th the Sav�our and the V�rg�n
throw�ng bouquets to them out of the clouds, and the De�ty h�mself
applaud�ng from h�s throne �n Heaven! And who pa�nted these
th�ngs? Why, T�t�an, T�ntoretto, Paul Veronese, Raphael--none other
than the world’s �dols, the “old masters.”

Andrea del Sarto glor�f�ed h�s pr�nces �n p�ctures that must save
them for ever from the obl�v�on they mer�ted, and they let h�m starve.
Served h�m r�ght. Raphael p�ctured such �nfernal v�lla�ns as
Cather�ne and Mar�e de Med�c�s seated �n heaven and convers�ng
fam�l�arly w�th the V�rg�n Mary and the angels, (to say noth�ng of
h�gher personages,) and yet my fr�ends abuse me because I am a
l�ttle prejud�ced aga�nst the old masters--because I fa�l somet�mes to
see the beauty that �s �n the�r product�ons. I can not help but see �t,
now and then, but I keep on protest�ng aga�nst the grovel�ng sp�r�t
that could persuade those masters to prost�tute the�r noble talents to



the adulat�on of such monsters as the French, Venet�an and
Florent�ne Pr�nces of two and three hundred years ago, all the same.

I am told that the old masters had to do these shameful th�ngs for
bread, the pr�nces and potentates be�ng the only patrons of art. If a
grandly g�fted man may drag h�s pr�de and h�s manhood �n the d�rt for
bread rather than starve w�th the nob�l�ty that �s �n h�m unta�nted, the
excuse �s a val�d one. It would excuse theft �n Wash�ngtons and
Well�ngtons, and unchast�ty �n women as well.

But somehow, I can not keep that Med�c� mausoleum out of my
memory. It �s as large as a church; �ts pavement �s r�ch enough for
the pavement of a K�ng’s palace; �ts great dome �s gorgeous w�th
frescoes; �ts walls are made of--what? Marble?--plaster?--wood?--
paper? No. Red porphyry--verde ant�que--jasper--or�ental agate--
alabaster--mother-of-pearl--chalcedony--red coral--lap�s lazul�! All the
vast walls are made wholly of these prec�ous stones, worked �n, and
�n and �n together �n elaborate pattern s and f�gures, and pol�shed t�ll
they glow l�ke great m�rrors w�th the p�ctured splendors reflected from
the dome overhead. And before a statue of one of those dead
Med�c�s reposes a crown that blazes w�th d�amonds and emeralds
enough to buy a sh�p-of-the-l�ne, almost. These are the th�ngs the
Government has �ts ev�l eye upon, and a happy th�ng �t w�ll be for
Italy when they melt away �n the publ�c treasury.

And now----. However, another beggar approaches. I w�ll go out
and destroy h�m, and then come back and wr�te another chapter of
v�tuperat�on.

Hav�ng eaten the fr�endless orphan--hav�ng dr�ven away h�s
comrades--hav�ng grown calm and reflect�ve at length--I now feel �n
a k�ndl�er mood. I feel that after talk�ng so freely about the pr�ests
and the churches, just�ce demands that �f I know any th�ng good
about e�ther I ought to say �t. I have heard of many th�ngs that
redound to the cred�t of the pr�esthood, but the most notable matter
that occurs to me now �s the devot�on one of the mend�cant orders
showed dur�ng the prevalence of the cholera last year. I speak of the
Dom�n�can fr�ars--men who wear a coarse, heavy brown robe and a
cowl, �n th�s hot cl�mate, and go barefoot. They l�ve on alms
altogether, I bel�eve. They must unquest�onably love the�r rel�g�on, to



suffer so much for �t. When the cholera was rag�ng �n Naples; when
the people were dy�ng by hundreds and hundreds every day; when
every concern for the publ�c welfare was swallowed up �n self�sh
pr�vate �nterest, and every c�t�zen made the tak�ng care of h�mself h�s
sole object, these men banded themselves together and went about
nurs�ng the s�ck and bury�ng the dead. The�r noble efforts cost many
of them the�r l�ves. They la�d them down cheerfully, and well they
m�ght. Creeds mathemat�cally prec�se, and ha�r-spl�tt�ng n�cet�es of
doctr�ne, are absolutely necessary for the salvat�on of some k�nds of
souls, but surely the char�ty, the pur�ty, the unself�shness that are �n
the hearts of men l�ke these would save the�r souls though they were
bankrupt �n the true rel�g�on--wh�ch �s ours.

One of these fat bare-footed rascals came here to C�v�ta Vecch�a
w�th us �n the l�ttle French steamer. There were only half a dozen of
us �n the cab�n. He belonged �n the steerage. He was the l�fe of the
sh�p, the bloody-m�nded son of the Inqu�s�t�on! He and the leader of
the mar�ne band of a French man-of-war played on the p�ano and
sang opera turn about; they sang duets together; they r�gged
�mpromptu theatr�cal costumes and gave us extravagant farces and
pantom�mes. We got along f�rst-rate w�th the fr�ar, and were
excess�vely conversat�onal, albe�t he could not understand what we
sa�d, and certa�nly he never uttered a word that we could guess the
mean�ng of.

Th�s C�v�ta Vecch�a �s the f�nest nest of d�rt, verm�n and �gnorance
we have found yet, except that Afr�can perd�t�on they call Tang�er,
wh�ch �s just l�ke �t. The people here l�ve �n alleys two yards w�de,
wh�ch have a smell about them wh�ch �s pecul�ar but not enterta�n�ng.
It �s well the alleys are not w�der, because they hold as much smell
now as a person can stand, and of course, �f they were w�der they
would hold more, and then the people would d�e. These alleys are
paved w�th stone, and carpeted w�th deceased cats, and decayed
rags, and decomposed vegetable-tops, and remnants of old boots,
all soaked w�th d�sh-water, and the people s�t around on stools and
enjoy �t. They are �ndolent, as a general th�ng, and yet have few
past�mes. They work two or three hours at a t�me, but not hard, and
then they knock off and catch fl�es. Th�s does not requ�re any talent,
because they only have to grab--�f they do not get the one they are



after, they get another. It �s all the same to them. They have no
part�al�t�es. Wh�chever one they get �s the one they want.

They have other k�nds of �nsects, but �t does not make them
arrogant. They are very qu�et, unpretend�ng people. They have more
of these k�nd of th�ngs than other commun�t�es, but they do not
boast.

They are very uncleanly--these people--�n face, �n person and
dress. When they see any body w�th a clean sh�rt on, �t arouses the�r
scorn. The women wash clothes, half the day, at the publ�c tanks �n
the streets, but they are probably somebody else’s. Or may be they
keep one set to wear and another to wash; because they never put
on any that have ever been washed. When they get done wash�ng,
they s�t �n the alleys and nurse the�r cubs. They nurse one ash-cat at
a t�me, and the others scratch the�r backs aga�nst the door-post and
are happy.
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All th�s country belongs to the Papal States. They do not appear to
have any schools here, and only one b�ll�ard table. The�r educat�on �s
at a very low stage. One port�on of the men go �nto the m�l�tary,
another �nto the pr�esthood, and the rest �nto the shoe-mak�ng
bus�ness.

They keep up the passport system here, but so they do �n Turkey.
Th�s shows that the Papal States are as far advanced as Turkey.
Th�s fact w�ll be alone suff�c�ent to s�lence the tongues of mal�gnant
calumn�ators. I had to get my passport v�sed for Rome �n Florence,
and then they would not let me come ashore here unt�l a pol�ceman
had exam�ned �t on the wharf and sent me a perm�t. They d�d not
even dare to let me take my passport �n my hands for twelve hours, I
looked so form�dable. They judged �t best to let me cool down. They
thought I wanted to take the town, l�kely. L�ttle d�d they know me. I
wouldn’t have �t. They exam�ned my baggage at the depot. They



took one of my ablest jokes and read �t over carefully tw�ce and then
read �t backwards. But �t was too deep for them. They passed �t
around, and every body speculated on �t awh�le, but �t mastered
them all.

It was no common joke. At length a veteran off�cer spelled �t over
del�berately and shook h�s head three or four t�mes and sa�d that �n
h�s op�n�on �t was sed�t�ous. That was the f�rst t�me I felt alarmed. I
�mmed�ately sa�d I would expla�n the document, and they crowded
around. And so I expla�ned and expla�ned and expla�ned, and they
took notes of all I sa�d, but the more I expla�ned the more they could
not understand �t, and when they des�sted at last, I could not even
understand �t myself.
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They sa�d they bel�eved �t was an �ncend�ary document, leveled at
the government. I declared solemnly that �t was not, but they only
shook the�r heads and would not be sat�sf�ed. Then they consulted a
good wh�le; and f�nally they conf�scated �t. I was very sorry for th�s,
because I had worked a long t�me on that joke, and took a good deal
of pr�de �n �t, and now I suppose I shall never see �t any more. I
suppose �t w�ll be sent up and f�led away among the cr�m�nal
arch�ves of Rome, and w�ll always be regarded as a myster�ous
�nfernal mach�ne wh�ch would have blown up l�ke a m�ne and
scattered the good Pope all around, but for a m�raculous prov�dent�al
�nterference. And I suppose that all the t�me I am �n Rome the pol�ce
w�ll dog me about from place to place because they th�nk I am a
dangerous character.

It �s fearfully hot �n C�v�ta Vecch�a. The streets are made very
narrow and the houses bu�lt very sol�d and heavy and h�gh, as a
protect�on aga�nst the heat. Th�s �s the f�rst Ital�an town I have seen
wh�ch does not appear to have a patron sa�nt. I suppose no sa�nt but
the one that went up �n the char�ot of f�re could stand the cl�mate.



There �s noth�ng here to see. They have not even a cathedral, w�th
eleven tons of sol�d s�lver archb�shops �n the back room; and they do
not show you any moldy bu�ld�ngs that are seven thousand years
old; nor any smoke-dr�ed old f�re-screens wh�ch are chef d’oeuvres
of Reubens or S�mpson, or T�t�an or Ferguson, or any of those
part�es; and they haven’t any bottled fragments of sa�nts, and not
even a na�l from the true cross. We are go�ng to Rome. There �s
noth�ng to see here.



CHAPTER XXVI.
What �s �t that confers the noblest del�ght? What �s that wh�ch

swells a man’s breast w�th pr�de above that wh�ch any other
exper�ence can br�ng to h�m? D�scovery! To know that you are
walk�ng where none others have walked; that you are behold�ng
what human eye has not seen before; that you are breath�ng a v�rg�n
atmosphere. To g�ve b�rth to an �dea--to d�scover a great thought--an
�ntellectual nugget, r�ght under the dust of a f�eld that many a bra�n--
plow had gone over before. To f�nd a new planet, to �nvent a new
h�nge, to f�nd the way to make the l�ghtn�ngs carry your messages.
To be the f�rst--that �s the �dea. To do someth�ng, say someth�ng, see
someth�ng, before any body else--these are the th�ngs that confer a
pleasure compared w�th wh�ch other pleasures are tame and
commonplace, other ecstas�es cheap and tr�v�al. Morse, w�th h�s f�rst
message, brought by h�s servant, the l�ghtn�ng; Fulton, �n that long-
drawn century of suspense, when he placed h�s hand upon the
throttle-valve and lo, the steamboat moved; Jenner, when h�s pat�ent
w�th the cow’s v�rus �n h�s blood, walked through the smallpox
hosp�tals unscathed; Howe, when the �dea shot through h�s bra�n
that for a hundred and twenty generat�ons the eye had been bored
through the wrong end of the needle; the nameless lord of art who
la�d down h�s ch�sel �n some old age that �s forgotten, now, and
gloated upon the f�n�shed Laocoon; Daguerre, when he commanded
the sun, r�d�ng �n the zen�th, to pr�nt the landscape upon h�s
�ns�gn�f�cant s�lvered plate, and he obeyed; Columbus, �n the P�nta’s
shrouds, when he swung h�s hat above a fabled sea and gazed
abroad upon an unknown world! These are the men who have really
l�ved--who have actually comprehended what pleasure �s--who have
crowded long l�fet�mes of ecstasy �nto a s�ngle moment.

What �s there �n Rome for me to see that others have not seen
before me? What �s there for me to touch that others have not
touched? What �s there for me to feel, to learn, to hear, to know, that



shall thr�ll me before �t pass to others? What can I d�scover?--
Noth�ng. Noth�ng whatsoever. One charm of travel d�es here. But �f I
were only a Roman!--If, added to my own I could be g�fted w�th
modern Roman sloth, modern Roman superst�t�on, and modern
Roman boundlessness of �gnorance, what bew�lder�ng worlds of
unsuspected wonders I would d�scover! Ah, �f I were only a hab�tant
of the Campagna f�ve and twenty m�les from Rome! Then I would
travel.
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I would go to Amer�ca, and see, and learn, and return to the
Campagna and stand before my countrymen an �llustr�ous
d�scoverer. I would say:

“I saw there a country wh�ch has no overshadow�ng Mother
Church, and yet the people surv�ve. I saw a government wh�ch never
was protected by fore�gn sold�ers at a cost greater than that requ�red
to carry on the government �tself. I saw common men and common
women who could read; I even saw small ch�ldren of common
country people read�ng from books; �f I dared th�nk you would bel�eve
�t, I would say they could wr�te, also.

“In the c�t�es I saw people dr�nk�ng a del�c�ous beverage made of
chalk and water, but never once saw goats dr�ven through the�r
Broadway or the�r Pennsylvan�a Avenue or the�r Montgomery street
and m�lked at the doors of the houses. I saw real glass w�ndows �n
the houses of even the commonest people. Some of the houses are
not of stone, nor yet of br�cks; I solemnly swear they are made of
wood. Houses there w�ll take f�re and burn, somet�mes--actually burn
ent�rely down, and not leave a s�ngle vest�ge beh�nd. I could state
that for a truth, upon my death-bed. And as a proof that the
c�rcumstance �s not rare, I aver that they have a th�ng wh�ch they call
a f�re-eng�ne, wh�ch vom�ts forth great streams of water, and �s kept
always �n read�ness, by n�ght and by day, to rush to houses that are



burn�ng. You would th�nk one eng�ne would be suff�c�ent, but some
great c�t�es have a hundred; they keep men h�red, and pay them by
the month to do noth�ng but put out f�res. For a certa�n sum of money
other men w�ll �nsure that your house shall not burn down; and �f �t
burns they w�ll pay you for �t. There are hundreds and thousands of
schools, and any body may go and learn to be w�se, l�ke a pr�est. In
that s�ngular country �f a r�ch man d�es a s�nner, he �s damned; he
can not buy salvat�on w�th money for masses. There �s really not
much use �n be�ng r�ch, there. Not much use as far as the other
world �s concerned, but much, very much use, as concerns th�s;
because there, �f a man be r�ch, he �s very greatly honored, and can
become a leg�slator, a governor, a general, a senator, no matter how
�gnorant an ass he �s--just as �n our beloved Italy the nobles hold all
the great places, even though somet�mes they are born noble �d�ots.
There, �f a man be r�ch, they g�ve h�m costly presents, they ask h�m
to feasts, they �nv�te h�m to dr�nk compl�cated beverages; but �f he be
poor and �n debt, they requ�re h�m to do that wh�ch they term to
‘settle.’ The women put on a d�fferent dress almost every day; the
dress �s usually f�ne, but absurd �n shape; the very shape and
fash�on of �t changes tw�ce �n a hundred years; and d�d I but covet to
be called an extravagant fals�f�er, I would say �t changed even
oftener. Ha�r does not grow upon the Amer�can women’s heads; �t �s
made for them by cunn�ng workmen �n the shops, and �s curled and
fr�zzled �nto scandalous and ungodly forms. Some persons wear
eyes of glass wh�ch they see through w�th fac�l�ty perhaps, else they
would not use them; and �n the mouths of some are teeth made by
the sacr�leg�ous hand of man. The dress of the men �s laughably
grotesque. They carry no musket �n ord�nary l�fe, nor no \ long-
po�nted pole; they wear no w�de green-l�ned cloak; they wear no
peaked black felt hat, no leathern ga�ters reach�ng to the knee, no
goat-sk�n breeches w�th the ha�r s�de out, no hob-na�led shoes, no
prod�g�ous spurs. They wear a con�cal hat termed a “na�l-keg;” a coat
of saddest black; a sh�rt wh�ch shows d�rt so eas�ly that �t has to be
changed every month, and �s very troublesome; th�ngs called
pantaloons, wh�ch are held up by shoulder straps, and on the�r feet
they wear boots wh�ch are r�d�culous �n pattern and can stand no
wear. Yet dressed �n th�s fantast�c garb, these people laughed at my



costume. In that country, books are so common that �t �s really no
cur�os�ty to see one. Newspapers also. They have a great mach�ne
wh�ch pr�nts such th�ngs by thousands every hour.

“I saw common men, there--men who were ne�ther pr�ests nor
pr�nces--who yet absolutely owned the land they t�lled. It was not
rented from the church, nor from the nobles. I am ready to take my
oath of th�s. In that country you m�ght fall from a th�rd story w�ndow
three several t�mes, and not mash e�ther a sold�er or a pr�est.--The
scarc�ty of such people �s aston�sh�ng. In the c�t�es you w�ll see a
dozen c�v�l�ans for every sold�er, and as many for every pr�est or
preacher. Jews, there, are treated just l�ke human be�ngs, �nstead of
dogs. They can work at any bus�ness they please; they can sell
brand new goods �f they want to; they can keep drug-stores; they
can pract�ce med�c�ne among Chr�st�ans; they can even shake hands
w�th Chr�st�ans �f they choose; they can assoc�ate w�th them, just the
same as one human be�ng does w�th another human be�ng; they
don’t have to stay shut up �n one corner of the towns; they can l�ve �n
any part of a town they l�ke best; �t �s sa�d they even have the
pr�v�lege of buy�ng land and houses, and own�ng them themselves,
though I doubt that, myself; they never have had to run races naked
through the publ�c streets, aga�nst jackasses, to please the people �n
carn�val t�me; there they never have been dr�ven by the sold�ers �nto
a church every Sunday for hundreds of years to hear themselves
and the�r rel�g�on espec�ally and part�cularly cursed; at th�s very day,
�n that cur�ous country, a Jew �s allowed to vote, hold off�ce, yea, get
up on a rostrum �n the publ�c street and express h�s op�n�on of the
government �f the government don’t su�t h�m! Ah, �t �s wonderful. The
common people there know a great deal; they even have the
effrontery to compla�n �f they are not properly governed, and to take
hold and help conduct the government themselves; �f they had laws
l�ke ours, wh�ch g�ve one dollar of every three a crop produces to the
government for taxes, they would have that law altered: �nstead of
pay�ng th�rty-three dollars �n taxes, out of every one hundred they
rece�ve, they compla�n �f they have to pay seven. They are cur�ous
people. They do not know when they are well off. Mend�cant pr�ests
do not prowl among them w�th baskets begg�ng for the church and
eat�ng up the�r substance. One hardly ever sees a m�n�ster of the



gospel go�ng around there �n h�s bare feet, w�th a basket, begg�ng for
subs�stence. In that country the preachers are not l�ke our mend�cant
orders of fr�ars--they have two or three su�ts of cloth�ng, and they
wash somet�mes. In that land are mounta�ns far h�gher than the
Alban mounta�ns; the vast Roman Campagna, a hundred m�les long
and full forty broad, �s really small compared to the Un�ted States of
Amer�ca; the T�ber, that celebrated r�ver of ours, wh�ch stretches �ts
m�ghty course almost two hundred m�les, and wh�ch a lad can
scarcely throw a stone across at Rome, �s not so long, nor yet so
w�de, as the Amer�can M�ss�ss�pp�--nor yet the Oh�o, nor even the
Hudson. In Amer�ca the people are absolutely w�ser and know much
more than the�r grandfathers d�d. They do not plow w�th a sharpened
st�ck, nor yet w�th a three-cornered block of wood that merely
scratches the top of the ground. We do that because our fathers d�d,
three thousand years ago, I suppose. But those people have no holy
reverence for the�r ancestors. They plow w�th a plow that �s a sharp,
curved blade of �ron, and �t cuts �nto the earth full f�ve �nches. And
th�s �s not all. They cut the�r gra�n w�th a horr�d mach�ne that mows
down whole f�elds �n a day. If I dared, I would say that somet�mes
they use a blasphemous plow that works by f�re and vapor and tears
up an acre of ground �n a s�ngle hour--but--but--I see by your looks
that you do not bel�eve the th�ngs I am tell�ng you. Alas, my character
�s ru�ned, and I am a branded speaker of untruths!”

Of course we have been to the monster Church of St. Peter,
frequently. I knew �ts d�mens�ons. I knew �t was a prod�g�ous
structure. I knew �t was just about the length of the cap�tol at
Wash�ngton--say seven hundred and th�rty feet. I knew �t was three
hundred and s�xty-four feet w�de, and consequently w�der than the
cap�tol. I knew that the cross on the top of the dome of the church
was four hundred and th�rty-e�ght feet above the ground, and
therefore about a hundred or may be a hundred and twenty-f�ve feet
h�gher than the dome of the cap�tol.--Thus I had one gauge. I w�shed
to come as near form�ng a correct �dea of how �t was go�ng to look,
as poss�ble; I had a cur�os�ty to see how much I would err. I erred
cons�derably. St. Peter’s d�d not look nearly so large as the cap�tol,
and certa�nly not a twent�eth part as beaut�ful, from the outs�de.



When we reached the door, and stood fa�rly w�th�n the church, �t
was �mposs�ble to comprehend that �t was a very large bu�ld�ng. I had
to c�pher a comprehens�on of �t. I had to ransack my memory for
some more s�m�les. St. Peter’s �s bulky. Its he�ght and s�ze would
represent two of the Wash�ngton cap�tol set one on top of the other--
�f the cap�tol were w�der; or two blocks or two blocks and a half of
ord�nary bu�ld�ngs set one on top of the other. St. Peter’s was that
large, but �t could and would not look so. The trouble was that every
th�ng �n �t and about �t was on such a scale of un�form vastness that
there were no contrasts to judge by--none but the people, and I had
not not�ced them. They were �nsects. The statues of ch�ldren hold�ng
vases of holy water were �mmense, accord�ng to the tables of
f�gures, but so was every th�ng else around them. The mosa�c
p�ctures �n the dome were huge, and were made of thousands and
thousands of cubes of glass as large as the end of my l�ttle f�nger,
but those p�ctures looked smooth, and gaudy of color, and �n good
proport�on to the dome. Ev�dently they would not answer to measure
by. Away down toward the far end of the church (I thought �t was
really clear at the far end, but d�scovered afterward that �t was �n the
centre, under the dome,) stood the th�ng they call the baldacch�no--a
great bronze pyram�dal frame-work l�ke that wh�ch upholds a
mosqu�to bar. It only looked l�ke a cons�derably magn�f�ed bedstead--
noth�ng more. Yet I knew �t was a good deal more than half as h�gh
as N�agara Falls. It was overshadowed by a dome so m�ghty that �ts
own he�ght was snubbed. The four great square p�ers or p�llars that
stand equ�d�stant from each other �n the church, and support the
roof, I could not work up to the�r real d�mens�ons by any method of
compar�son. I knew that the faces of each were about the w�dth of a
very large dwell�ng-house front, (f�fty or s�xty feet,) and that they
were tw�ce as h�gh as an ord�nary three-story dwell�ng, but st�ll they
looked small. I tr�ed all the d�fferent ways I could th�nk of to compel
myself to understand how large St. Peter’s was, but w�th small
success. The mosa�c portra�t of an Apostle who was wr�t�ng w�th a
pen s�x feet long seemed only an ord�nary Apostle.

But the people attracted my attent�on after a wh�le. To stand �n the
door of St. Peter’s and look at men down toward �ts further extrem�ty,
two blocks away, has a d�m�n�sh�ng effect on them; surrounded by



the prod�g�ous p�ctures and statues, and lost �n the vast spaces, they
look very much smaller than they would �f they stood two blocks
away �n the open a�r. I “averaged” a man as he passed me and
watched h�m as he dr�fted far down by the baldacch�no and beyond--
watched h�m dw�ndle to an �ns�gn�f�cant school-boy, and then, �n the
m�dst of the s�lent throng of human p�gm�es gl�d�ng about h�m, I lost
h�m. The church had lately been decorated, on the occas�on of a
great ceremony �n honor of St. Peter, and men were engaged, now,
�n remov�ng the flowers and g�lt paper from the walls and p�llars. As
no ladders could reach the great he�ghts, the men swung themselves
down from balustrades and the cap�tals of p�lasters by ropes, to do
th�s work. The upper gallery wh�ch enc�rcles the �nner sweep of the
dome �s two hundred and forty feet above the floor of the church--
very few steeples �n Amer�ca could reach up to �t. V�s�tors always go
up there to look down �nto the church because one gets the best
�dea of some of the he�ghts and d�stances from that po�nt. Wh�le we
stood on the floor one of the workmen swung loose from that gallery
at the end of a long rope. I had not supposed, before, that a man
could look so much l�ke a sp�der. He was �ns�gn�f�cant �n s�ze, and h�s
rope seemed only a thread. See�ng that he took up so l�ttle space, I
could bel�eve the story, then, that ten thousand troops went to St.
Peter’s, once, to hear mass, and the�r command�ng off�cer came
afterward, and not f�nd�ng them, supposed they had not yet arr�ved.
But they were �n the church, nevertheless--they were �n one of the
transepts. Nearly f�fty thousand persons assembled �n St. Peter’s to
hear the publ�sh�ng of the dogma of the Immaculate Concept�on. It �s
est�mated that the floor of the church affords stand�ng room for--for a
large number of people; I have forgotten the exact f�gures. But �t �s
no matter--�t �s near enough.

They have twelve small p�llars, �n St. Peter’s, wh�ch came from
Solomon’s Temple. They have, also--wh�ch was far more �nterest�ng
to me--a p�ece of the true cross, and some na�ls, and a part of the
crown of thorns.

Of course we ascended to the summ�t of the dome, and of course
we also went up �nto the g�lt copper ball wh�ch �s above �t.--There
was room there for a dozen persons, w�th a l�ttle crowd�ng, and �t
was as close and hot as an oven. Some of those people who are so



fond of wr�t�ng the�r names �n prom�nent places had been there
before us--a m�ll�on or two, I should th�nk. From the dome of St.
Peter’s one can see every notable object �n Rome, from the Castle of
St. Angelo to the Col�seum. He can d�scern the seven h�lls upon
wh�ch Rome �s bu�lt. He can see the T�ber, and the local�ty of the
br�dge wh�ch Horat�us kept “�n the brave days of old” when Lars
Porsena attempted to cross �t w�th h�s �nvad�ng host. He can see the
spot where the Horat�� and the Curat�� fought the�r famous battle. He
can see the broad green Campagna, stretch�ng away toward the
mounta�ns, w�th �ts scattered arches and broken aqueducts of the
olden t�me, so p�cturesque �n the�r gray ru�n, and so da�nt�ly
festooned w�th v�nes. He can see the Alban Mounta�ns, the
Appen�nes, the Sab�ne H�lls, and the blue Med�terranean. He can
see a panorama that �s var�ed, extens�ve, beaut�ful to the eye, and
more �llustr�ous �n h�story than any other �n Europe.--About h�s feet �s
spread the remnant of a c�ty that once had a populat�on of four
m�ll�on souls; and among �ts massed ed�f�ces stand the ru�ns of
temples, columns, and tr�umphal arches that knew the Caesars, and
the noonday of Roman splendor; and close by them, �n un�mpa�red
strength, �s a dra�n of arched and heavy masonry that belonged to
that older c�ty wh�ch stood here before Romulus and Remus were
born or Rome thought of. The App�an Way �s here yet, and look�ng
much as �t d�d, perhaps, when the tr�umphal process�ons of the
Emperors moved over �t �n other days br�ng�ng fettered pr�nces from
the conf�nes of the earth. We can not see the long array of char�ots
and ma�l-clad men laden w�th the spo�ls of conquest, but we can
�mag�ne the pageant, after a fash�on. We look out upon many objects
of �nterest from the dome of St. Peter’s; and last of all, almost at our
feet, our eyes rest upon the bu�ld�ng wh�ch was once the Inqu�s�t�on.
How t�mes changed, between the older ages and the new! Some
seventeen or e�ghteen centur�es ago, the �gnorant men of Rome
were wont to put Chr�st�ans �n the arena of the Col�seum yonder, and
turn the w�ld beasts �n upon them for a show. It was for a lesson as
well. It was to teach the people to abhor and fear the new doctr�ne
the followers of Chr�st were teach�ng. The beasts tore the v�ct�ms
l�mb from l�mb and made poor mangled corpses of them �n the
tw�nkl�ng of an eye. But when the Chr�st�ans came �nto power, when



the holy Mother Church became m�stress of the barbar�ans, she
taught them the error of the�r ways by no such means. No, she put
them �n th�s pleasant Inqu�s�t�on and po�nted to the Blessed
Redeemer, who was so gentle and so merc�ful toward all men, and
they urged the barbar�ans to love h�m; and they d�d all they could to
persuade them to love and honor h�m--f�rst by tw�st�ng the�r thumbs
out of jo�nt w�th a screw; then by n�pp�ng the�r flesh w�th p�ncers--red-
hot ones, because they are the most comfortable �n cold weather;
then by sk�nn�ng them al�ve a l�ttle, and f�nally by roast�ng them �n
publ�c. They always conv�nced those barbar�ans. The true rel�g�on,
properly adm�n�stered, as the good Mother Church used to
adm�n�ster �t, �s very, very sooth�ng. It �s wonderfully persuas�ve, also.
There �s a great d�fference between feed�ng part�es to w�ld beasts
and st�rr�ng up the�r f�ner feel�ngs �n an Inqu�s�t�on. One �s the system
of degraded barbar�ans, the other of enl�ghtened, c�v�l�zed people. It
�s a great p�ty the playful Inqu�s�t�on �s no more.
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I prefer not to descr�be St. Peter’s. It has been done before. The
ashes of Peter, the d�sc�ple of the Sav�our, repose �n a crypt under
the baldacch�no. We stood reverently �n that place; so d�d we also �n
the Mamert�ne Pr�son, where he was conf�ned, where he converted
the sold�ers, and where trad�t�on says he caused a spr�ng of water to
flow �n order that he m�ght bapt�ze them. But when they showed us
the pr�nt of Peter’s face �n the hard stone of the pr�son wall and sa�d
he made that by fall�ng up aga�nst �t, we doubted. And when, also,
the monk at the church of San Sebast�an showed us a pav�ng-stone
w�th two great footpr�nts �n �t and sa�d that Peter’s feet made those,
we lacked conf�dence aga�n. Such th�ngs do not �mpress one. The
monk sa�d that angels came and l�berated Peter from pr�son by n�ght,
and he started away from Rome by the App�an Way. The Sav�our
met h�m and told h�m to go back, wh�ch he d�d. Peter left those



footpr�nts �n the stone upon wh�ch he stood at the t�me. It was not
stated how �t was ever d�scovered whose footpr�nts they were,
see�ng the �nterv�ew occurred secretly and at n�ght. The pr�nt of the
face �n the pr�son was that of a man of common s�ze; the footpr�nts
were those of a man ten or twelve feet h�gh. The d�screpancy
conf�rmed our unbel�ef.

We necessar�ly v�s�ted the Forum, where Caesar was
assass�nated, and also the Tarpe�an Rock. We saw the Dy�ng
Glad�ator at the Cap�tol, and I th�nk that even we apprec�ated that
wonder of art; as much, perhaps, as we d�d that fearful story wrought
�n marble, �n the Vat�can--the Laocoon. And then the Col�seum.

Every body knows the p�cture of the Col�seum; every body
recogn�zes at once that “looped and w�ndowed” band-box w�th a s�de
b�tten out. Be�ng rather �solated, �t shows to better advantage than
any other of the monuments of anc�ent Rome. Even the beaut�ful
Pantheon, whose pagan altars uphold the cross, now, and whose
Venus, tr�cked out �n consecrated g�mcracks, does reluctant duty as
a V�rg�n Mary to-day, �s bu�lt about w�th shabby houses and �ts
statel�ness sadly marred. But the monarch of all European ru�ns, the
Col�seum, ma�nta�ns that reserve and that royal seclus�on wh�ch �s
proper to majesty. Weeds and flowers spr�ng from �ts massy arches
and �ts c�rcl�ng seats, and v�nes hang the�r fr�nges from �ts lofty walls.
An �mpress�ve s�lence broods over the monstrous structure where
such mult�tudes of men and women were wont to assemble �n other
days. The butterfl�es have taken the places of the queens of fash�on
and beauty of e�ghteen centur�es ago, and the l�zards sun
themselves �n the sacred seat of the Emperor. More v�v�dly than all
the wr�tten h�stor�es, the Col�seum tells the story of Rome’s grandeur
and Rome’s decay. It �s the worth�est type of both that ex�sts. Mov�ng
about the Rome of to-day, we m�ght f�nd �t hard to bel�eve �n her old
magn�f�cence and her m�ll�ons of populat�on; but w�th th�s stubborn
ev�dence before us that she was obl�ged to have a theatre w�th
s�tt�ng room for e�ghty thousand persons and stand�ng room for
twenty thousand more, to accommodate such of her c�t�zens as
requ�red amusement, we f�nd bel�ef less d�ff�cult. The Col�seum �s
over one thousand s�x hundred feet long, seven hundred and f�fty
w�de, and one hundred and s�xty-f�ve h�gh. Its shape �s oval.



In Amer�ca we make conv�cts useful at the same t�me that we
pun�sh them for the�r cr�mes. We farm them out and compel them to
earn money for the State by mak�ng barrels and bu�ld�ng roads. Thus
we comb�ne bus�ness w�th retr�but�on, and all th�ngs are lovely. But �n
anc�ent Rome they comb�ned rel�g�ous duty w�th pleasure. S�nce �t
was necessary that the new sect called Chr�st�ans should be
exterm�nated, the people judged �t w�se to make th�s work prof�table
to the State at the same t�me, and enterta�n�ng to the publ�c. In
add�t�on to the glad�ator�al combats and other shows, they
somet�mes threw members of the hated sect �nto the arena of the
Col�seum and turned w�ld beasts �n upon them. It �s est�mated that
seventy thousand Chr�st�ans suffered martyrdom �n th�s place. Th�s
has made the Col�seum holy ground, �n the eyes of the followers of
the Sav�our. And well �t m�ght; for �f the cha�n that bound a sa�nt, and
the footpr�nts a sa�nt has left upon a stone he chanced to stand
upon, be holy, surely the spot where a man gave up h�s l�fe for h�s
fa�th �s holy.

Seventeen or e�ghteen centur�es ago th�s Col�seum was the
theatre of Rome, and Rome was m�stress of the world. Splend�d
pageants were exh�b�ted here, �n presence of the Emperor, the great
m�n�sters of State, the nobles, and vast aud�ences of c�t�zens of
smaller consequence. Glad�ators fought w�th glad�ators and at t�mes
w�th warr�or pr�soners from many a d�stant land. It was the theatre of
Rome--of the world--and the man of fash�on who could not let fall �n
a casual and un�ntent�onal manner someth�ng about “my pr�vate box
at the Col�seum” could not move �n the f�rst c�rcles. When the
cloth�ng-store merchant w�shed to consume the corner grocery man
w�th envy, he bought secured seats �n the front row and let the th�ng
be known. When the �rres�st�ble dry goods clerk w�shed to bl�ght and
destroy, accord�ng to h�s nat�ve �nst�nct, he got h�mself up regardless
of expense and took some other fellow’s young lady to the Col�seum,
and then accented the affront by cramm�ng her w�th �ce cream
between the acts, or by approach�ng the cage and st�rr�ng up the
martyrs w�th h�s whalebone cane for her ed�f�cat�on. The Roman
swell was �n h�s true element only when he stood up aga�nst a p�llar
and f�ngered h�s moustache unconsc�ous of the lad�es; when he
v�ewed the bloody combats through an opera-glass two �nches long;



when he exc�ted the envy of prov�nc�als by cr�t�c�sms wh�ch showed
that he had been to the Col�seum many and many a t�me and was
long ago over the novelty of �t; when he turned away w�th a yawn at
last and sa�d,
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“He a star! handles h�s sword l�ke an apprent�ce br�gand! he’ll do
for the country, may be, but he don’t answer for the metropol�s!”

Glad was the contraband that had a seat �n the p�t at the Saturday
mat�nee, and happy the Roman street-boy who ate h�s peanuts and
guyed the glad�ators from the d�zzy gallery.

For me was reserved the h�gh honor of d�scover�ng among the
rubb�sh of the ru�ned Col�seum the only playb�ll of that establ�shment
now extant. There was a suggest�ve smell of m�nt-drops about �t st�ll,
a corner of �t had ev�dently been chewed, and on the marg�n, �n
cho�ce Lat�n, these words were wr�tten �n a del�cate female hand:

“Meet me on the Tarpe�an Rock tomorrow even�ng, dear, at sharp
seven. Mother w�ll be absent on a v�s�t to her fr�ends �n the Sab�ne
H�lls. CLAUDIA.”

Ah, where �s that lucky youth to-day, and where the l�ttle hand that
wrote those da�nty l�nes? Dust and ashes these seventeen hundred
years!

Thus reads the b�ll:

ROMAN COLISEUM.



UNPARALLELED
ATTRACTION!

NEW PROPERTIES! NEW LIONS! NEW
GLADIATORS!

Engagement of the renowned



MARCUS MARCELLUS
VALERIAN!

FOR SIX NIGHTS ONLY!

The management beg leave to offer to the publ�c an
enterta�nment surpass�ng �n magn�f�cence any th�ng
that has heretofore been attempted on any stage. No
expense has been spared to make the open�ng season
one wh�ch shall be worthy the generous patronage
wh�ch the management feel sure w�ll crown the�r
efforts. The management beg leave to state that they
have succeeded �n secur�ng the serv�ces of a

GALAXY OF TALENT!

such as has not been beheld �n Rome before.

The performance w�ll commence th�s even�ng w�th a



GRAND BROADSWORD
COMBAT!

between two young and prom�s�ng amateurs and a
celebrated Parth�an
glad�ator who has just arr�ved a pr�soner from the
Camp of Verus.
Th�s w�ll be followed by a grand moral



BATTLE-AX ENGAGEMENT!

between the renowned Valer�an (w�th one hand t�ed
beh�nd h�m,) and two g�gant�c savages from Br�ta�n.

After wh�ch the renowned Valer�an (�f he surv�ve,) w�ll
f�ght w�th the broad-sword,

LEFT HANDED!

aga�nst s�x Sophomores and a Freshman from the
Glad�ator�al College!
A long ser�es of br�ll�ant engagements w�ll follow, �n
wh�ch the f�nest talent of the Emp�re w�ll take part

After wh�ch the celebrated Infant Prod�gy known as



“THE YOUNG ACHILLES,”

w�ll engage four t�ger whelps �n combat, armed w�th no
other weapon than h�s l�ttle spear!
The whole to conclude w�th a chaste and elegant

GENERAL SLAUGHTER!

In wh�ch th�rteen Afr�can L�ons and twenty-two
Barbar�an Pr�soners w�ll war w�th each other unt�l all
are exterm�nated.

BOX OFFICE NOW OPEN.

Dress C�rcle One Dollar; Ch�ldren and Servants half
pr�ce.
An eff�c�ent pol�ce force w�ll be on hand to preserve
order and keep the w�ld beasts from leap�ng the
ra�l�ngs and d�scommod�ng the aud�ence.

Doors open at 7; performance beg�ns at 8.

POSITIVELY NO FREE LIST. D�odorus Job Press.



It was as s�ngular as �t was grat�fy�ng that I was also so fortunate
as to f�nd among the rubb�sh of the arena, a sta�ned and mut�lated
copy of the Roman Da�ly Battle-Ax, conta�n�ng a cr�t�que upon th�s
very performance. It comes to hand too late by many centur�es to
rank as news, and therefore I translate and publ�sh �t s�mply to show
how very l�ttle the general style and phraseology of dramat�c cr�t�c�sm
has altered �n the ages that have dragged the�r slow length along
s�nce the carr�ers la�d th�s one damp and fresh before the�r Roman
patrons:

“THE OPENING SEASON.--COLISEUM.--
Notw�thstand�ng the �nclemency of the weather, qu�te a
respectable number of the rank and fash�on of the c�ty
assembled last n�ght to w�tness the debut upon
metropol�tan boards of the young traged�an who has of
late been w�nn�ng such golden op�n�ons �n the
amph�theatres of the prov�nces. Some s�xty thousand
persons were present, and but for the fact that the
streets were almost �mpassable, �t �s fa�r to presume
that the house would have been full. H�s august
Majesty, the Emperor Aurel�us, occup�ed the �mper�al
box, and was the cynosure of all eyes. Many �llustr�ous
nobles and generals of the Emp�re graced the
occas�on w�th the�r presence, and not the least among
them was the young patr�c�an l�eutenant whose laurels,
won �n the ranks of the “Thunder�ng Leg�on,” are st�ll so
green upon h�s brow. The cheer wh�ch greeted h�s
entrance was heard beyond the T�ber!

“The late repa�rs and decorat�ons add both to the
comel�ness and the comfort of the Col�seum. The new
cush�ons are a great �mprovement upon the hard
marble seats we have been so long accustomed to.
The present management deserve well of the publ�c.
They have restored to the Col�seum the g�ld�ng, the
r�ch upholstery and the un�form magn�f�cence wh�ch old
Col�seum frequenters tell us Rome was so proud of
f�fty years ago.



“The open�ng scene last n�ght--the broadsword
combat between two young amateurs and a famous
Parth�an glad�ator who was sent here a pr�soner--was
very f�ne. The elder of the two young gentlemen
handled h�s weapon w�th a grace that marked the
possess�on of extraord�nary talent. H�s fe�nt of
thrust�ng, followed �nstantly by a happ�ly del�vered blow
wh�ch unhelmeted the Parth�an, was rece�ved w�th
hearty applause. He was not thoroughly up �n the
backhanded stroke, but �t was very grat�fy�ng to h�s
numerous fr�ends to know that, �n t�me, pract�ce would
have overcome th�s defect. However, he was k�lled. H�s
s�sters, who were present, expressed cons�derable
regret. H�s mother left the Col�seum. The other youth
ma�nta�ned the contest w�th such sp�r�t as to call forth
enthus�ast�c bursts of applause. When at last he fell a
corpse, h�s aged mother ran scream�ng, w�th ha�r
d�sheveled and tears stream�ng from her eyes, and
swooned away just as her hands were clutch�ng at the
ra�l�ngs of the arena. She was promptly removed by
the pol�ce. Under the c�rcumstances the woman’s
conduct was pardonable, perhaps, but we suggest that
such exh�b�t�ons �nterfere w�th the decorum wh�ch
should be preserved dur�ng the performances, and are
h�ghly �mproper �n the presence of the Emperor. The
Parth�an pr�soner fought bravely and well; and well he
m�ght, for he was f�ght�ng for both l�fe and l�berty. H�s
w�fe and ch�ldren were there to nerve h�s arm w�th the�r
love, and to rem�nd h�m of the old home he should see
aga�n �f he conquered. When h�s second assa�lant fell,
the woman clasped her ch�ldren to her breast and wept
for joy. But �t was only a trans�ent happ�ness. The
capt�ve staggered toward her and she saw that the
l�berty he had earned was earned too late. He was
wounded unto death. Thus the f�rst act closed �n a
manner wh�ch was ent�rely sat�sfactory. The manager
was called before the curta�n and returned h�s thanks



for the honor done h�m, �n a speech wh�ch was replete
w�th w�t and humor, and closed by hop�ng that h�s
humble efforts to afford cheerful and �nstruct�ve
enterta�nment would cont�nue to meet w�th the
approbat�on of the Roman publ�c

“The star now appeared, and was rece�ved w�th
voc�ferous applause and the s�multaneous wav�ng of
s�xty thousand handkerch�efs. Marcus Marcellus
Valer�an (stage name--h�s real name �s Sm�th,) �s a
splend�d spec�men of phys�cal development, and an
art�st of rare mer�t. H�s management of the battle-ax �s
wonderful. H�s gayety and h�s playfulness are
�rres�st�ble, �n h�s com�c parts, and yet they are �nfer�or
to h�s subl�me concept�ons �n the grave realm of
tragedy. When h�s ax was descr�b�ng f�ery c�rcles about
the heads of the bew�ldered barbar�ans, �n exact t�me
w�th h�s spr�ng�ng body and h�s pranc�ng legs, the
aud�ence gave way to uncontrollable bursts of
laughter; but when the back of h�s weapon broke the
skull of one and almost �n the same �nstant �ts edge
clove the other’s body �n twa�n, the howl of enthus�ast�c
applause that shook the bu�ld�ng, was the
acknowledgment of a cr�t�cal assemblage that he was
a master of the noblest department of h�s profess�on. If
he has a fault, (and we are sorry to even �nt�mate that
he has,) �t �s that of glanc�ng at the aud�ence, �n the
m�dst of the most exc�t�ng moments of the
performance, as �f seek�ng adm�rat�on. The paus�ng �n
a f�ght to bow when bouquets are thrown to h�m �s also
�n bad taste. In the great left-handed combat he
appeared to be look�ng at the aud�ence half the t�me,
�nstead of carv�ng h�s adversar�es; and when he had
sla�n all the sophomores and was dally�ng w�th the
freshman, he stooped and snatched a bouquet as �t
fell, and offered �t to h�s adversary at a t�me when a
blow was descend�ng wh�ch prom�sed favorably to be
h�s death-warrant. Such lev�ty �s proper enough �n the



prov�nces, we make no doubt, but �t �ll su�ts the d�gn�ty
of the metropol�s. We trust our young fr�end w�ll take
these remarks �n good part, for we mean them solely
for h�s benef�t. All who know us are aware that
although we are at t�mes justly severe upon t�gers and
martyrs, we never �ntent�onally offend glad�ators.
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“The Infant Prod�gy performed wonders. He
overcame h�s four t�ger whelps w�th ease, and w�th no
other hurt than the loss of a port�on of h�s scalp. The
General Slaughter was rendered w�th a fa�thfulness to
deta�ls wh�ch reflects the h�ghest cred�t upon the late
part�c�pants �n �t.

“Upon the whole, last n�ght’s performances shed
honor not only upon the management but upon the c�ty
that encourages and susta�ns such wholesome and
�nstruct�ve enterta�nments. We would s�mply suggest
that the pract�ce of vulgar young boys �n the gallery of
shy�ng peanuts and paper pellets at the t�gers, and
say�ng “H�-y�!” and man�fest�ng approbat�on or
d�ssat�sfact�on by such observat�ons as “Bully for the
l�on!” “Go �t, Gladdy!” “Boots!” “Speech!” “Take a walk
round the block!” and so on, are extremely
reprehens�ble, when the Emperor �s present, and ought
to be stopped by the pol�ce. Several t�mes last n�ght,
when the supernumerar�es entered the arena to drag
out the bod�es, the young ruff�ans �n the gallery
shouted, “Supe! supe!” and also, “Oh, what a coat!”
and “Why don’t you pad them shanks?” and made use



of var�ous other remarks express�ve of der�s�on. These
th�ngs are very annoy�ng to the aud�ence.

“A mat�nee for the l�ttle folks �s prom�sed for th�s
afternoon, on wh�ch occas�on several martyrs w�ll be
eaten by the t�gers. The regular performance w�ll
cont�nue every n�ght t�ll further not�ce. Mater�al change
of programme every even�ng. Benef�t of Valer�an,
Tuesday, 29th, �f he l�ves.”

I have been a dramat�c cr�t�c myself, �n my t�me, and I was often
surpr�sed to not�ce how much more I knew about Hamlet than
Forrest d�d; and �t grat�f�es me to observe, now, how much better my
brethren of anc�ent t�mes knew how a broad sword battle ought to be
fought than the glad�ators.



CHAPTER XXVII.
So far, good. If any man has a r�ght to feel proud of h�mself, and

sat�sf�ed, surely �t �s I. For I have wr�tten about the Col�seum, and the
glad�ators, the martyrs, and the l�ons, and yet have never once used
the phrase “butchered to make a Roman hol�day.” I am the only free
wh�te man of mature age, who has accompl�shed th�s s�nce Byron
or�g�nated the express�on.

Butchered to make a Roman hol�day sounds well for the f�rst
seventeen or e�ghteen hundred thousand t�mes one sees �t �n pr�nt,
but after that �t beg�ns to grow t�resome. I f�nd �t �n all the books
concern�ng Rome--and here latterly �t rem�nds me of Judge Ol�ver.
Ol�ver was a young lawyer, fresh from the schools, who had gone out
to the deserts of Nevada to beg�n l�fe. He found that country, and our
ways of l�fe, there, �n those early days, d�fferent from l�fe �n New
England or Par�s. But he put on a woollen sh�rt and strapped a navy
revolver to h�s person, took to the bacon and beans of the country,
and determ�ned to do �n Nevada as Nevada d�d. Ol�ver accepted the
s�tuat�on so completely that although he must have sorrowed over
many of h�s tr�als, he never compla�ned--that �s, he never compla�ned
but once. He, two others, and myself, started to the new s�lver m�nes
�n the Humboldt mounta�ns--he to be Probate Judge of Humboldt
county, and we to m�ne. The d�stance was two hundred m�les. It was
dead of w�nter. We bought a two-horse wagon and put e�ghteen
hundred pounds of bacon, flour, beans, blast�ng-powder, p�cks and
shovels �n �t; we bought two sorry-look�ng Mex�can “plugs,” w�th the
ha�r turned the wrong way and more corners on the�r bod�es than
there are on the mosque of Omar; we h�tched up and started. It was
a dreadful tr�p. But Ol�ver d�d not compla�n. The horses dragged the
wagon two m�les from town and then gave out. Then we three
pushed the wagon seven m�les, and Ol�ver moved ahead and pulled
the horses after h�m by the b�ts.
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We compla�ned, but Ol�ver d�d not. The ground was frozen, and �t
froze our backs wh�le we slept; the w�nd swept across our faces and
froze our noses. Ol�ver d�d not compla�n. F�ve days of push�ng the
wagon by day and freez�ng by n�ght brought us to the bad part of the
journey--the Forty M�le Desert, or the Great Amer�can Desert, �f you
please. St�ll, th�s m�ldest-mannered man that ever was, had not
compla�ned. We started across at e�ght �n the morn�ng, push�ng
through sand that had no bottom; to�l�ng all day long by the wrecks of
a thousand wagons, the skeletons of ten thousand oxen; by wagon-
t�res enough to hoop the Wash�ngton Monument to the top, and ox-
cha�ns enough to g�rdle Long Island; by human graves; w�th our
throats parched always, w�th th�rst; l�ps bleed�ng from the alkal� dust;
hungry, persp�r�ng, and very, very weary--so weary that when we
dropped �n the sand every f�fty yards to rest the horses, we could
hardly keep from go�ng to sleep--no compla�nts from Ol�ver: none the
next morn�ng at three o’clock, when we got across, t�red to death.

Awakened two or three n�ghts afterward at m�dn�ght, �n a narrow
canon, by the snow fall�ng on our faces, and appalled at the
�mm�nent danger of be�ng “snowed �n,” we harnessed up and pushed
on t�ll e�ght �n the morn�ng, passed the “D�v�de” and knew we were
saved. No compla�nts. F�fteen days of hardsh�p and fat�gue brought
us to the end of the two hundred m�les, and the Judge had not
compla�ned. We wondered �f any th�ng could exasperate h�m. We
bu�lt a Humboldt house.
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It �s done �n th�s way. You d�g a square �n the steep base of the
mounta�n, and set up two upr�ghts and top them w�th two jo�sts. Then



you stretch a great sheet of “cotton domest�c” from the po�nt where
the jo�sts jo�n the h�ll-s�de down over the jo�sts to the ground; th�s
makes the roof and the front of the mans�on; the s�des and back are
the d�rt walls your d�gg�ng has left. A ch�mney �s eas�ly made by
turn�ng up one corner of the roof. Ol�ver was s�tt�ng alone �n th�s
d�smal den, one n�ght, by a sage-brush f�re, wr�t�ng poetry; he was
very fond of d�gg�ng poetry out of h�mself--or blast�ng �t out when �t
came hard. He heard an an�mal’s footsteps close to the roof; a stone
or two and some d�rt came through and fell by h�m. He grew uneasy
and sa�d “H�!--clear out from there, can’t you!”--from t�me to t�me. But
by and by he fell asleep where he sat, and pretty soon a mule fell
down the ch�mney! The f�re flew �n every d�rect�on, and Ol�ver went
over backwards. About ten n�ghts after that, he recovered conf�dence
enough to go to wr�t�ng poetry aga�n. Aga�n he dozed off to sleep,
and aga�n a mule fell down the ch�mney. Th�s t�me, about half of that
s�de of the house came �n w�th the mule. Struggl�ng to get up, the
mule k�cked the candle out and smashed most of the k�tchen
furn�ture, and ra�sed cons�derable dust. These v�olent awaken�ngs
must have been annoy�ng to Ol�ver, but he never compla�ned. He
moved to a mans�on on the oppos�te s�de of the canon, because he
had not�ced the mules d�d not go there. One n�ght about e�ght o’clock
he was endeavor�ng to f�n�sh h�s poem, when a stone rolled �n--then
a hoof appeared below the canvas--then part of a cow--the after part.
He leaned back �n dread, and shouted “Hooy! hooy! get out of th�s!”
and the cow struggled manfully--lost ground stead�ly--d�rt and dust
streamed down, and before Ol�ver could get well away, the ent�re
cow crashed through on to the table and made a shapeless wreck of
every th�ng!

Then, for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, I th�nk, Ol�ver compla�ned. He
sa�d,

“Th�s th�ng �s grow�ng monotonous!”
Then he res�gned h�s judgesh�p and left Humboldt county.

“Butchered to make a Roman holyday” has grown monotonous to
me.

In th�s connect�on I w�sh to say one word about M�chael Angelo
Buonarott�. I used to worsh�p the m�ghty gen�us of M�chael Angelo--



that man who was great �n poetry, pa�nt�ng, sculpture, arch�tecture--
great �n every th�ng he undertook. But I do not want M�chael Angelo
for breakfast--for luncheon--for d�nner--for tea--for supper--for
between meals. I l�ke a change, occas�onally. In Genoa, he des�gned
every th�ng; �n M�lan he or h�s pup�ls des�gned every th�ng; he
des�gned the Lake of Como; �n Padua, Verona, Ven�ce, Bologna,
who d�d we ever hear of, from gu�des, but M�chael Angelo? In
Florence, he pa�nted every th�ng, des�gned every th�ng, nearly, and
what he d�d not des�gn he used to s�t on a favor�te stone and look at,
and they showed us the stone. In P�sa he des�gned every th�ng but
the old shot-tower, and they would have attr�buted that to h�m �f �t had
not been so awfully out of the perpend�cular. He des�gned the p�ers
of Leghorn and the custom house regulat�ons of C�v�ta Vecch�a. But,
here--here �t �s fr�ghtful. He des�gned St. Peter’s; he des�gned the
Pope; he des�gned the Pantheon, the un�form of the Pope’s sold�ers,
the T�ber, the Vat�can, the Col�seum, the Cap�tol, the Tarpe�an Rock,
the Barber�n� Palace, St. John Lateran, the Campagna, the App�an
Way, the Seven H�lls, the Baths of Caracalla, the Claud�an Aqueduct,
the Cloaca Max�ma--the eternal bore des�gned the Eternal C�ty, and
unless all men and books do l�e, he pa�nted every th�ng �n �t! Dan
sa�d the other day to the gu�de, “Enough, enough, enough! Say no
more! Lump the whole th�ng! say that the Creator made Italy from
des�gns by M�chael Angelo!”
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I never felt so fervently thankful, so soothed, so tranqu�l, so f�lled
w�th a blessed peace, as I d�d yesterday when I learned that M�chael
Angelo was dead.

But we have taken �t out of th�s gu�de. He has marched us through
m�les of p�ctures and sculpture �n the vast corr�dors of the Vat�can;
and through m�les of p�ctures and sculpture �n twenty other palaces;
he has shown us the great p�cture �n the S�st�ne Chapel, and



frescoes enough to frescoe the heavens--pretty much all done by
M�chael Angelo. So w�th h�m we have played that game wh�ch has
vanqu�shed so many gu�des for us--�mbec�l�ty and �d�ot�c quest�ons.
These creatures never suspect--they have no �dea of a sarcasm.

He shows us a f�gure and says: “Statoo brunzo.” (Bronze statue.)
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We look at �t �nd�fferently and the doctor asks: “By M�chael
Angelo?”

“No--not know who.”
Then he shows us the anc�ent Roman Forum. The doctor asks:

“M�chael Angelo?”
A stare from the gu�de. “No--thousan’ year before he �s born.”
Then an Egypt�an obel�sk. Aga�n: “M�chael Angelo?”
“Oh, mon d�eu, genteelmen! Z�s �s two thousan’ year before he �s

born!”
He grows so t�red of that unceas�ng quest�on somet�mes, that he

dreads to show us any th�ng at all. The wretch has tr�ed all the ways
he can th�nk of to make us comprehend that M�chael Angelo �s only
respons�ble for the creat�on of a part of the world, but somehow he
has not succeeded yet. Rel�ef for overtasked eyes and bra�n from
study and s�ghtsee�ng �s necessary, or we shall become �d�ot�c sure
enough. Therefore th�s gu�de must cont�nue to suffer. If he does not
enjoy �t, so much the worse for h�m. We do.

In th�s place I may as well jot down a chapter concern�ng those
necessary nu�sances, European gu�des. Many a man has w�shed �n
h�s heart he could do w�thout h�s gu�de; but know�ng he could not,
has w�shed he could get some amusement out of h�m as a
remunerat�on for the affl�ct�on of h�s soc�ety. We accompl�shed th�s
latter matter, and �f our exper�ence can be made useful to others they
are welcome to �t.



Gu�des know about enough Engl�sh to tangle every th�ng up so
that a man can make ne�ther head or ta�l of �t. They know the�r story
by heart--the h�story of every statue, pa�nt�ng, cathedral or other
wonder they show you. They know �t and tell �t as a parrot would--
and �f you �nterrupt, and throw them off the track, they have to go
back and beg�n over aga�n. All the�r l�ves long, they are employed �n
show�ng strange th�ngs to fore�gners and l�sten�ng to the�r bursts of
adm�rat�on. It �s human nature to take del�ght �n exc�t�ng adm�rat�on. It
�s what prompts ch�ldren to say “smart” th�ngs, and do absurd ones,
and �n other ways “show off” when company �s present. It �s what
makes goss�ps turn out �n ra�n and storm to go and be the f�rst to tell
a startl�ng b�t of news. Th�nk, then, what a pass�on �t becomes w�th a
gu�de, whose pr�v�lege �t �s, every day, to show to strangers wonders
that throw them �nto perfect ecstas�es of adm�rat�on! He gets so that
he could not by any poss�b�l�ty l�ve �n a soberer atmosphere. After we
d�scovered th�s, we never went �nto ecstas�es any more--we never
adm�red any th�ng--we never showed any but �mpass�ble faces and
stup�d �nd�fference �n the presence of the subl�mest wonders a gu�de
had to d�splay. We had found the�r weak po�nt. We have made good
use of �t ever s�nce. We have made some of those people savage, at
t�mes, but we have never lost our own seren�ty.

The doctor asks the quest�ons, generally, because he can keep h�s
countenance, and look more l�ke an �nsp�red �d�ot, and throw more
�mbec�l�ty �nto the tone of h�s vo�ce than any man that l�ves. It comes
natural to h�m.

The gu�des �n Genoa are del�ghted to secure an Amer�can party,
because Amer�cans so much wonder, and deal so much �n sent�ment
and emot�on before any rel�c of Columbus. Our gu�de there f�dgeted
about as �f he had swallowed a spr�ng mattress. He was full of
an�mat�on--full of �mpat�ence. He sa�d:

“Come w�s me, genteelmen!--come! I show you ze letter wr�t�ng by
Chr�stopher Colombo!--wr�te �t h�mself!--wr�te �t w�s h�s own hand!--
come!”

He took us to the mun�c�pal palace. After much �mpress�ve
fumbl�ng of keys and open�ng of locks, the sta�ned and aged



document was spread before us. The gu�de’s eyes sparkled. He
danced about us and tapped the parchment w�th h�s f�nger:

“What I tell you, genteelmen! Is �t not so? See! handwr�t�ng
Chr�stopher Colombo!--wr�te �t h�mself!”

We looked �nd�fferent--unconcerned. The doctor exam�ned the
document very del�berately, dur�ng a pa�nful pause.--Then he sa�d,
w�thout any show of �nterest:

“Ah--Ferguson--what--what d�d you say was the name of the party
who wrote th�s?”

“Chr�stopher Colombo! ze great Chr�stopher Colombo!”
Another del�berate exam�nat�on.
“Ah--d�d he wr�te �t h�mself; or--or how?”
“He wr�te �t h�mself!--Chr�stopher Colombo! He’s own hand-wr�t�ng,

wr�te by h�mself!”
Then the doctor la�d the document down and sa�d:
“Why, I have seen boys �n Amer�ca only fourteen years old that

could wr�te better than that."
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“But z�s �s ze great Chr�sto--”
“I don’t care who �t �s! It’s the worst wr�t�ng I ever saw. Now you

musn’t th�nk you can �mpose on us because we are strangers. We
are not fools, by a good deal. If you have got any spec�mens of
penmansh�p of real mer�t, trot them out!--and �f you haven’t, dr�ve
on!”

We drove on. The gu�de was cons�derably shaken up, but he
made one more venture. He had someth�ng wh�ch he thought would
overcome us. He sa�d:

“Ah, genteelmen, you come w�s me! I show you beaut�ful, O,
magn�f�cent bust Chr�stopher Colombo!--splend�d, grand,



magn�f�cent!”
He brought us before the beaut�ful bust--for �t was beaut�ful--and

sprang back and struck an att�tude:
“Ah, look, genteelmen!--beaut�ful, grand,--bust Chr�stopher

Colombo!--beaut�ful bust, beaut�ful pedestal!”
The doctor put up h�s eye-glass--procured for such occas�ons:
“Ah--what d�d you say th�s gentleman’s name was?”
“Chr�stopher Colombo!--ze great Chr�stopher Colombo!”
“Chr�stopher Colombo--the great Chr�stopher Colombo. Well, what

d�d he do?”
“D�scover Amer�ca!--d�scover Amer�ca, Oh, ze dev�l!”
“D�scover Amer�ca. No--that statement w�ll hardly wash. We are

just from Amer�ca ourselves. We heard noth�ng about �t. Chr�stopher
Colombo--pleasant name--�s--�s he dead?”

“Oh, corpo d� Baccho!--three hundred year!”
“What d�d he d�e of?”
“I do not know!--I can not tell.”
“Small-pox, th�nk?”
“I do not know, genteelmen!--I do not know what he d�e of!”
“Measles, l�kely?”
“May be--may be--I do not know--I th�nk he d�e of someth�ngs.”
“Parents l�v�ng?”
“Im-poseeeble!”
“Ah--wh�ch �s the bust and wh�ch �s the pedestal?”
“Santa Mar�a!--z�s ze bust!--z�s ze pedestal!”
“Ah, I see, I see--happy comb�nat�on--very happy comb�nat�on,

�ndeed. Is--�s th�s the f�rst t�me th�s gentleman was ever on a bust?"
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That joke was lost on the fore�gner--gu�des can not master the
subtlet�es of the Amer�can joke.

We have made �t �nterest�ng for th�s Roman gu�de. Yesterday we
spent three or four hours �n the Vat�can, aga�n, that wonderful world
of cur�os�t�es. We came very near express�ng �nterest, somet�mes--
even adm�rat�on--�t was very hard to keep from �t. We succeeded
though. Nobody else ever d�d, �n the Vat�can museums. The gu�de
was bew�ldered--non-plussed. He walked h�s legs off, nearly, hunt�ng
up extraord�nary th�ngs, and exhausted all h�s �ngenu�ty on us, but �t
was a fa�lure; we never showed any �nterest �n any th�ng. He had
reserved what he cons�dered to be h�s greatest wonder t�ll the last--a
royal Egypt�an mummy, the best preserved �n the world, perhaps. He
took us there. He felt so sure, th�s t�me, that some of h�s old
enthus�asm came back to h�m:

“See, genteelmen!--Mummy! Mummy!”
The eye-glass came up as calmly, as del�berately as ever.
“Ah,--Ferguson--what d�d I understand you to say the gentleman’s

name was?”
“Name?--he got no name!--Mummy!--’Gypt�an mummy!”
“Yes, yes. Born here?”
“No! ’Gypt�an mummy!”
“Ah, just so. Frenchman, I presume?”
“No!--not Frenchman, not Roman!--born �n Egypta!”
“Born �n Egypta. Never heard of Egypta before. Fore�gn local�ty,

l�kely. Mummy--mummy. How calm he �s--how self-possessed. Is, ah-
-�s he dead?”

“Oh, sacre bleu, been dead three thousan’ year!”
The doctor turned on h�m savagely:
“Here, now, what do you mean by such conduct as th�s! Play�ng us

for Ch�namen because we are strangers and try�ng to learn! Try�ng to
�mpose your v�le second-hand carcasses on us!--thunder and
l�ghtn�ng, I’ve a not�on to--to--�f you’ve got a n�ce fresh corpse, fetch
h�m out!--or by George we’ll bra�n you!”



We make �t exceed�ngly �nterest�ng for th�s Frenchman. However,
he has pa�d us back, partly, w�thout know�ng �t. He came to the hotel
th�s morn�ng to ask �f we were up, and he endeavored as well as he
could to descr�be us, so that the landlord would know wh�ch persons
he meant. He f�n�shed w�th the casual remark that we were lunat�cs.
The observat�on was so �nnocent and so honest that �t amounted to
a very good th�ng for a gu�de to say.

There �s one remark (already ment�oned,) wh�ch never yet has
fa�led to d�sgust these gu�des. We use �t always, when we can th�nk
of noth�ng else to say. After they have exhausted the�r enthus�asm
po�nt�ng out to us and pra�s�ng the beaut�es of some anc�ent bronze
�mage or broken-legged statue, we look at �t stup�dly and �n s�lence
for f�ve, ten, f�fteen m�nutes--as long as we can hold out, �n fact--and
then ask:

“Is--�s he dead?”
That conquers the serenest of them. It �s not what they are look�ng

for--espec�ally a new gu�de. Our Roman Ferguson �s the most
pat�ent, unsuspect�ng, long-suffer�ng subject we have had yet. We
shall be sorry to part w�th h�m. We have enjoyed h�s soc�ety very
much. We trust he has enjoyed ours, but we are harassed w�th
doubts.

We have been �n the catacombs. It was l�ke go�ng down �nto a very
deep cellar, only �t was a cellar wh�ch had no end to �t. The narrow
passages are roughly hewn �n the rock, and on each hand as you
pass along, the hollowed shelves are carved out, from three to
fourteen deep; each held a corpse once. There are names, and
Chr�st�an symbols, and prayers, or sentences express�ve of Chr�st�an
hopes, carved upon nearly every sarcophagus. The dates belong
away back �n the dawn of the Chr�st�an era, of course. Here, �n these
holes �n the ground, the f�rst Chr�st�ans somet�mes burrowed to
escape persecut�on. They crawled out at n�ght to get food, but
rema�ned under cover �n the day t�me. The pr�est told us that St.
Sebast�an l�ved under ground for some t�me wh�le he was be�ng
hunted; he went out one day, and the sold�ery d�scovered and shot
h�m to death w�th arrows. F�ve or s�x of the early Popes--those who
re�gned about s�xteen hundred years ago--held the�r papal courts



and adv�sed w�th the�r clergy �n the bowels of the earth. Dur�ng
seventeen years--from A.D. 235 to A.D. 252--the Popes d�d not
appear above ground. Four were ra�sed to the great off�ce dur�ng
that per�od. Four years ap�ece, or thereabouts. It �s very suggest�ve
of the unhealth�ness of underground graveyards as places of
res�dence. One Pope afterward spent h�s ent�re pont�f�cate �n the
catacombs--e�ght years. Another was d�scovered �n them and
murdered �n the ep�scopal cha�r. There was no sat�sfact�on �n be�ng a
Pope �n those days. There were too many annoyances. There are
one hundred and s�xty catacombs under Rome, each w�th �ts maze
of narrow passages cross�ng and recross�ng each other and each
passage walled to the top w�th scooped graves �ts ent�re length. A
careful est�mate makes the length of the passages of all the
catacombs comb�ned foot up n�ne hundred m�les, and the�r graves
number seven m�ll�ons. We d�d not go through all the passages of all
the catacombs. We were very anx�ous to do �t, and made the
necessary arrangements, but our too l�m�ted t�me obl�ged us to g�ve
up the �dea. So we only groped through the d�smal labyr�nth of St.
Call�xtus, under the Church of St. Sebast�an. In the var�ous
catacombs are small chapels rudely hewn �n the stones, and here
the early Chr�st�ans often held the�r rel�g�ous serv�ces by d�m, ghostly
l�ghts. Th�nk of mass and a sermon away down �n those tangled
caverns under ground!

In the catacombs were bur�ed St. Cec�l�a, St. Agnes, and several
other of the most celebrated of the sa�nts. In the catacomb of St.
Call�xtus, St. Br�dget used to rema�n long hours �n holy
contemplat�on, and St. Charles Borromeo was wont to spend whole
n�ghts �n prayer there. It was also the scene of a very marvelous
th�ng.

“Here the heart of St. Ph�l�p Ner� was so �nflamed
w�th d�v�ne love as to burst h�s r�bs.”

I f�nd that grave statement �n a book publ�shed �n New York �n
1808, and wr�tten by “Rev. W�ll�am H. Nel�gan, LL.D., M. A., Tr�n�ty
College, Dubl�n; Member of the Archaeolog�cal Soc�ety of Great
Br�ta�n.” Therefore, I bel�eve �t. Otherw�se, I could not. Under other



c�rcumstances I should have felt a cur�os�ty to know what Ph�l�p had
for d�nner.

Th�s author puts my credul�ty on �ts mettle every now and then. He
tells of one St. Joseph Calasanct�us whose house �n Rome he
v�s�ted; he v�s�ted only the house--the pr�est has been dead two
hundred years. He says the V�rg�n Mary appeared to th�s sa�nt. Then
he cont�nues:

“H�s tongue and h�s heart, wh�ch were found after
nearly a century to be whole, when the body was
d�s�nterred before h�s canon�zat�on, are st�ll preserved
�n a glass case, and after two centur�es the heart �s st�ll
whole. When the French troops came to Rome, and
when P�us VII. was carr�ed away pr�soner, blood
dropped from �t.”

To read that �n a book wr�tten by a monk far back �n the M�ddle
Ages, would surpr�se no one; �t would sound natural and proper; but
when �t �s ser�ously stated �n the m�ddle of the n�neteenth century, by
a man of f�n�shed educat�on, an LL.D., M. A., and an Archaeolog�cal
magnate, �t sounds strangely enough. St�ll, I would gladly change my
unbel�ef for Nel�gan’s fa�th, and let h�m make the cond�t�ons as hard
as he pleased.

The old gentleman’s undoubt�ng, unquest�on�ng s�mpl�c�ty has a
rare freshness about �t �n these matter-of-fact ra�lroad�ng and
telegraph�ng days. Hear h�m, concern�ng the church of Ara Coel�:

“In the roof of the church, d�rectly above the h�gh
altar, �s engraved, ‘Reg�na Coel� laetare Allelu�a.’ In the
s�xth century Rome was v�s�ted by a fearful pest�lence.
Gregory the Great urged the people to do penance,
and a general process�on was formed. It was to
proceed from Ara Coel� to St. Peter’s. As �t passed
before the mole of Adr�an, now the Castle of St.
Angelo, the sound of heavenly vo�ces was heard



s�ng�ng (�t was Easter morn,) ‘Reg�na Coel�, laetare!
allelu�a! qu�a quem meru�st� portare, allelu�a! resurrex�t
s�cut d�x�t; allelu�a!’ The Pont�ff, carry�ng �n h�s hands
the portra�t of the V�rg�n, (wh�ch �s over the h�gh altar
and �s sa�d to have been pa�nted by St. Luke,)
answered, w�th the aston�shed people, ‘Ora pro nob�s
Deum, allelu�a!’ At the same t�me an angel was seen to
put up a sword �n a scabbard, and the pest�lence
ceased on the same day. There are four c�rcumstances
wh�ch ‘CONFIRM’--[The �tal�cs are m�ne--M. T.]--th�s
m�racle: the annual process�on wh�ch takes place �n
the western church on the feast of St Mark; the statue
of St. M�chael, placed on the mole of Adr�an, wh�ch has
s�nce that t�me been called the Castle of St. Angelo;
the ant�phon Reg�na Coel� wh�ch the Cathol�c church
s�ngs dur�ng paschal t�me; and the �nscr�pt�on �n the
church.”



CHAPTER XXVIII.
From the sangu�nary sports of the Holy Inqu�s�t�on; the slaughter of

the Col�seum; and the d�smal tombs of the Catacombs, I naturally
pass to the p�cturesque horrors of the Capuch�n Convent. We
stopped a moment �n a small chapel �n the church to adm�re a
p�cture of St. M�chael vanqu�sh�ng Satan--a p�cture wh�ch �s so
beaut�ful that I can not but th�nk �t belongs to the rev�led
“Rena�ssance,” notw�thstand�ng I bel�eve they told us one of the
anc�ent old masters pa�nted �t--and then we descended �nto the vast
vault underneath.

Here was a spectacle for sens�t�ve nerves! Ev�dently the old
masters had been at work �n th�s place. There were s�x d�v�s�ons �n
the apartment, and each d�v�s�on was ornamented w�th a style of
decorat�on pecul�ar to �tself--and these decorat�ons were �n every
�nstance formed of human bones! There were shapely arches, bu�lt
wholly of th�gh bones; there were startl�ng pyram�ds, bu�lt wholly of
gr�nn�ng skulls; there were qua�nt arch�tectural structures of var�ous
k�nds, bu�lt of sh�n bones and the bones of the arm; on the wall were
elaborate frescoes, whose curv�ng v�nes were made of knotted
human vertebrae; whose del�cate tendr�ls were made of s�news and
tendons; whose flowers were formed of knee-caps and toe-na�ls.
Every last�ng port�on of the human frame was represented �n these
�ntr�cate des�gns (they were by M�chael Angelo, I th�nk,) and there
was a careful f�n�sh about the work, and an attent�on to deta�ls that
betrayed the art�st’s love of h�s labors as well as h�s schooled ab�l�ty.
I asked the good-natured monk who accompan�ed us, who d�d th�s?
And he sa�d, “We d�d �t"--mean�ng h�mself and h�s brethren up sta�rs.
I could see that the old fr�ar took a h�gh pr�de �n h�s cur�ous show. We
made h�m talkat�ve by exh�b�t�ng an �nterest we never betrayed to
gu�des.
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“Who were these people?”
“We--up sta�rs--Monks of the Capuch�n order--my brethren.”
“How many departed monks were requ�red to upholster these s�x

parlors?”
“These are the bones of four thousand.”
“It took a long t�me to get enough?”
“Many, many centur�es.”
“The�r d�fferent parts are well separated--skulls �n one room, legs

�n another, r�bs �n another--there would be st�rr�ng t�mes here for a
wh�le �f the last trump should blow. Some of the brethren m�ght get
hold of the wrong leg, �n the confus�on, and the wrong skull, and f�nd
themselves l�mp�ng, and look�ng through eyes that were w�der apart
or closer together than they were used to. You can not tell any of
these part�es apart, I suppose?”

“Oh, yes, I know many of them.”
He put h�s f�nger on a skull. “Th�s was Brother Anselmo--dead

three hundred years--a good man.”
He touched another. “Th�s was Brother Alexander--dead two

hundred and e�ghty years. Th�s was Brother Carlo--dead about as
long.”

Then he took a skull and held �t �n h�s hand, and looked reflect�vely
upon �t, after the manner of the grave-d�gger when he d�scourses of
Yor�ck.

“Th�s,” he sa�d, “was Brother Thomas. He was a young pr�nce, the
sc�on of a proud house that traced �ts l�neage back to the grand old
days of Rome well n�gh two thousand years ago. He loved beneath
h�s estate. H�s fam�ly persecuted h�m; persecuted the g�rl, as well.
They drove her from Rome; he followed; he sought her far and w�de;
he found no trace of her. He came back and offered h�s broken heart
at our altar and h�s weary l�fe to the serv�ce of God. But look you.



Shortly h�s father d�ed, and l�kew�se h�s mother. The g�rl returned,
rejo�c�ng. She sought every where for h�m whose eyes had used to
look tenderly �nto hers out of th�s poor skull, but she could not f�nd
h�m. At last, �n th�s coarse garb we wear, she recogn�zed h�m �n the
street. He knew her. It was too late. He fell where he stood. They
took h�m up and brought h�m here. He never spoke afterward. W�th�n
the week he d�ed. You can see the color of h�s ha�r--faded,
somewhat--by th�s th�n shred that cl�ngs st�ll to the temple. Th�s,
[tak�ng up a th�gh bone,] was h�s. The ve�ns of th�s leaf �n the
decorat�ons over your head, were h�s f�nger-jo�nts, a hundred and
f�fty years ago.”

Th�s bus�ness-l�ke way of �llustrat�ng a touch�ng story of the heart
by lay�ng the several fragments of the lover before us and nam�ng
them, was as grotesque a performance, and as ghastly, as any I
ever w�tnessed. I hardly knew whether to sm�le or shudder. There
are nerves and muscles �n our frames whose funct�ons and whose
methods of work�ng �t seems a sort of sacr�lege to descr�be by cold
phys�olog�cal names and surg�cal techn�cal�t�es, and the monk’s talk
suggested to me someth�ng of th�s k�nd. Fancy a surgeon, w�th h�s
n�ppers l�ft�ng tendons, muscles and such th�ngs �nto v�ew, out of the
complex mach�nery of a corpse, and observ�ng, “Now th�s l�ttle nerve
qu�vers--the v�brat�on �s �mparted to th�s muscle--from here �t �s
passed to th�s f�brous substance; here �ts �ngred�ents are separated
by the chem�cal act�on of the blood--one part goes to the heart and
thr�lls �t w�th what �s popularly termed emot�on, another part follows
th�s nerve to the bra�n and commun�cates �ntell�gence of a startl�ng
character--the th�rd part gl�des along th�s passage and touches the
spr�ng connected w�th the flu�d receptacles that l�e �n the rear of the
eye. Thus, by th�s s�mple and beaut�ful process, the party �s �nformed
that h�s mother �s dead, and he weeps.” Horr�ble!

I asked the monk �f all the brethren up sta�rs expected to be put �n
th�s place when they d�ed. He answered qu�etly:

“We must all l�e here at last.”
See what one can accustom h�mself to.--The reflect�on that he

must some day be taken apart l�ke an eng�ne or a clock, or l�ke a
house whose owner �s gone, and worked up �nto arches and



pyram�ds and h�deous frescoes, d�d not d�stress th�s monk �n the
least. I thought he even looked as �f he were th�nk�ng, w�th
complacent van�ty, that h�s own skull would look well on top of the
heap and h�s own r�bs add a charm to the frescoes wh�ch poss�bly
they lacked at present.

Here and there, �n ornamental alcoves, stretched upon beds of
bones, lay dead and dr�ed-up monks, w�th lank frames dressed �n the
black robes one sees ord�nar�ly upon pr�ests. We exam�ned one
closely. The sk�nny hands were clasped upon the breast; two
lustreless tufts of ha�r stuck to the skull; the sk�n was brown and
sunken; �t stretched t�ghtly over the cheek bones and made them
stand out sharply; the cr�sp dead eyes were deep �n the sockets; the
nostr�ls were pa�nfully prom�nent, the end of the nose be�ng gone;
the l�ps had shr�veled away from the yellow teeth: and brought down
to us through the c�rcl�ng years, and petr�f�ed there, was a we�rd
laugh a full century old!

It was the joll�est laugh, but yet the most dreadful, that one can
�mag�ne. Surely, I thought, �t must have been a most extraord�nary
joke th�s veteran produced w�th h�s latest breath, that he has not got
done laugh�ng at �t yet. At th�s moment I saw that the old �nst�nct was
strong upon the boys, and I sa�d we had better hurry to St. Peter’s.
They were try�ng to keep from ask�ng, “Is--�s he dead?"
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It makes me d�zzy, to th�nk of the Vat�can--of �ts w�lderness of
statues, pa�nt�ngs, and cur�os�t�es of every descr�pt�on and every
age. The “old masters” (espec�ally �n sculpture,) fa�rly swarm, there. I
can not wr�te about the Vat�can. I th�nk I shall never remember any
th�ng I saw there d�st�nctly but the mumm�es, and the Transf�gurat�on,
by Raphael, and some other th�ngs �t �s not necessary to ment�on
now. I shall remember the Transf�gurat�on partly because �t was
placed �n a room almost by �tself; partly because �t �s acknowledged



by all to be the f�rst o�l pa�nt�ng �n the world; and partly because �t
was wonderfully beaut�ful. The colors are fresh and r�ch, the
“express�on,” I am told, �s f�ne, the “feel�ng” �s l�vely, the “tone” �s
good, the “depth” �s profound, and the w�dth �s about four and a half
feet, I should judge. It �s a p�cture that really holds one’s attent�on; �ts
beauty �s fasc�nat�ng. It �s f�ne enough to be a Rena�ssance. A
remark I made a wh�le ago suggests a thought--and a hope. Is �t not
poss�ble that the reason I f�nd such charms �n th�s p�cture �s because
�t �s out of the crazy chaos of the galler�es? If some of the others
were set apart, m�ght not they be beaut�ful? If th�s were set �n the
m�dst of the tempest of p�ctures one f�nds �n the vast galler�es of the
Roman palaces, would I th�nk �t so handsome? If, up to th�s t�me, I
had seen only one “old master” �n each palace, �nstead of acres and
acres of walls and ce�l�ngs fa�rly papered w�th them, m�ght I not have
a more c�v�l�zed op�n�on of the old masters than I have now? I th�nk
so. When I was a school-boy and was to have a new kn�fe, I could
not make up my m�nd as to wh�ch was the prett�est �n the show-case,
and I d�d not th�nk any of them were part�cularly pretty; and so I
chose w�th a heavy heart.
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But when I looked at my purchase, at home, where no gl�tter�ng
blades came �nto compet�t�on w�th �t, I was aston�shed to see how
handsome �t was. To th�s day my new hats look better out of the
shop than they d�d �n �t w�th other new hats.
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It beg�ns to dawn upon me, now, that poss�bly, what I have been
tak�ng for un�form ugl�ness �n the galler�es may be un�form beauty
after all. I honestly hope �t �s, to others, but certa�nly �t �s not to me.
Perhaps the reason I used to enjoy go�ng to the Academy of F�ne
Arts �n New York was because there were but a few hundred
pa�nt�ngs �n �t, and �t d�d not surfe�t me to go through the l�st. I
suppose the Academy was bacon and beans �n the Forty-M�le
Desert, and a European gallery �s a state d�nner of th�rteen courses.
One leaves no s�gn after h�m of the one d�sh, but the th�rteen fr�ghten
away h�s appet�te and g�ve h�m no sat�sfact�on.

There �s one th�ng I am certa�n of, though. W�th all the M�chael
Angelos, the Raphaels, the Gu�dos and the other old masters, the
subl�me h�story of Rome rema�ns unpa�nted! They pa�nted V�rg�ns
enough, and popes enough and sa�ntly scarecrows enough, to
people Parad�se, almost, and these th�ngs are all they d�d pa�nt.
“Nero f�ddl�ng o’er burn�ng Rome,” the assass�nat�on of Caesar, the
st�rr�ng spectacle of a hundred thousand people bend�ng forward
w�th rapt �nterest, �n the col�seum, to see two sk�llful glad�ators
hack�ng away each others’ l�ves, a t�ger spr�ng�ng upon a kneel�ng
martyr--these and a thousand other matters wh�ch we read of w�th a
l�v�ng �nterest, must be sought for only �n books--not among the
rubb�sh left by the old masters--who are no more, I have the
sat�sfact�on of �nform�ng the publ�c.

They d�d pa�nt, and they d�d carve �n marble, one h�stor�cal scene,
and one only, (of any great h�stor�cal consequence.) And what was �t
and why d�d they choose �t, part�cularly? It was the Rape of the
Sab�nes, and they chose �t for the legs and busts.

I l�ke to look at statues, however, and I l�ke to look at p�ctures,
also--even of monks look�ng up �n sacred ecstacy, and monks
look�ng down �n med�tat�on, and monks sk�rm�sh�ng for someth�ng to
eat--and therefore I drop �ll nature to thank the papal government for
so jealously guard�ng and so �ndustr�ously gather�ng up these th�ngs;
and for perm�tt�ng me, a stranger and not an ent�rely fr�endly one, to
roam at w�ll and unmolested among them, charg�ng me noth�ng, and
only requ�r�ng that I shall behave myself s�mply as well as I ought to



behave �n any other man’s house. I thank the Holy Father r�ght
heart�ly, and I w�sh h�m long l�fe and plenty of happ�ness.

The Popes have long been the patrons and preservers of art, just
as our new, pract�cal Republ�c �s the encourager and upholder of
mechan�cs. In the�r Vat�can �s stored up all that �s cur�ous and
beaut�ful �n art; �n our Patent Off�ce �s hoarded all that �s cur�ous or
useful �n mechan�cs. When a man �nvents a new style of horse-collar
or d�scovers a new and super�or method of telegraph�ng, our
government �ssues a patent to h�m that �s worth a fortune; when a
man d�gs up an anc�ent statue �n the Campagna, the Pope g�ves h�m
a fortune �n gold co�n. We can make someth�ng of a guess at a
man’s character by the style of nose he carr�es on h�s face. The
Vat�can and the Patent Off�ce are governmental noses, and they
bear a deal of character about them.

The gu�de showed us a colossal statue of Jup�ter, �n the Vat�can,
wh�ch he sa�d looked so damaged and rusty--so l�ke the God of the
Vagabonds--because �t had but recently been dug up �n the
Campagna. He asked how much we supposed th�s Jup�ter was
worth? I repl�ed, w�th �ntell�gent promptness, that he was probably
worth about four dollars--may be four and a half. “A hundred
thousand dollars!” Ferguson sa�d. Ferguson sa�d, further, that the
Pope perm�ts no anc�ent work of th�s k�nd to leave h�s dom�n�ons. He
appo�nts a comm�ss�on to exam�ne d�scover�es l�ke th�s and report
upon the value; then the Pope pays the d�scoverer one-half of that
assessed value and takes the statue. He sa�d th�s Jup�ter was dug
from a f�eld wh�ch had just been bought for th�rty-s�x thousand
dollars, so the f�rst crop was a good one for the new farmer. I do not
know whether Ferguson always tells the truth or not, but I suppose
he does. I know that an exorb�tant export duty �s exacted upon all
p�ctures pa�nted by the old masters, �n order to d�scourage the sale
of those �n the pr�vate collect�ons. I am sat�sf�ed, also, that genu�ne
old masters hardly ex�st at all, �n Amer�ca, because the cheapest and
most �ns�gn�f�cant of them are valued at the pr�ce of a f�ne farm. I
proposed to buy a small tr�fle of a Raphael, myself, but the pr�ce of �t
was e�ghty thousand dollars, the export duty would have made �t
cons�derably over a hundred, and so I stud�ed on �t awh�le and
concluded not to take �t.



I w�sh here to ment�on an �nscr�pt�on I have seen, before I forget �t:
“Glory to God �n the h�ghest, peace on earth TO MEN OF GOOD

WILL!” It �s not good scr�pture, but �t �s sound Cathol�c and human
nature.

Th�s �s �n letters of gold around the aps�s of a mosa�c group at the
s�de of the ‘scala santa’, church of St. John Lateran, the Mother and
M�stress of all the Cathol�c churches of the world. The group
represents the Sav�our, St. Peter, Pope Leo, St. S�lvester,
Constant�ne and Charlemagne. Peter �s g�v�ng the pall�um to the
Pope, and a standard to Charlemagne. The Sav�our �s g�v�ng the
keys to St. S�lvester, and a standard to Constant�ne. No prayer �s
offered to the Sav�our, who seems to be of l�ttle �mportance any
where �n Rome; but an �nscr�pt�on below says, “Blessed Peter, g�ve
l�fe to Pope Leo and v�ctory to k�ng Charles.” It does not say,
“Intercede for us, through the Sav�our, w�th the Father, for th�s boon,”
but “Blessed Peter, g�ve �t us.”

In all ser�ousness--w�thout mean�ng to be fr�volous--w�thout
mean�ng to be �rreverent, and more than all, w�thout mean�ng to be
blasphemous,--I state as my s�mple deduct�on from the th�ngs I have
seen and the th�ngs I have heard, that the Holy Personages rank
thus �n Rome:

F�rst--“The Mother of God"--otherw�se the V�rg�n Mary.
Second--The De�ty.
Th�rd--Peter.
Fourth--Some twelve or f�fteen canon�zed Popes and martyrs.
F�fth--Jesus Chr�st the Sav�our--(but always as an �nfant �n arms.)
I may be wrong �n th�s--my judgment errs often, just as �s the case

w�th other men’s--but �t �s my judgment, be �t good or bad.
Just here I w�ll ment�on someth�ng that seems cur�ous to me.

There are no “Chr�st’s Churches” �n Rome, and no “Churches of the
Holy Ghost,” that I can d�scover. There are some four hundred
churches, but about a fourth of them seem to be named for the
Madonna and St. Peter. There are so many named for Mary that
they have to be d�st�ngu�shed by all sorts of aff�xes, �f I understand
the matter r�ghtly. Then we have churches of St. Lou�s; St.



August�ne; St. Agnes; St. Cal�xtus; St. Lorenzo �n Luc�na; St.
Lorenzo �n Damaso; St. Cec�l�a; St. Athanas�us; St. Ph�l�p Ner�; St.
Cather�ne, St. Dom�n�co, and a mult�tude of lesser sa�nts whose
names are not fam�l�ar �n the world--and away down, clear out of the
l�st of the churches, comes a couple of hosp�tals: one of them �s
named for the Sav�our and the other for the Holy Ghost!

Day after day and n�ght after n�ght we have wandered among the
crumbl�ng wonders of Rome; day after day and n�ght after n�ght we
have fed upon the dust and decay of f�ve-and-twenty centur�es--have
brooded over them by day and dreampt of them by n�ght t�ll
somet�mes we seemed molder�ng away ourselves, and grow�ng
defaced and cornerless, and l�able at any moment to fall a prey to
some ant�quary and be patched �n the legs, and “restored” w�th an
unseemly nose, and labeled wrong and dated wrong, and set up �n
the Vat�can for poets to dr�vel about and vandals to scr�bble the�r
names on forever and forevermore.

But the surest way to stop wr�t�ng about Rome �s to stop. I w�shed
to wr�te a real “gu�de-book” chapter on th�s fasc�nat�ng c�ty, but I
could not do �t, because I have felt all the t�me l�ke a boy �n a candy-
shop--there was every th�ng to choose from, and yet no cho�ce. I
have dr�fted along hopelessly for a hundred pages of manuscr�pt
w�thout know�ng where to commence. I w�ll not commence at all. Our
passports have been exam�ned. We w�ll go to Naples.



CHAPTER XXIX.
The sh�p �s ly�ng here �n the harbor of Naples--quarant�ned. She

has been here several days and w�ll rema�n several more. We that
came by ra�l from Rome have escaped th�s m�sfortune. Of course no
one �s allowed to go on board the sh�p, or come ashore from her.
She �s a pr�son, now. The passengers probably spend the long,
blaz�ng days look�ng out from under the awn�ngs at Vesuv�us and the
beaut�ful c�ty--and �n swear�ng. Th�nk of ten days of th�s sort of
past�me!--We go out every day �n a boat and request them to come
ashore. It soothes them. We l�e ten steps from the sh�p and tell them
how splend�d the c�ty �s; and how much better the hotel fare �s here
than any where else �n Europe; and how cool �t �s; and what frozen
cont�nents of �ce cream there are; and what a t�me we are hav�ng
cavort�ng about the country and sa�l�ng to the �slands �n the Bay. Th�s
tranqu�l�zes them.

p309.jpg (20K)

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS.

I shall remember our tr�p to Vesuv�us for many a day--partly
because of �ts s�ght-see�ng exper�ences, but ch�efly on account of the
fat�gue of the journey. Two or three of us had been rest�ng ourselves
among the tranqu�l and beaut�ful scenery of the �sland of Isch�a,
e�ghteen m�les out �n the harbor, for two days; we called �t “rest�ng,”
but I do not remember now what the rest�ng cons�sted of, for when
we got back to Naples we had not slept for forty-e�ght hours. We
were just about to go to bed early �n the even�ng, and catch up on



some of the sleep we had lost, when we heard of th�s Vesuv�us
exped�t�on. There was to be e�ght of us �n the party, and we were to
leave Naples at m�dn�ght. We la�d �n some prov�s�ons for the tr�p,
engaged carr�ages to take us to Annunc�at�on, and then moved
about the c�ty, to keep awake, t�ll twelve. We got away punctually,
and �n the course of an hour and a half arr�ved at the town of
Annunc�at�on. Annunc�at�on �s the very last place under the sun. In
other towns �n Italy the people l�e around qu�etly and wa�t for you to
ask them a quest�on or do some overt act that can be charged for--
but �n Annunc�at�on they have lost even that fragment of del�cacy;
they se�ze a lady’s shawl from a cha�r and hand �t to her and charge
a penny; they open a carr�age door, and charge for �t--shut �t when
you get out, and charge for �t; they help you to take off a duster--two
cents; brush your clothes and make them worse than they were
before--two cents; sm�le upon you--two cents; bow, w�th a l�ck-sp�ttle
sm�rk, hat �n hand--two cents; they volunteer all �nformat�on, such as
that the mules w�ll arr�ve presently--two cents--warm day, s�r--two
cents--take you four hours to make the ascent--two cents. And so
they go. They crowd you--�nfest you--swarm about you, and sweat
and smell offens�vely, and look sneak�ng and mean, and obsequ�ous.
There �s no off�ce too degrad�ng for them to perform, for money. I
have had no opportun�ty to f�nd out any th�ng about the upper
classes by my own observat�on, but from what I hear sa�d about
them I judge that what they lack �n one or two of the bad tra�ts the
cana�lle have, they make up �n one or two others that are worse.
How the people beg!--many of them very well dressed, too.

I sa�d I knew noth�ng aga�nst the upper classes by personal
observat�on. I must recall �t! I had forgotten. What I saw the�r bravest
and the�r fa�rest do last n�ght, the lowest mult�tude that could be
scraped up out of the purl�eus of Chr�stendom would blush to do, I
th�nk. They assembled by hundreds, and even thousands, �n the
great Theatre of San Carlo, to do--what? Why, s�mply, to make fun of
an old woman--to der�de, to h�ss, to jeer at an actress they once
worsh�pped, but whose beauty �s faded now and whose vo�ce has
lost �ts former r�chness. Every body spoke of the rare sport there was
to be. They sa�d the theatre would be crammed, because Frezzol�n�
was go�ng to s�ng. It was sa�d she could not s�ng well, now, but then



the people l�ked to see her, anyhow. And so we went. And every t�me
the woman sang they h�ssed and laughed--the whole magn�f�cent
house--and as soon as she left the stage they called her on aga�n
w�th applause. Once or tw�ce she was encored f�ve and s�x t�mes �n
success�on, and rece�ved w�th h�sses when she appeared, and
d�scharged w�th h�sses and laughter when she had f�n�shed--then
�nstantly encored and �nsulted aga�n! And how the h�gh-born knaves
enjoyed �t! Wh�te-k�dded gentlemen and lad�es laughed t�ll the tears
came, and clapped the�r hands �n very ecstacy when that unhappy
old woman would come meekly out for the s�xth t�me, w�th
uncompla�n�ng pat�ence, to meet a storm of h�sses! It was the
cruelest exh�b�t�on--the most wanton, the most unfeel�ng. The s�nger
would have conquered an aud�ence of Amer�can rowd�es by her
brave, unfl�nch�ng tranqu�ll�ty (for she answered encore after encore,
and sm�led and bowed pleasantly, and sang the best she poss�bly
could, and went bow�ng off, through all the jeers and h�sses, w�thout
ever los�ng countenance or temper:) and surely �n any other land
than Italy her sex and her helplessness must have been an ample
protect�on to her--she could have needed no other. Th�nk what a
mult�tude of small souls were crowded �nto that theatre last n�ght. If
the manager could have f�lled h�s theatre w�th Neapol�tan souls
alone, w�thout the bod�es, he could not have cleared less than n�nety
m�ll�ons of dollars. What tra�ts of character must a man have to
enable h�m to help three thousand m�screants to h�ss, and jeer, and
laugh at one fr�endless old woman, and shamefully hum�l�ate her?
He must have all the v�le, mean tra�ts there are. My observat�on
persuades me (I do not l�ke to venture beyond my own personal
observat�on,) that the upper classes of Naples possess those tra�ts
of character. Otherw�se they may be very good people; I can not say.

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

In th�s c�ty of Naples, they bel�eve �n and support one of the
wretchedest of all the rel�g�ous �mpostures one can f�nd �n Italy--the
m�raculous l�quefact�on of the blood of St. Januar�us. Tw�ce a year
the pr�ests assemble all the people at the Cathedral, and get out th�s
v�al of clotted blood and let them see �t slowly d�ssolve and become



l�qu�d--and every day for e�ght days, th�s d�smal farce �s repeated,
wh�le the pr�ests go among the crowd and collect money for the
exh�b�t�on. The f�rst day, the blood l�quef�es �n forty-seven m�nutes--
the church �s crammed, then, and t�me must be allowed the
collectors to get around: after that �t l�quef�es a l�ttle qu�cker and a
l�ttle qu�cker, every day, as the houses grow smaller, t�ll on the e�ghth
day, w�th only a few dozens present to see the m�racle, �t l�quef�es �n
four m�nutes.

And here, also, they used to have a grand process�on, of pr�ests,
c�t�zens, sold�ers, sa�lors, and the h�gh d�gn�tar�es of the C�ty
Government, once a year, to shave the head of a made-up
Madonna--a stuffed and pa�nted �mage, l�ke a m�ll�ner’s dummy--
whose ha�r m�raculously grew and restored �tself every twelve
months. They st�ll kept up th�s shav�ng process�on as late as four or
f�ve years ago. It was a source of great prof�t to the church that
possessed the remarkable eff�gy, and the ceremony of the publ�c
barber�ng of her was always carr�ed out w�th the greatest poss�ble
eclat and d�splay--the more the better, because the more exc�tement
there was about �t the larger the crowds �t drew and the heav�er the
revenues �t produced--but at last a day came when the Pope and h�s
servants were unpopular �n Naples, and the C�ty Government
stopped the Madonna’s annual show.

There we have two spec�mens of these Neapol�tans--two of the
s�ll�est poss�ble frauds, wh�ch half the populat�on rel�g�ously and
fa�thfully bel�eved, and the other half e�ther bel�eved also or else sa�d
noth�ng about, and thus lent themselves to the support of the
�mposture. I am very well sat�sf�ed to th�nk the whole populat�on
bel�eved �n those poor, cheap m�racles--a people who want two cents
every t�me they bow to you, and who abuse a woman, are capable of
�t, I th�nk.

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

These Neapol�tans always ask four t�mes as much money as they
�ntend to take, but �f you g�ve them what they f�rst demand, they feel
ashamed of themselves for a�m�ng so low, and �mmed�ately ask



more. When money �s to be pa�d and rece�ved, there �s always some
vehement jaw�ng and gest�culat�ng about �t. One can not buy and
pay for two cents’ worth of clams w�thout trouble and a quarrel. One
“course,” �n a two-horse carr�age, costs a franc--that �s law--but the
hackman always demands more, on some pretence or other, and �f
he gets �t he makes a new demand. It �s sa�d that a stranger took a
one-horse carr�age for a course--tar�ff, half a franc. He gave the man
f�ve francs, by way of exper�ment. He demanded more, and rece�ved
another franc. Aga�n he demanded more, and got a franc--
demanded more, and �t was refused. He grew vehement--was aga�n
refused, and became no�sy. The stranger sa�d, “Well, g�ve me the
seven francs aga�n, and I w�ll see what I can do"--and when he got
them, he handed the hackman half a franc, and he �mmed�ately
asked for two cents to buy a dr�nk w�th. It may be thought that I am
prejud�ced.

Perhaps I am. I would be ashamed of myself �f I were not.

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

Well, as I was say�ng, we got our mules and horses, after an hour
and a half of barga�n�ng w�th the populat�on of Annunc�at�on, and
started sleep�ly up the mounta�n, w�th a vagrant at each mule’s ta�l
who pretended to be dr�v�ng the brute along, but was really hold�ng
on and gett�ng h�mself dragged up �nstead.
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I made slow headway at f�rst, but I began to get d�ssat�sf�ed at the
�dea of pay�ng my m�n�on f�ve francs to hold my mule back by the ta�l
and keep h�m from go�ng up the h�ll, and so I d�scharged h�m. I got
along faster then.

We had one magn�f�cent p�cture of Naples from a h�gh po�nt on the
mounta�n s�de. We saw noth�ng but the gas lamps, of course--two-
th�rds of a c�rcle, sk�rt�ng the great Bay--a necklace of d�amonds
gl�nt�ng up through the darkness from the remote d�stance--less
br�ll�ant than the stars overhead, but more softly, r�chly beaut�ful--and
over all the great c�ty the l�ghts crossed and recrossed each other �n
many and many a sparkl�ng l�ne and curve. And back of the town, far
around and abroad over the m�les of level campagna, were scattered
rows, and c�rcles, and clusters of l�ghts, all glow�ng l�ke so many
gems, and mark�ng where a score of v�llages were sleep�ng. About
th�s t�me, the fellow who was hang�ng on to the ta�l of the horse �n
front of me and pract�c�ng all sorts of unnecessary cruelty upon the
an�mal, got k�cked some fourteen rods, and th�s �nc�dent, together
w�th the fa�ry spectacle of the l�ghts far �n the d�stance, made me
serenely happy, and I was glad I started to Vesuv�us.

ASCENT OF MOUNT VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

Th�s subject w�ll be excellent matter for a chapter, and tomorrow or
next day I w�ll wr�te �t.



CHAPTER XXX.

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

“See Naples and d�e.” Well, I do not know that one would
necessar�ly d�e after merely see�ng �t, but to attempt to l�ve there
m�ght turn out a l�ttle d�fferently. To see Naples as we saw �t �n the
early dawn from far up on the s�de of Vesuv�us, �s to see a p�cture of
wonderful beauty. At that d�stance �ts d�ngy bu�ld�ngs looked wh�te--
and so, rank on rank of balcon�es, w�ndows and roofs, they p�led
themselves up from the blue ocean t�ll the colossal castle of St. Elmo
topped the grand wh�te pyram�d and gave the p�cture symmetry,
emphas�s and completeness. And when �ts l�l�es turned to roses--
when �t blushed under the sun’s f�rst k�ss--�t was beaut�ful beyond all
descr�pt�on. One m�ght well say, then, “See Naples and d�e.” The
frame of the p�cture was charm�ng, �tself. In front, the smooth sea--a
vast mosa�c of many colors; the lofty �slands sw�mm�ng �n a dreamy
haze �n the d�stance; at our end of the c�ty the stately double peak of
Vesuv�us, and �ts strong black r�bs and seams of lava stretch�ng
down to the l�m�tless level campagna--a green carpet that enchants
the eye and leads �t on and on, past clusters of trees, and �solated
houses, and snowy v�llages, unt�l �t shreds out �n a fr�nge of m�st and
general vagueness far away. It �s from the Herm�tage, there on the
s�de of Vesuv�us, that one should “see Naples and d�e.”

But do not go w�th�n the walls and look at �t �n deta�l. That takes
away some of the romance of the th�ng. The people are f�lthy �n the�r
hab�ts, and th�s makes f�lthy streets and breeds d�sagreeable s�ghts
and smells. There never was a commun�ty so prejud�ced aga�nst the
cholera as these Neapol�tans are. But they have good reason to be.
The cholera generally vanqu�shes a Neapol�tan when �t se�zes h�m,
because, you understand, before the doctor can d�g through the d�rt
and get at the d�sease the man d�es. The upper classes take a sea-
bath every day, and are pretty decent.
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The streets are generally about w�de enough for one wagon, and
how they do swarm w�th people! It �s Broadway repeated �n every
street, �n every court, �n every alley! Such masses, such throngs,
such mult�tudes of hurry�ng, bustl�ng, struggl�ng human�ty! We never
saw the l�ke of �t, hardly even �n New York, I th�nk. There are seldom
any s�dewalks, and when there are, they are not often w�de enough
to pass a man on w�thout carom�ng on h�m. So everybody walks �n
the street--and where the street �s w�de enough, carr�ages are
forever dash�ng along. Why a thousand people are not run over and
cr�ppled every day �s a mystery that no man can solve. But �f there �s
an e�ghth wonder �n the world, �t must be the dwell�ng-houses of
Naples. I honestly bel�eve a good major�ty of them are a hundred
feet h�gh! And the sol�d br�ck walls are seven feet through. You go up
n�ne fl�ghts of sta�rs before you get to the “f�rst” floor. No, not n�ne,
but there or thereabouts. There �s a l�ttle b�rd-cage of an �ron ra�l�ng
�n front of every w�ndow clear away up, up, up, among the eternal
clouds, where the roof �s, and there �s always somebody look�ng out
of every w�ndow--people of ord�nary s�ze look�ng out from the f�rst
floor, people a shade smaller from the second, people that look a
l�ttle smaller yet from the th�rd--and from thence upward they grow
smaller and smaller by a regularly graduated d�m�nut�on, t�ll the folks
�n the topmost w�ndows seem more l�ke b�rds �n an uncommonly tall
mart�n-box than any th�ng else. The perspect�ve of one of these
narrow cracks of streets, w�th �ts rows of tall houses stretch�ng away
t�ll they come together �n the d�stance l�ke ra�lway tracks; �ts clothes-
l�nes cross�ng over at all alt�tudes and wav�ng the�r bannered
raggedness over the swarms of people below; and the wh�te-dressed
women perched �n balcony ra�l�ngs all the way from the pavement up
to the heavens--a perspect�ve l�ke that �s really worth go�ng �nto
Neapol�tan deta�ls to see.



ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

Naples, w�th �ts �mmed�ate suburbs, conta�ns s�x hundred and
twenty-f�ve thousand �nhab�tants, but I am sat�sf�ed �t covers no more
ground than an Amer�can c�ty of one hundred and f�fty thousand. It
reaches up �nto the a�r �nf�n�tely h�gher than three Amer�can c�t�es,
though, and there �s where the secret of �t l�es. I w�ll observe here, �n
pass�ng, that the contrasts between opulence and poverty, and
magn�f�cence and m�sery, are more frequent and more str�k�ng �n
Naples than �n Par�s even. One must go to the Bo�s de Boulogne to
see fash�onable dress�ng, splend�d equ�pages and stunn�ng l�ver�es,
and to the Faubourg St. Anto�ne to see v�ce, m�sery, hunger, rags,
d�rt--but �n the thoroughfares of Naples these th�ngs are all m�xed
together. Naked boys of n�ne years and the fancy-dressed ch�ldren of
luxury; shreds and tatters, and br�ll�ant un�forms; jackass-carts and
state-carr�ages; beggars, Pr�nces and B�shops, jostle each other �n
every street. At s�x o’clock every even�ng, all Naples turns out to
dr�ve on the ‘R�v�ere d� Ch�aja’, (whatever that may mean;) and for
two hours one may stand there and see the motl�est and the worst
m�xed process�on go by that ever eyes beheld. Pr�nces (there are
more Pr�nces than pol�cemen �n Naples--the c�ty �s �nfested w�th
them)--Pr�nces who l�ve up seven fl�ghts of sta�rs and don’t own any
pr�nc�pal�t�es, w�ll keep a carr�age and go hungry; and clerks,
mechan�cs, m�ll�ners and strumpets w�ll go w�thout the�r d�nners and
squander the money on a hack-r�de �n the Ch�aja; the rag-tag and
rubb�sh of the c�ty stack themselves up, to the number of twenty or
th�rty, on a r�ckety l�ttle go-cart hauled by a donkey not much b�gger
than a cat, and they dr�ve �n the Ch�aja; Dukes and bankers, �n
sumptuous carr�ages and w�th gorgeous dr�vers and footmen, turn
out, also, and so the fur�ous process�on goes. For two hours rank
and wealth, and obscur�ty and poverty clatter along s�de by s�de �n
the w�ld process�on, and then go home serene, happy, covered w�th
glory!

I was look�ng at a magn�f�cent marble sta�rcase �n the K�ng’s
palace, the other day, wh�ch, �t was sa�d, cost f�ve m�ll�on francs, and
I suppose �t d�d cost half a m�ll�on, may be. I felt as �f �t must be a f�ne



th�ng to l�ve �n a country where there was such comfort and such
luxury as th�s. And then I stepped out mus�ng, and almost walked
over a vagabond who was eat�ng h�s d�nner on the curbstone--a
p�ece of bread and a bunch of grapes. When I found that th�s
mustang was clerk�ng �n a fru�t establ�shment (he had the
establ�shment along w�th h�m �n a basket,) at two cents a day, and
that he had no palace at home where he l�ved, I lost some of my
enthus�asm concern�ng the happ�ness of l�v�ng �n Italy.
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Th�s naturally suggests to me a thought about wages here.
L�eutenants �n the army get about a dollar a day, and common
sold�ers a couple of cents. I only know one clerk--he gets four dollars
a month. Pr�nters get s�x dollars and a half a month, but I have heard
of a foreman who gets th�rteen.

To be grow�ng suddenly and v�olently r�ch, as th�s man �s, naturally
makes h�m a bloated ar�stocrat. The a�rs he puts on are �nsufferable.

And, speak�ng of wages, rem�nds me of pr�ces of merchand�se. In
Par�s you pay twelve dollars a dozen for Jouv�n’s best k�d gloves;
gloves of about as good qual�ty sell here at three or four dollars a
dozen. You pay f�ve and s�x dollars ap�ece for f�ne l�nen sh�rts �n
Par�s; here and �n Leghorn you pay two and a half. In Marse�lles you
pay forty dollars for a f�rst-class dress coat made by a good ta�lor, but
�n Leghorn you can get a full dress su�t for the same money. Here
you get handsome bus�ness su�ts at from ten to twenty dollars, and
�n Leghorn you can get an overcoat for f�fteen dollars that would cost
you seventy �n New York. F�ne k�d boots are worth e�ght dollars �n
Marse�lles and four dollars here. Lyons velvets rank h�gher �n
Amer�ca than those of Genoa. Yet the bulk of Lyons velvets you buy
�n the States are made �n Genoa and �mported �nto Lyons, where
they rece�ve the Lyons stamp and are then exported to Amer�ca. You
can buy enough velvet �n Genoa for twenty-f�ve dollars to make a



f�ve hundred dollar cloak �n New York--so the lad�es tell me. Of
course these th�ngs br�ng me back, by a natural and easy trans�t�on,
to the

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

And thus the wonderful Blue Grotto �s suggested to me. It �s
s�tuated on the Island of Capr�, twenty-two m�les from Naples.
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We chartered a l�ttle steamer and went out there. Of course, the
pol�ce boarded us and put us through a health exam�nat�on, and
�nqu�red �nto our pol�t�cs, before they would let us land. The a�rs
these l�ttle �nsect Governments put on are �n the last degree
r�d�culous. They even put a pol�ceman on board of our boat to keep
an eye on us as long as we were �n the Capr� dom�n�ons. They
thought we wanted to steal the grotto, I suppose. It was worth
steal�ng. The entrance to the cave �s four feet h�gh and four feet
w�de, and �s �n the face of a lofty perpend�cular cl�ff--the sea-wall.
You enter �n small boats--and a t�ght squeeze �t �s, too. You can not
go �n at all when the t�de �s up. Once w�th�n, you f�nd yourself �n an
arched cavern about one hundred and s�xty feet long, one hundred
and twenty w�de, and about seventy h�gh. How deep �t �s no man
knows. It goes down to the bottom of the ocean.
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The waters of th�s plac�d subterranean lake are the br�ghtest,
lovel�est blue that can be �mag�ned. They are as transparent as plate
glass, and the�r color�ng would shame the r�chest sky that ever bent
over Italy. No t�nt could be more rav�sh�ng, no lustre more superb.
Throw a stone �nto the water, and the myr�ad of t�ny bubbles that are
created flash out a br�ll�ant glare l�ke blue theatr�cal f�res. D�p an oar,
and �ts blade turns to splend�d frosted s�lver, t�nted w�th blue. Let a
man jump �n, and �nstantly he �s cased �n an armor more gorgeous
than ever k�ngly Crusader wore.

Then we went to Isch�a, but I had already been to that �sland and
t�red myself to death “rest�ng” a couple of days and study�ng human
v�lla�ny, w�th the landlord of the Grande Sent�nelle for a model. So we
went to Proc�da, and from thence to Pozzuol�, where St. Paul landed
after he sa�led from Samos. I landed at prec�sely the same spot
where St. Paul landed, and so d�d Dan and the others. It was a
remarkable co�nc�dence. St. Paul preached to these people seven
days before he started to Rome.

Nero’s Baths, the ru�ns of Ba�ae, the Temple of Serap�s; Cumae,
where the Cumaen Syb�l �nterpreted the oracles, the Lake Agnano,
w�th �ts anc�ent submerged c�ty st�ll v�s�ble far down �n �ts depths--
these and a hundred other po�nts of �nterest we exam�ned w�th
cr�t�cal �mbec�l�ty, but the Grotto of the Dog cla�med our ch�ef
attent�on, because we had heard and read so much about �t. Every
body has wr�tten about the Grotto del Cane and �ts po�sonous
vapors, from Pl�ny down to Sm�th, and every tour�st has held a dog
over �ts floor by the legs to test the capab�l�t�es of the place. The dog
d�es �n a m�nute and a half--a ch�cken �nstantly. As a general th�ng,
strangers who crawl �n there to sleep do not get up unt�l they are
called. And then they don’t e�ther. The stranger that ventures to
sleep there takes a permanent contract. I longed to see th�s grotto. I
resolved to take a dog and hold h�m myself; suffocate h�m a l�ttle,
and t�me h�m; suffocate h�m some more and then f�n�sh h�m. We
reached the grotto at about three �n the afternoon, and proceeded at
once to make the exper�ments. But now, an �mportant d�ff�culty
presented �tself. We had no dog.



ASCENT OF VESUVIUS--CONTINUED.

At the Herm�tage we were about f�fteen or e�ghteen hundred feet
above the sea, and thus far a port�on of the ascent had been pretty
abrupt. For the next two m�les the road was a m�xture--somet�mes
the ascent was abrupt and somet�mes �t was not: but one
character�st�c �t possessed all the t�me, w�thout fa�lure--w�thout
mod�f�cat�on--�t was all uncomprom�s�ngly and unspeakably
�nfamous. It was a rough, narrow tra�l, and led over an old lava flow--
a black ocean wh�ch was tumbled �nto a thousand fantast�c shapes--
a w�ld chaos of ru�n, desolat�on, and barrenness--a w�lderness of
b�llowy upheavals, of fur�ous wh�rlpools, of m�n�ature mounta�ns rent
asunder--of gnarled and knotted, wr�nkled and tw�sted masses of
blackness that m�m�cked branch�ng roots, great v�nes, trunks of
trees, all �nterlaced and m�ngled together: and all these we�rd
shapes, all th�s turbulent panorama, all th�s stormy, far-stretch�ng
waste of blackness, w�th �ts thr�ll�ng suggest�veness of l�fe, of act�on,
of bo�l�ng, surg�ng, fur�ous mot�on, was petr�f�ed!--all str�cken dead
and cold �n the �nstant of �ts maddest r�ot�ng!--fettered, paralyzed,
and left to glower at heaven �n �mpotent rage for evermore!

F�nally we stood �n a level, narrow valley (a valley that had been
created by the terr�f�c march of some old t�me �rrupt�on) and on e�ther
hand towered the two steep peaks of Vesuv�us. The one we had to
cl�mb--the one that conta�ns the act�ve volcano--seemed about e�ght
hundred or one thousand feet h�gh, and looked almost too stra�ght-
up-and-down for any man to cl�mb, and certa�nly no mule could cl�mb
�t w�th a man on h�s back. Four of these nat�ve p�rates w�ll carry you
to the top �n a sedan cha�r, �f you w�sh �t, but suppose they were to
sl�p and let you fall,--�s �t l�kely that you would ever stop roll�ng? Not
th�s s�de of etern�ty, perhaps. We left the mules, sharpened our
f�nger-na�ls, and began the ascent I have been wr�t�ng about so long,
at twenty m�nutes to s�x �n the morn�ng. The path led stra�ght up a
rugged sweep of loose chunks of pum�ce-stone, and for about every
two steps forward we took, we sl�d back one. It was so excess�vely
steep that we had to stop, every f�fty or s�xty steps, and rest a
moment. To see our comrades, we had to look very nearly stra�ght



up at those above us, and very nearly stra�ght down at those below.
We stood on the summ�t at last--�t had taken an hour and f�fteen
m�nutes to make the tr�p.

What we saw there was s�mply a c�rcular crater--a c�rcular d�tch, �f
you please--about two hundred feet deep, and four or f�ve hundred
feet w�de, whose �nner wall was about half a m�le �n c�rcumference.
In the centre of the great c�rcus r�ng thus formed, was a torn and
ragged upheaval a hundred feet h�gh, all snowed over w�th a sulphur
crust of many and many a br�ll�ant and beaut�ful color, and the d�tch
�nclosed th�s l�ke the moat of a castle, or surrounded �t as a l�ttle r�ver
does a l�ttle �sland, �f the s�m�le �s better. The sulphur coat�ng of that
�sland was gaudy �n the extreme--all m�ngled together �n the r�chest
confus�on were red, blue, brown, black, yellow, wh�te--I do not know
that there was a color, or shade of a color, or comb�nat�on of colors,
unrepresented--and when the sun burst through the morn�ng m�sts
and f�red th�s t�nted magn�f�cence, �t topped �mper�al Vesuv�us l�ke a
jeweled crown!

The crater �tself--the d�tch--was not so var�egated �n color�ng, but
yet, �n �ts softness, r�chness, and unpretent�ous elegance, �t was
more charm�ng, more fasc�nat�ng to the eye. There was noth�ng
“loud” about �ts well-bred and well-creased look. Beaut�ful? One
could stand and look down upon �t for a week w�thout gett�ng t�red of
�t. It had the semblance of a pleasant meadow, whose slender
grasses and whose velvety mosses were frosted w�th a sh�n�ng dust,
and t�nted w�th palest green that deepened gradually to the darkest
hue of the orange leaf, and deepened yet aga�n �nto gravest brown,
then faded �nto orange, then �nto br�ghtest gold, and culm�nated �n
the del�cate p�nk of a new-blown rose. Where port�ons of the
meadow had sunk, and where other port�ons had been broken up
l�ke an �ce-floe, the cavernous open�ngs of the one, and the ragged
upturned edges exposed by the other, were hung w�th a lace-work of
soft-t�nted crystals of sulphur that changed the�r deform�t�es �nto
qua�nt shapes and f�gures that were full of grace and beauty.

The walls of the d�tch were br�ll�ant w�th yellow banks of sulphur
and w�th lava and pum�ce-stone of many colors. No f�re was v�s�ble
any where, but gusts of sulphurous steam �ssued s�lently and



�nv�s�bly from a thousand l�ttle cracks and f�ssures �n the crater, and
were wafted to our noses w�th every breeze. But so long as we kept
our nostr�ls bur�ed �n our handkerch�efs, there was small danger of
suffocat�on.

Some of the boys thrust long sl�ps of paper down �nto holes and
set them on f�re, and so ach�eved the glory of l�ght�ng the�r c�gars by
the flames of Vesuv�us, and others cooked eggs over f�ssures �n the
rocks and were happy.

The v�ew from the summ�t would have been superb but for the fact
that the sun could only p�erce the m�sts at long �ntervals. Thus the
gl�mpses we had of the grand panorama below were only f�tful and
unsat�sfactory.
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THE DESCENT.

The descent of the mounta�n was a labor of only four m�nutes.
Instead of stalk�ng down the rugged path we ascended, we chose
one wh�ch was bedded knee-deep �n loose ashes, and ploughed our
way w�th prod�g�ous str�des that would almost have shamed the
performance of h�m of the seven-league boots.
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The Vesuv�us of today �s a very poor affa�r compared to the m�ghty
volcano of K�lauea, �n the Sandw�ch Islands, but I am glad I v�s�ted �t.
It was well worth �t.



It �s sa�d that dur�ng one of the grand erupt�ons of Vesuv�us �t
d�scharged massy rocks we�gh�ng many tons a thousand feet �nto
the a�r, �ts vast jets of smoke and steam ascended th�rty m�les toward
the f�rmament, and clouds of �ts ashes were wafted abroad and fell
upon the decks of sh�ps seven hundred and f�fty m�les at sea! I w�ll
take the ashes at a moderate d�scount, �f any one w�ll take the th�rty
m�les of smoke, but I do not feel able to take a command�ng �nterest
�n the whole story by myself.



CHAPTER XXXI.

THE BURIED CITY OF POMPEII

They pronounce �t Pom-pay-e. I always had an �dea that you went
down �nto Pompe�� w�th torches, by the way of damp, dark sta�rways,
just as you do �n s�lver m�nes, and traversed gloomy tunnels w�th
lava overhead and someth�ng on e�ther hand l�ke d�lap�dated pr�sons
gouged out of the sol�d earth, that fa�ntly resembled houses. But you
do noth�ng the k�nd. Fully one-half of the bur�ed c�ty, perhaps, �s
completely exhumed and thrown open freely to the l�ght of day; and
there stand the long rows of sol�dly-bu�lt br�ck houses (roofless) just
as they stood e�ghteen hundred years ago, hot w�th the flam�ng sun;
and there l�e the�r floors, clean-swept, and not a br�ght fragment
tarn�shed or wa�t�ng of the labored mosa�cs that p�ctured them w�th
the beasts, and b�rds, and flowers wh�ch we copy �n per�shable
carpets to-day; and here are the Venuses, and Bacchuses, and
Adon�ses, mak�ng love and gett�ng drunk �n many-hued frescoes on
the walls of saloon and bed-chamber; and there are the narrow
streets and narrower s�dewalks, paved w�th flags of good hard lava,
the one deeply rutted w�th the char�ot-wheels, and the other w�th the
pass�ng feet of the Pompe��ans of by-gone centur�es; and there are
the bake-shops, the temples, the halls of just�ce, the baths, the
theatres—all clean-scraped and neat, and suggest�ng noth�ng of the
nature of a s�lver m�ne away down �n the bowels of the earth. The
broken p�llars ly�ng about, the doorless doorways and the crumbled
tops of the w�lderness of walls, were wonderfully suggest�ve of the
“burnt d�str�ct” �n one of our c�t�es, and �f there had been any charred
t�mbers, shattered w�ndows, heaps of debr�s, and general blackness
and smok�ness about the place, the resemblance would have been



perfect. But no—the sun sh�nes as br�ghtly down on old Pompe�� to-
day as �t d�d when Chr�st was born �n Bethlehem, and �ts streets are
cleaner a hundred t�mes than ever Pompe��an saw them �n her
pr�me. I know whereof I speak—for �n the great, ch�ef thoroughfares
(Merchant street and the Street of Fortune) have I not seen w�th my
own eyes how for two hundred years at least the pavements were
not repa�red!—how ruts f�ve and even ten �nches deep were worn
�nto the th�ck flagstones by the char�ot-wheels of generat�ons of
sw�ndled tax-payers? And do I not know by these s�gns that Street
Comm�ss�oners of Pompe�� never attended to the�r bus�ness, and
that �f they never mended the pavements they never cleaned them?
And, bes�des, �s �t not the �nborn nature of Street Comm�ss�oners to
avo�d the�r duty whenever they get a chance? I w�sh I knew the
name of the last one that held off�ce �n Pompe�� so that I could g�ve
h�m a blast. I speak w�th feel�ng on th�s subject, because I caught my
foot �n one of those ruts, and the sadness that came over me when I
saw the f�rst poor skeleton, w�th ashes and lava st�ck�ng to �t, was
tempered by the reflect�on that may be that party was the Street
Comm�ss�oner.
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No—Pompe�� �s no longer a bur�ed c�ty. It �s a c�ty of hundreds and
hundreds of roofless houses, and a tangled maze of streets where
one could eas�ly get lost, w�thout a gu�de, and have to sleep �n some
ghostly palace that had known no l�v�ng tenant s�nce that awful
November n�ght of e�ghteen centur�es ago.

We passed through the gate wh�ch faces the Med�terranean,
(called the “Mar�ne Gate,”) and by the rusty, broken �mage of
M�nerva, st�ll keep�ng t�reless watch and ward over the possess�ons �t
was powerless to save, and went up a long street and stood �n the
broad court of the Forum of Just�ce. The floor was level and clean,
and up and down e�ther s�de was a noble colonnade of broken



p�llars, w�th the�r beaut�ful Ion�c and Cor�nth�an columns scattered
about them. At the upper end were the vacant seats of the Judges,
and beh�nd them we descended �nto a dungeon where the ashes
and c�nders had found two pr�soners cha�ned on that memorable
November n�ght, and tortured them to death. How they must have
tugged at the p�t�less fetters as the f�erce f�res surged around them!
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Then we lounged through many and many a sumptuous pr�vate
mans�on wh�ch we could not have entered w�thout a formal �nv�tat�on
�n �ncomprehens�ble Lat�n, �n the olden t�me, when the owners l�ved
there—and we probably wouldn’t have got �t. These people bu�lt the�r
houses a good deal al�ke. The floors were la�d �n fanc�ful f�gures
wrought �n mosa�cs of many-colored marbles. At the threshold your
eyes fall upon a Lat�n sentence of welcome, somet�mes, or a p�cture
of a dog, w�th the legend “Beware of the Dog,” and somet�mes a
p�cture of a bear or a faun w�th no �nscr�pt�on at all. Then you enter a
sort of vest�bule, where they used to keep the hat-rack, I suppose;
next a room w�th a large marble bas�n �n the m�dst and the p�pes of a
founta�n; on e�ther s�de are bedrooms; beyond the founta�n �s a
recept�on-room, then a l�ttle garden, d�n�ng-room, and so forth and so
on. The floors were all mosa�c, the walls were stuccoed, or frescoed,
or ornamented w�th bas-rel�efs, and here and there were statues,
large and small, and l�ttle f�sh-pools, and cascades of sparkl�ng water
that sprang from secret places �n the colonnade of handsome p�llars
that surrounded the court, and kept the flower-beds fresh and the a�r
cool. Those Pompe��ans were very luxur�ous �n the�r tastes and
hab�ts. The most exqu�s�te bronzes we have seen �n Europe, came
from the exhumed c�t�es of Herculaneum and Pompe��, and also the
f�nest cameos and the most del�cate engrav�ngs on prec�ous stones;
the�r p�ctures, e�ghteen or n�neteen centur�es old, are often much
more pleas�ng than the celebrated rubb�sh of the old masters of



three centur�es ago. They were well up �n art. From the creat�on of
these works of the f�rst, clear up to the eleventh century, art seems
hardly to have ex�sted at all—at least no remnants of �t are left—and
�t was cur�ous to see how far (�n some th�ngs, at any rate,) these old
t�me pagans excelled the remote generat�ons of masters that came
after them. The pr�de of the world �n sculptures seem to be the
Laocoon and the Dy�ng Glad�ator, �n Rome. They are as old as
Pompe��, were dug from the earth l�ke Pompe��; but the�r exact age or
who made them can only be conjectured. But worn, and cracked,
w�thout a h�story, and w�th the blem�sh�ng sta�ns of numberless
centur�es upon them, they st�ll mutely mock at all efforts to r�val the�r
perfect�ons.

It was a qua�nt and cur�ous past�me, wander�ng through th�s old
s�lent c�ty of the dead—loung�ng through utterly deserted streets
where thousands and thousands of human be�ngs once bought and
sold, and walked and rode, and made the place resound w�th the
no�se and confus�on of traff�c and pleasure. They were not lazy. They
hurr�ed �n those days. We had ev�dence of that. There was a temple
on one corner, and �t was a shorter cut to go between the columns of
that temple from one street to the other than to go around—and
behold that pathway had been worn deep �nto the heavy flagstone
floor of the bu�ld�ng by generat�ons of t�me-sav�ng feet! They would
not go around when �t was qu�cker to go through. We do that way �n
our c�t�es.

Every where, you see th�ngs that make you wonder how old these
old houses were before the n�ght of destruct�on came—th�ngs, too,
wh�ch br�ng back those long dead �nhab�tants and place the l�v�ng
before your eyes. For �nstance: The steps (two feet th�ck—lava
blocks) that lead up out of the school, and the same k�nd of steps
that lead up �nto the dress c�rcle of the pr�nc�pal theatre, are almost
worn through! For ages the boys hurr�ed out of that school, and for
ages the�r parents hurr�ed �nto that theatre, and the nervous feet that
have been dust and ashes for e�ghteen centur�es have left the�r
record for us to read to-day. I �mag�ned I could see crowds of
gentlemen and lad�es throng�ng �nto the theatre, w�th t�ckets for
secured seats �n the�r hands, and on the wall, I read the �mag�nary
placard, �n �nfamous grammar, “POSITIVELY NO FREE LIST,



EXCEPT MEMBERS OF THE PRESS!” Hang�ng about the doorway
(I fanc�ed,) were slouchy Pompe��an street-boys utter�ng slang and
profan�ty, and keep�ng a wary eye out for checks. I entered the
theatre, and sat down �n one of the long rows of stone benches �n
the dress c�rcle, and looked at the place for the orchestra, and the
ru�ned stage, and around at the w�de sweep of empty boxes, and
thought to myself, “Th�s house won’t pay.” I tr�ed to �mag�ne the
mus�c �n full blast, the leader of the orchestra beat�ng t�me, and the
“versat�le” So-and-So (who had “just returned from a most successful
tour �n the prov�nces to play h�s last and farewell engagement of
pos�t�vely s�x n�ghts only, �n Pompe��, prev�ous to h�s departure for
Herculaneum,”) charg�ng around the stage and p�l�ng the agony
mounta�ns h�gh—but I could not do �t w�th such a “house” as that;
those empty benches t�ed my fancy down to dull real�ty. I sa�d, these
people that ought to be here have been dead, and st�ll, and
molder�ng to dust for ages and ages, and w�ll never care for the
tr�fles and foll�es of l�fe any more for ever—“Ow�ng to c�rcumstances,
etc., etc., there w�ll not be any performance to-n�ght.” Close down the
curta�n. Put out the l�ghts.
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And so I turned away and went through shop after shop and store
after store, far down the long street of the merchants, and called for
the wares of Rome and the East, but the tradesmen were gone, the
marts were s�lent, and noth�ng was left but the broken jars all set �n
cement of c�nders and ashes: the w�ne and the o�l that once had
f�lled them were gone w�th the�r owners.

In a bake-shop was a m�ll for gr�nd�ng the gra�n, and the furnaces
for bak�ng the bread: and they say that here, �n the same furnaces,
the exhumers of Pompe�� found n�ce, well baked loaves wh�ch the
baker had not found t�me to remove from the ovens the last t�me he



left h�s shop, because c�rcumstances compelled h�m to leave �n such
a hurry.

In one house (the only bu�ld�ng �n Pompe�� wh�ch no woman �s now
allowed to enter,) were the small rooms and short beds of sol�d
masonry, just as they were �n the old t�mes, and on the walls were
p�ctures wh�ch looked almost as fresh as �f they were pa�nted
yesterday, but wh�ch no pen could have the hard�hood to descr�be;
and here and there were Lat�n �nscr�pt�ons—obscene sc�nt�llat�ons of
w�t, scratched by hands that poss�bly were upl�fted to Heaven for
succor �n the m�dst of a dr�v�ng storm of f�re before the n�ght was
done.

In one of the pr�nc�pal streets was a ponderous stone tank, and a
water-spout that suppl�ed �t, and where the t�red, heated to�lers from
the Campagna used to rest the�r r�ght hands when they bent over to
put the�r l�ps to the spout, the th�ck stone was worn down to a broad
groove an �nch or two deep. Th�nk of the countless thousands of
hands that had pressed that spot �n the ages that are gone, to so
reduce a stone that �s as hard as �ron!

They had a great publ�c bullet�n board �n Pompe��—a place where
announcements for glad�ator�al combats, elect�ons, and such th�ngs,
were posted—not on per�shable paper, but carved �n endur�ng stone.
One lady, who, I take �t, was r�ch and well brought up, advert�sed a
dwell�ng or so to rent, w�th baths and all the modern �mprovements,
and several hundred shops, st�pulat�ng that the dwell�ngs should not
be put to �mmoral purposes. You can f�nd out who l�ved �n many a
house �n Pompe�� by the carved stone door-plates aff�xed to them:
and �n the same way you can tell who they were that occupy the
tombs. Every where around are th�ngs that reveal to you someth�ng
of the customs and h�story of th�s forgotten people. But what would a
volcano leave of an Amer�can c�ty, �f �t once ra�ned �ts c�nders on �t?
Hardly a s�gn or a symbol to tell �ts story.

In one of these long Pompe��an halls the skeleton of a man was
found, w�th ten p�eces of gold �n one hand and a large key �n the
other. He had se�zed h�s money and started toward the door, but the
f�ery tempest caught h�m at the very threshold, and he sank down
and d�ed. One more m�nute of prec�ous t�me would have saved h�m. I



saw the skeletons of a man, a woman, and two young g�rls. The
woman had her hands spread w�de apart, as �f �n mortal terror, and I
�mag�ned I could st�ll trace upon her shapeless face someth�ng of the
express�on of w�ld despa�r that d�storted �t when the heavens ra�ned
f�re �n these streets, so many ages ago. The g�rls and the man lay
w�th the�r faces upon the�r arms, as �f they had tr�ed to sh�eld them
from the envelop�ng c�nders. In one apartment e�ghteen skeletons
were found, all �n s�tt�ng postures, and blackened places on the walls
st�ll mark the�r shapes and show the�r att�tudes, l�ke shadows. One of
them, a woman, st�ll wore upon her skeleton throat a necklace, w�th
her name engraved upon �t—JULIE DI DIOMEDE.

But perhaps the most poet�cal th�ng Pompe�� has y�elded to
modern research, was that grand f�gure of a Roman sold�er, clad �n
complete armor; who, true to h�s duty, true to h�s proud name of a
sold�er of Rome, and full of the stern courage wh�ch had g�ven to that
name �ts glory, stood to h�s post by the c�ty gate, erect and
unfl�nch�ng, t�ll the hell that raged around h�m burned out the
dauntless sp�r�t �t could not conquer.

We never read of Pompe�� but we th�nk of that sold�er; we can not
wr�te of Pompe�� w�thout the natural �mpulse to grant to h�m the
ment�on he so well deserves. Let us remember that he was a sold�er
—not a pol�ceman—and so, pra�se h�m. Be�ng a sold�er, he sta�d,—
because the warr�or �nst�nct forbade h�m to fly. Had he been a
pol�ceman he would have sta�d, also—because he would have been
asleep.

There are not half a dozen fl�ghts of sta�rs �n Pompe��, and no other
ev�dences that the houses were more than one story h�gh. The
people d�d not l�ve �n the clouds, as do the Venet�ans, the Genoese
and Neapol�tans of to-day.

We came out from under the solemn myster�es of th�s c�ty of the
Venerable Past—th�s c�ty wh�ch per�shed, w�th all �ts old ways and �ts
qua�nt old fash�ons about �t, remote centur�es ago, when the
D�sc�ples were preach�ng the new rel�g�on, wh�ch �s as old as the h�lls
to us now—and went dream�ng among the trees that grow over
acres and acres of �ts st�ll bur�ed streets and squares, t�ll a shr�ll
wh�stle and the cry of “All aboard—last tra�n for Naples!” woke me up



and rem�nded me that I belonged �n the n�neteenth century, and was
not a dusty mummy, caked w�th ashes and c�nders, e�ghteen
hundred years old. The trans�t�on was startl�ng. The �dea of a ra�lroad
tra�n actually runn�ng to old dead Pompe��, and wh�stl�ng �rreverently,
and call�ng for passengers �n the most bustl�ng and bus�ness-l�ke
way, was as strange a th�ng as one could �mag�ne, and as unpoet�cal
and d�sagreeable as �t was strange.

Compare the cheerful l�fe and the sunsh�ne of th�s day w�th the
horrors the younger Pl�ny saw here, the 9th of November, A.D. 79,
when he was so bravely str�v�ng to remove h�s mother out of reach of
harm, wh�le she begged h�m, w�th all a mother’s unself�shness, to
leave her to per�sh and save h�mself.

‘By th�s t�me the murky darkness had so �ncreased that one m�ght
have bel�eved h�mself abroad �n a black and moonless n�ght, or �n a
chamber where all the l�ghts had been ext�ngu�shed. On every hand
was heard the compla�nts of women, the wa�l�ng of ch�ldren, and the
cr�es of men. One called h�s father, another h�s son, and another h�s
w�fe, and only by the�r vo�ces could they know each other. Many �n
the�r despa�r begged that death would come and end the�r d�stress.

“Some �mplored the gods to succor them, and some bel�eved that
th�s n�ght was the last, the eternal n�ght wh�ch should engulf the
un�verse!

“Even so �t seemed to me—and I consoled myself for the com�ng
death w�th the reflect�on: BEHOLD, THE WORLD IS PASSING
AWAY!”

* * * * * * * *
After brows�ng among the stately ru�ns of Rome, of Ba�ae, of

Pompe��, and after glanc�ng down the long marble ranks of battered
and nameless �mper�al heads that stretch down the corr�dors of the
Vat�can, one th�ng str�kes me w�th a force �t never had before: the
unsubstant�al, unlast�ng character of fame. Men l�ved long l�ves, �n
the olden t�me, and struggled fever�shly through them, to�l�ng l�ke
slaves, �n oratory, �n generalsh�p, or �n l�terature, and then la�d them
down and d�ed, happy �n the possess�on of an endur�ng h�story and a
deathless name. Well, twenty l�ttle centur�es flutter away, and what �s
left of these th�ngs? A crazy �nscr�pt�on on a block of stone, wh�ch



snuffy ant�quar�es bother over and tangle up and make noth�ng out of
but a bare name (wh�ch they spell wrong)—no h�story, no trad�t�on,
no poetry—noth�ng that can g�ve �t even a pass�ng �nterest. What
may be left of General Grant’s great name forty centur�es hence?
Th�s—�n the Encycloped�a for A. D. 5868, poss�bly:

“URIAH S. (or Z.) GRAUNT—popular poet of anc�ent t�mes �n the
Aztec prov�nces of the Un�ted States of Br�t�sh Amer�ca. Some
authors say flour�shed about A. D. 742; but the learned Ah-ah Foo-
foo states that he was a cotemporary of Scharkspyre, the Engl�sh
poet, and flour�shed about A. D. 1328, some three centur�es after the
Trojan war �nstead of before �t. He wrote ‘Rock me to Sleep,
Mother.’”

These thoughts sadden me. I w�ll to bed.



CHAPTER XXXII.
Home, aga�n! For the f�rst t�me, �n many weeks, the sh�p’s ent�re

fam�ly met and shook hands on the quarter-deck. They had gathered
from many po�nts of the compass and from many lands, but not one
was m�ss�ng; there was no tale of s�ckness or death among the flock
to dampen the pleasure of the reun�on. Once more there was a full
aud�ence on deck to l�sten to the sa�lors’ chorus as they got the
anchor up, and to wave an ad�eu to the land as we sped away from
Naples. The seats were full at d�nner aga�n, the dom�no part�es were
complete, and the l�fe and bustle on the upper deck �n the f�ne
moonl�ght at n�ght was l�ke old t�mes—old t�mes that had been gone
weeks only, but yet they were weeks so crowded w�th �nc�dent,
adventure and exc�tement, that they seemed almost l�ke years.
There was no lack of cheerfulness on board the Quaker C�ty. For
once, her t�tle was a m�snomer.

At seven �n the even�ng, w�th the western hor�zon all golden from
the sunken sun, and specked w�th d�stant sh�ps, the full moon sa�l�ng
h�gh over head, the dark blue of the sea under foot, and a strange
sort of tw�l�ght affected by all these d�fferent l�ghts and colors around
us and about us, we s�ghted superb Strombol�. W�th what majesty
the monarch held h�s lonely state above the level sea! D�stance
clothed h�m �n a purple gloom, and added a ve�l of sh�mmer�ng m�st
that so softened h�s rugged features that we seemed to see h�m
through a web of s�lver gauze. H�s torch was out; h�s f�res were
smolder�ng; a tall column of smoke that rose up and lost �tself �n the
grow�ng moonl�ght was all the s�gn he gave that he was a l�v�ng
Autocrat of the Sea and not the spectre of a dead one.
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At two �n the morn�ng we swept through the Stra�ts of Mess�na,
and so br�ght was the moonl�ght that Italy on the one hand and S�c�ly
on the other seemed almost as d�st�nctly v�s�ble as though we looked
at them from the m�ddle of a street we were travers�ng. The c�ty of
Mess�na, m�lk-wh�te, and starred and spangled all over w�th
gasl�ghts, was a fa�ry spectacle. A great party of us were on deck
smok�ng and mak�ng a no�se, and wa�t�ng to see famous Scylla and
Charybd�s. And presently the Oracle stepped out w�th h�s eternal
spy-glass and squared h�mself on the deck l�ke another Colossus of
Rhodes. It was a surpr�se to see h�m abroad at such an hour.
Nobody supposed he cared anyth�ng about an old fable l�ke that of
Scylla and Charybd�s. One of the boys sa�d:

“Hello, doctor, what are you do�ng up here at th�s t�me of n�ght?—
What do you want to see th�s place for?”

“What do I want to see th�s place for? Young man, l�ttle do you
know me, or you wouldn’t ask such a quest�on. I w�sh to see all the
places that’s ment�oned �n the B�ble.”

“Stuff—th�s place �sn’t ment�oned �n the B�ble.”
“It a�n’t ment�oned �n the B�ble!—th�s place a�n’t—well now, what

place �s th�s, s�nce you know so much about �t?”
“Why �t’s Scylla and Charybd�s.”
“Scylla and Cha—confound �t, I thought �t was Sodom and

Gomorrah!”
And he closed up h�s glass and went below. The above �s the sh�p

story. Its plaus�b�l�ty �s marred a l�ttle by the fact that the Oracle was
not a b�bl�cal student, and d�d not spend much of h�s t�me �nstruct�ng
h�mself about Scr�ptural local�t�es.—They say the Oracle compla�ns,
�n th�s hot weather, lately, that the only beverage �n the sh�p that �s
passable, �s the butter. He d�d not mean butter, of course, but
�nasmuch as that art�cle rema�ns �n a melted state now s�nce we are
out of �ce, �t �s fa�r to g�ve h�m the cred�t of gett�ng one long word �n
the r�ght place, anyhow, for once �n h�s l�fe. He sa�d, �n Rome, that
the Pope was a noble-look�ng old man, but he never d�d th�nk much
of h�s Il�ad.



We spent one pleasant day sk�rt�ng along the Isles of Greece.
They are very mounta�nous. The�r preva�l�ng t�nts are gray and
brown, approach�ng to red. L�ttle wh�te v�llages surrounded by trees,
nestle �n the valleys or roost upon the lofty perpend�cular sea-walls.

We had one f�ne sunset—a r�ch carm�ne flush that suffused the
western sky and cast a ruddy glow far over the sea.—F�ne sunsets
seem to be rare �n th�s part of the world—or at least, str�k�ng ones.
They are soft, sensuous, lovely—they are exqu�s�te ref�ned,
effem�nate, but we have seen no sunsets here yet l�ke the gorgeous
conflagrat�ons that flame �n the track of the s�nk�ng sun �n our h�gh
northern lat�tudes.

But what were sunsets to us, w�th the w�ld exc�tement upon us of
approach�ng the most renowned of c�t�es! What cared we for outward
v�s�ons, when Agamemnon, Ach�lles, and a thousand other heroes of
the great Past were march�ng �n ghostly process�on through our
fanc�es? What were sunsets to us, who were about to l�ve and
breathe and walk �n actual Athens; yea, and go far down �nto the
dead centur�es and b�d �n person for the slaves, D�ogenes and Plato,
�n the publ�c market-place, or goss�p w�th the ne�ghbors about the
s�ege of Troy or the splend�d deeds of Marathon? We scorned to
cons�der sunsets.

We arr�ved, and entered the anc�ent harbor of the P�raeus at last.
We dropped anchor w�th�n half a m�le of the v�llage. Away off, across
the undulat�ng Pla�n of Att�ca, could be seen a l�ttle square-topped
h�ll w�th a someth�ng on �t, wh�ch our glasses soon d�scovered to be
the ru�ned ed�f�ces of the c�tadel of the Athen�ans, and most
prom�nent among them loomed the venerable Parthenon. So
exqu�s�tely clear and pure �s th�s wonderful atmosphere that every
column of the noble structure was d�scern�ble through the telescope,
and even the smaller ru�ns about �t assumed some semblance of
shape. Th�s at a d�stance of f�ve or s�x m�les. In the valley, near the
Acropol�s, (the square-topped h�ll before spoken of,) Athens �tself
could be vaguely made out w�th an ord�nary lorgnette. Every body
was anx�ous to get ashore and v�s�t these class�c local�t�es as qu�ckly
as poss�ble. No land we had yet seen had aroused such un�versal
�nterest among the passengers.



But bad news came. The commandant of the P�raeus came �n h�s
boat, and sa�d we must e�ther depart or else get outs�de the harbor
and rema�n �mpr�soned �n our sh�p, under r�g�d quarant�ne, for eleven
days! So we took up the anchor and moved outs�de, to l�e a dozen
hours or so, tak�ng �n suppl�es, and then sa�l for Constant�nople. It
was the b�tterest d�sappo�ntment we had yet exper�enced. To l�e a
whole day �n s�ght of the Acropol�s, and yet be obl�ged to go away
w�thout v�s�t�ng Athens! D�sappo�ntment was hardly a strong enough
word to descr�be the c�rcumstances.

All hands were on deck, all the afternoon, w�th books and maps
and glasses, try�ng to determ�ne wh�ch “narrow rocky r�dge” was the
Areopagus, wh�ch slop�ng h�ll the Pnyx, wh�ch elevat�on the Museum
H�ll, and so on. And we got th�ngs confused. D�scuss�on became
heated, and party sp�r�t ran h�gh. Church members were gaz�ng w�th
emot�on upon a h�ll wh�ch they sa�d was the one St. Paul preached
from, and another fact�on cla�med that that h�ll was Hymettus, and
another that �t was Pentel�con! After all the trouble, we could be
certa�n of only one th�ng—the square-topped h�ll was the Acropol�s,
and the grand ru�n that crowned �t was the Parthenon, whose p�cture
we knew �n �nfancy �n the school books.
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We �nqu�red of every body who came near the sh�p, whether there
were guards �n the P�raeus, whether they were str�ct, what the
chances were of capture should any of us sl�p ashore, and �n case
any of us made the venture and were caught, what would be
probably done to us? The answers were d�scourag�ng: There was a
strong guard or pol�ce force; the P�raeus was a small town, and any
stranger seen �n �t would surely attract attent�on—capture would be
certa�n. The commandant sa�d the pun�shment would be “heavy;”
when asked “how heavy?” he sa�d �t would be “very severe”—that
was all we could get out of h�m.



At eleven o’clock at n�ght, when most of the sh�p’s company were
abed, four of us stole softly ashore �n a small boat, a clouded moon
favor�ng the enterpr�se, and started two and two, and far apart, over
a low h�ll, �ntend�ng to go clear around the P�raeus, out of the range
of �ts pol�ce. P�ck�ng our way so stealth�ly over that rocky, nettle-
grown em�nence, made me feel a good deal as �f I were on my way
somewhere to steal someth�ng. My �mmed�ate comrade and I talked
�n an undertone about quarant�ne laws and the�r penalt�es, but we
found noth�ng cheer�ng �n the subject. I was posted. Only a few days
before, I was talk�ng w�th our capta�n, and he ment�oned the case of
a man who swam ashore from a quarant�ned sh�p somewhere, and
got �mpr�soned s�x months for �t; and when he was �n Genoa a few
years ago, a capta�n of a quarant�ned sh�p went �n h�s boat to a
depart�ng sh�p, wh�ch was already outs�de of the harbor, and put a
letter on board to be taken to h�s fam�ly, and the author�t�es
�mpr�soned h�m three months for �t, and then conducted h�m and h�s
sh�p fa�rly to sea, and warned h�m never to show h�mself �n that port
aga�n wh�le he l�ved. Th�s k�nd of conversat�on d�d no good, further
than to g�ve a sort of d�smal �nterest to our quarant�ne-break�ng
exped�t�on, and so we dropped �t. We made the ent�re c�rcu�t of the
town w�thout see�ng any body but one man, who stared at us
cur�ously, but sa�d noth�ng, and a dozen persons asleep on the
ground before the�r doors, whom we walked among and never woke
—but we woke up dogs enough, �n all consc�ence—we always had
one or two bark�ng at our heels, and several t�mes we had as many
as ten and twelve at once. They made such a preposterous d�n that
persons aboard our sh�p sa�d they could tell how we were
progress�ng for a long t�me, and where we were, by the bark�ng of
the dogs. The clouded moon st�ll favored us. When we had made the
whole c�rcu�t, and were pass�ng among the houses on the further
s�de of the town, the moon came out splend�dly, but we no longer
feared the l�ght. As we approached a well, near a house, to get a
dr�nk, the owner merely glanced at us and went w�th�n. He left the
qu�et, slumber�ng town at our mercy. I record �t here proudly, that we
d�dn’t do any th�ng to �t.

See�ng no road, we took a tall h�ll to the left of the d�stant Acropol�s
for a mark, and steered stra�ght for �t over all obstruct�ons, and over



a l�ttle rougher p�ece of country than ex�sts any where else outs�de of
the State of Nevada, perhaps. Part of the way �t was covered w�th
small, loose stones—we trod on s�x at a t�me, and they all rolled.
Another part of �t was dry, loose, newly-ploughed ground. St�ll
another part of �t was a long stretch of low grape-v�nes, wh�ch were
tanglesome and troublesome, and wh�ch we took to be brambles.
The Att�c Pla�n, barr�ng the grape-v�nes, was a barren, desolate,
unpoet�cal waste—I wonder what �t was �n Greece’s Age of Glory,
f�ve hundred years before Chr�st?

In the ne�ghborhood of one o’clock �n the morn�ng, when we were
heated w�th fast walk�ng and parched w�th th�rst, Denny excla�med,
“Why, these weeds are grape-v�nes!” and �n f�ve m�nutes we had a
score of bunches of large, wh�te, del�c�ous grapes, and were
reach�ng down for more when a dark shape rose myster�ously up out
of the shadows bes�de us and sa�d “Ho!” And so we left.
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In ten m�nutes more we struck �nto a beaut�ful road, and unl�ke
some others we had stumbled upon at �ntervals, �t led �n the r�ght
d�rect�on. We followed �t. It was broad, and smooth, and wh�te—
handsome and �n perfect repa�r, and shaded on both s�des for a m�le
or so w�th s�ngle ranks of trees, and also w�th luxur�ant v�neyards.
Tw�ce we entered and stole grapes, and the second t�me somebody
shouted at us from some �nv�s�ble place. Whereupon we left aga�n.
We speculated �n grapes no more on that s�de of Athens.

Shortly we came upon an anc�ent stone aqueduct, bu�lt upon
arches, and from that t�me forth we had ru�ns all about us—we were
approach�ng our journey’s end. We could not see the Acropol�s now
or the h�gh h�ll, e�ther, and I wanted to follow the road t�ll we were
abreast of them, but the others overruled me, and we to�led
labor�ously up the stony h�ll �mmed�ately �n our front—and from �ts
summ�t saw another—cl�mbed �t and saw another! It was an hour of
exhaust�ng work. Soon we came upon a row of open graves, cut �n
the sol�d rock—(for a wh�le one of them served Socrates for a pr�son)
—we passed around the shoulder of the h�ll, and the c�tadel, �n all �ts
ru�ned magn�f�cence, burst upon us! We hurr�ed across the rav�ne
and up a w�nd�ng road, and stood on the old Acropol�s, w�th the
prod�g�ous walls of the c�tadel tower�ng above our heads. We d�d not
stop to �nspect the�r mass�ve blocks of marble, or measure the�r
he�ght, or guess at the�r extraord�nary th�ckness, but passed at once
through a great arched passage l�ke a ra�lway tunnel, and went
stra�ght to the gate that leads to the anc�ent temples. It was locked!
So, after all, �t seemed that we were not to see the great Parthenon
face to face. We sat down and held a counc�l of war. Result: the gate
was only a fl�msy structure of wood—we would break �t down. It
seemed l�ke desecrat�on, but then we had traveled far, and our
necess�t�es were urgent. We could not hunt up gu�des and keepers—
we must be on the sh�p before dayl�ght. So we argued. Th�s was all
very f�ne, but when we came to break the gate, we could not do �t.



We moved around an angle of the wall and found a low bast�on—
e�ght feet h�gh w�thout—ten or twelve w�th�n. Denny prepared to
scale �t, and we got ready to follow. By d�nt of hard scrambl�ng he
f�nally straddled the top, but some loose stones crumbled away and
fell w�th a crash �nto the court w�th�n. There was �nstantly a bang�ng
of doors and a shout. Denny dropped from the wall �n a tw�nkl�ng,
and we retreated �n d�sorder to the gate. Xerxes took that m�ghty
c�tadel four hundred and e�ghty years before Chr�st, when h�s f�ve
m�ll�ons of sold�ers and camp-followers followed h�m to Greece, and
�f we four Amer�cans could have rema�ned unmolested f�ve m�nutes
longer, we would have taken �t too.
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The garr�son had turned out—four Greeks. We clamored at the
gate, and they adm�tted us. [Br�bery and corrupt�on.]

We crossed a large court, entered a great door, and stood upon a
pavement of purest wh�te marble, deeply worn by footpr�nts. Before
us, �n the flood�ng moonl�ght, rose the noblest ru�ns we had ever
looked upon—the Propylae; a small Temple of M�nerva; the Temple
of Hercules, and the grand Parthenon. [We got these names from
the Greek gu�de, who d�dn’t seem to know more than seven men
ought to know.] These ed�f�ces were all bu�lt of the wh�test Pentel�c
marble, but have a p�nk�sh sta�n upon them now. Where any part �s
broken, however, the fracture looks l�ke f�ne loaf sugar. S�x
caryat�des, or marble women, clad �n flow�ng robes, support the
port�co of the Temple of Hercules, but the port�cos and colonnades of
the other structures are formed of mass�ve Dor�c and Ion�c p�llars,
whose flut�ngs and cap�tals are st�ll measurably perfect,
notw�thstand�ng the centur�es that have gone over them and the
s�eges they have suffered. The Parthenon, or�g�nally, was two
hundred and twenty-s�x feet long, one hundred w�de, and seventy
h�gh, and had two rows of great columns, e�ght �n each, at e�ther



end, and s�ngle rows of seventeen each down the s�des, and was
one of the most graceful and beaut�ful ed�f�ces ever erected.

Most of the Parthenon’s �mpos�ng columns are st�ll stand�ng, but
the roof �s gone. It was a perfect bu�ld�ng two hundred and f�fty years
ago, when a shell dropped �nto the Venet�an magaz�ne stored here,
and the explos�on wh�ch followed wrecked and unroofed �t. I
remember but l�ttle about the Parthenon, and I have put �n one or two
facts and f�gures for the use of other people w�th short memor�es.
Got them from the gu�de-book.

As we wandered thoughtfully down the marble-paved length of th�s
stately temple, the scene about us was strangely �mpress�ve. Here
and there, �n lav�sh profus�on, were gleam�ng wh�te statues of men
and women, propped aga�nst blocks of marble, some of them
armless, some w�thout legs, others headless—but all look�ng
mournful �n the moonl�ght, and startl�ngly human! They rose up and
confronted the m�dn�ght �ntruder on every s�de—they stared at h�m
w�th stony eyes from unlooked-for nooks and recesses; they peered
at h�m over fragmentary heaps far down the desolate corr�dors; they
barred h�s way �n the m�dst of the broad forum, and solemnly po�nted
w�th handless arms the way from the sacred fane; and through the
roofless temple the moon looked down, and banded the floor and
darkened the scattered fragments and broken statues w�th the
slant�ng shadows of the columns.

What a world of ru�ned sculpture was about us! Set up �n rows—
stacked up �n p�les—scattered broadcast over the w�de area of the
Acropol�s—were hundreds of cr�ppled statues of all s�zes and of the
most exqu�s�te workmansh�p; and vast fragments of marble that once
belonged to the entablatures, covered w�th bas-rel�efs represent�ng
battles and s�eges, sh�ps of war w�th three and four t�ers of oars,
pageants and process�ons—every th�ng one could th�nk of. H�story
says that the temples of the Acropol�s were f�lled w�th the noblest
works of Prax�teles and Ph�d�as, and of many a great master �n
sculpture bes�des—and surely these elegant fragments attest �t.
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We walked out �nto the grass-grown, fragment-strewn court
beyond the Parthenon. It startled us, every now and then, to see a
stony wh�te face stare suddenly up at us out of the grass w�th �ts
dead eyes. The place seemed al�ve w�th ghosts. I half expected to
see the Athen�an heroes of twenty centur�es ago gl�de out of the
shadows and steal �nto the old temple they knew so well and
regarded w�th such boundless pr�de.

The full moon was r�d�ng h�gh �n the cloudless heavens, now. We
sauntered carelessly and unth�nk�ngly to the edge of the lofty
battlements of the c�tadel, and looked down—a v�s�on! And such a
v�s�on! Athens by moonl�ght! The prophet that thought the splendors
of the New Jerusalem were revealed to h�m, surely saw th�s �nstead!
It lay �n the level pla�n r�ght under our feet—all spread abroad l�ke a
p�cture—and we looked down upon �t as we m�ght have looked from
a balloon. We saw no semblance of a street, but every house, every
w�ndow, every cl�ng�ng v�ne, every project�on was as d�st�nct and
sharply marked as �f the t�me were noon-day; and yet there was no
glare, no gl�tter, noth�ng harsh or repuls�ve—the no�seless c�ty was
flooded w�th the mellowest l�ght that ever streamed from the moon,
and seemed l�ke some l�v�ng creature wrapped �n peaceful slumber.
On �ts further s�de was a l�ttle temple, whose del�cate p�llars and
ornate front glowed w�th a r�ch lustre that cha�ned the eye l�ke a
spell; and nearer by, the palace of the k�ng reared �ts creamy walls
out of the m�dst of a great garden of shrubbery that was flecked all
over w�th a random shower of amber l�ghts—a spray of golden
sparks that lost the�r br�ghtness �n the glory of the moon, and gl�nted
softly upon the sea of dark fol�age l�ke the pall�d stars of the m�lky-
way. Overhead the stately columns, majest�c st�ll �n the�r ru�n—under
foot the dream�ng c�ty—�n the d�stance the s�lver sea—not on the
broad earth �s there an other p�cture half so beaut�ful!

As we turned and moved aga�n through the temple, I w�shed that
the �llustr�ous men who had sat �n �t �n the remote ages could v�s�t �t
aga�n and reveal themselves to our cur�ous eyes—Plato, Ar�stotle,



Demosthenes, Socrates, Phoc�on, Pythagoras, Eucl�d, P�ndar,
Xenophon, Herodotus, Prax�teles and Ph�d�as, Zeux�s the pa�nter.
What a constellat�on of celebrated names! But more than all, I
w�shed that old D�ogenes, grop�ng so pat�ently w�th h�s lantern,
search�ng so zealously for one sol�tary honest man �n all the world,
m�ght meander along and stumble on our party. I ought not to say �t,
may be, but st�ll I suppose he would have put out h�s l�ght.
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We left the Parthenon to keep �ts watch over old Athens, as �t had
kept �t for twenty-three hundred years, and went and stood outs�de
the walls of the c�tadel. In the d�stance was the anc�ent, but st�ll
almost perfect Temple of Theseus, and close by, look�ng to the west,
was the Bema, from whence Demosthenes thundered h�s ph�l�pp�cs
and f�red the waver�ng patr�ot�sm of h�s countrymen. To the r�ght was
Mars H�ll, where the Areopagus sat �n anc�ent t�mes and where St.
Paul def�ned h�s pos�t�on, and below was the market-place where he
“d�sputed da�ly” w�th the goss�p-lov�ng Athen�ans. We cl�mbed the
stone steps St. Paul ascended, and stood �n the square-cut place he
stood �n, and tr�ed to recollect the B�ble account of the matter—but
for certa�n reasons, I could not recall the words. I have found them
s�nce:

“Now wh�le Paul wa�ted for them at Athens, h�s sp�r�t
was st�rred �n h�m, when he saw the c�ty wholly g�ven
up to �dolatry. Therefore d�sputed he �n the synagogue
w�th the Jews, and w�th the devout persons, and �n the
market da�ly w�th them that met w�th h�m. * * * * * * * * *

“And they took h�m and brought h�m unto
Areopagus, say�ng, May we know what th�s new
doctr�ne whereof thou speakest �s? * * * * * * * * *



“Then Paul stood �n the m�dst of Mars h�ll, and sa�d,
Ye men of Athens, I perce�ve that �n all th�ngs ye are
too superst�t�ous; For as I passed by and beheld your
devot�ons, I found an altar w�th th�s �nscr�pt�on: To THE
UNKNOWN GOD. Whom, therefore, ye �gnorantly
worsh�p, h�m declare I unto you.”—Acts, ch. xv��.”

It occurred to us, after a wh�le, that �f we wanted to get home
before dayl�ght betrayed us, we had better be mov�ng. So we hurr�ed
away. When far on our road, we had a part�ng v�ew of the Parthenon,
w�th the moonl�ght stream�ng through �ts open colonnades and
touch�ng �ts cap�tals w�th s�lver. As �t looked then, solemn, grand, and
beaut�ful �t w�ll always rema�n �n our memor�es.

As we marched along, we began to get over our fears, and ceased
to care much about quarant�ne scouts or any body else. We grew
bold and reckless; and once, �n a sudden burst of courage, I even
threw a stone at a dog. It was a pleasant reflect�on, though, that I d�d
not h�t h�m, because h�s master m�ght just poss�bly have been a
pol�ceman. Insp�red by th�s happy fa�lure, my valor became utterly
uncontrollable, and at �ntervals I absolutely wh�stled, though on a
moderate key. But boldness breeds boldness, and shortly I plunged
�nto a V�neyard, �n the full l�ght of the moon, and captured a gallon of
superb grapes, not even m�nd�ng the presence of a peasant who
rode by on a mule. Denny and B�rch followed my example.

Now I had grapes enough for a dozen, but then Jackson was all
swollen up w�th courage, too, and he was obl�ged to enter a v�neyard
presently. The f�rst bunch he se�zed brought trouble. A frowsy,
bearded br�gand
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advanc�ng w�th celer�ty. The br�gand shouted aga�n, but st�ll we
advanced. It was gett�ng late, and we had no t�me to fool away on



every ass that wanted to dr�vel Greek plat�tudes to us. We would just
as soon have talked w�th h�m as not �f we had not been �n a hurry.
Presently Denny sa�d, “Those fellows are follow�ng us!”

We turned, and, sure enough, there they were—three fantast�c
p�rates armed w�th guns. We slackened our pace to let them come
up, and �n the meant�me I got out my cargo of grapes and dropped
them f�rmly but reluctantly �nto the shadows by the ways�de. But I
was not afra�d. I only felt that �t was not r�ght to steal grapes. And all
the more so when the owner was around—and not only around, but
w�th h�s fr�ends around also. The v�lla�ns came up and searched a
bundle Dr. B�rch had �n h�s hand, and scowled upon h�m when they
found �t had noth�ng �n �t but some holy rocks from Mars H�ll, and
these were not contraband. They ev�dently suspected h�m of play�ng
some wretched fraud upon them, and seemed half �ncl�ned to scalp
the party. But f�nally they d�sm�ssed us w�th a warn�ng, couched �n
excellent Greek, I suppose, and dropped tranqu�lly �n our wake.
When they had gone three hundred yards they stopped, and we
went on rejo�ced. But behold, another armed rascal came out of the
shadows and took the�r place, and followed us two hundred yards.
Then he del�vered us over to another m�screant, who emerged from
some myster�ous place, and he �n turn to another! For a m�le and a
half our rear was guarded all the wh�le by armed men. I never
traveled �n so much state before �n all my l�fe.

It was a good wh�le after that before we ventured to steal any more
grapes, and when we d�d we st�rred up another troublesome br�gand,
and then we ceased all further speculat�on �n that l�ne. I suppose that
fellow that rode by on the mule posted all the sent�nels, from Athens
to the P�raeus, about us.

Every f�eld on that long route was watched by an armed sent�nel,
some of whom had fallen asleep, no doubt, but were on hand,
nevertheless. Th�s shows what sort of a country modern Att�ca �s—a
commun�ty of quest�onable characters. These men were not there to
guard the�r possess�ons aga�nst strangers, but aga�nst each other;
for strangers seldom v�s�t Athens and the P�raeus, and when they do,
they go �n dayl�ght, and can buy all the grapes they want for a tr�fle.
The modern �nhab�tants are conf�scators and fals�f�ers of h�gh repute,



�f goss�p speaks truly concern�ng them, and I freely bel�eve �t does.
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Just as the earl�est t�nges of the dawn flushed the eastern sky and
turned the p�llared Parthenon to a broken harp hung �n the pearly
hor�zon, we closed our th�rteenth m�le of weary, round-about
march�ng, and emerged upon the sea-shore abreast the sh�ps, w�th
our usual escort of f�fteen hundred P�raean dogs howl�ng at our
heels. We ha�led a boat that was two or three hundred yards from
shore, and d�scovered �n a moment that �t was a pol�ce-boat on the
lookout for any quarant�ne-breakers that m�ght chance to be abroad.
So we dodged—we were used to that by th�s t�me—and when the
scouts reached the spot we had so lately occup�ed, we were absent.
They cru�sed along the shore, but �n the wrong d�rect�on, and shortly
our own boat �ssued from the gloom and took us aboard. They had
heard our s�gnal on the sh�p. We rowed no�selessly away, and before
the pol�ce-boat came �n s�ght aga�n, we were safe at home once
more.

Four more of our passengers were anx�ous to v�s�t Athens, and
started half an hour after we returned; but they had not been ashore
f�ve m�nutes t�ll the pol�ce d�scovered and chased them so hotly that
they barely escaped to the�r boat aga�n, and that was all. They
pursued the enterpr�se no further.

We set sa�l for Constant�nople to-day, but some of us l�ttle care for
that. We have seen all there was to see �n the old c�ty that had �ts
b�rth s�xteen hundred years before Chr�st was born, and was an old
town before the foundat�ons of Troy were la�d—and saw �t �n �ts most
attract�ve aspect. Wherefore, why should we worry?

Two other passengers ran the blockade successfully last n�ght. So
we learned th�s morn�ng. They sl�pped away so qu�etly that they were
not m�ssed from the sh�p for several hours. They had the hard�hood
to march �nto the P�raeus �n the early dusk and h�re a carr�age. They



ran some danger of add�ng two or three months’ �mpr�sonment to the
other novelt�es of the�r Holy Land Pleasure Excurs�on. I adm�re
“cheek.”—[Quotat�on from the P�lgr�ms.]—But they went and came
safely, and never walked a step.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
From Athens all through the �slands of the Grec�an Arch�pelago,

we saw l�ttle but forb�dd�ng sea-walls and barren h�lls, somet�mes
surmounted by three or four graceful columns of some anc�ent
temple, lonely and deserted—a f�tt�ng symbol of the desolat�on that
has come upon all Greece �n these latter ages. We saw no ploughed
f�elds, very few v�llages, no trees or grass or vegetat�on of any k�nd,
scarcely, and hardly ever an �solated house. Greece �s a bleak,
unsm�l�ng desert, w�thout agr�culture, manufactures or commerce,
apparently. What supports �ts poverty-str�cken people or �ts
Government, �s a mystery.
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I suppose that anc�ent Greece and modern Greece compared,
furn�sh the most extravagant contrast to be found �n h�story. George
I., an �nfant of e�ghteen, and a scraggy nest of fore�gn off�ce holders,
s�t �n the places of Them�stocles, Per�cles, and the �llustr�ous
scholars and generals of the Golden Age of Greece. The fleets that
were the wonder of the world when the Parthenon was new, are a
beggarly handful of f�sh�ng-smacks now, and the manly people that
performed such m�racles of valor at Marathon are only a tr�be of
uncons�dered slaves to-day. The class�c Illyssus has gone dry, and
so have all the sources of Grec�an wealth and greatness. The nat�on
numbers only e�ght hundred thousand souls, and there �s poverty
and m�sery and mendac�ty enough among them to furn�sh forty
m�ll�ons and be l�beral about �t. Under K�ng Otho the revenues of the
State were f�ve m�ll�ons of dollars—ra�sed from a tax of one-tenth of
all the agr�cultural products of the land (wh�ch tenth the farmer had to



br�ng to the royal granar�es on pack-mules any d�stance not
exceed�ng s�x leagues) and from extravagant taxes on trade and
commerce. Out of that f�ve m�ll�ons the small tyrant tr�ed to keep an
army of ten thousand men, pay all the hundreds of useless Grand
Equerr�es �n Wa�t�ng, F�rst Grooms of the Bedchamber, Lord H�gh
Chancellors of the Exploded Exchequer, and all the other absurd�t�es
wh�ch these puppy-k�ngdoms �ndulge �n, �n �m�tat�on of the great
monarch�es; and �n add�t�on he set about bu�ld�ng a wh�te marble
palace to cost about f�ve m�ll�ons �tself. The result was, s�mply: ten
�nto f�ve goes no t�mes and none over. All these th�ngs could not be
done w�th f�ve m�ll�ons, and Otho fell �nto trouble.

The Greek throne, w�th �ts unprom�s�ng adjuncts of a ragged
populat�on of �ngen�ous rascals who were out of employment e�ght
months �n the year because there was l�ttle for them to borrow and
less to conf�scate, and a waste of barren h�lls and weed-grown
deserts, went begg�ng for a good wh�le. It was offered to one of
V�ctor�a’s sons, and afterwards to var�ous other younger sons of
royalty who had no thrones and were out of bus�ness, but they all
had the char�ty to decl�ne the dreary honor, and venerat�on enough
for Greece’s anc�ent greatness to refuse to mock her sorrowful rags
and d�rt w�th a t�nsel throne �n th�s day of her hum�l�at�on—t�ll they
came to th�s young Dan�sh George, and he took �t. He has f�n�shed
the splend�d palace I saw �n the rad�ant moonl�ght the other n�ght,
and �s do�ng many other th�ngs for the salvat�on of Greece, they say.

p356.jpg (34K)

We sa�led through the barren Arch�pelago, and �nto the narrow
channel they somet�mes call the Dardanelles and somet�mes the
Hellespont. Th�s part of the country �s r�ch �n h�stor�c rem�n�scences,
and poor as Sahara �n every th�ng else. For �nstance, as we
approached the Dardanelles, we coasted along the Pla�ns of Troy
and past the mouth of the Scamander; we saw where Troy had stood



(�n the d�stance,) and where �t does not stand now—a c�ty that
per�shed when the world was young. The poor Trojans are all dead,
now. They were born too late to see Noah’s ark, and d�ed too soon to
see our menager�e. We saw where Agamemnon’s fleets
rendezvoused, and away �nland a mounta�n wh�ch the map sa�d was
Mount Ida. W�th�n the Hellespont we saw where the or�g�nal f�rst
shoddy contract ment�oned �n h�story was carr�ed out, and the
“part�es of the second part” gently rebuked by Xerxes. I speak of the
famous br�dge of boats wh�ch Xerxes ordered to be bu�lt over the
narrowest part of the Hellespont (where �t �s only two or three m�les
w�de.) A moderate gale destroyed the fl�msy structure, and the K�ng,
th�nk�ng that to publ�cly rebuke the contractors m�ght have a good
effect on the next set, called them out before the army and had them
beheaded. In the next ten m�nutes he let a new contract for the
br�dge. It has been observed by anc�ent wr�ters that the second
br�dge was a very good br�dge. Xerxes crossed h�s host of f�ve
m�ll�ons of men on �t, and �f �t had not been purposely destroyed, �t
would probably have been there yet. If our Government would
rebuke some of our shoddy contractors occas�onally, �t m�ght work
much good. In the Hellespont we saw where Leander and Lord
Byron swam across, the one to see her upon whom h�s soul’s
affect�ons were f�xed w�th a devot�on that only death could �mpa�r,
and the other merely for a flyer, as Jack says. We had two noted
tombs near us, too. On one shore slept Ajax, and on the other
Hecuba.

We had water batter�es and forts on both s�des of the Hellespont,
fly�ng the cr�mson flag of Turkey, w�th �ts wh�te crescent, and
occas�onally a v�llage, and somet�mes a tra�n of camels; we had all
these to look at t�ll we entered the broad sea of Marmora, and then
the land soon fad�ng from v�ew, we resumed euchre and wh�st once
more.

We dropped anchor �n the mouth of the Golden Horn at dayl�ght �n
the morn�ng. Only three or four of us were up to see the great
Ottoman cap�tal. The passengers do not turn out at unseasonable
hours, as they used to, to get the earl�est poss�ble gl�mpse of strange
fore�gn c�t�es. They are well over that. If we were ly�ng �n s�ght of the



Pyram�ds of Egypt, they would not come on deck unt�l after
breakfast, now-a-days.

The Golden Horn �s a narrow arm of the sea, wh�ch branches from
the Bosporus (a sort of broad r�ver wh�ch connects the Marmora and
Black Seas,) and, curv�ng around, d�v�des the c�ty �n the m�ddle.
Galata and Pera are on one s�de of the Bosporus, and the Golden
Horn; Stamboul (anc�ent Byzant�um) �s upon the other. On the other
bank of the Bosporus �s Scutar� and other suburbs of Constant�nople.
Th�s great c�ty conta�ns a m�ll�on �nhab�tants, but so narrow are �ts
streets, and so crowded together are �ts houses, that �t does not
cover much more than half as much ground as New York C�ty. Seen
from the anchorage or from a m�le or so up the Bosporus, �t �s by far
the handsomest c�ty we have seen. Its dense array of houses swells
upward from the water’s edge, and spreads over the domes of many
h�lls; and the gardens that peep out here and there, the great globes
of the mosques, and the countless m�narets that meet the eye every
where, �nvest the metropol�s w�th the qua�nt Or�ental aspect one
dreams of when he reads books of eastern travel. Constant�nople
makes a noble p�cture.

But �ts attract�veness beg�ns and ends w�th �ts p�cturesqueness.
From the t�me one starts ashore t�ll he gets back aga�n, he execrates
�t. The boat he goes �n �s adm�rably m�scalculated for the serv�ce �t �s
bu�lt for. It �s handsomely and neatly f�tted up, but no man could
handle �t well �n the turbulent currents that sweep down the Bosporus
from the Black Sea, and few men could row �t sat�sfactor�ly even �n
st�ll water. It �s a long, l�ght canoe (ca�que,) large at one end and
taper�ng to a kn�fe blade at the other. They make that long sharp end
the bow, and you can �mag�ne how these bo�l�ng currents sp�n �t
about. It has two oars, and somet�mes four, and no rudder. You start
to go to a g�ven po�nt and you run �n f�fty d�fferent d�rect�ons before
you get there. F�rst one oar �s back�ng water, and then the other; �t �s
seldom that both are go�ng ahead at once. Th�s k�nd of boat�ng �s
calculated to dr�ve an �mpat�ent man mad �n a week. The boatmen
are the awkwardest, the stup�dest, and the most unsc�ent�f�c on
earth, w�thout quest�on.
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Ashore, �t was—well, �t was an eternal c�rcus. People were th�cker
than bees, �n those narrow streets, and the men were dressed �n all
the outrageous, outland�sh, �dolatrous, extravagant, thunder-and-
l�ghtn�ng costumes that ever a ta�lor w�th the del�r�um tremens and
seven dev�ls could conce�ve of. There was no freak �n dress too
crazy to be �ndulged �n; no absurd�ty too absurd to be tolerated; no
frenzy �n ragged d�abol�sm too fantast�c to be attempted. No two men
were dressed al�ke. It was a w�ld masquerade of all �mag�nable
costumes—every struggl�ng throng �n every street was a d�ssolv�ng
v�ew of stunn�ng contrasts. Some patr�archs wore awful turbans, but
the grand mass of the �nf�del horde wore the f�ery red skull-cap they
call a fez. All the rema�nder of the ra�ment they �ndulged �n was
utterly �ndescr�bable.

The shops here are mere coops, mere boxes, bath-rooms, closets
—any th�ng you please to call them—on the f�rst floor. The Turks s�t
cross-legged �n them, and work and trade and smoke long p�pes,
and smell l�ke—l�ke Turks. That covers the ground. Crowd�ng the
narrow streets �n front of them are beggars, who beg forever, yet
never collect any th�ng; and wonderful cr�pples, d�storted out of all
semblance of human�ty, almost; vagabonds dr�v�ng laden asses;
porters carry�ng dry-goods boxes as large as cottages on the�r
backs; peddlers of grapes, hot corn, pumpk�n seeds, and a hundred
other th�ngs, yell�ng l�ke f�ends; and sleep�ng happ�ly, comfortably,
serenely, among the hurry�ng feet, are the famed dogs of
Constant�nople; dr�ft�ng no�selessly about are squads of Turk�sh
women, draped from ch�n to feet �n flow�ng robes, and w�th snowy
ve�ls bound about the�r heads, that d�sclose only the eyes and a
vague, shadowy not�on of the�r features. Seen mov�ng about, far
away �n the d�m, arched a�sles of the Great Bazaar, they look as the
shrouded dead must have looked when they walked forth from the�r
graves am�d the storms and thunders and earthquakes that burst
upon Calvary that awful n�ght of the Cruc�f�x�on. A street �n



Constant�nople �s a p�cture wh�ch one ought to see once—not
oftener.

And then there was the goose-rancher—a fellow who drove a
hundred geese before h�m about the c�ty, and tr�ed to sell them. He
had a pole ten feet long, w�th a crook �n the end of �t, and
occas�onally a goose would branch out from the flock and make a
l�vely break around the corner, w�th w�ngs half l�fted and neck
stretched to �ts utmost. D�d the goose-merchant get exc�ted? No. He
took h�s pole and reached after that goose w�th unspeakable sang
fro�d—took a h�tch round h�s neck, and “yanked” h�m back to h�s
place �n the flock w�thout an effort. He steered h�s geese w�th that
st�ck as eas�ly as another man would steer a yawl. A few hours
afterward we saw h�m s�tt�ng on a stone at a corner, �n the m�dst of
the turmo�l, sound asleep �n the sun, w�th h�s geese squatt�ng around
h�m, or dodg�ng out of the way of asses and men. We came by
aga�n, w�th�n the hour, and he was tak�ng account of stock, to see
whether any of h�s flock had strayed or been stolen. The way he d�d
�t was un�que. He put the end of h�s st�ck w�th�n s�x or e�ght �nches of
a stone wall, and made the geese march �n s�ngle f�le between �t and
the wall. He counted them as they went by. There was no dodg�ng
that arrangement.
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If you want dwarfs—I mean just a few dwarfs for a cur�os�ty—go to
Genoa. If you w�sh to buy them by the gross, for reta�l, go to M�lan.
There are plenty of dwarfs all over Italy, but �t d�d seem to me that �n
M�lan the crop was luxur�ant. If you would see a fa�r average style of
assorted cr�pples, go to Naples, or travel through the Roman States.
But �f you would see the very heart and home of cr�pples and human
monsters, both, go stra�ght to Constant�nople. A beggar �n Naples
who can show a foot wh�ch has all run �nto one horr�ble toe, w�th one
shapeless na�l on �t, has a fortune—but such an exh�b�t�on as that



would not provoke any not�ce �n Constant�nople. The man would
starve. Who would pay any attent�on to attract�ons l�ke h�s among the
rare monsters that throng the br�dges of the Golden Horn and d�splay
the�r deform�t�es �n the gutters of Stamboul? O, wretched �mpostor!
How could he stand aga�nst the three-legged woman, and the man
w�th h�s eye �n h�s cheek? How would he blush �n presence of the
man w�th f�ngers on h�s elbow? Where would he h�de h�mself when
the dwarf w�th seven f�ngers on each hand, no upper l�p, and h�s
under-jaw gone, came down �n h�s majesty? B�sm�llah! The cr�pples
of Europe are a delus�on and a fraud. The truly g�fted flour�sh only �n
the by-ways of Pera and Stamboul.

That three-legged woman lay on the br�dge, w�th her stock �n trade
so d�sposed as to command the most str�k�ng effect—one natural
leg, and two long, slender, tw�sted ones w�th feet on them l�ke
somebody else’s fore-arm. Then there was a man further along who
had no eyes, and whose face was the color of a fly-blown beefsteak,
and wr�nkled and tw�sted l�ke a lava-flow—and ver�ly so tumbled and
d�storted were h�s features that no man could tell the wart that
served h�m for a nose from h�s cheek-bones. In Stamboul was a man
w�th a prod�g�ous head, an uncommonly long body, legs e�ght �nches
long and feet l�ke snow-shoes. He traveled on those feet and h�s
hands, and was as sway-backed as �f the Colossus of Rhodes had
been r�d�ng h�m. Ah, a beggar has to have exceed�ngly good po�nts
to make a l�v�ng �n Constant�nople. A blue-faced man, who had
noth�ng to offer except that he had been blown up �n a m�ne, would
be regarded as a rank �mpostor, and a mere damaged sold�er on
crutches would never make a cent. It would pay h�m to get ap�ece of
h�s head taken off, and cult�vate a wen l�ke a carpet sack.

The Mosque of St. Soph�a �s the ch�ef l�on of Constant�nople. You
must get a f�rman and hurry there the f�rst th�ng. We d�d that. We d�d
not get a f�rman, but we took along four or f�ve francs ap�ece, wh�ch
�s much the same th�ng.

I do not th�nk much of the Mosque of St. Soph�a. I suppose I lack
apprec�at�on. We w�ll let �t go at that. It �s the rust�est old barn �n
heathendom. I bel�eve all the �nterest that attaches to �t comes from
the fact that �t was bu�lt for a Chr�st�an church and then turned �nto a



mosque, w�thout much alterat�on, by the Mohammedan conquerors
of the land. They made me take off my boots and walk �nto the place
�n my stock�ng-feet. I caught cold, and got myself so stuck up w�th a
compl�cat�on of gums, sl�me and general corrupt�on, that I wore out
more than two thousand pa�r of boot-jacks gett�ng my boots off that
n�ght, and even then some Chr�st�an h�de peeled off w�th them. I
abate not a s�ngle boot-jack.
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St. Soph�a �s a colossal church, th�rteen or fourteen hundred years
old, and uns�ghtly enough to be very, very much older. Its �mmense
dome �s sa�d to be more wonderful than St. Peter’s, but �ts d�rt �s
much more wonderful than �ts dome, though they never ment�on �t.
The church has a hundred and seventy p�llars �n �t, each a s�ngle
p�ece, and all of costly marbles of var�ous k�nds, but they came from
anc�ent temples at Baalbec, Hel�opol�s, Athens and Ephesus, and
are battered, ugly and repuls�ve. They were a thousand years old
when th�s church was new, and then the contrast must have been
ghastly—�f Just�n�an’s arch�tects d�d not tr�m them any. The �ns�de of
the dome �s f�gured all over w�th a monstrous �nscr�pt�on �n Turk�sh
characters, wrought �n gold mosa�c, that looks as glar�ng as a c�rcus
b�ll; the pavements and the marble balustrades are all battered and
d�rty; the perspect�ve �s marred every where by a web of ropes that
depend from the d�zzy he�ght of the dome, and suspend countless
d�ngy, coarse o�l lamps, and ostr�ch-eggs, s�x or seven feet above
the floor. Squatt�ng and s�tt�ng �n groups, here and there and far and
near, were ragged Turks read�ng books, hear�ng sermons, or
rece�v�ng lessons l�ke ch�ldren. And �n f�fty places were more of the
same sort bow�ng and stra�ghten�ng up, bow�ng aga�n and gett�ng
down to k�ss the earth, mutter�ng prayers the wh�le, and keep�ng up
the�r gymnast�cs t�ll they ought to have been t�red, �f they were not.



Every where was d�rt, and dust, and d�ng�ness, and gloom; every
where were s�gns of a hoary ant�qu�ty, but w�th noth�ng touch�ng or
beaut�ful about �t; every where were those groups of fantast�c
pagans; overhead the gaudy mosa�cs and the web of lamp-ropes—
nowhere was there any th�ng to w�n one’s love or challenge h�s
adm�rat�on.

The people who go �nto ecstas�es over St. Soph�a must surely get
them out of the gu�de-book (where every church �s spoken of as
be�ng “cons�dered by good judges to be the most marvelous
structure, �n many respects, that the world has ever seen.”) Or else
they are those old conno�sseurs from the w�lds of New Jersey who
labor�ously learn the d�fference between a fresco and a f�re-plug and
from that day forward feel pr�v�leged to vo�d the�r cr�t�cal bathos on
pa�nt�ng, sculpture and arch�tecture forever more.

We v�s�ted the Danc�ng Derv�shes. There were twenty-one of
them. They wore a long, l�ght-colored loose robe that hung to the�r
heels. Each �n h�s turn went up to the pr�est (they were all w�th�n a
large c�rcular ra�l�ng) and bowed profoundly and then went sp�nn�ng
away del�r�ously and took h�s appo�nted place �n the c�rcle, and
cont�nued to sp�n. When all had spun themselves to the�r places,
they were about f�ve or s�x feet apart—and so s�tuated, the ent�re
c�rcle of sp�nn�ng pagans spun �tself three separate t�mes around the
room. It took twenty-f�ve m�nutes to do �t. They spun on the left foot,
and kept themselves go�ng by pass�ng the r�ght rap�dly before �t and
d�gg�ng �t aga�nst the waxed floor. Some of them made �ncred�ble
“t�me.” Most of them spun around forty t�mes �n a m�nute, and one
art�st averaged about s�xty-one t�mes a m�nute, and kept �t up dur�ng
the whole twenty-f�ve. H�s robe f�lled w�th a�r and stood out all around
h�m l�ke a balloon.

They made no no�se of any k�nd, and most of them t�lted the�r
heads back and closed the�r eyes, entranced w�th a sort of
devot�onal ecstacy. There was a rude k�nd of mus�c, part of the t�me,
but the mus�c�ans were not v�s�ble. None but sp�nners were allowed
w�th�n the c�rcle. A man had to e�ther sp�n or stay outs�de. It was
about as barbarous an exh�b�t�on as we have w�tnessed yet. Then
s�ck persons came and lay down, and bes�de them women la�d the�r



s�ck ch�ldren (one a babe at the breast,) and the patr�arch of the
Derv�shes walked upon the�r bod�es. He was supposed to cure the�r
d�seases by trampl�ng upon the�r breasts or backs or stand�ng on the
back of the�r necks. Th�s �s well enough for a people who th�nk all
the�r affa�rs are made or marred by v�ewless sp�r�ts of the a�r—by
g�ants, gnomes, and gen��—and who st�ll bel�eve, to th�s day, all the
w�ld tales �n the Arab�an N�ghts. Even so an �ntell�gent m�ss�onary
tells me.

We v�s�ted the Thousand and One Columns. I do not know what �t
was or�g�nally �ntended for, but they sa�d �t was bu�lt for a reservo�r. It
�s s�tuated �n the centre of Constant�nople. You go down a fl�ght of
stone steps �n the m�ddle of a barren place, and there you are. You
are forty feet under ground, and �n the m�dst of a perfect w�lderness
of tall, slender, gran�te columns, of Byzant�ne arch�tecture. Stand
where you would, or change your pos�t�on as often as you pleased,
you were always a centre from wh�ch rad�ated a dozen long
archways and colonnades that lost themselves �n d�stance and the
sombre tw�l�ght of the place. Th�s old dr�ed-up reservo�r �s occup�ed
by a few ghostly s�lk-sp�nners now, and one of them showed me a
cross cut h�gh up �n one of the p�llars. I suppose he meant me to
understand that the �nst�tut�on was there before the Turk�sh
occupat�on, and I thought he made a remark to that effect; but he
must have had an �mped�ment �n h�s speech, for I d�d not understand
h�m.

We took off our shoes and went �nto the marble mausoleum of the
Sultan Mahmoud, the neatest p�ece of arch�tecture, �ns�de, that I
have seen lately. Mahmoud’s tomb was covered w�th a black velvet
pall, wh�ch was elaborately embro�dered w�th s�lver; �t stood w�th�n a
fancy s�lver ra�l�ng; at the s�des and corners were s�lver candlest�cks
that would we�gh more than a hundred pounds, and they supported
candles as large as a man’s leg; on the top of the sarcophagus was
a fez, w�th a handsome d�amond ornament upon �t, wh�ch an
attendant sa�d cost a hundred thousand pounds, and l�ed l�ke a Turk
when he sa�d �t. Mahmoud’s whole fam�ly were comfortably planted
around h�m.
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We went to the great Bazaar �n Stamboul, of course, and I shall
not descr�be �t further than to say �t �s a monstrous h�ve of l�ttle shops
—thousands, I should say—all under one roof, and cut up �nto
�nnumerable l�ttle blocks by narrow streets wh�ch are arched
overhead. One street �s devoted to a part�cular k�nd of merchand�se,
another to another, and so on.

When you w�sh to buy a pa�r of shoes you have the sw�ng of the
whole street—you do not have to walk yourself down hunt�ng stores
�n d�fferent local�t�es. It �s the same w�th s�lks, ant�qu�t�es, shawls, etc.
The place �s crowded w�th people all the t�me, and as the gay-
colored Eastern fabr�cs are lav�shly d�splayed before every shop, the
great Bazaar of Stamboul �s one of the s�ghts that are worth see�ng.
It �s full of l�fe, and st�r, and bus�ness, d�rt, beggars, asses, yell�ng
peddlers, porters, derv�shes, h�gh-born Turk�sh female shoppers,
Greeks, and we�rd-look�ng and we�rdly dressed Mohammedans from
the mounta�ns and the far prov�nces—and the only sol�tary th�ng one
does not smell when he �s �n the Great Bazaar, �s someth�ng wh�ch
smells good.



CHAPTER XXXIV.
Mosques are plenty, churches are plenty, graveyards are plenty,

but morals and wh�skey are scarce. The Koran does not perm�t
Mohammedans to dr�nk. The�r natural �nst�ncts do not perm�t them to
be moral. They say the Sultan has e�ght hundred w�ves. Th�s almost
amounts to b�gamy. It makes our cheeks burn w�th shame to see
such a th�ng perm�tted here �n Turkey. We do not m�nd �t so much �n
Salt Lake, however.

C�rcass�an and Georg�an g�rls are st�ll sold �n Constant�nople by
the�r parents, but not publ�cly. The great slave marts we have all read
so much about—where tender young g�rls were str�pped for
�nspect�on, and cr�t�c�sed and d�scussed just as �f they were horses at
an agr�cultural fa�r—no longer ex�st. The exh�b�t�on and the sales are
pr�vate now. Stocks are up, just at present, partly because of a br�sk
demand created by the recent return of the Sultan’s su�te from the
courts of Europe; partly on account of an unusual abundance of
bread-stuffs, wh�ch leaves holders untortured by hunger and enables
them to hold back for h�gh pr�ces; and partly because buyers are too
weak to bear the market, wh�le sellers are amply prepared to bull �t.
Under these c�rcumstances, �f the Amer�can metropol�tan
newspapers were publ�shed here �n Constant�nople, the�r next
commerc�al report would read about as follows, I suppose:

SLAVE GIRL MARKET REPORT.

“Best brands C�rcass�ans, crop of 1850, L200; 1852,
L250; 1854, L300.
Best brands Georg�an, none �n market; second qual�ty,
1851, L180.
N�neteen fa�r to m�ddl�ng Wallach�an g�rls offered at
L130 @150,



but no takers; s�xteen pr�me A 1 sold �n small lots to
close out—terms pr�vate.

“Sales of one lot C�rcass�ans, pr�me to good, 1852 to
1854, at L240
@ 242, buyer 30; one forty-n�ner—damaged—at L23,
seller ten, no
depos�t. Several Georg�ans, fancy brands, 1852,
changed hands to
f�ll orders. The Georg�ans now on hand are mostly last
year’s crop,
wh�ch was unusually poor. The new crop �s a l�ttle
backward, but
w�ll be com�ng �n shortly. As regards �ts quant�ty and
qual�ty, the
accounts are most encourag�ng. In th�s connect�on we
can safely
say, also, that the new crop of C�rcass�ans �s look�ng
extremely
well. H�s Majesty the Sultan has already sent �n large
orders for
h�s new harem, wh�ch w�ll be f�n�shed w�th�n a fortn�ght,
and th�s
has naturally strengthened the market and g�ven
C�rcass�an stock a
strong upward tendency. Tak�ng advantage of the
�nflated market,
many of our shrewdest operators are sell�ng short.
There are h�nts
of a “corner” on Wallach�ans.

“There �s noth�ng new �n Nub�ans. Slow sale.

“Eunuchs—None offer�ng; however, large cargoes are
expected from
Egypt today."



I th�nk the above would be about the style of the commerc�al
report. Pr�ces are pretty h�gh now, and holders f�rm; but, two or three
years ago, parents �n a starv�ng cond�t�on brought the�r young
daughters down here and sold them for even twenty and th�rty
dollars, when they could do no better, s�mply to save themselves and
the g�rls from dy�ng of want. It �s sad to th�nk of so d�stress�ng a th�ng
as th�s, and I for one am s�ncerely glad the pr�ces are up aga�n.

Commerc�al morals, espec�ally, are bad. There �s no ga�nsay�ng
that. Greek, Turk�sh and Armen�an morals cons�st only �n attend�ng
church regularly on the appo�nted Sabbaths, and �n break�ng the ten
commandments all the balance of the week. It comes natural to them
to l�e and cheat �n the f�rst place, and then they go on and �mprove
on nature unt�l they arr�ve at perfect�on. In recommend�ng h�s son to
a merchant as a valuable salesman, a father does not say he �s a
n�ce, moral, upr�ght boy, and goes to Sunday School and �s honest,
but he says, “Th�s boy �s worth h�s we�ght �n broad p�eces of a
hundred—for behold, he w�ll cheat whomsoever hath deal�ngs w�th
h�m, and from the Eux�ne to the waters of Marmora there ab�deth not
so g�fted a l�ar!” How �s that for a recommendat�on? The M�ss�onar�es
tell me that they hear encom�ums l�ke that passed upon people every
day. They say of a person they adm�re, “Ah, he �s a charm�ng
sw�ndler, and a most exqu�s�te l�ar!”

Every body l�es and cheats—every body who �s �n bus�ness, at any
rate. Even fore�gners soon have to come down to the custom of the
country, and they do not buy and sell long �n Constant�nople t�ll they
l�e and cheat l�ke a Greek. I say l�ke a Greek, because the Greeks
are called the worst transgressors �n th�s l�ne. Several Amer�cans
long res�dent �n Constant�nople contend that most Turks are pretty
trustworthy, but few cla�m that the Greeks have any v�rtues that a
man can d�scover—at least w�thout a f�re assay.

I am half w�ll�ng to bel�eve that the celebrated dogs of
Constant�nople have been m�srepresented—slandered. I have
always been led to suppose that they were so th�ck �n the streets that
they blocked the way; that they moved about �n organ�zed
compan�es, platoons and reg�ments, and took what they wanted by
determ�ned and feroc�ous assault; and that at n�ght they drowned all



other sounds w�th the�r terr�ble howl�ngs. The dogs I see here can
not be those I have read of.
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I f�nd them every where, but not �n strong force. The most I have
found together has been about ten or twenty. And n�ght or day a fa�r
proport�on of them were sound asleep. Those that were not asleep
always looked as �f they wanted to be. I never saw such utterly
wretched, starv�ng, sad-v�saged, broken-hearted look�ng curs �n my
l�fe. It seemed a gr�m sat�re to accuse such brutes as these of tak�ng
th�ngs by force of arms. They hardly seemed to have strength
enough or amb�t�on enough to walk across the street—I do not know
that I have seen one walk that far yet. They are mangy and bru�sed
and mut�lated, and often you see one w�th the ha�r s�nged off h�m �n
such w�de and well def�ned tracts that he looks l�ke a map of the new
Terr�tor�es. They are the sorr�est beasts that breathe—the most
abject—the most p�t�ful. In the�r faces �s a settled express�on of
melancholy, an a�r of hopeless despondency. The ha�rless patches
on a scalded dog are preferred by the fleas of Constant�nople to a
w�der range on a health�er dog; and the exposed places su�t the fleas
exactly. I saw a dog of th�s k�nd start to n�bble at a flea—a fly
attracted h�s attent�on, and he made a snatch at h�m; the flea called
for h�m once more, and that forever unsettled h�m; he looked sadly at
h�s flea-pasture, then sadly looked at h�s bald spot. Then he heaved
a s�gh and dropped h�s head res�gnedly upon h�s paws. He was not
equal to the s�tuat�on.

The dogs sleep �n the streets, all over the c�ty. From one end of
the street to the other, I suppose they w�ll average about e�ght or ten
to a block. Somet�mes, of course, there are f�fteen or twenty to a
block. They do not belong to any body, and they seem to have no
close personal fr�endsh�ps among each other. But they d�str�ct the
c�ty themselves, and the dogs of each d�str�ct, whether �t be half a



block �n extent, or ten blocks, have to rema�n w�th�n �ts bounds. Woe
to a dog �f he crosses the l�ne! H�s ne�ghbors would snatch the
balance of h�s ha�r off �n a second. So �t �s sa�d. But they don’t look �t.

They sleep �n the streets these days. They are my compass—my
gu�de. When I see the dogs sleep plac�dly on, wh�le men, sheep,
geese, and all mov�ng th�ngs turn out and go around them, I know I
am not �n the great street where the hotel �s, and must go further. In
the Grand Rue the dogs have a sort of a�r of be�ng on the lookout—
an a�r born of be�ng obl�ged to get out of the way of many carr�ages
every day—and that express�on one recogn�zes �n a moment. It does
not ex�st upon the face of any dog w�thout the conf�nes of that street.
All others sleep plac�dly and keep no watch. They would not move,
though the Sultan h�mself passed by.

In one narrow street (but none of them are w�de) I saw three dogs
ly�ng co�led up, about a foot or two apart. End to end they lay, and so
they just br�dged the street neatly, from gutter to gutter. A drove of a
hundred sheep came along. They stepped r�ght over the dogs, the
rear crowd�ng the front, �mpat�ent to get on. The dogs looked laz�ly
up, fl�nched a l�ttle when the �mpat�ent feet of the sheep touched the�r
raw backs—s�ghed, and lay peacefully down aga�n. No talk could be
pla�ner than that. So some of the sheep jumped over them and
others scrambled between, occas�onally ch�pp�ng a leg w�th the�r
sharp hoofs, and when the whole flock had made the tr�p, the dogs
sneezed a l�ttle, �n the cloud of dust, but never budged the�r bod�es
an �nch. I thought I was lazy, but I am a steam-eng�ne compared to a
Constant�nople dog. But was not that a s�ngular scene for a c�ty of a
m�ll�on �nhab�tants?

These dogs are the scavengers of the c�ty. That �s the�r off�c�al
pos�t�on, and a hard one �t �s. However, �t �s the�r protect�on. But for
the�r usefulness �n part�ally cleans�ng these terr�ble streets, they
would not be tolerated long. They eat any th�ng and every th�ng that
comes �n the�r way, from melon r�nds and spo�led grapes up through
all the grades and spec�es of d�rt and refuse to the�r own dead
fr�ends and relat�ves—and yet they are always lean, always hungry,
always despondent. The people are loath to k�ll them—do not k�ll
them, �n fact. The Turks have an �nnate ant�pathy to tak�ng the l�fe of



any dumb an�mal, �t �s sa�d. But they do worse. They hang and k�ck
and stone and scald these wretched creatures to the very verge of
death, and then leave them to l�ve and suffer.

Once a Sultan proposed to k�ll off all the dogs here, and d�d beg�n
the work—but the populace ra�sed such a howl of horror about �t that
the massacre was stayed. After a wh�le, he proposed to remove
them all to an �sland �n the Sea of Marmora. No object�on was
offered, and a sh�p-load or so was taken away. But when �t came to
be known that somehow or other the dogs never got to the �sland,
but always fell overboard �n the n�ght and per�shed, another howl
was ra�sed and the transportat�on scheme was dropped.

So the dogs rema�n �n peaceable possess�on of the streets. I do
not say that they do not howl at n�ght, nor that they do not attack
people who have not a red fez on the�r heads. I only say that �t would
be mean for me to accuse them of these unseemly th�ngs who have
not seen them do them w�th my own eyes or heard them w�th my
own ears.

I was a l�ttle surpr�sed to see Turks and Greeks play�ng newsboy
r�ght here �n the myster�ous land where the g�ants and gen�� of the
Arab�an N�ghts once dwelt—where w�nged horses and hydra-headed
dragons guarded enchanted castles—where Pr�nces and Pr�ncesses
flew through the a�r on carpets that obeyed a myst�c tal�sman—
where c�t�es whose houses were made of prec�ous stones sprang up
�n a n�ght under the hand of the mag�c�an, and where busy marts
were suddenly str�cken w�th a spell and each c�t�zen lay or sat, or
stood w�th weapon ra�sed or foot advanced, just as he was,
speechless and mot�onless, t�ll t�me had told a hundred years!

It was cur�ous to see newsboys sell�ng papers �n so dreamy a land
as that. And, to say truly, �t �s comparat�vely a new th�ng here. The
sell�ng of newspapers had �ts b�rth �n Constant�nople about a year
ago, and was a ch�ld of the Pruss�an and Austr�an war.

There �s one paper publ�shed here �n the Engl�sh language—The
Levant Herald—and there are generally a number of Greek and a
few French papers r�s�ng and fall�ng, struggl�ng up and fall�ng aga�n.
Newspapers are not popular w�th the Sultan’s Government. They do
not understand journal�sm. The proverb says, “The unknown �s



always great.” To the court, the newspaper �s a myster�ous and
rascally �nst�tut�on. They know what a pest�lence �s, because they
have one occas�onally that th�ns the people out at the rate of two
thousand a day, and they regard a newspaper as a m�ld form of
pest�lence. When �t goes astray, they suppress �t—pounce upon �t
w�thout warn�ng, and throttle �t. When �t don’t go astray for a long
t�me, they get susp�c�ous and throttle �t anyhow, because they th�nk �t
�s hatch�ng dev�ltry. Imag�ne the Grand V�z�er �n solemn counc�l w�th
the magnates of the realm, spell�ng h�s way through the hated
newspaper, and f�nally del�ver�ng h�s profound dec�s�on: “Th�s th�ng
means m�sch�ef—�t �s too darkly, too susp�c�ously �noffens�ve—
suppress �t! Warn the publ�sher that we can not have th�s sort of
th�ng: put the ed�tor �n pr�son!”
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The newspaper bus�ness has �ts �nconven�ences �n
Constant�nople. Two Greek papers and one French one were
suppressed here w�th�n a few days of each other. No v�ctor�es of the
Cretans are allowed to be pr�nted. From t�me to t�me the Grand
V�z�er sends a not�ce to the var�ous ed�tors that the Cretan
�nsurrect�on �s ent�rely suppressed, and although that ed�tor knows
better, he st�ll has to pr�nt the not�ce. The Levant Herald �s too fond of
speak�ng pra�sefully of Amer�cans to be popular w�th the Sultan, who
does not rel�sh our sympathy w�th the Cretans, and therefore that
paper has to be part�cularly c�rcumspect �n order to keep out of
trouble. Once the ed�tor, forgett�ng the off�c�al not�ce �n h�s paper that
the Cretans were crushed out, pr�nted a letter of a very d�fferent
tenor, from the Amer�can Consul �n Crete, and was f�ned two
hundred and f�fty dollars for �t. Shortly he pr�nted another from the
same source and was �mpr�soned three months for h�s pa�ns. I th�nk I
could get the ass�stant ed�torsh�p of the Levant Herald, but I am
go�ng to try to worry along w�thout �t.

To suppress a paper here �nvolves the ru�n of the publ�sher,
almost. But �n Naples I th�nk they speculate on m�sfortunes of that
k�nd. Papers are suppressed there every day, and spr�ng up the next
day under a new name. Dur�ng the ten days or a fortn�ght we sta�d
there one paper was murdered and resurrected tw�ce. The newsboys
are smart there, just as they are elsewhere. They take advantage of
popular weaknesses. When they f�nd they are not l�kely to sell out,
they approach a c�t�zen myster�ously, and say �n a low vo�ce—“Last
copy, s�r: double pr�ce; paper just been suppressed!” The man buys
�t, of course, and f�nds noth�ng �n �t. They do say—I do not vouch for
�t—but they do say that men somet�mes pr�nt a vast ed�t�on of a
paper, w�th a feroc�ously sed�t�ous art�cle �n �t, d�str�bute �t qu�ckly
among the newsboys, and clear out t�ll the Government’s �nd�gnat�on
cools. It pays well. Conf�scat�on don’t amount to any th�ng. The type
and presses are not worth tak�ng care of.



There �s only one Engl�sh newspaper �n Naples. It has seventy
subscr�bers. The publ�sher �s gett�ng r�ch very del�berately—very
del�berately �ndeed.

I never shall want another Turk�sh lunch. The cook�ng apparatus
was �n the l�ttle lunch room, near the bazaar, and �t was all open to
the street. The cook was slovenly, and so was the table, and �t had
no cloth on �t. The fellow took a mass of sausage meat and coated �t
round a w�re and la�d �t on a charcoal f�re to cook. When �t was done,
he la�d �t as�de and a dog walked sadly �n and n�pped �t. He smelt �t
f�rst, and probably recogn�zed the rema�ns of a fr�end. The cook took
�t away from h�m and la�d �t before us. Jack sa�d, “I pass”—he plays
euchre somet�mes—and we all passed �n turn. Then the cook baked
a broad, flat, wheaten cake, greased �t well w�th the sausage, and
started towards us w�th �t. It dropped �n the d�rt, and he p�cked �t up
and pol�shed �t on h�s breeches, and la�d �t before us. Jack sa�d, “I
pass.” We all passed. He put some eggs �n a fry�ng pan, and stood
pens�vely pry�ng slabs of meat from between h�s teeth w�th a fork.
Then he used the fork to turn the eggs w�th—and brought them
along. Jack sa�d “Pass aga�n.” All followed su�t. We d�d not know
what to do, and so we ordered a new rat�on of sausage. The cook
got out h�s w�re, apport�oned a proper amount of sausage-meat, spat
�t on h�s hands and fell to work! Th�s t�me, w�th one accord, we all
passed out. We pa�d and left. That �s all I learned about Turk�sh
lunches. A Turk�sh lunch �s good, no doubt, but �t has �ts l�ttle
drawbacks.

When I th�nk how I have been sw�ndled by books of Or�ental travel,
I want a tour�st for breakfast. For years and years I have dreamed of
the wonders of the Turk�sh bath; for years and years I have prom�sed
myself that I would yet enjoy one. Many and many a t�me, �n fancy, I
have la�n �n the marble bath, and breathed the slumbrous fragrance
of Eastern sp�ces that f�lled the a�r; then passed through a we�rd and
compl�cated system of pull�ng and haul�ng, and drench�ng and
scrubb�ng, by a gang of naked savages who loomed vast and
vaguely through the steam�ng m�sts, l�ke demons; then rested for a
wh�le on a d�van f�t for a k�ng; then passed through another complex
ordeal, and one more fearful than the f�rst; and, f�nally, swathed �n
soft fabr�cs, been conveyed to a pr�ncely saloon and la�d on a bed of



e�der down, where eunuchs, gorgeous of costume, fanned me wh�le I
drowsed and dreamed, or contentedly gazed at the r�ch hang�ngs of
the apartment, the soft carpets, the sumptuous furn�ture, the
p�ctures, and drank del�c�ous coffee, smoked the sooth�ng nargh�l�,
and dropped, at the last, �nto tranqu�l repose, lulled by sensuous
odors from unseen censers, by the gentle �nfluence of the nargh�l�’s
Pers�an tobacco, and by the mus�c of founta�ns that counterfe�ted the
patter�ng of summer ra�n.

That was the p�cture, just as I got �t from �ncend�ary books of
travel. It was a poor, m�serable �mposture. The real�ty �s no more l�ke
�t than the F�ve Po�nts are l�ke the Garden of Eden. They rece�ved
me �n a great court, paved w�th marble slabs; around �t were broad
galler�es, one above another, carpeted w�th seedy matt�ng, ra�led
w�th unpa�nted balustrades, and furn�shed w�th huge r�ckety cha�rs,
cush�oned w�th rusty old mattresses, �ndented w�th �mpress�ons left
by the forms of n�ne success�ve generat�ons of men who had
reposed upon them. The place was vast, naked, dreary; �ts court a
barn, �ts galler�es stalls for human horses. The cadaverous, half
nude varlets that served �n the establ�shment had noth�ng of poetry
�n the�r appearance, noth�ng of romance, noth�ng of Or�ental
splendor. They shed no entranc�ng odors—just the contrary. The�r
hungry eyes and the�r lank forms cont�nually suggested one glar�ng,
unsent�mental fact—they wanted what they term �n Cal�forn�a “a
square meal.”

I went �nto one of the racks and undressed. An unclean starvel�ng
wrapped a gaudy table-cloth about h�s lo�ns, and hung a wh�te rag
over my shoulders. If I had had a tub then, �t would have come
natural to me to take �n wash�ng. I was then conducted down sta�rs
�nto the wet, sl�ppery court, and the f�rst th�ngs that attracted my
attent�on were my heels. My fall exc�ted no comment. They expected
�t, no doubt. It belonged �n the l�st of soften�ng, sensuous �nfluences
pecul�ar to th�s home of Eastern luxury. It was soften�ng enough,
certa�nly, but �ts appl�cat�on was not happy. They now gave me a pa�r
of wooden clogs—benches �n m�n�ature, w�th leather straps over
them to conf�ne my feet (wh�ch they would have done, only I do not
wear No. 13s.) These th�ngs dangled uncomfortably by the straps
when I l�fted up my feet, and came down �n awkward and



unexpected places when I put them on the floor aga�n, and
somet�mes turned s�deways and wrenched my ankles out of jo�nt.
However, �t was all Or�ental luxury, and I d�d what I could to enjoy �t.
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They put me �n another part of the barn and la�d me on a stuffy
sort of pallet, wh�ch was not made of cloth of gold, or Pers�an
shawls, but was merely the unpretend�ng sort of th�ng I have seen �n
the negro quarters of Arkansas. There was noth�ng whatever �n th�s
d�m marble pr�son but f�ve more of these b�ers. It was a very solemn
place. I expected that the sp�ced odors of Araby were go�ng to steal
over my senses now, but they d�d not. A copper-colored skeleton,
w�th a rag around h�m, brought me a glass decanter of water, w�th a
l�ghted tobacco p�pe �n the top of �t, and a pl�ant stem a yard long,
w�th a brass mouth-p�ece to �t.

It was the famous “nargh�l�” of the East—the th�ng the Grand Turk
smokes �n the p�ctures. Th�s began to look l�ke luxury. I took one
blast at �t, and �t was suff�c�ent; the smoke went �n a great volume
down �nto my stomach, my lungs, even �nto the uttermost parts of my
frame. I exploded one m�ghty cough, and �t was as �f Vesuv�us had
let go. For the next f�ve m�nutes I smoked at every pore, l�ke a frame
house that �s on f�re on the �ns�de. Not any more nargh�l� for me. The
smoke had a v�le taste, and the taste of a thousand �nf�del tongues
that rema�ned on that brass mouthp�ece was v�ler st�ll. I was gett�ng
d�scouraged. Whenever, hereafter, I see the cross-legged Grand
Turk smok�ng h�s nargh�l�, �n pretended bl�ss, on the outs�de of a
paper of Connect�cut tobacco, I shall know h�m for the shameless
humbug he �s.

Th�s pr�son was f�lled w�th hot a�r. When I had got warmed up
suff�c�ently to prepare me for a st�ll warmer temperature, they took
me where �t was—�nto a marble room, wet, sl�ppery and steamy, and
la�d me out on a ra�sed platform �n the centre. It was very warm.



Presently my man sat me down by a tank of hot water, drenched me
well, gloved h�s hand w�th a coarse m�tten, and began to pol�sh me
all over w�th �t. I began to smell d�sagreeably. The more he pol�shed
the worse I smelt. It was alarm�ng. I sa�d to h�m:

“I perce�ve that I am pretty far gone. It �s pla�n that I ought to be
bur�ed w�thout any unnecessary delay. Perhaps you had better go
after my fr�ends at once, because the weather �s warm, and I can not
‘keep’ long.”

He went on scrubb�ng, and pa�d no attent�on. I soon saw that he
was reduc�ng my s�ze. He bore hard on h�s m�tten, and from under �t
rolled l�ttle cyl�nders, l�ke maccaron�. It could not be d�rt, for �t was too
wh�te. He pared me down �n th�s way for a long t�me. F�nally I sa�d:

“It �s a ted�ous process. It w�ll take hours to tr�m me to the s�ze you
want me; I w�ll wa�t; go and borrow a jack-plane.”

He pa�d no attent�on at all.
After a wh�le he brought a bas�n, some soap, and someth�ng that

seemed to be the ta�l of a horse. He made up a prod�g�ous quant�ty
of soap-suds, deluged me w�th them from head to foot, w�thout
warn�ng me to shut my eyes, and then swabbed me v�c�ously w�th
the horse-ta�l. Then he left me there, a snowy statue of lather, and
went away. When I got t�red of wa�t�ng I went and hunted h�m up. He
was propped aga�nst the wall, �n another room, asleep. I woke h�m.
He was not d�sconcerted. He took me back and flooded me w�th hot
water, then turbaned my head, swathed me w�th dry table-cloths, and
conducted me to a latt�ced ch�cken-coop �n one of the galler�es, and
po�nted to one of those Arkansas beds. I mounted �t, and vaguely
expected the odors of Araby a ga�n. They d�d not come.

The blank, unornamented coop had noth�ng about �t of that or�ental
voluptuousness one reads of so much. It was more suggest�ve of the
county hosp�tal than any th�ng else. The sk�nny serv�tor brought a
nargh�l�, and I got h�m to take �t out aga�n w�thout wast�ng any t�me
about �t. Then he brought the world-renowned Turk�sh coffee that
poets have sung so rapturously for many generat�ons, and I se�zed
upon �t as the last hope that was left of my old dreams of Eastern
luxury. It was another fraud. Of all the unchr�st�an beverages that
ever passed my l�ps, Turk�sh coffee �s the worst. The cup �s small, �t



�s smeared w�th grounds; the coffee �s black, th�ck, unsavory of
smell, and execrable �n taste. The bottom of the cup has a muddy
sed�ment �n �t half an �nch deep. Th�s goes down your throat, and
port�ons of �t lodge by the way, and produce a t�ckl�ng aggravat�on
that keeps you bark�ng and cough�ng for an hour.

Here endeth my exper�ence of the celebrated Turk�sh bath, and
here also endeth my dream of the bl�ss the mortal revels �n who
passes through �t. It �s a mal�gnant sw�ndle. The man who enjoys �t �s
qual�f�ed to enjoy any th�ng that �s repuls�ve to s�ght or sense, and he
that can �nvest �t w�th a charm of poetry �s able to do the same w�th
any th�ng else �n the world that �s ted�ous, and wretched, and d�smal,
and nasty.



CHAPTER XXXV.
We left a dozen passengers �n Constant�nople, and sa�led through

the beaut�ful Bosporus and far up �nto the Black Sea. We left them �n
the clutches of the celebrated Turk�sh gu�de, “FAR-AWAY MOSES,”
who w�ll seduce them �nto buy�ng a sh�p-load of ottar of roses,
splend�d Turk�sh vestments, and all manner of cur�ous th�ngs they
can never have any use for.
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Murray’s �nvaluable gu�de-books have ment�oned ‘Far-away
Moses’ name, and he �s a made man. He rejo�ces da�ly �n the fact
that he �s a recogn�zed celebr�ty. However, we can not alter our
establ�shed customs to please the wh�ms of gu�des; we can not show
part�al�t�es th�s late �n the day. Therefore, �gnor�ng th�s fellow’s
br�ll�ant fame, and �gnor�ng the fanc�ful name he takes such pr�de �n,
we called h�m Ferguson, just as we had done w�th all other gu�des. It
has kept h�m �n a state of smothered exasperat�on all the t�me. Yet
we meant h�m no harm. After he has gotten h�mself up regardless of
expense, �n showy, baggy trowsers, yellow, po�nted sl�ppers, f�ery
fez, s�lken jacket of blue, volum�nous wa�st-sash of fancy Pers�an
stuff f�lled w�th a battery of s�lver-mounted horse-p�stols, and has
strapped on h�s terr�ble sc�m�tar, he cons�ders �t an unspeakable
hum�l�at�on to be called Ferguson. It can not be helped. All gu�des
are Fergusons to us. We can not master the�r dreadful fore�gn
names.

Sebastopol �s probably the worst battered town �n Russ�a or any
where else. But we ought to be pleased w�th �t, nevertheless, for we
have been �n no country yet where we have been so k�ndly rece�ved,



and where we felt that to be Amer�cans was a suff�c�ent v�sa for our
passports. The moment the anchor was down, the Governor of the
town �mmed�ately d�spatched an off�cer on board to �nqu�re �f he
could be of any ass�stance to us, and to �nv�te us to make ourselves
at home �n Sebastopol! If you know Russ�a, you know that th�s was a
w�ld stretch of hosp�tal�ty. They are usually so susp�c�ous of strangers
that they worry them excess�vely w�th the delays and aggravat�ons
�nc�dent to a compl�cated passport system. Had we come from any
other country we could not have had perm�ss�on to enter Sebastopol
and leave aga�n under three days—but as �t was, we were at l�berty
to go and come when and where we pleased. Every body �n
Constant�nople warned us to be very careful about our passports,
see that they were str�ctly ‘en regle’, and never to m�slay them for a
moment: and they told us of numerous �nstances of Engl�shmen and
others who were delayed days, weeks, and even months, �n
Sebastopol, on account of tr�fl�ng �nformal�t�es �n the�r passports, and
for wh�ch they were not to blame. I had lost my passport, and was
travel�ng under my room-mate’s, who stayed beh�nd �n
Constant�nople to awa�t our return. To read the descr�pt�on of h�m �n
that passport and then look at me, any man could see that I was no
more l�ke h�m than I am l�ke Hercules. So I went �nto the harbor of
Sebastopol w�th fear and trembl�ng—full of a vague, horr�ble
apprehens�on that I was go�ng to be found out and hanged. But all
that t�me my true passport had been float�ng gallantly overhead—
and behold �t was only our flag. They never asked us for any other.

We have had a great many Russ�an and Engl�sh gentlemen and
lad�es on board to-day, and the t�me has passed cheerfully away.
They were all happy-sp�r�ted people, and I never heard our mother
tongue sound so pleasantly as �t d�d when �t fell from those Engl�sh
l�ps �n th�s far-off land. I talked to the Russ�ans a good deal, just to be
fr�endly, and they talked to me from the same mot�ve; I am sure that
both enjoyed the conversat�on, but never a word of �t e�ther of us
understood. I d�d most of my talk�ng to those Engl�sh people though,
and I am sorry we can not carry some of them along w�th us.

We have gone wh�thersoever we chose, to-day, and have met w�th
noth�ng but the k�ndest attent�ons. Nobody �nqu�red whether we had
any passports or not.



Several of the off�cers of the Government have suggested that we
take the sh�p to a l�ttle water�ng-place th�rty m�les from here, and pay
the Emperor of Russ�a a v�s�t. He �s rust�cat�ng there. These off�cers
sa�d they would take �t upon themselves to �nsure us a cord�al
recept�on. They sa�d �f we would go, they would not only telegraph
the Emperor, but send a spec�al cour�er overland to announce our
com�ng. Our t�me �s so short, though, and more espec�ally our coal �s
so nearly out, that we judged �t best to forego the rare pleasure of
hold�ng soc�al �ntercourse w�th an Emperor.

Ru�ned Pompe�� �s �n good cond�t�on compared to Sebastopol.
Here, you may look �n whatsoever d�rect�on you please, and your
eye encounters scarcely any th�ng but ru�n, ru�n, ru�n!—fragments of
houses, crumbled walls, torn and ragged h�lls, devastat�on every
where! It �s as �f a m�ghty earthquake had spent all �ts terr�ble forces
upon th�s one l�ttle spot. For e�ghteen long months the storms of war
beat upon the helpless town, and left �t at last the saddest wreck that
ever the sun has looked upon. Not one sol�tary house escaped
unscathed—not one rema�ned hab�table, even. Such utter and
complete ru�n one could hardly conce�ve of. The houses had all been
sol�d, dressed stone structures; most of them were ploughed through
and through by cannon balls—unroofed and sl�ced down from eaves
to foundat�on—and now a row of them, half a m�le long, looks merely
l�ke an endless process�on of battered ch�mneys. No semblance of a
house rema�ns �n such as these. Some of the larger bu�ld�ngs had
corners knocked off; p�llars cut �n two; corn�ces smashed; holes
dr�ven stra�ght through the walls. Many of these holes are as round
and as cleanly cut as �f they had been made w�th an auger. Others
are half p�erced through, and the clean �mpress�on �s there �n the
rock, as smooth and as shapely as �f �t were done �n putty. Here and
there a ball st�ll st�cks �n a wall, and from �t �ron tears tr�ckle down
and d�scolor the stone.

The battle-f�elds were pretty close together. The Malakoff tower �s
on a h�ll wh�ch �s r�ght �n the edge of the town. The Redan was w�th�n
r�fle-shot of the Malakoff; Inkerman was a m�le away; and Balaklava
removed but an hour’s r�de. The French trenches, by wh�ch they
approached and �nvested the Malakoff were carr�ed so close under
�ts slop�ng s�des that one m�ght have stood by the Russ�an guns and



tossed a stone �nto them. Repeatedly, dur�ng three terr�ble days, they
swarmed up the l�ttle Malakoff h�ll, and were beaten back w�th terr�ble
slaughter. F�nally, they captured the place, and drove the Russ�ans
out, who then tr�ed to retreat �nto the town, but the Engl�sh had taken
the Redan, and shut them off w�th a wall of flame; there was noth�ng
for them to do but go back and retake the Malakoff or d�e under �ts
guns. They d�d go back; they took the Malakoff and retook �t two or
three t�mes, but the�r desperate valor could not ava�l, and they had to
g�ve up at last.

These fearful f�elds, where such tempests of death used to rage,
are peaceful enough now; no sound �s heard, hardly a l�v�ng th�ng
moves about them, they are lonely and s�lent—the�r desolat�on �s
complete.

There was noth�ng else to do, and so every body went to hunt�ng
rel�cs. They have stocked the sh�p w�th them. They brought them
from the Malakoff, from the Redan, Inkerman, Balaklava—every
where. They have brought cannon balls, broken ramrods, fragments
of shell—�ron enough to fre�ght a sloop. Some have even brought
bones—brought them labor�ously from great d�stances, and were
gr�eved to hear the surgeon pronounce them only bones of mules
and oxen. I knew Blucher would not lose an opportun�ty l�ke th�s. He
brought a sack full on board and was go�ng for another. I preva�led
upon h�m not to go. He has already turned h�s state-room �nto a
museum of worthless trumpery, wh�ch he has gathered up �n h�s
travels. He �s label�ng h�s troph�es, now. I p�cked up one a wh�le ago,
and found �t marked “Fragment of a Russ�an General.” I carr�ed �t out
to get a better l�ght upon �t—�t was noth�ng but a couple of teeth and
part of the jaw-bone of a horse. I sa�d w�th some asper�ty:

“Fragment of a Russ�an General! Th�s �s absurd. Are you never
go�ng to learn any sense?"
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He only sa�d: “Go slow—the old woman won’t know any d�fferent.”
[H�s aunt.]

Th�s person gathers mementoes w�th a perfect recklessness, now-
a-days; m�xes them all up together, and then serenely labels them
w�thout any regard to truth, propr�ety, or even plaus�b�l�ty. I have
found h�m break�ng a stone �n two, and label�ng half of �t “Chunk
busted from the pulp�t of Demosthenes,” and the other half “Darn�ck
from the Tomb of Abelard and Helo�se.” I have known h�m to gather
up a handful of pebbles by the roads�de, and br�ng them on board
sh�p and label them as com�ng from twenty celebrated local�t�es f�ve
hundred m�les apart. I remonstrate aga�nst these outrages upon
reason and truth, of course, but �t does no good. I get the same
tranqu�l, unanswerable reply every t�me:

“It don’t s�gn�fy—the old woman won’t know any d�fferent.”
Ever s�nce we three or four fortunate ones made the m�dn�ght tr�p

to Athens, �t has afforded h�m genu�ne sat�sfact�on to g�ve every body
�n the sh�p a pebble from the Mars-h�ll where St. Paul preached. He
got all those pebbles on the sea shore, abreast the sh�p, but
professes to have gathered them from one of our party. However, �t
�s not of any use for me to expose the decept�on—�t affords h�m
pleasure, and does no harm to any body. He says he never expects
to run out of mementoes of St. Paul as long as he �s �n reach of a
sand-bank. Well, he �s no worse than others. I not�ce that all
travelers supply def�c�enc�es �n the�r collect�ons �n the same way. I
shall never have any conf�dence �n such th�ngs aga�n wh�le I l�ve.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.
We have got so far east, now—a hundred and f�fty-f�ve degrees of

long�tude from San Franc�sco—that my watch can not “keep the
hang” of the t�me any more. It has grown d�scouraged, and stopped.
I th�nk �t d�d a w�se th�ng. The d�fference �n t�me between Sebastopol
and the Pac�f�c coast �s enormous. When �t �s s�x o’clock �n the
morn�ng here, �t �s somewhere about week before last �n Cal�forn�a.
We are excusable for gett�ng a l�ttle tangled as to t�me. These
d�stract�ons and d�stresses about the t�me have worr�ed me so much
that I was afra�d my m�nd was so much affected that I never would
have any apprec�at�on of t�me aga�n; but when I not�ced how handy I
was yet about comprehend�ng when �t was d�nner-t�me, a blessed
tranqu�ll�ty settled down upon me, and I am tortured w�th doubts and
fears no more.

Odessa �s about twenty hours’ run from Sebastopol, and �s the
most northerly port �n the Black Sea. We came here to get coal,
pr�nc�pally. The c�ty has a populat�on of one hundred and th�rty-three
thousand, and �s grow�ng faster than any other small c�ty out of
Amer�ca. It �s a free port, and �s the great gra�n mart of th�s part�cular
part of the world. Its roadstead �s full of sh�ps. Eng�neers are at work,
now, turn�ng the open roadstead �nto a spac�ous art�f�c�al harbor. It �s
to be almost �nclosed by mass�ve stone p�ers, one of wh�ch w�ll
extend �nto the sea over three thousand feet �n a stra�ght l�ne.

I have not felt so much at home for a long t�me as I d�d when I
“ra�sed the h�ll” and stood �n Odessa for the f�rst t�me. It looked just
l�ke an Amer�can c�ty; f�ne, broad streets, and stra�ght as well; low
houses, (two or three stor�es,) w�de, neat, and free from any
qua�ntness of arch�tectural ornamentat�on; locust trees border�ng the
s�dewalks (they call them acac�as;) a st�rr�ng, bus�ness-look about
the streets and the stores; fast walkers; a fam�l�ar new look about the
houses and every th�ng; yea, and a dr�v�ng and smother�ng cloud of
dust that was so l�ke a message from our own dear nat�ve land that



we could hardly refra�n from shedd�ng a few grateful tears and
execrat�ons �n the old t�me-honored Amer�can way. Look up the
street or down the street, th�s way or that way, we saw only Amer�ca!
There was not one th�ng to rem�nd us that we were �n Russ�a. We
walked for some l�ttle d�stance, revel�ng �n th�s home v�s�on, and then
we came upon a church and a hack-dr�ver, and presto! the �llus�on
van�shed! The church had a slender-sp�red dome that rounded
�nward at �ts base, and looked l�ke a turn�p turned ups�de down, and
the hackman seemed to be dressed �n a long pett�coat w�th out any
hoops. These th�ngs were essent�ally fore�gn, and so were the
carr�ages—but every body knows about these th�ngs, and there �s no
occas�on for my descr�b�ng them.

We were only to stay here a day and a n�ght and take �n coal; we
consulted the gu�de-books and were rejo�ced to know that there were
no s�ghts �n Odessa to see; and so we had one good, untrammeled
holyday on our hands, w�th noth�ng to do but �dle about the c�ty and
enjoy ourselves. We sauntered through the markets and cr�t�c�sed
the fearful and wonderful costumes from the back country; exam�ned
the populace as far as eyes could do �t; and closed the enterta�nment
w�th an �ce-cream debauch. We do not get �ce-cream every where,
and so, when we do, we are apt to d�ss�pate to excess. We never
cared any th�ng about �ce-cream at home, but we look upon �t w�th a
sort of �dolatry now that �t �s so scarce �n these red-hot cl�mates of
the East.

We only found two p�eces of statuary, and th�s was another
bless�ng. One was a bronze �mage of the Duc de R�chel�eu, grand-
nephew of the splend�d Card�nal. It stood �n a spac�ous, handsome
promenade, overlook�ng the sea, and from �ts base a vast fl�ght of
stone steps led down to the harbor—two hundred of them, f�fty feet
long, and a w�de land�ng at the bottom of every twenty. It �s a noble
sta�rcase, and from a d�stance the people to�l�ng up �t looked l�ke
�nsects. I ment�on th�s statue and th�s sta�rway because they have
the�r story. R�chel�eu founded Odessa—watched over �t w�th paternal
care—labored w�th a fert�le bra�n and a w�se understand�ng for �ts
best �nterests—spent h�s fortune freely to the same end—endowed �t
w�th a sound prosper�ty, and one wh�ch w�ll yet make �t one of the
great c�t�es of the Old World—bu�lt th�s noble sta�rway w�th money



from h�s own pr�vate purse—and—. Well, the people for whom he
had done so much, let h�m walk down these same steps, one day,
unattended, old, poor, w�thout a second coat to h�s back; and when,
years afterwards, he d�ed �n Sebastopol �n poverty and neglect, they
called a meet�ng, subscr�bed l�berally, and �mmed�ately erected th�s
tasteful monument to h�s memory, and named a great street after
h�m. It rem�nds me of what Robert Burns’ mother sa�d when they
erected a stately monument to h�s memory: “Ah, Robb�e, ye asked
them for bread and they hae g�’en ye a stane.”

The people of Odessa have warmly recommended us to go and
call on the Emperor, as d�d the Sebastopol�ans. They have
telegraphed h�s Majesty, and he has s�gn�f�ed h�s w�ll�ngness to grant
us an aud�ence. So we are gett�ng up the anchors and prepar�ng to
sa�l to h�s water�ng-place. What a scratch�ng around there w�ll be,
now! what a hold�ng of �mportant meet�ngs and appo�nt�ng of solemn
comm�ttees!—and what a furb�sh�ng up of claw-hammer coats and
wh�te s�lk neck-t�es! As th�s fearful ordeal we are about to pass
through p�ctures �tself to my fancy �n all �ts dread subl�m�ty, I beg�n to
feel my f�erce des�re to converse w�th a genu�ne Emperor cool�ng
down and pass�ng away. What am I to do w�th my hands? What am I
to do w�th my feet? What �n the world am I to do w�th myself?



CHAPTER XXXVII.
We anchored here at Yalta, Russ�a, two or three days ago. To me

the place was a v�s�on of the S�erras. The tall, gray mounta�ns that
back �t, the�r s�des br�stl�ng w�th p�nes—cloven w�th rav�nes—here
and there a hoary rock tower�ng �nto v�ew—long, stra�ght streaks
sweep�ng down from the summ�t to the sea, mark�ng the passage of
some avalanche of former t�mes—all these were as l�ke what one
sees �n the S�erras as �f the one were a portra�t of the other. The l�ttle
v�llage of Yalta nestles at the foot of an amph�theatre wh�ch slopes
backward and upward to the wall of h�lls, and looks as �f �t m�ght
have sunk qu�etly down to �ts present pos�t�on from a h�gher
elevat�on. Th�s depress�on �s covered w�th the great parks and
gardens of noblemen, and through the mass of green fol�age the
br�ght colors of the�r palaces bud out here and there l�ke flowers. It �s
a beaut�ful spot.

We had the Un�ted States Consul on board—the Odessa Consul.
We assembled �n the cab�n and commanded h�m to tell us what we
must do to be saved, and tell us qu�ckly. He made a speech. The f�rst
th�ng he sa�d fell l�ke a bl�ght on every hopeful sp�r�t: he had never
seen a court recept�on. (Three groans for the Consul.) But he sa�d he
had seen recept�ons at the Governor General’s �n Odessa, and had
often l�stened to people’s exper�ences of recept�ons at the Russ�an
and other courts, and bel�eved he knew very well what sort of ordeal
we were about to essay. (Hope budded aga�n.) He sa�d we were
many; the summer palace was small—a mere mans�on; doubtless
we should be rece�ved �n summer fash�on—�n the garden; we would
stand �n a row, all the gentlemen �n swallow-ta�l coats, wh�te k�ds,
and wh�te neck-t�es, and the lad�es �n l�ght-colored s�lks, or
someth�ng of that k�nd; at the proper moment—12 mer�d�an—the
Emperor, attended by h�s su�te arrayed �n splend�d un�forms, would
appear and walk slowly along the l�ne, bow�ng to some, and say�ng
two or three words to others. At the moment h�s Majesty appeared, a



un�versal, del�ghted, enthus�ast�c sm�le ought to break out l�ke a rash
among the passengers—a sm�le of love, of grat�f�cat�on, of
adm�rat�on—and w�th one accord, the party must beg�n to bow—not
obsequ�ously, but respectfully, and w�th d�gn�ty; at the end of f�fteen
m�nutes the Emperor would go �n the house, and we could run along
home aga�n. We felt �mmensely rel�eved. It seemed, �n a manner,
easy. There was not a man �n the party but bel�eved that w�th a l�ttle
pract�ce he could stand �n a row, espec�ally �f there were others
along; there was not a man but bel�eved he could bow w�thout
tr�pp�ng on h�s coat ta�l and break�ng h�s neck; �n a word, we came to
bel�eve we were equal to any �tem �n the performance except that
compl�cated sm�le. The Consul also sa�d we ought to draft a l�ttle
address to the Emperor, and present �t to one of h�s a�des-de-camp,
who would forward �t to h�m at the proper t�me. Therefore, f�ve
gentlemen were appo�nted to prepare the document, and the f�fty
others went sadly sm�l�ng about the sh�p—pract�c�ng. Dur�ng the next
twelve hours we had the general appearance, somehow, of be�ng at
a funeral, where every body was sorry the death had occurred, but
glad �t was over—where every body was sm�l�ng, and yet broken-
hearted.

A comm�ttee went ashore to wa�t on h�s Excellency the Governor-
General, and learn our fate. At the end of three hours of bod�ng
suspense, they came back and sa�d the Emperor would rece�ve us at
noon the next day—would send carr�ages for us—would hear the
address �n person. The Grand Duke M�chael had sent to �nv�te us to
h�s palace also. Any man could see that there was an �ntent�on here
to show that Russ�a’s fr�endsh�p for Amer�ca was so genu�ne as to
render even her pr�vate c�t�zens objects worthy of k�ndly attent�ons.

At the appo�nted hour we drove out three m�les, and assembled �n
the handsome garden �n front of the Emperor’s palace.
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We formed a c�rcle under the trees before the door, for there was
no one room �n the house able to accommodate our three-score
persons comfortably, and �n a few m�nutes the �mper�al fam�ly came
out bow�ng and sm�l�ng, and stood �n our m�dst. A number of great
d�gn�tar�es of the Emp�re, �n undress un�t forms, came w�th them.
W�th every bow, h�s Majesty sa�d a word of welcome. I copy these
speeches. There �s character �n them—Russ�an character—wh�ch �s
pol�teness �tself, and the genu�ne art�cle. The French are pol�te, but �t
�s often mere ceremon�ous pol�teness. A Russ�an �mbues h�s pol�te
th�ngs w�th a heart�ness, both of phrase and express�on, that
compels bel�ef �n the�r s�ncer�ty. As I was say�ng, the Czar
punctuated h�s speeches w�th bows:

“Good morn�ng—I am glad to see you—I am grat�f�ed—I am
del�ghted—I am happy to rece�ve you!”
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All took off the�r hats, and the Consul �nfl�cted the address on h�m.
He bore �t w�th unfl�nch�ng fort�tude; then took the rusty-look�ng
document and handed �t to some great off�cer or other, to be f�led
away among the arch�ves of Russ�a—�n the stove. He thanked us for
the address, and sa�d he was very much pleased to see us,
espec�ally as such fr�endly relat�ons ex�sted between Russ�a and the
Un�ted States. The Empress sa�d the Amer�cans were favor�tes �n
Russ�a, and she hoped the Russ�ans were s�m�larly regarded �n
Amer�ca. These were all the speeches that were made, and I
recommend them to part�es who present pol�cemen w�th gold
watches, as models of brev�ty and po�nt. After th�s the Empress went
and talked soc�ably (for an Empress) w�th var�ous lad�es around the
c�rcle; several gentlemen entered �nto a d�sjo�nted general
conversat�on w�th the Emperor; the Dukes and Pr�nces, Adm�rals and
Ma�ds of Honor dropped �nto free-and-easy chat w�th f�rst one and
then another of our party, and whoever chose stepped forward and



spoke w�th the modest l�ttle Grand Duchess Mar�e, the Czar’s
daughter. She �s fourteen years old, l�ght-ha�red, blue-eyed,
unassum�ng and pretty. Every body talks Engl�sh.

The Emperor wore a cap, frock coat and pantaloons, all of some
k�nd of pla�n wh�te dr�ll�ng—cotton or l�nen and sported no jewelry or
any �ns�gn�a whatever of rank. No costume could be less
ostentat�ous. He �s very tall and spare, and a determ�ned-look�ng
man, though a very pleasant-look�ng one nevertheless. It �s easy to
see that he �s k�nd and affect�onate There �s someth�ng very noble �n
h�s express�on when h�s cap �s off. There �s none of that cunn�ng �n
h�s eye that all of us not�ced �n Lou�s Napoleon’s.

The Empress and the l�ttle Grand Duchess wore s�mple su�ts of
foulard (or foulard s�lk, I don’t know wh�ch �s proper,) w�th a small
blue spot �n �t; the dresses were tr�mmed w�th blue; both lad�es wore
broad blue sashes about the�r wa�sts; l�nen collars and cler�cal t�es of
musl�n; low-crowned straw-hats tr�mmed w�th blue velvet; parasols
and flesh-colored gloves. The Grand Duchess had no heels on her
shoes. I do not know th�s of my own knowledge, but one of our lad�es
told me so. I was not look�ng at her shoes. I was glad to observe that
she wore her own ha�r, pla�ted �n th�ck bra�ds aga�nst the back of her
head, �nstead of the uncomely th�ng they call a waterfall, wh�ch �s
about as much l�ke a waterfall as a canvas-covered ham �s l�ke a
cataract. Tak�ng the k�nd express�on that �s �n the Emperor’s face and
the gentleness that �s �n h�s young daughter’s �nto cons�derat�on, I
wondered �f �t would not tax the Czar’s f�rmness to the utmost to
condemn a suppl�cat�ng wretch to m�sery �n the wastes of S�ber�a �f
she pleaded for h�m. Every t�me the�r eyes met, I saw more and
more what a tremendous power that weak, d�ff�dent school-g�rl could
w�eld �f she chose to do �t. Many and many a t�me she m�ght rule the
Autocrat of Russ�a, whose l�ghtest word �s law to seventy m�ll�ons of
human be�ngs! She was only a g�rl, and she looked l�ke a thousand
others I have seen, but never a g�rl provoked such a novel and
pecul�ar �nterest �n me before. A strange, new sensat�on �s a rare
th�ng �n th�s hum-drum l�fe, and I had �t here. There was noth�ng stale
or worn out about the thoughts and feel�ngs the s�tuat�on and the
c�rcumstances created. It seemed strange—stranger than I can tell—
to th�nk that the central f�gure �n the cluster of men and women,



chatt�ng here under the trees l�ke the most ord�nary �nd�v�dual �n the
land, was a man who could open h�s l�ps and sh�ps would fly through
the waves, locomot�ves would speed over the pla�ns, cour�ers would
hurry from v�llage to v�llage, a hundred telegraphs would flash the
word to the four corners of an Emp�re that stretches �ts vast
proport�ons over a seventh part of the hab�table globe, and a
countless mult�tude of men would spr�ng to do h�s b�dd�ng. I had a
sort of vague des�re to exam�ne h�s hands and see �f they were of
flesh and blood, l�ke other men’s. Here was a man who could do th�s
wonderful th�ng, and yet �f I chose I could knock h�m down. The case
was pla�n, but �t seemed preposterous, nevertheless—as
preposterous as try�ng to knock down a mounta�n or w�pe out a
cont�nent. If th�s man spra�ned h�s ankle, a m�ll�on m�les of telegraph
would carry the news over mounta�ns—valleys—un�nhab�ted deserts
—under the trackless sea—and ten thousand newspapers would
prate of �t; �f he were gr�evously �ll, all the nat�ons would know �t
before the sun rose aga�n; �f he dropped l�feless where he stood, h�s
fall m�ght shake the thrones of half a world! If I could have stolen h�s
coat, I would have done �t. When I meet a man l�ke that, I want
someth�ng to remember h�m by.

As a general th�ng, we have been shown through palaces by some
plush-legged f�lagreed flunkey or other, who charged a franc for �t;
but after talk�ng w�th the company half an hour, the Emperor of
Russ�a and h�s fam�ly conducted us all through the�r mans�on
themselves. They made no charge. They seemed to take a real
pleasure �n �t.

We spent half an hour �dl�ng through the palace, adm�r�ng the cosy
apartments and the r�ch but em�nently home-l�ke appo�ntments of the
place, and then the Imper�al fam�ly bade our party a k�nd good-bye,
and proceeded to count the spoons.

An �nv�tat�on was extended to us to v�s�t the palace of the eldest
son, the Crown Pr�nce of Russ�a, wh�ch was near at hand. The
young man was absent, but the Dukes and Countesses and Pr�nces
went over the prem�ses w�th us as le�surely as was the case at the
Emperor’s, and conversat�on cont�nued as l�vely as ever.



It was a l�ttle after one o’clock, now. We drove to the Grand Duke
M�chael’s, a m�le away, �n response to h�s �nv�tat�on, prev�ously g�ven.

We arr�ved �n twenty m�nutes from the Emperor’s. It �s a lovely
place. The beaut�ful palace nestles among the grand old groves of
the park, the park s�ts �n the lap of the p�cturesque crags and h�lls,
and both look out upon the breezy ocean. In the park are rust�c
seats, here and there, �n secluded nooks that are dark w�th shade;
there are r�vulets of crystal water; there are lakelets, w�th �nv�t�ng,
grassy banks; there are gl�mpses of sparkl�ng cascades through
open�ngs �n the w�lderness of fol�age; there are streams of clear
water gush�ng from m�m�c knots on the trunks of forest trees; there
are m�n�ature marble temples perched upon gray old crags; there are
a�ry lookouts whence one may gaze upon a broad expanse of
landscape and ocean. The palace �s modeled after the cho�cest
forms of Grec�an arch�tecture, and �ts w�de colonnades surround a
central court that �s banked w�th rare flowers that f�ll the place w�th
the�r fragrance, and �n the�r m�dst spr�ngs a founta�n that cools the
summer a�r, and may poss�bly breed mosqu�toes, but I do not th�nk �t
does.

The Grand Duke and h�s Duchess came out, and the presentat�on
ceremon�es were as s�mple as they had been at the Emperor’s. In a
few m�nutes, conversat�on was under way, as before. The Empress
appeared �n the verandah, and the l�ttle Grand Duchess came out
�nto the crowd. They had beaten us there. In a few m�nutes, the
Emperor came h�mself on horseback. It was very pleasant. You can
apprec�ate �t �f you have ever v�s�ted royalty and felt occas�onally that
poss�bly you m�ght be wear�ng out your welcome—though as a
general th�ng, I bel�eve, royalty �s not scrupulous about d�scharg�ng
you when �t �s done w�th you.

The Grand Duke �s the th�rd brother of the Emperor, �s about th�rty-
seven years old, perhaps, and �s the pr�ncel�est f�gure �n Russ�a. He
�s even taller than the Czar, as stra�ght as an Ind�an, and bears
h�mself l�ke one of those gorgeous kn�ghts we read about �n
romances of the Crusades. He looks l�ke a great-hearted fellow who
would p�tch an enemy �nto the r�ver �n a moment, and then jump �n
and r�sk h�s l�fe f�sh�ng h�m out aga�n. The stor�es they tell of h�m



show h�m to be of a brave and generous nature. He must have been
des�rous of prov�ng that Amer�cans were welcome guests �n the
�mper�al palaces of Russ�a, because he rode all the way to Yalta and
escorted our process�on to the Emperor’s h�mself, and kept h�s a�ds
scurry�ng about, clear�ng the road and offer�ng ass�stance wherever
�t could be needed. We were rather fam�l�ar w�th h�m then, because
we d�d not know who he was. We recogn�zed h�m now, and
apprec�ated the fr�endly sp�r�t that prompted h�m to do us a favor that
any other Grand Duke �n the world would have doubtless decl�ned to
do. He had plenty of serv�tors whom he could have sent, but he
chose to attend to the matter h�mself.

The Grand Duke was dressed �n the handsome and showy
un�form of a Cossack off�cer. The Grand Duchess had on a wh�te
alpaca robe, w�th the seams and gores tr�mmed w�th black barb lace,
and a l�ttle gray hat w�th a feather of the same color. She �s young,
rather pretty modest and unpretend�ng, and full of w�nn�ng
pol�teness.

Our party walked all through the house, and then the nob�l�ty
escorted them all over the grounds, and f�nally brought them back to
the palace about half-past two o’clock to breakfast. They called �t
breakfast, but we would have called �t luncheon. It cons�sted of two
k�nds of w�ne; tea, bread, cheese, and cold meats, and was served
on the centre-tables �n the recept�on room and the verandahs—
anywhere that was conven�ent; there was no ceremony. It was a sort
of p�cn�c. I had heard before that we were to breakfast there, but
Blucher sa�d he bel�eved Baker’s boy had suggested �t to h�s
Imper�al H�ghness. I th�nk not—though �t would be l�ke h�m. Baker’s
boy �s the fam�ne-breeder of the sh�p. He �s always hungry. They say
he goes about the state-rooms when the passengers are out, and
eats up all the soap. And they say he eats oakum. They say he w�ll
eat any th�ng he can get between meals, but he prefers oakum. He
does not l�ke oakum for d�nner, but he l�kes �t for a lunch, at odd
hours, or any th�ng that way. It makes h�m very d�sagreeable,
because �t makes h�s breath bad, and keeps h�s teeth all stuck up
w�th tar. Baker’s boy may have suggested the breakfast, but I hope
he d�d not. It went off well, anyhow. The �llustr�ous host moved about
from place to place, and helped to destroy the prov�s�ons and keep



the conversat�on l�vely, and the Grand Duchess talked w�th the
verandah part�es and such as had sat�sf�ed the�r appet�tes and
straggled out from the recept�on room.

The Grand Duke’s tea was del�c�ous. They g�ve one a lemon to
squeeze �nto �t, or �ced m�lk, �f he prefers �t. The former �s best. Th�s
tea �s brought overland from Ch�na. It �njures the art�cle to transport �t
by sea.

When �t was t�me to go, we bade our d�st�ngu�shed hosts good-
bye, and they ret�red happy and contented to the�r apartments to
count the�r spoons.

We had spent the best part of half a day �n the home of royalty,
and had been as cheerful and comfortable all the t�me as we could
have been �n the sh�p. I would as soon have thought of be�ng
cheerful �n Abraham’s bosom as �n the palace of an Emperor. I
supposed that Emperors were terr�ble people. I thought they never
d�d any th�ng but wear magn�f�cent crowns and red velvet dress�ng-
gowns w�th dabs of wool sewed on them �n spots, and s�t on thrones
and scowl at the flunk�es and the people �n the parquette, and order
Dukes and Duchesses off to execut�on. I f�nd, however, that when
one �s so fortunate as to get beh�nd the scenes and see them at
home and �n the pr�vacy of the�r f�res�des, they are strangely l�ke
common mortals. They are pleasanter to look upon then than they
are �n the�r theatr�cal aspect. It seems to come as natural to them to
dress and act l�ke other people as �t �s to put a fr�end’s cedar penc�l
�n your pocket when you are done us�ng �t. But I can never have any
conf�dence �n the t�nsel k�ngs of the theatre after th�s. It w�ll be a
great loss. I used to take such a thr�ll�ng pleasure �n them. But,
hereafter, I w�ll turn me sadly away and say;

“Th�s does not answer—th�s �sn’t the style of k�ng that I am
acqua�nted w�th."
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When they swagger around the stage �n jeweled crowns and
splend�d robes, I shall feel bound to observe that all the Emperors
that ever I was personally acqua�nted w�th wore the commonest sort
of clothes, and d�d not swagger. And when they come on the stage
attended by a vast body-guard of supes �n helmets and t�n
breastplates, �t w�ll be my duty as well as my pleasure to �nform the
�gnorant that no crowned head of my acqua�ntance has a sold�er any
where about h�s house or h�s person.

Poss�bly �t may be thought that our party tarr�ed too long, or d�d
other �mproper th�ngs, but such was not the case. The company felt
that they were occupy�ng an unusually respons�ble pos�t�on—they
were represent�ng the people of Amer�ca, not the Government—and
therefore they were careful to do the�r best to perform the�r h�gh
m�ss�on w�th cred�t.

On the other hand, the Imper�al fam�l�es, no doubt, cons�dered that
�n enterta�n�ng us they were more espec�ally enterta�n�ng the people
of Amer�ca than they could by shower�ng attent�ons on a whole
platoon of m�n�sters plen�potent�ary and therefore they gave to the
event �ts fullest s�gn�f�cance, as an express�on of good w�ll and
fr�endly feel�ng toward the ent�re country. We took the k�ndnesses we
rece�ved as attent�ons thus d�rected, of course, and not to ourselves
as a party. That we felt a personal pr�de �n be�ng rece�ved as the
representat�ves of a nat�on, we do not deny; that we felt a nat�onal
pr�de �n the warm cord�al�ty of that recept�on, can not be doubted.

Our poet has been r�g�dly suppressed, from the t�me we let go the
anchor. When �t was announced that we were go�ng to v�s�t the
Emperor of Russ�a, the founta�ns of h�s great deep were broken up,
and he ra�ned �neffable bosh for four-and-twenty hours. Our or�g�nal
anx�ety as to what we were go�ng to do w�th ourselves, was suddenly
transformed �nto anx�ety about what we were go�ng to do w�th our
poet. The problem was solved at last. Two alternat�ves were offered
h�m—he must e�ther swear a dreadful oath that he would not �ssue a
l�ne of h�s poetry wh�le he was �n the Czar’s dom�n�ons, or else
rema�n under guard on board the sh�p unt�l we were safe at
Constant�nople aga�n. He fought the d�lemma long, but y�elded at
last. It was a great del�verance. Perhaps the savage reader would



l�ke a spec�men of h�s style. I do not mean th�s term to be offens�ve. I
only use �t because “the gentle reader” has been used so often that
any change from �t can not but be refresh�ng:
“Save us and sanct�fy us, and f�nally, then,
See good prov�s�ons we enjoy wh�le we journey to Jerusalem.
For so man proposes, wh�ch �t �s most true
And t�me w�ll wa�t for none, nor for us too."

The sea has been unusually rough all day. However, we have had
a l�vely t�me of �t, anyhow. We have had qu�te a run of v�s�tors. The
Governor-General came, and we rece�ved h�m w�th a salute of n�ne
guns. He brought h�s fam�ly w�th h�m. I observed that carpets were
spread from the p�er-head to h�s carr�age for h�m to walk on, though I
have seen h�m walk there w�thout any carpet when he was not on
bus�ness. I thought may be he had what the acc�dental �nsurance
people m�ght call an extra-hazardous pol�sh (“pol�cy” joke, but not
above med�ocr�ty,) on h�s boots, and w�shed to protect them, but I
exam�ned and could not see that they were blacked any better than
usual. It may have been that he had forgotten h�s carpet, before, but
he d�d not have �t w�th h�m, anyhow. He was an exceed�ngly pleasant
old gentleman; we all l�ked h�m, espec�ally Blucher. When he went
away, Blucher �nv�ted h�m to come aga�n and fetch h�s carpet along.

Pr�nce Dolgorouk� and a Grand Adm�ral or two, whom we had
seen yesterday at the recept�on, came on board also. I was a l�ttle
d�stant w�th these part�es, at f�rst, because when I have been v�s�t�ng
Emperors I do not l�ke to be too fam�l�ar w�th people I only know by
reputat�on, and whose moral characters and stand�ng �n soc�ety I can
not be thoroughly acqua�nted w�th. I judged �t best to be a l�ttle off�sh,
at f�rst. I sa�d to myself, Pr�nces and Counts and Grand Adm�rals are
very well, but they are not Emperors, and one can not be too
part�cular about who he assoc�ates w�th.

Baron Wrangel came, also. He used to be Russ�an Ambassador at
Wash�ngton. I told h�m I had an uncle who fell down a shaft and
broke h�mself �n two, as much as a year before that. That was a
falsehood, but then I was not go�ng to let any man ecl�pse me on
surpr�s�ng adventures, merely for the want of a l�ttle �nvent�on. The



Baron �s a f�ne man, and �s sa�d to stand h�gh �n the Emperor’s
conf�dence and esteem.

Baron Ungern-Sternberg, a bo�sterous, whole-souled old
nobleman, came w�th the rest. He �s a man of progress and
enterpr�se—a representat�ve man of the age. He �s the Ch�ef D�rector
of the ra�lway system of Russ�a—a sort of ra�lroad k�ng. In h�s l�ne he
�s mak�ng th�ngs move along �n th�s country He has traveled
extens�vely �n Amer�ca. He says he has tr�ed conv�ct labor on h�s
ra�lroads, and w�th perfect success. He says the conv�cts work well,
and are qu�et and peaceable. He observed that he employs nearly
ten thousand of them now.

Th�s appeared to be another call on my resources. I was equal to
the emergency. I sa�d we had e�ghty thousand conv�cts employed on
the ra�lways �n Amer�ca—all of them under sentence of death for
murder �n the f�rst degree. That closed h�m out.

We had General Todtleben (the famous defender of Sebastopol,
dur�ng the s�ege,) and many �nfer�or army and also navy off�cers, and
a number of unoff�c�al Russ�an lad�es and gentlemen. Naturally, a
champagne luncheon was �n order, and was accompl�shed w�thout
loss of l�fe. Toasts and jokes were d�scharged freely, but no
speeches were made save one thank�ng the Emperor and the Grand
Duke, through the Governor-General, for our hosp�table recept�on,
and one by the Governor-General �n reply, �n wh�ch he returned the
Emperor’s thanks for the speech, etc., etc.



CHAPTER XXXVIII.
We returned to Constant�nople, and after a day or two spent �n

exhaust�ng marches about the c�ty and voyages up the Golden Horn
�n ca�ques, we steamed away aga�n. We passed through the Sea of
Marmora and the Dardanelles, and steered for a new land—a new
one to us, at least—As�a. We had as yet only acqu�red a bow�ng
acqua�ntance w�th �t, through pleasure excurs�ons to Scutar� and the
reg�ons round about.

We passed between Lemnos and Myt�lene, and saw them as we
had seen Elba and the Balear�c Isles—mere bulky shapes, w�th the
soften�ng m�sts of d�stance upon them—whales �n a fog, as �t were.
Then we held our course southward, and began to “read up”
celebrated Smyrna.

At all hours of the day and n�ght the sa�lors �n the forecastle
amused themselves and aggravated us by burlesqu�ng our v�s�t to
royalty. The open�ng paragraph of our Address to the Emperor was
framed as follows:

“We are a handful of pr�vate c�t�zens of Amer�ca,
travel�ng s�mply for recreat�on—and unostentat�ously,
as becomes our unoff�c�al state—and, therefore, we
have no excuse to tender for present�ng ourselves
before your Majesty, save the des�re of offer�ng our
grateful acknowledgments to the lord of a realm,
wh�ch, through good and through ev�l report, has been
the steadfast fr�end of the land we love so well.”

The th�rd cook, crowned w�th a resplendent t�n bas�n and wrapped
royally �n a table-cloth mottled w�th grease-spots and coffee sta�ns,
and bear�ng a sceptre that looked strangely l�ke a belay�ng-p�n,
walked upon a d�lap�dated carpet and perched h�mself on the
capstan, careless of the fly�ng spray; h�s tarred and weather-beaten



Chamberla�ns, Dukes and Lord H�gh Adm�rals surrounded h�m,
arrayed �n all the pomp that spare tarpaul�ns and remnants of old
sa�ls could furn�sh. Then the v�s�t�ng “watch below,” transformed �nto
graceless lad�es and uncouth p�lgr�ms, by rude travest�es upon
waterfalls, hoopsk�rts, wh�te k�d gloves and swallow-ta�l coats, moved
solemnly up the compan�on way, and bow�ng low, began a system of
compl�cated and extraord�nary sm�l�ng wh�ch few monarchs could
look upon and l�ve. Then the mock consul, a slush-plastered deck-
sweep, drew out a so�led fragment of paper and proceeded to read,
labor�ously:



p404.jpg (22K)

“To H�s Imper�al Majesty, Alexander II., Emperor of Russ�a:
“We are a handful of pr�vate c�t�zens of Amer�ca, travel�ng s�mply

for recreat�on,—and unostentat�ously, as becomes our unoff�c�al
state—and therefore, we have no excuse to tender for present�ng
ourselves before your Majesty—”

The Emperor—“Then what the dev�l d�d you come for?”
—“Save the des�re of offer�ng our grateful acknowledgments to the

lord of a realm wh�ch—”
The Emperor—“Oh, d—n the Address!—read �t to the pol�ce.

Chamberla�n, take these people over to my brother, the Grand
Duke’s, and g�ve them a square meal. Ad�eu! I am happy—I am
grat�f�ed—I am del�ghted—I am bored. Ad�eu, ad�eu—vamos the
ranch! The F�rst Groom of the Palace w�ll proceed to count the
portable art�cles of value belong�ng to the prem�ses."

p405.jpg (24K)

The farce then closed, to be repeated aga�n w�th every change of
the watches, and embell�shed w�th new and st�ll more extravagant
�nvent�ons of pomp and conversat�on.

At all t�mes of the day and n�ght the phraseology of that t�resome
address fell upon our ears. Gr�my sa�lors came down out of the
foretop plac�dly announc�ng themselves as “a handful of pr�vate
c�t�zens of Amer�ca, travel�ng s�mply for recreat�on and
unostentat�ously,” etc.; the coal passers moved to the�r dut�es �n the
profound depths of the sh�p, expla�n�ng the blackness of the�r faces
and the�r uncouthness of dress, w�th the rem�nder that they were “a
handful of pr�vate c�t�zens, travel�ng s�mply for recreat�on,” etc., and



when the cry rang through the vessel at m�dn�ght: “EIGHT BELLS!—
LARBOARD WATCH, TURN OUT!” the larboard watch came gap�ng
and stretch�ng out of the�r den, w�th the everlast�ng formula: “Aye-
aye, s�r! We are a handful of pr�vate c�t�zens of Amer�ca, travel�ng
s�mply for recreat�on, and unostentat�ously, as becomes our unoff�c�al
state!”

As I was a member of the comm�ttee, and helped to frame the
Address, these sarcasms came home to me. I never heard a sa�lor
procla�m�ng h�mself as a handful of Amer�can c�t�zens travel�ng for
recreat�on, but I w�shed he m�ght tr�p and fall overboard, and so
reduce h�s handful by one �nd�v�dual, at least. I never was so t�red of
any one phrase as the sa�lors made me of the open�ng sentence of
the Address to the Emperor of Russ�a.

Th�s seaport of Smyrna, our f�rst notable acqua�ntance �n As�a, �s a
closely packed c�ty of one hundred and th�rty thousand �nhab�tants,
and, l�ke Constant�nople, �t has no outsk�rts. It �s as closely packed at
�ts outer edges as �t �s �n the centre, and then the hab�tat�ons leave
suddenly off and the pla�n beyond seems houseless. It �s just l�ke
any other Or�ental c�ty. That �s to say, �ts Moslem houses are heavy
and dark, and as comfortless as so many tombs; �ts streets are
crooked, rudely and roughly paved, and as narrow as an ord�nary
sta�rcase; the streets un�formly carry a man to any other place than
the one he wants to go to, and surpr�se h�m by land�ng h�m �n the
most unexpected local�t�es; bus�ness �s ch�efly carr�ed on �n great
covered bazaars, celled l�ke a honeycomb w�th �nnumerable shops
no larger than a common closet, and the whole h�ve cut up �nto a
maze of alleys about w�de enough to accommodate a laden camel,
and well calculated to confuse a stranger and eventually lose h�m;
every where there �s d�rt, every where there are fleas, every where
there are lean, broken-hearted dogs; every alley �s thronged w�th
people; wherever you look, your eye rests upon a w�ld masquerade
of extravagant costumes; the workshops are all open to the streets,
and the workmen v�s�ble; all manner of sounds assa�l the ear, and
over them all r�ngs out the muezz�n’s cry from some tall m�naret,
call�ng the fa�thful vagabonds to prayer; and super�or to the call to
prayer, the no�ses �n the streets, the �nterest of the costumes—
super�or to every th�ng, and cla�m�ng the bulk of attent�on f�rst, last,



and all the t�me—�s a comb�nat�on of Mohammedan stenches, to
wh�ch the smell of even a Ch�nese quarter would be as pleasant as
the roast�ng odors of the fatted calf to the nostr�ls of the return�ng
Prod�gal. Such �s Or�ental luxury—such �s Or�ental splendor! We
read about �t all our days, but we comprehend �t not unt�l we see �t.
Smyrna �s a very old c�ty. Its name occurs several t�mes �n the B�ble,
one or two of the d�sc�ples of Chr�st v�s�ted �t, and here was located
one of the or�g�nal seven apocalypt�c churches spoken of �n
Revelat�ons. These churches were symbol�zed �n the Scr�ptures as
candlest�cks, and on certa�n cond�t�ons there was a sort of �mpl�ed
prom�se that Smyrna should be endowed w�th a “crown of l�fe.” She
was to “be fa�thful unto death”—those were the terms. She has not
kept up her fa�th stra�ght along, but the p�lgr�ms that wander h�ther
cons�der that she has come near enough to �t to save her, and so
they po�nt to the fact that Smyrna to-day wears her crown of l�fe, and
�s a great c�ty, w�th a great commerce and full of energy, wh�le the
c�t�es where�n were located the other s�x churches, and to wh�ch no
crown of l�fe was prom�sed, have van�shed from the earth. So
Smyrna really st�ll possesses her crown of l�fe, �n a bus�ness po�nt of
v�ew. Her career, for e�ghteen centur�es, has been a chequered one,
and she has been under the rule of pr�nces of many creeds, yet
there has been no season dur�ng all that t�me, as far as we know,
(and dur�ng such seasons as she was �nhab�ted at all,) that she has
been w�thout her l�ttle commun�ty of Chr�st�ans “fa�thful unto death.”
Hers was the only church aga�nst wh�ch no threats were �mpl�ed �n
the Revelat�ons, and the only one wh�ch surv�ved.

W�th Ephesus, forty m�les from here, where was located another of
the seven churches, the case was d�fferent. The “candlest�ck” has
been removed from Ephesus. Her l�ght has been put out. P�lgr�ms,
always prone to f�nd prophec�es �n the B�ble, and often where none
ex�st, speak cheerfully and complacently of poor, ru�ned Ephesus as
the v�ct�m of prophecy. And yet there �s no sentence that prom�ses,
w�thout due qual�f�cat�on, the destruct�on of the c�ty. The words are:

“Remember, therefore, from whence thou art fallen,
and repent, and do the f�rst works; or else I w�ll come



unto thee qu�ckly, and w�ll remove thy candlest�ck out
of h�s place, except thou repent.”

That �s all; the other verses are s�ngularly compl�mentary to
Ephesus. The threat �s qual�f�ed. There �s no h�story to show that she
d�d not repent. But the cruelest hab�t the modern prophecy-savans
have, �s that one of coolly and arb�trar�ly f�tt�ng the prophet�c sh�rt on
to the wrong man. They do �t w�thout regard to rhyme or reason.
Both the cases I have just ment�oned are �nstances �n po�nt. Those
“prophec�es” are d�st�nctly leveled at the “churches of Ephesus,
Smyrna,” etc., and yet the p�lgr�ms �nvar�ably make them refer to the
c�t�es �nstead. No crown of l�fe �s prom�sed to the town of Smyrna
and �ts commerce, but to the handful of Chr�st�ans who formed �ts
“church.” If they were “fa�thful unto death,” they have the�r crown now
—but no amount of fa�thfulness and legal shrewdness comb�ned
could leg�t�mately drag the c�ty �nto a part�c�pat�on �n the prom�ses of
the prophecy. The stately language of the B�ble refers to a crown of
l�fe whose lustre w�ll reflect the day-beams of the endless ages of
etern�ty, not the butterfly ex�stence of a c�ty bu�lt by men’s hands,
wh�ch must pass to dust w�th the bu�lders and be forgotten even �n
the mere handful of centur�es vouchsafed to the sol�d world �tself
between �ts cradle and �ts grave.

The fash�on of delv�ng out fulf�llments of prophecy where that
prophecy cons�sts of mere “�fs,” trenches upon the absurd. Suppose,
a thousand years from now, a malar�ous swamp bu�lds �tself up �n the
shallow harbor of Smyrna, or someth�ng else k�lls the town; and
suppose, also, that w�th�n that t�me the swamp that has f�lled the
renowned harbor of Ephesus and rendered her anc�ent s�te deadly
and un�nhab�table to-day, becomes hard and healthy ground;
suppose the natural consequence ensues, to w�t: that Smyrna
becomes a melancholy ru�n, and Ephesus �s rebu�lt. What would the
prophecy-savans say? They would coolly sk�p over our age of the
world, and say: “Smyrna was not fa�thful unto death, and so her
crown of l�fe was den�ed her; Ephesus repented, and lo! her candle-
st�ck was not removed. Behold these ev�dences! How wonderful �s
prophecy!”



Smyrna has been utterly destroyed s�x t�mes. If her crown of l�fe
had been an �nsurance pol�cy, she would have had an opportun�ty to
collect on �t the f�rst t�me she fell. But she holds �t on sufferance and
by a compl�mentary construct�on of language wh�ch does not refer to
her. S�x d�fferent t�mes, however, I suppose some �nfatuated
prophecy-enthus�ast blundered along and sa�d, to the �nf�n�te d�sgust
of Smyrna and the Smyrn�otes: “In sooth, here �s astound�ng
fulf�llment of prophecy! Smyrna hath not been fa�thful unto death,
and behold her crown of l�fe �s van�shed from her head. Ver�ly, these
th�ngs be aston�sh�ng!”

Such th�ngs have a bad �nfluence. They provoke worldly men �nto
us�ng l�ght conversat�on concern�ng sacred subjects. Th�ck-headed
commentators upon the B�ble, and stup�d preachers and teachers,
work more damage to rel�g�on than sens�ble, cool-bra�ned clergymen
can f�ght away aga�n, to�l as they may. It �s not good judgment to f�t a
crown of l�fe upon a c�ty wh�ch has been destroyed s�x t�mes. That
other class of w�seacres who tw�st prophecy �n such a manner as to
make �t prom�se the destruct�on and desolat�on of the same c�ty, use
judgment just as bad, s�nce the c�ty �s �n a very flour�sh�ng cond�t�on
now, unhapp�ly for them. These th�ngs put arguments �nto the mouth
of �nf�del�ty.

A port�on of the c�ty �s pretty exclus�vely Turk�sh; the Jews have a
quarter to themselves; the Franks another quarter; so, also, w�th the
Armen�ans. The Armen�ans, of course, are Chr�st�ans. The�r houses
are large, clean, a�ry, handsomely paved w�th black and wh�te
squares of marble, and �n the centre of many of them �s a square
court, wh�ch has �n �t a luxur�ant flower-garden and a sparkl�ng
founta�n; the doors of all the rooms open on th�s. A very w�de hall
leads to the street door, and �n th�s the women s�t, the most of the
day. In the cool of the even�ng they dress up �n the�r best ra�ment
and show themselves at the door. They are all comely of
countenance, and exceed�ngly neat and cleanly; they look as �f they
were just out of a band-box. Some of the young lad�es—many of
them, I may say—are even very beaut�ful; they average a shade
better than Amer�can g�rls—wh�ch treasonable words I pray may be
forg�ven me. They are very soc�able, and w�ll sm�le back when a
stranger sm�les at them, bow back when he bows, and talk back �f he



speaks to them. No �ntroduct�on �s requ�red. An hour’s chat at the
door w�th a pretty g�rl one never saw before, �s eas�ly obta�ned, and
�s very pleasant. I have tr�ed �t. I could not talk anyth�ng but Engl�sh,
and the g�rl knew noth�ng but Greek, or Armen�an, or some such
barbarous tongue, but we got along very well. I f�nd that �n cases l�ke
these, the fact that you can not comprehend each other �sn’t much of
a drawback. In that Russ�a n town of Yalta I danced an aston�sh�ng
sort of dance an hour long, and one I had not heard of before, w�th a
very pretty g�rl, and we talked �ncessantly, and laughed exhaust�ngly,
and ne�ther one ever knew what the other was dr�v�ng at. But �t was
splend�d. There were twenty people �n the set, and the dance was
very l�vely and compl�cated. It was compl�cated enough w�thout me—
w�th me �t was more so. I threw �n a f�gure now and then that
surpr�sed those Russ�ans. But I have never ceased to th�nk of that
g�rl. I have wr�tten to her, but I can not d�rect the ep�stle because her
name �s one of those n�ne-jo�nted Russ�an affa�rs, and there are not
letters enough �n our alphabet to hold out. I am not reckless enough
to try to pronounce �t when I am awake, but I make a stagger at �t �n
my dreams, and get up w�th the lockjaw �n the morn�ng. I am fad�ng. I
do not take my meals now, w�th any sort of regular�ty. Her dear name
haunts me st�ll �n my dreams. It �s awful on teeth. It never comes out
of my mouth but �t fetches an old snag along w�th �t. And then the
lockjaw closes down and n�ps off a couple of the last syllables—but
they taste good.

Com�ng through the Dardanelles, we saw camel tra�ns on shore
w�th the glasses, but we were never close to one t�ll we got to
Smyrna. These camels are very much larger than the scrawny
spec�mens one sees �n the menager�e. They str�de along these
streets, �n s�ngle f�le, a dozen �n a tra�n, w�th heavy loads on the�r
backs, and a fancy-look�ng negro �n Turk�sh costume, or an Arab,
preced�ng them on a l�ttle donkey and completely overshadowed and
rendered �ns�gn�f�cant by the huge beasts. To see a camel tra�n laden
w�th the sp�ces of Arab�a and the rare fabr�cs of Pers�a come
march�ng through the narrow alleys of the bazaar, among porters
w�th the�r burdens, money-changers, lamp-merchants, Al-naschars �n
the glassware bus�ness, portly cross-legged Turks smok�ng the
famous nargh�l�; and the crowds dr�ft�ng to and fro �n the fanc�ful



costumes of the East, �s a genu�ne revelat�on of the Or�ent.
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The p�cture lacks noth�ng. It casts you back at once �nto your
forgotten boyhood, and aga�n you dream over the wonders of the
Arab�an N�ghts; aga�n your compan�ons are pr�nces, your lord �s the
Cal�ph Haroun Al Rasch�d, and your servants are terr�f�c g�ants and
gen�� that come w�th smoke and l�ghtn�ng and thunder, and go as a
storm goes when they depart!



CHAPTER XXXIX.
We �nqu�red, and learned that the l�ons of Smyrna cons�sted of the

ru�ns of the anc�ent c�tadel, whose broken and prod�g�ous
battlements frown upon the c�ty from a lofty h�ll just �n the edge of the
town—the Mount Pagus of Scr�pture, they call �t; the s�te of that one
of the Seven Apocalypt�c Churches of As�a wh�ch was located here
�n the f�rst century of the Chr�st�an era; and the grave and the place
of martyrdom of the venerable Polycarp, who suffered �n Smyrna for
h�s rel�g�on some e�ghteen hundred years ago.
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We took l�ttle donkeys and started. We saw Polycarp’s tomb, and
then hurr�ed on.

The “Seven Churches”—thus they abbrev�ate �t—came next on the
l�st. We rode there—about a m�le and a half �n the swelter�ng sun—
and v�s�ted a l�ttle Greek church wh�ch they sa�d was bu�lt upon the
anc�ent s�te; and we pa�d a small fee, and the holy attendant gave
each of us a l�ttle wax candle as a remembrancer of the place, and I
put m�ne �n my hat and the sun melted �t and the grease all ran down
the back of my neck; and so now I have not any th�ng left but the
w�ck, and �t �s a sorry and a w�lted-look�ng w�ck at that.

Several of us argued as well as we could that the “church”
ment�oned �n the B�ble meant a party of Chr�st�ans, and not a
bu�ld�ng; that the B�ble spoke of them as be�ng very poor—so poor, I
thought, and so subject to persecut�on (as per Polycarp’s
martyrdom) that �n the f�rst place they probably could not have
afforded a church ed�f�ce, and �n the second would not have dared to



bu�ld �t �n the open l�ght of day �f they could; and f�nally, that �f they
had had the pr�v�lege of bu�ld�ng �t, common judgment would have
suggested that they bu�ld �t somewhere near the town. But the elders
of the sh�p’s fam�ly ruled us down and scouted our ev�dences.
However, retr�but�on came to them afterward. They found that they
had been led astray and had gone to the wrong place; they
d�scovered that the accepted s�te �s �n the c�ty.

R�d�ng through the town, we could see marks of the s�x Smyrnas
that have ex�sted here and been burned up by f�re or knocked down
by earthquakes. The h�lls and the rocks are rent asunder �n places,
excavat�ons expose great blocks of bu�ld�ng-stone that have la�n
bur�ed for ages, and all the mean houses and walls of modern
Smyrna along the way are spotted wh�te w�th broken p�llars, cap�tals
and fragments of sculptured marble that once adorned the lordly
palaces that were the glory of the c�ty �n the olden t�me.

The ascent of the h�ll of the c�tadel �s very steep, and we
proceeded rather slowly. But there were matters of �nterest about us.
In one place, f�ve hundred feet above the sea, the perpend�cular
bank on the upper s�de of the road was ten or f�fteen feet h�gh, and
the cut exposed three ve�ns of oyster shells, just as we have seen
quartz ve�ns exposed �n the cutt�ng of a road �n Nevada or Montana.
The ve�ns were about e�ghteen �nches th�ck and two or three feet
apart, and they slanted along downward for a d�stance of th�rty feet
or more, and then d�sappeared where the cut jo�ned the road.
Heaven only knows how far a man m�ght trace them by “str�pp�ng.”
They were clean, n�ce oyster shells, large, and just l�ke any other
oyster shells. They were th�ckly massed together, and none were
scattered above or below the ve�ns. Each one was a well-def�ned
lead by �tself, and w�thout a spur. My f�rst �nst�nct was to set up the
usual—

NOTICE

“We, the unders�gned, cla�m f�ve cla�ms of two
hundred feet each, (and one for d�scovery,) on th�s
ledge or lode of oyster-shells, w�th all �ts d�ps, spurs,



angles, var�at�ons and s�nuos�t�es, and f�fty feet on
each s�de of the same, to work �t, etc., etc., accord�ng
to the m�n�ng laws of Smyrna.”

They were such perfectly natural-look�ng leads that I could hardly
keep from “tak�ng them up.” Among the oyster-shells were m�xed
many fragments of anc�ent, broken crockery ware. Now how d�d
those masses of oyster-shells get there? I can not determ�ne. Broken
crockery and oyster-shells are suggest�ve of restaurants—but then
they could have had no such places away up there on that mounta�n
s�de �n our t�me, because nobody has l�ved up there. A restaurant
would not pay �n such a stony, forb�dd�ng, desolate place. And
bes�des, there were no champagne corks among the shells. If there
ever was a restaurant there, �t must have been �n Smyrna’s palmy
days, when the h�lls were covered w�th palaces. I could bel�eve �n
one restaurant, on those terms; but then how about the three? D�d
they have restaurants there at three d�fferent per�ods of the world?—
because there are two or three feet of sol�d earth between the oyster
leads. Ev�dently, the restaurant solut�on w�ll not answer.

The h�ll m�ght have been the bottom of the sea, once, and been
l�fted up, w�th �ts oyster-beds, by an earthquake—but, then, how
about the crockery? And moreover, how about three oyster beds,
one above another, and th�ck strata of good honest earth between?

That theory w�ll not do. It �s just poss�ble that th�s h�ll �s Mount
Ararat, and that Noah’s Ark rested here, and he ate oysters and
threw the shells overboard. But that w�ll not do, e�ther. There are the
three layers aga�n and the sol�d earth between—and, bes�des, there
were only e�ght �n Noah’s fam�ly, and they could not have eaten all
these oysters �n the two or three months they sta�d on top of that
mounta�n. The beasts—however, �t �s s�mply absurd to suppose he
d�d not know any more than to feed the beasts on oyster suppers.

It �s pa�nful—�t �s even hum�l�at�ng—but I am reduced at last to one
slender theory: that the oysters cl�mbed up there of the�r own accord.
But what object could they have had �n v�ew?—what d�d they want
up there? What could any oyster want to cl�mb a h�ll for? To cl�mb a
h�ll must necessar�ly be fat�gu�ng and annoy�ng exerc�se for an
oyster. The most natural conclus�on would be that the oysters



cl�mbed up there to look at the scenery. Yet when one comes to
reflect upon the nature of an oyster, �t seems pla�n that he does not
care for scenery. An oyster has no taste for such th�ngs; he cares
noth�ng for the beaut�ful. An oyster �s of a ret�r�ng d�spos�t�on, and not
l�vely—not even cheerful above the average, and never enterpr�s�ng.
But above all, an oyster does not take any �nterest �n scenery—he
scorns �t. What have I arr�ved at now? S�mply at the po�nt I started
from, namely, those oyster shells are there, �n regular layers, f�ve
hundred feet above the sea, and no man knows how they got there. I
have hunted up the gu�de-books, and the g�st of what they say �s
th�s: “They are there, but how they got there �s a mystery.”

Twenty-f�ve years ago, a mult�tude of people �n Amer�ca put on
the�r ascens�on robes, took a tearful leave of the�r fr�ends, and made
ready to fly up �nto heaven at the f�rst blast of the trumpet. But the
angel d�d not blow �t. M�ller’s resurrect�on day was a fa�lure. The
M�ller�tes were d�sgusted. I d�d not suspect that there were M�llers �n
As�a M�nor, but a gentleman tells me that they had �t all set for the
world to come to an end �n Smyrna one day about three years ago.

p416.jpg (41K)

There was much buzz�ng and preparat�on for a long t�me
prev�ously, and �t culm�nated �n a w�ld exc�tement at the appo�nted
t�me. A vast number of the populace ascended the c�tadel h�ll early �n
the morn�ng, to get out of the way of the general destruct�on, and
many of the �nfatuated closed up the�r shops and ret�red from all
earthly bus�ness. But the strange part of �t was that about three �n the
afternoon, wh�le th�s gentleman and h�s fr�ends were at d�nner �n the
hotel, a terr�f�c storm of ra�n, accompan�ed by thunder and l�ghtn�ng,
broke forth and cont�nued w�th d�re fury for two or three hours. It was
a th�ng unprecedented �n Smyrna at that t�me of the year, and scared
some of the most skept�cal. The streets ran r�vers and the hotel floor
was flooded w�th water. The d�nner had to be suspended. When the



storm f�n�shed and left every body drenched through and through,
and melancholy and half-drowned, the ascens�on�sts came down
from the mounta�n as dry as so many char�ty-sermons! They had
been look�ng down upon the fearful storm go�ng on below, and really
bel�eved that the�r proposed destruct�on of the world was prov�ng a
grand success.

A ra�lway here �n As�a—�n the dreamy realm of the Or�ent—�n the
fabled land of the Arab�an N�ghts—�s a strange th�ng to th�nk of. And
yet they have one already, and are bu�ld�ng another. The present one
�s well bu�lt and well conducted, by an Engl�sh Company, but �s not
do�ng an �mmense amount of bus�ness. The f�rst year �t carr�ed a
good many passengers, but �ts fre�ght l�st only compr�sed e�ght
hundred pounds of f�gs!

It runs almost to the very gates of Ephesus—a town great �n all
ages of the world—a c�ty fam�l�ar to readers of the B�ble, and one
wh�ch was as old as the very h�lls when the d�sc�ples of Chr�st
preached �n �ts streets. It dates back to the shadowy ages of
trad�t�on, and was the b�rthplace of gods renowned �n Grec�an
mythology. The �dea of a locomot�ve tear�ng through such a place as
th�s, and wak�ng the phantoms of �ts old days of romance out of the�r
dreams of dead and gone centur�es, �s cur�ous enough.

We journey th�ther tomorrow to see the celebrated ru�ns.



CHAPTER XL.
Th�s has been a st�rr�ng day. The Super�ntendent of the ra�lway put

a tra�n at our d�sposal, and d�d us the further k�ndness of
accompany�ng us to Ephesus and g�v�ng to us h�s watchful care. We
brought s�xty scarcely percept�ble donkeys �n the fre�ght cars, for we
had much ground to go over. We have seen some of the most
grotesque costumes, along the l�ne of the ra�lroad, that can be
�mag�ned. I am glad that no poss�ble comb�nat�on of words could
descr�be them, for I m�ght then be fool�sh enough to attempt �t.

At anc�ent Ayassalook, �n the m�dst of a forb�dd�ng desert, we
came upon long l�nes of ru�ned aqueducts, and other remnants of
arch�tectural grandeur, that told us pla�nly enough we were near�ng
what had been a metropol�s, once. We left the tra�n and mounted the
donkeys, along w�th our �nv�ted guests—pleasant young gentlemen
from the off�cers’ l�st of an Amer�can man-of-war.

The l�ttle donkeys had saddles upon them wh�ch were made very
h�gh �n order that the r�der’s feet m�ght not drag the ground. The
preventat�ve d�d not work well �n the cases of our tallest p�lgr�ms,
however. There were no br�dles—noth�ng but a s�ngle rope, t�ed to
the b�t. It was purely ornamental, for the donkey cared noth�ng for �t.
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If he were dr�ft�ng to starboard, you m�ght put your helm down hard
the other way, �f �t were any sat�sfact�on to you to do �t, but he would
cont�nue to dr�ft to starboard all the same. There was only one
process wh�ch could be depended on, and �t was to get down and l�ft
h�s rear around unt�l h�s head po�nted �n the r�ght d�rect�on, or take



h�m under your arm and carry h�m to a part of the road wh�ch he
could not get out of w�thout cl�mb�ng. The sun flamed down as hot as
a furnace, and neck-scarfs, ve�ls and umbrellas seemed hardly any
protect�on; they served only to make the long process�on look more
than ever fantast�c—for be �t known the lad�es were all r�d�ng astr�de
because they could not stay on the shapeless saddles s�dew�se, the
men were persp�r�ng and out of temper, the�r feet were bang�ng
aga�nst the rocks, the donkeys were caper�ng �n every d�rect�on but
the r�ght one and be�ng belabored w�th clubs for �t, and every now
and then a broad umbrella would suddenly go down out of the
cavalcade, announc�ng to all that one more p�lgr�m had b�tten the
dust. It was a w�lder p�cture than those sol�tudes had seen for many
a day. No donkeys ever ex�sted that were as hard to nav�gate as
these, I th�nk, or that had so many v�le, exasperat�ng �nst�ncts.
Occas�onally we grew so t�red and breathless w�th f�ght�ng them that
we had to des�st,—and �mmed�ately the donkey would come down to
a del�berate walk. Th�s, w�th the fat�gue, and the sun, would put a
man asleep; and soon as the man was asleep, the donkey would l�e
down. My donkey shall never see h�s boyhood’s home aga�n. He has
la�n down once too often. He must d�e.
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We all stood �n the vast theatre of anc�ent Ephesus,—the stone-
benched amph�theatre I mean—and had our p�cture taken. We
looked as proper there as we would look any where, I suppose. We
do not embell�sh the general desolat�on of a desert much. We add
what d�gn�ty we can to a stately ru�n w�th our green umbrellas and
jackasses, but �t �s l�ttle. However, we mean well.

I w�sh to say a br�ef word of the aspect of Ephesus.
On a h�gh, steep h�ll, toward the sea, �s a gray ru�n of ponderous

blocks of marble, where�n, trad�t�on says, St. Paul was �mpr�soned
e�ghteen centur�es ago. From these old walls you have the f�nest



v�ew of the desolate scene where once stood Ephesus, the proudest
c�ty of anc�ent t�mes, and whose Temple of D�ana was so noble �n
des�gn, and so exqu�s�te of workmansh�p, that �t ranked h�gh �n the
l�st of the Seven Wonders of the World.

Beh�nd you �s the sea; �n front �s a level green valley, (a marsh, �n
fact,) extend�ng far away among the mounta�ns; to the r�ght of the
front v�ew �s the old c�tadel of Ayassalook, on a h�gh h�ll; the ru�ned
Mosque of the Sultan Sel�m stands near �t �n the pla�n, (th�s �s bu�lt
over the grave of St. John, and was formerly Chr�st�an Church);
further toward you �s the h�ll of P�on, around whose front �s clustered
all that rema�ns of the ru�ns of Ephesus that st�ll stand; d�v�ded from �t
by a narrow valley �s the long, rocky, rugged mounta�n of Coressus.
The scene �s a pretty one, and yet desolate—for �n that w�de pla�n no
man can l�ve, and �n �t �s no human hab�tat�on. But for the crumbl�ng
arches and monstrous p�ers and broken walls that r�se from the foot
of the h�ll of P�on, one could not bel�eve that �n th�s place once stood
a c�ty whose renown �s older than trad�t�on �tself.
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It �s �ncred�ble to reflect that th�ngs as fam�l�ar all over the world to-
day as household words, belong �n the h�story and �n the shadowy
legends of th�s s�lent, mournful sol�tude. We speak of Apollo and of
D�ana—they were born here; of the metamorphos�s of Syr�nx �nto a
reed—�t was done here; of the great god Pan—he dwelt �n the caves
of th�s h�ll of Coressus; of the Amazons—th�s was the�r best pr�zed
home; of Bacchus and Hercules both fought the warl�ke women
here; of the Cyclops—they la�d the ponderous marble blocks of
some of the ru�ns yonder; of Homer—th�s was one of h�s many
b�rthplaces; of C�rmon of Athens; of Alc�b�ades, Lysander, Ages�laus
—they v�s�ted here; so d�d Alexander the Great; so d�d Hann�bal and
Ant�ochus, Sc�p�o, Lucullus and Sylla; Brutus, Cass�us, Pompey,
C�cero, and Augustus; Antony was a judge �n th�s place, and left h�s



seat �n the open court, wh�le the advocates were speak�ng, to run
after Cleopatra, who passed the door; from th�s c�ty these two sa�led
on pleasure excurs�ons, �n galleys w�th s�lver oars and perfumed
sa�ls, and w�th compan�es of beaut�ful g�rls to serve them, and actors
and mus�c�ans to amuse them; �n days that seem almost modern, so
remote are they from the early h�story of th�s c�ty, Paul the Apostle
preached the new rel�g�on here, and so d�d John, and here �t �s
supposed the former was p�tted aga�nst w�ld beasts, for �n 1
Cor�nth�ans, xv. 32 he says:

“If after the manner of men I have fought w�th beasts at Ephesus,”
etc.,

when many men st�ll l�ved who had seen the Chr�st; here Mary
Magdalen d�ed, and here the V�rg�n Mary ended her days w�th John,
albe�t Rome has s�nce judged �t best to locate her grave elsewhere;
s�x or seven hundred years ago—almost yesterday, as �t were—
troops of ma�l-clad Crusaders thronged the streets; and to come
down to tr�fles, we speak of meander�ng streams, and f�nd a new
�nterest �n a common word when we d�scover that the crooked r�ver
Meander, �n yonder valley, gave �t to our d�ct�onary. It makes me feel
as old as these dreary h�lls to look down upon these moss-hung
ru�ns, th�s h�stor�c desolat�on. One may read the Scr�ptures and
bel�eve, but he can not go and stand yonder �n the ru�ned theatre
and �n �mag�nat�on people �t aga�n w�th the van�shed mult�tudes who
mobbed Paul’s comrades there and shouted, w�th one vo�ce, “Great
�s D�ana of the Ephes�ans!” The �dea of a shout �n such a sol�tude as
th�s almost makes one shudder.

It was a wonderful c�ty, th�s Ephesus. Go where you w�ll about
these broad pla�ns, you f�nd the most exqu�s�tely sculptured marble
fragments scattered th�ck among the dust and weeds; and protrud�ng
from the ground, or ly�ng prone upon �t, are beaut�ful fluted columns
of porphyry and all prec�ous marbles; and at every step you f�nd
elegantly carved cap�tals and mass�ve bases, and pol�shed tablets
engraved w�th Greek �nscr�pt�ons. It �s a world of prec�ous rel�cs, a
w�lderness of marred and mut�lated gems. And yet what are these
th�ngs to the wonders that l�e bur�ed here under the ground? At
Constant�nople, at P�sa, �n the c�t�es of Spa�n, are great mosques



and cathedrals, whose grandest columns came from the temples
and palaces of Ephesus, and yet one has only to scratch the ground
here to match them. We shall never know what magn�f�cence �s, unt�l
th�s �mper�al c�ty �s la�d bare to the sun.
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The f�nest p�ece of sculpture we have yet seen and the one that
�mpressed us most, (for we do not know much about art and can not
eas�ly work up ourselves �nto ecstas�es over �t,) �s one that l�es �n th�s
old theatre of Ephesus wh�ch St. Paul’s r�ot has made so celebrated.
It �s only the headless body of a man, clad �n a coat of ma�l, w�th a
Medusa head upon the breast-plate, but we feel persuaded that such
d�gn�ty and such majesty were never thrown �nto a form of stone
before.

What bu�lders they were, these men of ant�qu�ty! The mass�ve
arches of some of these ru�ns rest upon p�ers that are f�fteen feet
square and bu�lt ent�rely of sol�d blocks of marble, some of wh�ch are
as large as a Saratoga trunk, and some the s�ze of a board�ng-house
sofa. They are not shells or shafts of stone f�lled �ns�de w�th rubb�sh,
but the whole p�er �s a mass of sol�d masonry. Vast arches, that may
have been the gates of the c�ty, are bu�lt �n the same way. They have
braved the storms and s�eges of three thousand years, and have
been shaken by many an earthquake, but st�ll they stand. When they
d�g alongs�de of them, they f�nd ranges of ponderous masonry that
are as perfect �n every deta�l as they were the day those old
Cyclop�an g�ants f�n�shed them. An Engl�sh Company �s go�ng to
excavate Ephesus—and then!
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And now am I rem�nded of—

THE LEGEND OF THE SEVEN SLEEPERS.

In the Mount of P�on, yonder, �s the Cave of the Seven Sleepers.
Once upon a t�me, about f�fteen hundred years ago, seven young
men l�ved near each other �n Ephesus, who belonged to the
desp�sed sect of the Chr�st�ans. It came to pass that the good K�ng
Max�m�l�anus, (I am tell�ng th�s story for n�ce l�ttle boys and g�rls,) �t
came to pass, I say, that the good K�ng Max�m�l�anus fell to
persecut�ng the Chr�st�ans, and as t�me rolled on he made �t very
warm for them. So the seven young men sa�d one to the other, let us
get up and travel. And they got up and traveled. They tarr�ed not to
b�d the�r fathers and mothers good-bye, or any fr�end they knew.
They only took certa�n moneys wh�ch the�r parents had, and
garments that belonged unto the�r fr�ends, whereby they m�ght
remember them when far away; and they took also the dog Ketmehr,
wh�ch was the property of the�r ne�ghbor Malchus, because the beast
d�d run h�s head �nto a noose wh�ch one of the young men was
carry�ng carelessly, and they had not t�me to release h�m; and they
took also certa�n ch�ckens that seemed lonely �n the ne�ghbor�ng
coops, and l�kew�se some bottles of cur�ous l�quors that stood near
the grocer’s w�ndow; and then they departed from the c�ty.
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By-and-by they came to a marvelous cave �n the H�ll of P�on and
entered �nto �t and feasted, and presently they hurr�ed on aga�n. But
they forgot the bottles of cur�ous l�quors, and left them beh�nd. They
traveled �n many lands, and had many strange adventures. They
were v�rtuous young men, and lost no opportun�ty that fell �n the�r
way to make the�r l�vel�hood. The�r motto was �n these words,



namely, “Procrast�nat�on �s the th�ef of t�me.” And so, whenever they
d�d come upon a man who was alone, they sa�d, Behold, th�s person
hath the wherew�thal—let us go through h�m. And they went through
h�m. At the end of f�ve years they had waxed t�red of travel and
adventure, and longed to rev�s�t the�r old home aga�n and hear the
vo�ces and see the faces that were dear unto the�r youth. Therefore
they went through such part�es as fell �n the�r way where they
sojourned at that t�me, and journeyed back toward Ephesus aga�n.
For the good K�ng Max�m�l�anus was become converted unto the
new fa�th, and the Chr�st�ans rejo�ced because they were no longer
persecuted. One day as the sun went down, they came to the cave
�n the Mount of P�on, and they sa�d, each to h�s fellow, Let us sleep
here, and go and feast and make merry w�th our fr�ends when the
morn�ng cometh. And each of the seven l�fted up h�s vo�ce and sa�d,
It �s a wh�z. So they went �n, and lo, where they had put them, there
lay the bottles of strange l�quors, and they judged that age had not
�mpa�red the�r excellence. Where�n the wanderers were r�ght, and the
heads of the same were level. So each of the young men drank s�x
bottles, and behold they felt very t�red, then, and lay down and slept
soundly.

When they awoke, one of them, Johannes—surnamed Sm�th�anus
—sa�d, We are naked. And �t was so. The�r ra�ment was all gone,
and the money wh�ch they had gotten from a stranger whom they
had proceeded through as they approached the c�ty, was ly�ng upon
the ground, corroded and rusted and defaced. L�kew�se the dog
Ketmehr was gone, and noth�ng save the brass that was upon h�s
collar rema�ned. They wondered much at these th�ngs. But they took
the money, and they wrapped about the�r bod�es some leaves, and
came up to the top of the h�ll. Then were they perplexed. The
wonderful temple of D�ana was gone; many grand ed�f�ces they had
never seen before stood �n the c�ty; men �n strange garbs moved
about the streets, and every th�ng was changed.

Johannes sa�d, It hardly seems l�ke Ephesus. Yet here �s the great
gymnas�um; here �s the m�ghty theatre, where�n I have seen seventy
thousand men assembled; here �s the Agora; there �s the font where
the sa�nted John the Bapt�st �mmersed the converts; yonder �s the
pr�son of the good St. Paul, where we all d�d use to go to touch the



anc�ent cha�ns that bound h�m and be cured of our d�stempers; I see
the tomb of the d�sc�ple Luke, and afar off �s the church where�n
repose the ashes of the holy John, where the Chr�st�ans of Ephesus
go tw�ce a year to gather the dust from the tomb, wh�ch �s able to
make bod�es whole aga�n that are corrupted by d�sease, and cleanse
the soul from s�n; but see how the wharves encroach upon the sea,
and what mult�tudes of sh�ps are anchored �n the bay; see, also, how
the c�ty hath stretched abroad, far over the valley beh�nd P�on, and
even unto the walls of Ayassalook; and lo, all the h�lls are wh�te w�th
palaces and r�bbed w�th colonnades of marble. How m�ghty �s
Ephesus become!

And wonder�ng at what the�r eyes had seen, they went down �nto
the c�ty and purchased garments and clothed themselves. And when
they would have passed on, the merchant b�t the co�ns wh�ch they
had g�ven h�m, w�th h�s teeth, and turned them about and looked
cur�ously upon them, and cast them upon h�s counter, and l�stened �f
they rang; and then he sa�d, These be bogus. And they sa�d, Depart
thou to Hades, and went the�r way. When they were come to the�r
houses, they recogn�zed them, albe�t they seemed old and mean;
and they rejo�ced, and were glad. They ran to the doors, and
knocked, and strangers opened, and looked �nqu�r�ngly upon them.
And they sa�d, w�th great exc�tement, wh�le the�r hearts beat h�gh,
and the color �n the�r faces came and went, Where �s my father?
Where �s my mother? Where are D�onys�us and Serap�on, and
Per�cles, and Dec�us? And the strangers that opened sa�d, We know
not these. The Seven sa�d, How, you know them not? How long have
ye dwelt here, and wh�ther are they gone that dwelt here before ye?
And the strangers sa�d, Ye play upon us w�th a jest, young men; we
and our fathers have sojourned under these roofs these s�x
generat�ons; the names ye utter rot upon the tombs, and they that
bore them have run the�r br�ef race, have laughed and sung, have
borne the sorrows and the wear�ness that were allotted them, and
are at rest; for n�ne-score years the summers have come and gone,
and the autumn leaves have fallen, s�nce the roses faded out of the�r
cheeks and they la�d them to sleep w�th the dead.

Then the seven young men turned them away from the�r homes,
and the strangers shut the doors upon them. The wanderers



marveled greatly, and looked �nto the faces of all they met, as hop�ng
to f�nd one that they knew; but all were strange, and passed them by
and spake no fr�endly word. They were sore d�stressed and sad.
Presently they spake unto a c�t�zen and sa�d, Who �s K�ng �n
Ephesus? And the c�t�zen answered and sa�d, Whence come ye that
ye know not that great Laert�us re�gns �n Ephesus? They looked one
at the other, greatly perplexed, and presently asked aga�n, Where,
then, �s the good K�ng Max�m�l�anus? The c�t�zen moved h�m apart,
as one who �s afra�d, and sa�d, Ver�ly these men be mad, and dream
dreams, else would they know that the K�ng whereof they speak �s
dead above two hundred years agone.

Then the scales fell from the eyes of the Seven, and one sa�d,
Alas, that we drank of the cur�ous l�quors. They have made us weary,
and �n dreamless sleep these two long centur�es have we la�n. Our
homes are desolate, our fr�ends are dead. Behold, the j�g �s up—let
us d�e. And that same day went they forth and la�d them down and
d�ed. And �n that self-same day, l�kew�se, the Seven-up d�d cease �n
Ephesus, for that the Seven that were up were down aga�n, and
departed and dead w�thal. And the names that be upon the�r tombs,
even unto th�s t�me, are Johannes Sm�th�anus, Trumps, G�ft, H�gh,
and Low, Jack, and The Game. And w�th the sleepers l�e also the
bottles where�n were once the cur�ous l�quors: and upon them �s wr�t,
�n anc�ent letters, such words as these—Dames of heathen gods of
olden t�me, perchance: Rumpunch, J�nsl�ng, Egnog.

Such �s the story of the Seven Sleepers, (w�th sl�ght var�at�ons,)
and I know �t �s true, because I have seen the cave myself.
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Really, so f�rm a fa�th had the anc�ents th�s legend, that as late as
e�ght or n�ne hundred years ago, learned travelers held �t �n
superst�t�ous fear. Two of them record that they ventured �nto �t, but
ran qu�ckly out aga�n, not dar�ng to tarry lest they should fall asleep



and outl�ve the�r great grand-ch�ldren a century or so. Even at th�s
day the �gnorant den�zens of the ne�ghbor�ng country prefer not to
sleep �n �t.



CHAPTER XLI.
When I last made a memorandum, we were at Ephesus. We are �n

Syr�a, now, encamped �n the mounta�ns of Lebanon. The
�nterregnum has been long, both as to t�me and d�stance. We
brought not a rel�c from Ephesus! After gather�ng up fragments of
sculptured marbles and break�ng ornaments from the �nter�or work of
the Mosques; and after br�ng�ng them at a cost of �nf�n�te trouble and
fat�gue, f�ve m�les on muleback to the ra�lway depot, a government
off�cer compelled all who had such th�ngs to d�sgorge! He had an
order from Constant�nople to look out for our party, and see that we
carr�ed noth�ng off. It was a w�se, a just, and a well-deserved rebuke,
but �t created a sensat�on. I never res�st a temptat�on to plunder a
stranger’s prem�ses w�thout feel�ng �nsufferably va�n about �t. Th�s
t�me I felt proud beyond express�on. I was serene �n the m�dst of the
scold�ngs that were heaped upon the Ottoman government for �ts
affront offered to a pleasur�ng party of ent�rely respectable
gentlemen and lad�es I sa�d, “We that have free souls, �t touches us
not.” The shoe not only p�nched our party, but �t p�nched hard; a
pr�nc�pal sufferer d�scovered that the �mper�al order was �nclosed �n
an envelop bear�ng the seal of the Br�t�sh Embassy at
Constant�nople, and therefore must have been �nsp�red by the
representat�ve of the Queen. Th�s was bad—very bad. Com�ng solely
from the Ottomans, �t m�ght have s�gn�f�ed only Ottoman hatred of
Chr�st�ans, and a vulgar �gnorance as to genteel methods of
express�ng �t; but com�ng from the Chr�st�an�zed, educated, pol�t�c
Br�t�sh legat�on, �t s�mply �nt�mated that we were a sort of gentlemen
and lad�es who would bear watch�ng! So the party regarded �t, and
were �ncensed accord�ngly. The truth doubtless was, that the same
precaut�ons would have been taken aga�nst any travelers, because
the Engl�sh Company who have acqu�red the r�ght to excavate
Ephesus, and have pa�d a great sum for that r�ght, need to be
protected, and deserve to be. They can not afford to run the r�sk of



hav�ng the�r hosp�tal�ty abused by travelers, espec�ally s�nce
travelers are such notor�ous scorners of honest behav�or.

We sa�led from Smyrna, �n the w�ldest sp�r�t of expectancy, for the
ch�ef feature, the grand goal of the exped�t�on, was near at hand—
we were approach�ng the Holy Land! Such a burrow�ng �nto the hold
for trunks that had la�n bur�ed for weeks, yes for months; such a
hurry�ng to and fro above decks and below; such a r�otous system of
pack�ng and unpack�ng; such a l�tter�ng up of the cab�ns w�th sh�rts
and sk�rts, and �ndescr�bable and unclassable odds and ends; such a
mak�ng up of bundles, and sett�ng apart of umbrellas, green
spectacles and th�ck ve�ls; such a cr�t�cal �nspect�on of saddles and
br�dles that had never yet touched horses; such a clean�ng and
load�ng of revolvers and exam�n�ng of bow�e-kn�ves; such a half-
sol�ng of the seats of pantaloons w�th serv�ceable bucksk�n; then
such a por�ng over anc�ent maps; such a read�ng up of B�bles and
Palest�ne travels; such a mark�ng out of routes; such exasperat�ng
efforts to d�v�de up the company �nto l�ttle bands of congen�al sp�r�ts
who m�ght make the long and arduous Journey w�thout quarrel�ng;
and morn�ng, noon and n�ght, such mass-meet�ngs �n the cab�ns,
such speech-mak�ng, such sage suggest�ng, such worry�ng and
quarrel�ng, and such a general ra�s�ng of the very m�sch�ef, was
never seen �n the sh�p before!

But �t �s all over now. We are cut up �nto part�es of s�x or e�ght, and
by th�s t�me are scattered far and w�de. Ours �s the only one,
however, that �s ventur�ng on what �s called “the long tr�p”—that �s,
out �nto Syr�a, by Baalbec to Damascus, and thence down through
the full length of Palest�ne. It would be a ted�ous, and also a too r�sky
journey, at th�s hot season of the year, for any but strong, healthy
men, accustomed somewhat to fat�gue and rough l�fe �n the open a�r.
The other part�es w�ll take shorter journeys.

For the last two months we have been �n a worry about one
port�on of th�s Holy Land p�lgr�mage. I refer to transportat�on serv�ce.
We knew very well that Palest�ne was a country wh�ch d�d not do a
large passenger bus�ness, and every man we came across who
knew any th�ng about �t gave us to understand that not half of our
party would be able to get dragomen and an�mals. At Constant�nople



every body fell to telegraph�ng the Amer�can Consuls at Alexandr�a
and Be�rout to g�ve not�ce that we wanted dragomen and
transportat�on. We were desperate—would take horses, jackasses,
cameleopards, kangaroos—any th�ng. At Smyrna, more telegraph�ng
was done, to the same end. Also fear�ng for the worst, we
telegraphed for a large number of seats �n the d�l�gence for
Damascus, and horses for the ru�ns of Baalbec.

As m�ght have been expected, a not�on got abroad �n Syr�a and
Egypt that the whole populat�on of the Prov�nce of Amer�ca (the
Turks cons�der us a tr�fl�ng l�ttle prov�nce �n some unv�s�ted corner of
the world,) were com�ng to the Holy Land—and so, when we got to
Be�rout yesterday, we found the place full of dragomen and the�r
outf�ts. We had all �ntended to go by d�l�gence to Damascus, and
sw�tch off to Baalbec as we went along—because we expected to
rejo�n the sh�p, go to Mount Carmel, and take to the woods from
there. However, when our own pr�vate party of e�ght found that �t was
poss�ble, and proper enough, to make the “long tr�p,” we adopted
that programme. We have never been much trouble to a Consul
before, but we have been a fearful nu�sance to our Consul at Be�rout.
I ment�on th�s because I can not help adm�r�ng h�s pat�ence, h�s
�ndustry, and h�s accommodat�ng sp�r�t. I ment�on �t also, because I
th�nk some of our sh�p’s company d�d not g�ve h�m as full cred�t for
h�s excellent serv�ces as he deserved.

Well, out of our e�ght, three were selected to attend to all bus�ness
connected w�th the exped�t�on. The rest of us had noth�ng to do but
look at the beaut�ful c�ty of Be�rout, w�th �ts br�ght, new houses
nestled among a w�lderness of green shrubbery spread abroad over
an upland that sloped gently down to the sea; and also at the
mounta�ns of Lebanon that env�ron �t; and l�kew�se to bathe �n the
transparent blue water that rolled �ts b�llows about the sh�p (we d�d
not know there were sharks there.) We had also to range up and
down through the town and look at the costumes. These are
p�cturesque and fanc�ful, but not so var�ed as at Constant�nople and
Smyrna; the women of Be�rout add an agony—�n the two former
c�t�es the sex wear a th�n ve�l wh�ch one can see through (and they
often expose the�r ancles,) but at Be�rout they cover the�r ent�re faces
w�th dark-colored or black ve�ls, so that they look l�ke mumm�es, and



then expose the�r breasts to the publ�c. A young gentleman (I bel�eve
he was a Greek,) volunteered to show us around the c�ty, and sa�d �t
would afford h�m great pleasure, because he was study�ng Engl�sh
and wanted pract�ce �n that language. When we had f�n�shed the
rounds, however, he called for remunerat�on—sa�d he hoped the
gentlemen would g�ve h�m a tr�fle �n the way of a few p�astres
(equ�valent to a few f�ve cent p�eces.) We d�d so. The Consul was
surpr�sed when he heard �t, and sa�d he knew the young fellow’s
fam�ly very well, and that they were an old and h�ghly respectable
fam�ly and worth a hundred and f�fty thousand dollars! Some people,
so s�tuated, would have been ashamed of the berth he had w�th us
and h�s manner of crawl�ng �nto �t.

At the appo�nted t�me our bus�ness comm�ttee reported, and sa�d
all th�ngs were �n readdress—that we were to start to-day, w�th
horses, pack an�mals, and tents, and go to Baalbec, Damascus, the
Sea of T�ber�as, and thence southward by the way of the scene of
Jacob’s Dream and other notable B�ble local�t�es to Jerusalem—from
thence probably to the Dead Sea, but poss�bly not—and then str�ke
for the ocean and rejo�n the sh�p three or four weeks hence at Joppa;
terms, f�ve dollars a day ap�ece, �n gold, and every th�ng to be
furn�shed by the dragoman. They sa�d we would l�e as well as at a
hotel. I had read someth�ng l�ke that before, and d�d not shame my
judgment by bel�ev�ng a word of �t. I sa�d noth�ng, however, but
packed up a blanket and a shawl to sleep �n, p�pes and tobacco, two
or three woollen sh�rts, a portfol�o, a gu�de-book, and a B�ble. I also
took along a towel and a cake of soap, to �nsp�re respect �n the
Arabs, who would take me for a k�ng �n d�sgu�se.
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We were to select our horses at 3 P.M. At that hour Abraham, the
dragoman, marshaled them before us. W�th all solemn�ty I set �t
down here, that those horses were the hardest lot I ever d�d come
across, and the�r accoutrements were �n exqu�s�te keep�ng w�th the�r
style. One brute had an eye out; another had h�s ta�l sawed off close,
l�ke a rabb�t, and was proud of �t; another had a bony r�dge runn�ng
from h�s neck to h�s ta�l, l�ke one of those ru�ned aqueducts one sees
about Rome, and had a neck on h�m l�ke a bowspr�t; they all l�mped,
and had sore backs, and l�kew�se raw places and old scales
scattered about the�r persons l�ke brass na�ls �n a ha�r trunk; the�r
ga�ts were marvelous to contemplate, and replete w�th var�ety under
way the process�on looked l�ke a fleet �n a storm. It was fearful.
Blucher shook h�s head and sa�d:

“That dragon �s go�ng to get h�mself �nto trouble fetch�ng these old
crates out of the hosp�tal the way they are, unless he has got a
perm�t.”

I sa�d noth�ng. The d�splay was exactly accord�ng to the gu�de-
book, and were we not travel�ng by the gu�de-book? I selected a
certa�n horse because I thought I saw h�m shy, and I thought that a
horse that had sp�r�t enough to shy was not to be desp�sed.

At 6 o’clock P.M., we came to a halt here on the breezy summ�t of
a shapely mounta�n overlook�ng the sea, and the handsome valley
where dwelt some of those enterpr�s�ng Phoen�c�ans of anc�ent t�mes
we read so much about; all around us are what were once the
dom�n�ons of H�ram, K�ng of Tyre, who furn�shed t�mber from the
cedars of these Lebanon h�lls to bu�ld port�ons of K�ng Solomon’s
Temple w�th.

Shortly after s�x, our pack tra�n arr�ved. I had not seen �t before,
and a good r�ght I had to be aston�shed. We had n�neteen serv�ng
men and twenty-s�x pack mules! It was a perfect caravan. It looked
l�ke one, too, as �t wound among the rocks. I wondered what �n the
very m�sch�ef we wanted w�th such a vast turn-out as that, for e�ght



men. I wondered awh�le, but soon I began to long for a t�n plate, and
some bacon and beans. I had camped out many and many a t�me
before, and knew just what was com�ng. I went off, w�thout wa�t�ng
for serv�ng men, and unsaddled my horse, and washed such
port�ons of h�s r�bs and h�s sp�ne as projected through h�s h�de, and
when I came back, behold f�ve stately c�rcus tents were up—tents
that were br�ll�ant, w�th�n, w�th blue, and gold, and cr�mson, and all
manner of splend�d adornment! I was speechless. Then they brought
e�ght l�ttle �ron bedsteads, and set them up �n the tents; they put a
soft mattress and p�llows and good blankets and two snow-wh�te
sheets on each bed. Next, they r�gged a table about the centre-pole,
and on �t placed pewter p�tchers, bas�ns, soap, and the wh�test of
towels—one set for each man; they po�nted to pockets �n the tent,
and sa�d we could put our small tr�fles �n them for conven�ence, and
�f we needed p�ns or such th�ngs, they were st�ck�ng every where.
Then came the f�n�sh�ng touch—they spread carpets on the floor! I
s�mply sa�d, “If you call th�s camp�ng out, all r�ght—but �t �sn’t the
style I am used to; my l�ttle baggage that I brought along �s at a
d�scount."
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It grew dark, and they put candles on the tables—candles set �n
br�ght, new, brazen candlest�cks. And soon the bell—a genu�ne,
s�mon-pure bell—rang, and we were �nv�ted to “the saloon.” I had
thought before that we had a tent or so too many, but now here was
one, at least, prov�ded for; �t was to be used for noth�ng but an
eat�ng-saloon. L�ke the others, �t was h�gh enough for a fam�ly of
g�raffes to l�ve �n, and was very handsome and clean and br�ght-
colored w�th�n. It was a gem of a place. A table for e�ght, and e�ght
canvas cha�rs; a table-cloth and napk�ns whose wh�teness and
whose f�neness laughed to scorn the th�ngs we were used to �n the
great excurs�on steamer; kn�ves and forks, soup-plates, d�nner-



plates—every th�ng, �n the handsomest k�nd of style. It was
wonderful! And they call th�s camp�ng out. Those stately fellows �n
baggy trowsers and turbaned fezzes brought �n a d�nner wh�ch
cons�sted of roast mutton, roast ch�cken, roast goose, potatoes,
bread, tea, pudd�ng, apples, and del�c�ous grapes; the v�ands were
better cooked than any we had eaten for weeks, and the table made
a f�ner appearance, w�th �ts large German s�lver candlest�cks and
other f�nery, than any table we had sat down to for a good wh�le, and
yet that pol�te dragoman, Abraham, came bow�ng �n and apolog�z�ng
for the whole affa�r, on account of the unavo�dable confus�on of
gett�ng under way for a very long tr�p, and prom�s�ng to do a great
deal better �n future!

It �s m�dn�ght, now, and we break camp at s�x �n the morn�ng.
They call th�s camp�ng out. At th�s rate �t �s a glor�ous pr�v�lege to

be a p�lgr�m to the Holy Land.
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CHAPTER XLII.
We are camped near Temn�n-el-Foka—a name wh�ch the boys

have s�mpl�f�ed a good deal, for the sake of conven�ence �n spell�ng.
They call �t Jacksonv�lle. It sounds a l�ttle strangely, here �n the Valley
of Lebanon, but �t has the mer�t of be�ng eas�er to remember than the
Arab�c name.

“COME LIKE SPIRITS, SO DEPART.”

“The n�ght shall be f�lled w�th mus�c,
   And the cares that �nfest the day
Shall fold the�r tents l�ke the Arabs,
   And as s�lently steal away."

I slept very soundly last n�ght, yet when the dragoman’s bell rang
at half-past f�ve th�s morn�ng and the cry went abroad of “Ten
m�nutes to dress for breakfast!” I heard both. It surpr�sed me,
because I have not heard the breakfast gong �n the sh�p for a month,
and whenever we have had occas�on to f�re a salute at dayl�ght, I
have only found �t out �n the course of conversat�on afterward.
However, camp�ng out, even though �t be �n a gorgeous tent, makes
one fresh and l�vely �n the morn�ng—espec�ally �f the a�r you are
breath�ng �s the cool, fresh a�r of the mounta�ns.

I was dressed w�th�n the ten m�nutes, and came out. The saloon
tent had been str�pped of �ts s�des, and had noth�ng left but �ts roof;
so when we sat down to table we could look out over a noble
panorama of mounta�n, sea and hazy valley. And s�tt�ng thus, the sun
rose slowly up and suffused the p�cture w�th a world of r�ch color�ng.

Hot mutton chops, fr�ed ch�cken, omelettes, fr�ed potatoes and
coffee—all excellent. Th�s was the b�ll of fare. It was sauced w�th a
savage appet�te purchased by hard r�d�ng the day before, and
refresh�ng sleep �n a pure atmosphere. As I called for a second cup



of coffee, I glanced over my shoulder, and behold our wh�te v�llage
was gone—the splend�d tents had van�shed l�ke mag�c! It was
wonderful how qu�ckly those Arabs had “folded the�r tents;” and �t
was wonderful, also, how qu�ckly they had gathered the thousand
odds and ends of the camp together and d�sappeared w�th them.
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By half-past s�x we were under way, and all the Syr�an world
seemed to be under way also. The road was f�lled w�th mule tra�ns
and long process�ons of camels. Th�s rem�nds me that we have been
try�ng for some t�me to th�nk what a camel looks l�ke, and now we
have made �t out. When he �s down on all h�s knees, flat on h�s
breast to rece�ve h�s load, he looks someth�ng l�ke a goose
sw�mm�ng; and when he �s upr�ght he looks l�ke an ostr�ch w�th an
extra set of legs. Camels are not beaut�ful, and the�r long under l�p
g�ves them an exceed�ngly “gallus”—[Excuse the slang, no other
word w�ll descr�be �t]—express�on. They have �mmense, flat, forked
cush�ons of feet, that make a track �n the dust l�ke a p�e w�th a sl�ce
cut out of �t. They are not part�cular about the�r d�et. They would eat a
tombstone �f they could b�te �t. A th�stle grows about here wh�ch has
needles on �t that would p�erce through leather, I th�nk; �f one touches
you, you can f�nd rel�ef �n noth�ng but profan�ty. The camels eat
these. They show by the�r act�ons that they enjoy them. I suppose �t
would be a real treat to a camel to have a keg of na�ls for supper.

Wh�le I am speak�ng of an�mals, I w�ll ment�on that I have a horse
now by the name of “Jer�cho.” He �s a mare. I have seen remarkable
horses before, but none so remarkable as th�s. I wanted a horse that
could shy, and th�s one f�lls the b�ll. I had an �dea that shy�ng
�nd�cated sp�r�t. If I was correct, I have got the most sp�r�ted horse on
earth. He sh�es at every th�ng he comes across, w�th the utmost
�mpart�al�ty. He appears to have a mortal dread of telegraph poles,
espec�ally; and �t �s fortunate that these are on both s�des of the



road, because as �t �s now, I never fall off tw�ce �n success�on on the
same s�de. If I fell on the same s�de always, �t would get to be
monotonous after a wh�le. Th�s creature has scared at every th�ng he
has seen to-day, except a haystack. He walked up to that w�th an
�ntrep�d�ty and a recklessness that were aston�sh�ng. And �t would f�ll
any one w�th adm�rat�on to see how he preserves h�s self-possess�on
�n the presence of a barley sack. Th�s dare-dev�l bravery w�ll be the
death of th�s horse some day.

He �s not part�cularly fast, but I th�nk he w�ll get me through the
Holy Land. He has only one fault. H�s ta�l has been chopped off or
else he has sat down on �t too hard, some t�me or other, and he has
to f�ght the fl�es w�th h�s heels. Th�s �s all very well, but when he tr�es
to k�ck a fly off the top of h�s head w�th h�s h�nd foot, �t �s too much
var�ety. He �s go�ng to get h�mself �nto trouble that way some day. He
reaches around and b�tes my legs too. I do not care part�cularly
about that, only I do not l�ke to see a horse too soc�able.
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I th�nk the owner of th�s pr�ze had a wrong op�n�on about h�m. He
had an �dea that he was one of those f�ery, untamed steeds, but he �s
not of that character. I know the Arab had th�s �dea, because when
he brought the horse out for �nspect�on �n Be�rout, he kept jerk�ng at
the br�dle and shout�ng �n Arab�c, “Ho! w�ll you? Do you want to run
away, you feroc�ous beast, and break your neck?” when all the t�me
the horse was not do�ng anyth�ng �n the world, and only looked l�ke
he wanted to lean up aga�nst someth�ng and th�nk. Whenever he �s
not shy�ng at th�ngs, or reach�ng after a fly, he wants to do that yet.
How �t would surpr�se h�s owner to know th�s.

We have been �n a h�stor�cal sect�on of country all day. At noon we
camped three hours and took luncheon at Mekseh, near the junct�on
of the Lebanon Mounta�ns and the Jebel el Kune�y�seh, and looked
down �nto the �mmense, level, garden-l�ke Valley of Lebanon. To-



n�ght we are camp�ng near the same valley, and have a very w�de
sweep of �t �n v�ew. We can see the long, whale-backed r�dge of
Mount Hermon project�ng above the eastern h�lls. The “dews of
Hermon” are fall�ng upon us now, and the tents are almost soaked
w�th them.

Over the way from us, and h�gher up the valley, we can d�scern,
through the glasses, the fa�nt outl�nes of the wonderful ru�ns of
Baalbec, the supposed Baal-Gad of Scr�pture. Joshua, and another
person, were the two sp�es who were sent �nto th�s land of Canaan
by the ch�ldren of Israel to report upon �ts character—I mean they
were the sp�es who reported favorably. They took back w�th them
some spec�mens of the grapes of th�s country, and �n the ch�ldren’s
p�cture-books they are always represented as bear�ng one
monstrous bunch swung to a pole between them, a respectable load
for a pack-tra�n. The Sunday-school books exaggerated �t a l�ttle.
The grapes are most excellent to th�s day, but the bunches are not
as large as those �n the p�ctures. I was surpr�sed and hurt when I
saw them, because those colossal bunches of grapes were one of
my most cher�shed juven�le trad�t�ons.
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Joshua reported favorably, and the ch�ldren of Israel journeyed on,
w�th Moses at the head of the general government, and Joshua �n
command of the army of s�x hundred thousand f�ght�ng men. Of
women and ch�ldren and c�v�l�ans there was a countless swarm. Of
all that m�ghty host, none but the two fa�thful sp�es ever l�ved to set
the�r feet �n the Prom�sed Land. They and the�r descendants
wandered forty years �n the desert, and then Moses, the g�fted
warr�or, poet, statesman and ph�losopher, went up �nto P�sgah and
met h�s myster�ous fate. Where he was bur�ed no man knows—for
“* * * no man dug that sepulchre,
And no man saw �t e’er—



For the Sons of God upturned the sod
And la�d the dead man there!”

Then Joshua began h�s terr�ble ra�d, and from Jer�cho clear to th�s
Baal-Gad, he swept the land l�ke the Gen�us of Destruct�on. He
slaughtered the people, la�d waste the�r so�l, and razed the�r c�t�es to
the ground. He wasted th�rty-one k�ngs also. One may call �t that,
though really �t can hardly be called wast�ng them, because there
were always plenty of k�ngs �n those days, and to spare. At any rate,
he destroyed th�rty-one k�ngs, and d�v�ded up the�r realms among h�s
Israel�tes. He d�v�ded up th�s valley stretched out here before us, and
so �t was once Jew�sh terr�tory. The Jews have long s�nce
d�sappeared from �t, however.

Back yonder, an hour’s journey from here, we passed through an
Arab v�llage of stone dry-goods boxes (they look l�ke that,) where
Noah’s tomb l�es under lock and key. [Noah bu�lt the ark.] Over these
old h�lls and valleys the ark that conta�ned all that was left of a
van�shed world once floated.

I make no apology for deta�l�ng the above �nformat�on. It w�ll be
news to some of my readers, at any rate.

Noah’s tomb �s bu�lt of stone, and �s covered w�th a long stone
bu�ld�ng. Bucksheesh let us �n. The bu�ld�ng had to be long, because
the grave of the honored old nav�gator �s two hundred and ten feet
long �tself! It �s only about four feet h�gh, though. He must have cast
a shadow l�ke a l�ghtn�ng-rod. The proof that th�s �s the genu�ne spot
where Noah was bur�ed can only be doubted by uncommonly
�ncredulous people. The ev�dence �s pretty stra�ght. Shem, the son of
Noah, was present at the bur�al, and showed the place to h�s
descendants, who transm�tted the knowledge to the�r descendants,
and the l�neal descendants of these �ntroduced themselves to us to-
day. It was pleasant to make the acqua�ntance of members of so
respectable a fam�ly. It was a th�ng to be proud of. It was the next
th�ng to be�ng acqua�nted w�th Noah h�mself.

Noah’s memorable voyage w�ll always possess a l�v�ng �nterest for
me, henceforward.

If ever an oppressed race ex�sted, �t �s th�s one we see fettered
around us under the �nhuman tyranny of the Ottoman Emp�re. I w�sh



Europe would let Russ�a ann�h�late Turkey a l�ttle—not much, but
enough to make �t d�ff�cult to f�nd the place aga�n w�thout a d�v�n�ng-
rod or a d�v�ng-bell. The Syr�ans are very poor, and yet they are
ground down by a system of taxat�on that would dr�ve any other
nat�on frant�c. Last year the�r taxes were heavy enough, �n all
consc�ence—but th�s year they have been �ncreased by the add�t�on
of taxes that were forg�ven them �n t�mes of fam�ne �n former years.
On top of th�s the Government has lev�ed a tax of one-tenth of the
whole proceeds of the land. Th�s �s only half the story. The Pacha of
a Pachal�c does not trouble h�mself w�th appo�nt�ng tax-collectors. He
f�gures up what all these taxes ought to amount to �n a certa�n
d�str�ct. Then he farms the collect�on out. He calls the r�ch men
together, the h�ghest b�dder gets the speculat�on, pays the Pacha on
the spot, and then sells out to smaller fry, who sell �n turn to a
p�rat�cal horde of st�ll smaller fry. These latter compel the peasant to
br�ng h�s l�ttle tr�fle of gra�n to the v�llage, at h�s own cost. It must be
we�ghed, the var�ous taxes set apart, and the rema�nder returned to
the producer. But the collector delays th�s duty day after day, wh�le
the producer’s fam�ly are per�sh�ng for bread; at last the poor wretch,
who can not but understand the game, says, “Take a quarter—take
half—take two-th�rds �f you w�ll, and let me go!” It �s a most
outrageous state of th�ngs.

These people are naturally good-hearted and �ntell�gent, and w�th
educat�on and l�berty, would be a happy and contented race. They
often appeal to the stranger to know �f the great world w�ll not some
day come to the�r rel�ef and save them. The Sultan has been
lav�sh�ng money l�ke water �n England and Par�s, but h�s subjects are
suffer�ng for �t now.

Th�s fash�on of camp�ng out bew�lders me. We have boot-jacks
and a bath-tub, now, and yet all the myster�es the pack-mules carry
are not revealed. What next?



CHAPTER XLIII.
We had a ted�ous r�de of about f�ve hours, �n the sun, across the

Valley of Lebanon. It proved to be not qu�te so much of a garden as �t
had seemed from the h�ll-s�des. It was a desert, weed-grown waste,
l�ttered th�ckly w�th stones the s�ze of a man’s f�st. Here and there the
nat�ves had scratched the ground and reared a s�ckly crop of gra�n,
but for the most part the valley was g�ven up to a handful of
shepherds, whose flocks were do�ng what they honestly could to get
a l�v�ng, but the chances were aga�nst them. We saw rude p�les of
stones stand�ng near the roads�de, at �ntervals, and recogn�zed the
custom of mark�ng boundar�es wh�ch obta�ned �n Jacob’s t�me. There
were no walls, no fences, no hedges—noth�ng to secure a man’s
possess�ons but these random heaps of stones. The Israel�tes held
them sacred �n the old patr�archal t�mes, and these other Arabs, the�r
l�neal descendants, do so l�kew�se. An Amer�can, of ord�nary
�ntell�gence, would soon w�dely extend h�s property, at an outlay of
mere manual labor, performed at n�ght, under so loose a system of
fenc�ng as th�s.
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The plows these people use are s�mply a sharpened st�ck, such as
Abraham plowed w�th, and they st�ll w�nnow the�r wheat as he d�d—
they p�le �t on the house-top, and then toss �t by shovel-fulls �nto the
a�r unt�l the w�nd has blown all the chaff away. They never �nvent any
th�ng, never learn any th�ng.

We had a f�ne race, of a m�le, w�th an Arab perched on a camel.
Some of the horses were fast, and made very good t�me, but the
camel scampered by them w�thout any very great effort. The yell�ng



and shout�ng, and wh�pp�ng and gallop�ng, of all part�es �nterested,
made �t an exh�larat�ng, exc�t�ng, and part�cularly bo�sterous race.
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At eleven o’clock, our eyes fell upon the walls and columns of
Baalbec, a noble ru�n whose h�story �s a sealed book. It has stood
there for thousands of years, the wonder and adm�rat�on of travelers;
but who bu�lt �t, or when �t was bu�lt, are quest�ons that may never be
answered. One th�ng �s very sure, though. Such grandeur of des�gn,
and such grace of execut�on, as one sees �n the temples of Baalbec,
have not been equaled or even approached �n any work of men’s
hands that has been bu�lt w�th�n twenty centur�es past.
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The great Temple of the Sun, the Temple of Jup�ter, and several
smaller temples, are clustered together �n the m�dst of one of these
m�serable Syr�an v�llages, and look strangely enough �n such
plebe�an company. These temples are bu�lt upon mass�ve
substruct�ons that m�ght support a world, almost; the mater�als used
are blocks of stone as large as an omn�bus—very few, �f any of them,
are smaller than a carpenter’s tool chest—and these substruct�ons
are traversed by tunnels of masonry through wh�ch a tra�n of cars
m�ght pass. W�th such foundat�ons as these, �t �s l�ttle wonder that
Baalbec has lasted so long. The Temple of the Sun �s nearly three
hundred feet long and one hundred and s�xty feet w�de. It had f�fty-
four columns around �t, but only s�x are stand�ng now—the others l�e
broken at �ts base, a confused and p�cturesque heap. The s�x
columns are the�r bases, Cor�nth�an cap�tals and entablature—and



s�x more shapely columns do not ex�st. The columns and the
entablature together are n�nety feet h�gh—a prod�g�ous alt�tude for
shafts of stone to reach, truly—and yet one only th�nks of the�r
beauty and symmetry when look�ng at them; the p�llars look slender
and del�cate, the entablature, w�th �ts elaborate sculpture, looks l�ke
r�ch stucco-work. But when you have gazed aloft t�ll your eyes are
weary, you glance at the great fragments of p�llars among wh�ch you
are stand�ng, and f�nd that they are e�ght feet through; and w�th them
l�e beaut�ful cap�tals apparently as large as a small cottage; and also
s�ngle slabs of stone, superbly sculptured, that are four or f�ve feet
th�ck, and would completely cover the floor of any ord�nary parlor.
You wonder where these monstrous th�ngs came from, and �t takes
some l�ttle t�me to sat�sfy yourself that the a�ry and graceful fabr�c
that towers above your head �s made up of the�r mates. It seems too
preposterous.

The Temple of Jup�ter �s a smaller ru�n than the one I have been
speak�ng of, and yet �s �mmense. It �s �n a tolerable state of
preservat�on. One row of n�ne columns stands almost un�njured.
They are s�xty-f�ve feet h�gh and support a sort of porch or roof,
wh�ch connects them w�th the roof of the bu�ld�ng. Th�s porch-roof �s
composed of tremendous slabs of stone, wh�ch are so f�nely
sculptured on the under s�de that the work looks l�ke a fresco from
below. One or two of these slabs had fallen, and aga�n I wondered �f
the g�gant�c masses of carved stone that lay about me were no
larger than those above my head. W�th�n the temple, the
ornamentat�on was elaborate and colossal. What a wonder of
arch�tectural beauty and grandeur th�s ed�f�ce must have been when
�t was new! And what a noble p�cture �t and �ts statel�er compan�on,
w�th the chaos of m�ghty fragments scattered about them, yet makes
�n the moonl�ght!
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I can not conce�ve how those �mmense blocks of stone were ever
hauled from the quarr�es, or how they were ever ra�sed to the d�zzy
he�ghts they occupy �n the temples. And yet these sculptured blocks
are tr�fles �n s�ze compared w�th the rough-hewn blocks that form the
w�de verandah or platform wh�ch surrounds the Great Temple. One
stretch of that platform, two hundred feet long, �s composed of blocks
of stone as large, and some of them larger, than a street-car. They
surmount a wall about ten or twelve feet h�gh. I thought those were
large rocks, but they sank �nto �ns�gn�f�cance compared w�th those
wh�ch formed another sect�on of the platform. These were three �n
number, and I thought that each of them was about as long as three
street cars placed end to end, though of course they are a th�rd w�der
and a th�rd h�gher than a street car. Perhaps two ra�lway fre�ght cars
of the largest pattern, placed end to end, m�ght better represent the�r
s�ze. In comb�ned length these three stones stretch nearly two
hundred feet; they are th�rteen feet square; two of them are s�xty-four
feet long each, and the th�rd �s s�xty-n�ne. They are bu�lt �nto the
mass�ve wall some twenty feet above the ground. They are there,
but how they got there �s the quest�on. I have seen the hull of a
steamboat that was smaller than one of those stones. All these great
walls are as exact and shapely as the fl�msy th�ngs we bu�ld of br�cks
�n these days. A race of gods or of g�ants must have �nhab�ted
Baalbec many a century ago. Men l�ke the men of our day could
hardly rear such temples as these.
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We went to the quarry from whence the stones of Baalbec were
taken. It was about a quarter of a m�le off, and down h�ll. In a great
p�t lay the mate of the largest stone �n the ru�ns. It lay there just as
the g�ants of that old forgotten t�me had left �t when they were called
hence—just as they had left �t, to rema�n for thousands of years, an
eloquent rebuke unto such as are prone to th�nk sl�ght�ngly of the



men who l�ved before them. Th�s enormous block l�es there, squared
and ready for the bu�lders’ hands—a sol�d mass fourteen feet by
seventeen, and but a few �nches less than seventy feet long! Two
bugg�es could be dr�ven abreast of each other, on �ts surface, from
one end of �t to the other, and leave room enough for a man or two to
walk on e�ther s�de.

One m�ght swear that all the John Sm�ths and George W�lk�nsons,
and all the other p�t�ful nobod�es between K�ngdom Come and
Baalbec would �nscr�be the�r poor l�ttle names upon the walls of
Baalbec’s magn�f�cent ru�ns, and would add the town, the county and
the State they came from—and swear�ng thus, be �nfall�bly correct. It
�s a p�ty some great ru�n does not fall �n and flatten out some of these
rept�les, and scare the�r k�nd out of ever g�v�ng the�r names to fame
upon any walls or monuments aga�n, forever.

Properly, w�th the sorry rel�cs we bestrode, �t was a three days’
journey to Damascus. It was necessary that we should do �t �n less
than two. It was necessary because our three p�lgr�ms would not
travel on the Sabbath day. We were all perfectly w�ll�ng to keep the
Sabbath day, but there are t�mes when to keep the letter of a sacred
law whose sp�r�t �s r�ghteous, becomes a s�n, and th�s was a case �n
po�nt. We pleaded for the t�red, �ll-treated horses, and tr�ed to show
that the�r fa�thful serv�ce deserved k�ndness �n return, and the�r hard
lot compass�on. But when d�d ever self-r�ghteousness know the
sent�ment of p�ty? What were a few long hours added to the
hardsh�ps of some over-taxed brutes when we�ghed aga�nst the per�l
of those human souls? It was not the most prom�s�ng party to travel
w�th and hope to ga�n a h�gher venerat�on for rel�g�on through the
example of �ts devotees. We sa�d the Sav�our who p�t�ed dumb
beasts and taught that the ox must be rescued from the m�re even
on the Sabbath day, would not have counseled a forced march l�ke
th�s. We sa�d the “long tr�p” was exhaust�ng and therefore dangerous
�n the bl�ster�ng heats of summer, even when the ord�nary days’
stages were traversed, and �f we pers�sted �n th�s hard march, some
of us m�ght be str�cken down w�th the fevers of the country �n
consequence of �t. Noth�ng could move the p�lgr�ms. They must
press on. Men m�ght d�e, horses m�ght d�e, but they must enter upon
holy so�l next week, w�th no Sabbath-break�ng sta�n upon them. Thus



they were w�ll�ng to comm�t a s�n aga�nst the sp�r�t of rel�g�ous law, �n
order that they m�ght preserve the letter of �t. It was not worth wh�le
to tell them “the letter k�lls.” I am talk�ng now about personal fr�ends;
men whom I l�ke; men who are good c�t�zens; who are honorable,
upr�ght, consc�ent�ous; but whose �dea of the Sav�our’s rel�g�on
seems to me d�storted. They lecture our shortcom�ngs unspar�ngly,
and every n�ght they call us together and read to us chapters from
the Testament that are full of gentleness, of char�ty, and of tender
mercy; and then all the next day they st�ck to the�r saddles clear up
to the summ�ts of these rugged mounta�ns, and clear down aga�n.
Apply the Testament’s gentleness, and char�ty, and tender mercy to a
to�l�ng, worn and weary horse?—Nonsense—these are for God’s
human creatures, not H�s dumb ones. What the p�lgr�ms choose to
do, respect for the�r almost sacred character demands that I should
allow to pass—but I would so l�ke to catch any other member of the
party r�d�ng h�s horse up one of these exhaust�ng h�lls once!
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We have g�ven the p�lgr�ms a good many examples that m�ght
benef�t them, but �t �s v�rtue thrown away. They have never heard a
cross word out of our l�ps toward each other—but they have
quarreled once or tw�ce. We love to hear them at �t, after they have
been lectur�ng us. The very f�rst th�ng they d�d, com�ng ashore at
Be�rout, was to quarrel �n the boat. I have sa�d I l�ke them, and I do
l�ke them—but every t�me they read me a scorcher of a lecture I
mean to talk back �n pr�nt.

Not content w�th doubl�ng the leg�t�mate stages, they sw�tched off
the ma�n road and went away out of the way to v�s�t an absurd
founta�n called F�g�a, because Baalam’s ass had drank there once.
So we journeyed on, through the terr�ble h�lls and deserts and the
roast�ng sun, and then far �nto the n�ght, seek�ng the honored pool of
Baalam’s ass, the patron sa�nt of all p�lgr�ms l�ke us. I f�nd no entry



but th�s �n my note-book:
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“Rode to-day, altogether, th�rteen hours, through
deserts, partly, and partly over barren, uns�ghtly h�lls,
and latterly through w�ld, rocky scenery, and camped at
about eleven o’clock at n�ght on the banks of a l�mp�d
stream, near a Syr�an v�llage. Do not know �ts name—
do not w�sh to know �t—want to go to bed. Two horses
lame (m�ne and Jack’s) and the others worn out. Jack
and I walked three or four m�les, over the h�lls, and led
the horses. Fun—but of a m�ld type.”

Twelve or th�rteen hours �n the saddle, even �n a Chr�st�an land
and a Chr�st�an cl�mate, and on a good horse, �s a t�resome journey;
but �n an oven l�ke Syr�a, �n a ragged spoon of a saddle that sl�ps
fore-and-aft, and “thort-sh�ps,” and every way, and on a horse that �s
t�red and lame, and yet must be wh�pped and spurred w�th hardly a
moment’s cessat�on all day long, t�ll the blood comes from h�s s�de,
and your consc�ence hurts you every t�me you str�ke �f you are half a
man,—�t �s a journey to be remembered �n b�tterness of sp�r�t and
execrated w�th emphas�s for a l�beral d�v�s�on of a man’s l�fet�me.



CHAPTER XLIV.
The next day was an outrage upon men and horses both. It was

another th�rteen-hour stretch (�nclud�ng an hour’s “noon�ng.”) It was
over the barrenest chalk-h�lls and through the baldest canons that
even Syr�a can show. The heat qu�vered �n the a�r every where. In
the canons we almost smothered �n the bak�ng atmosphere. On h�gh
ground, the reflect�on from the chalk-h�lls was bl�nd�ng. It was cruel to
urge the cr�ppled horses, but �t had to be done �n order to make
Damascus Saturday n�ght. We saw anc�ent tombs and temples of
fanc�ful arch�tecture carved out of the sol�d rock h�gh up �n the face of
prec�p�ces above our heads, but we had ne�ther t�me nor strength to
cl�mb up there and exam�ne them. The terse language of my note-
book w�ll answer for the rest of th�s day’s exper�ences:

“Broke camp at 7 A.M., and made a ghastly tr�p
through the Zeb Dana valley and the rough mounta�ns
—horses l�mp�ng and that Arab screech-owl that does
most of the s�ng�ng and carr�es the water-sk�ns, always
a thousand m�les ahead, of course, and no water to
dr�nk—w�ll he never d�e? Beaut�ful stream �n a chasm,
l�ned th�ck w�th pomegranate, f�g, ol�ve and qu�nce
orchards, and nooned an hour at the celebrated
Baalam’s Ass Founta�n of F�g�a, second �n s�ze �n
Syr�a, and the coldest water out of S�ber�a—gu�de-
books do not say Baalam’s ass ever drank there—
somebody been �mpos�ng on the p�lgr�ms, may be.
Bathed �n �t—Jack and I. Only a second—�ce-water. It
�s the pr�nc�pal source of the Abana r�ver—only one-
half m�le down to where �t jo�ns. Beaut�ful place—g�ant
trees all around—so shady and cool, �f one could keep
awake—vast stream gushes stra�ght out from under
the mounta�n �n a torrent. Over �t �s a very anc�ent ru�n,
w�th no known h�story—supposed to have been for the



worsh�p of the de�ty of the founta�n or Baalam’s ass or
somebody. Wretched nest of human verm�n about the
founta�n—rags, d�rt, sunken cheeks, pallor of s�ckness,
sores, project�ng bones, dull, ach�ng m�sery �n the�r
eyes and ravenous hunger speak�ng from every
eloquent f�bre and muscle from head to foot. How they
sprang upon a bone, how they crunched the bread we
gave them! Such as these to swarm about one and
watch every b�te he takes, w�th greedy looks, and
swallow unconsc�ously every t�me he swallows, as �f
they half fanc�ed the prec�ous morsel went down the�r
own throats—hurry up the caravan!—I never shall
enjoy a meal �n th�s d�stressful country. To th�nk of
eat�ng three t�mes every day under such
c�rcumstances for three weeks yet—�t �s worse
pun�shment than r�d�ng all day �n the sun. There are
s�xteen starv�ng bab�es from one to s�x years old �n the
party, and the�r legs are no larger than broom handles.
Left the founta�n at 1 P.M. (the founta�n took us at least
two hours out of our way,) and reached Mahomet’s
lookout perch, over Damascus, �n t�me to get a good
long look before �t was necessary to move on. T�red?
Ask of the w�nds that far away w�th fragments strewed
the sea.”
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As the glare of day mellowed �nto tw�l�ght, we looked down upon a
p�cture wh�ch �s celebrated all over the world. I th�nk I have read
about four hundred t�mes that when Mahomet was a s�mple camel-
dr�ver he reached th�s po�nt and looked down upon Damascus for the
f�rst t�me, and then made a certa�n renowned remark. He sa�d man



could enter only one parad�se; he preferred to go to the one above.
So he sat down there and feasted h�s eyes upon the earthly parad�se
of Damascus, and then went away w�thout enter�ng �ts gates. They
have erected a tower on the h�ll to mark the spot where he stood.

Damascus �s beaut�ful from the mounta�n. It �s beaut�ful even to
fore�gners accustomed to luxur�ant vegetat�on, and I can eas�ly
understand how unspeakably beaut�ful �t must be to eyes that are
only used to the God-forsaken barrenness and desolat�on of Syr�a. I
should th�nk a Syr�an would go w�ld w�th ecstacy when such a p�cture
bursts upon h�m for the f�rst t�me.

From h�s h�gh perch, one sees before h�m and below h�m, a wall of
dreary mounta�ns, shorn of vegetat�on, glar�ng f�ercely �n the sun; �t
fences �n a level desert of yellow sand, smooth as velvet and
threaded far away w�th f�ne l�nes that stand for roads, and dotted w�th
creep�ng m�tes we know are camel-tra�ns and journey�ng men; r�ght
�n the m�dst of the desert �s spread a b�llowy expanse of green
fol�age; and nestl�ng �n �ts heart s�ts the great wh�te c�ty, l�ke an �sland
of pearls and opals gleam�ng out of a sea of emeralds. Th�s �s the
p�cture you see spread far below you, w�th d�stance to soften �t, the
sun to glor�fy �t, strong contrasts to he�ghten the effects, and over �t
and about �t a drows�ng a�r of repose to sp�r�tual�ze �t and make �t
seem rather a beaut�ful estray from the myster�ous worlds we v�s�t �n
dreams than a substant�al tenant of our coarse, dull globe. And when
you th�nk of the leagues of bl�ghted, blasted, sandy, rocky, sun-burnt,
ugly, dreary, �nfamous country you have r�dden over to get here, you
th�nk �t �s the most beaut�ful, beaut�ful p�cture that ever human eyes
rested upon �n all the broad un�verse! If I were to go to Damascus
aga�n, I would camp on Mahomet’s h�ll about a week, and then go
away. There �s no need to go �ns�de the walls. The Prophet was w�se
w�thout know�ng �t when he dec�ded not to go down �nto the parad�se
of Damascus.
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There �s an honored old trad�t�on that the �mmense garden wh�ch
Damascus stands �n was the Garden of Eden, and modern wr�ters
have gathered up many chapters of ev�dence tend�ng to show that �t
really was the Garden of Eden, and that the r�vers Pharpar and
Abana are the “two r�vers” that watered Adam’s Parad�se. It may be
so, but �t �s not parad�se now, and one would be as happy outs�de of
�t as he would be l�kely to be w�th�n. It �s so crooked and cramped
and d�rty that one can not real�ze that he �s �n the splend�d c�ty he
saw from the h�ll-top. The gardens are h�dden by h�gh mud-walls,
and the parad�se �s become a very s�nk of pollut�on and
uncomel�ness. Damascus has plenty of clear, pure water �n �t,
though, and th�s �s enough, of �tself, to make an Arab th�nk �t
beaut�ful and blessed. Water �s scarce �n bl�stered Syr�a. We run
ra�lways by our large c�t�es �n Amer�ca; �n Syr�a they curve the roads
so as to make them run by the meagre l�ttle puddles they call
“founta�ns,” and wh�ch are not found oftener on a journey than every
four hours. But the “r�vers” of Pharpar and Abana of Scr�pture (mere
creeks,) run through Damascus, and so every house and every
garden have the�r sparkl�ng founta�ns and r�vulets of water. W�th her
forest of fol�age and her abundance of water, Damascus must be a
wonder of wonders to the Bedou�n from the deserts. Damascus �s
s�mply an oas�s—that �s what �t �s. For four thousand years �ts waters
have not gone dry or �ts fert�l�ty fa�led. Now we can understand why
the c�ty has ex�sted so long. It could not d�e. So long as �ts waters
rema�n to �t away out there �n the m�dst of that howl�ng desert, so
long w�ll Damascus l�ve to bless the s�ght of the t�red and th�rsty
wayfarer.

“Though old as h�story �tself, thou art fresh as the
breath of spr�ng, bloom�ng as th�ne own rose-bud, and
fragrant as th�ne own orange flower, O Damascus,
pearl of the East!”

Damascus dates back anter�or to the days of Abraham, and �s the
oldest c�ty �n the world. It was founded by Uz, the grandson of Noah.
“The early h�story of Damascus �s shrouded �n the m�sts of a hoary



ant�qu�ty.” Leave the matters wr�tten of �n the f�rst eleven chapters of
the Old Testament out, and no recorded event has occurred �n the
world but Damascus was �n ex�stence to rece�ve the news of �t. Go
back as far as you w�ll �nto the vague past, there was always a
Damascus. In the wr�t�ngs of every century for more than four
thousand years, �ts name has been ment�oned and �ts pra�ses sung.
To Damascus, years are only moments, decades are only fl�tt�ng
tr�fles of t�me. She measures t�me, not by days and months and
years, but by the emp�res she has seen r�se, and prosper and
crumble to ru�n. She �s a type of �mmortal�ty. She saw the
foundat�ons of Baalbec, and Thebes, and Ephesus la�d; she saw
these v�llages grow �nto m�ghty c�t�es, and amaze the world w�th the�r
grandeur—and she has l�ved to see them desolate, deserted, and
g�ven over to the owls and the bats. She saw the Israel�t�sh emp�re
exalted, and she saw �t ann�h�lated. She saw Greece r�se, and
flour�sh two thousand years, and d�e. In her old age she saw Rome
bu�lt; she saw �t overshadow the world w�th �ts power; she saw �t
per�sh. The few hundreds of years of Genoese and Venet�an m�ght
and splendor were, to grave old Damascus, only a tr�fl�ng sc�nt�llat�on
hardly worth remember�ng. Damascus has seen all that has ever
occurred on earth, and st�ll she l�ves. She has looked upon the dry
bones of a thousand emp�res, and w�ll see the tombs of a thousand
more before she d�es. Though another cla�ms the name, old
Damascus �s by r�ght the Eternal C�ty.

We reached the c�ty gates just at sundown. They do say that one
can get �nto any walled c�ty of Syr�a, after n�ght, for bucksheesh,
except Damascus. But Damascus, w�th �ts four thousand years of
respectab�l�ty �n the world, has many old fogy not�ons. There are no
street lamps there, and the law compels all who go abroad at n�ght to
carry lanterns, just as was the case �n old days, when heroes and
hero�nes of the Arab�an N�ghts walked the streets of Damascus, or
flew away toward Bagdad on enchanted carpets.

It was fa�rly dark a few m�nutes after we got w�th�n the wall, and we
rode long d�stances through wonderfully crooked streets, e�ght to ten
feet w�de, and shut �n on e�ther s�de by the h�gh mud-walls of the
gardens. At last we got to where lanterns could be seen fl�tt�ng about
here and there, and knew we were �n the m�dst of the cur�ous old



c�ty. In a l�ttle narrow street, crowded w�th our pack-mules and w�th a
swarm of uncouth Arabs, we al�ghted, and through a k�nd of a hole �n
the wall entered the hotel. We stood �n a great flagged court, w�th
flowers and c�tron trees about us, and a huge tank �n the centre that
was rece�v�ng the waters of many p�pes. We crossed the court and
entered the rooms prepared to rece�ve four of us. In a large marble-
paved recess between the two rooms was a tank of clear, cool water,
wh�ch was kept runn�ng over all the t�me by the streams that were
pour�ng �nto �t from half a dozen p�pes. Noth�ng, �n th�s scorch�ng,
desolate land could look so refresh�ng as th�s pure water flash�ng �n
the lamp-l�ght; noth�ng could look so beaut�ful, noth�ng could sound
so del�c�ous as th�s m�m�c ra�n to ears long unaccustomed to sounds
of such a nature. Our rooms were large, comfortably furn�shed, and
even had the�r floors clothed w�th soft, cheerful-t�nted carpets. It was
a pleasant th�ng to see a carpet aga�n, for �f there �s any th�ng
drear�er than the tomb-l�ke, stone-paved parlors and bed-rooms of
Europe and As�a, I do not know what �t �s. They make one th�nk of
the grave all the t�me. A very broad, ga�ly capar�soned d�van, some
twelve or fourteen feet long, extended across one s�de of each room,
and oppos�te were s�ngle beds w�th spr�ng mattresses. There were
great look�ng-glasses and marble-top tables. All th�s luxury was as
grateful to systems and senses worn out w�th an exhaust�ng day’s
travel, as �t was unexpected—for one can not tell what to expect �n a
Turk�sh c�ty of even a quarter of a m�ll�on �nhab�tants.

I do not know, but I th�nk they used that tank between the rooms to
draw dr�nk�ng water from; that d�d not occur to me, however, unt�l I
had d�pped my bak�ng head far down �nto �ts cool depths. I thought of
�t then, and superb as the bath was, I was sorry I had taken �t, and
was about to go and expla�n to the landlord. But a f�nely curled and
scented poodle dog fr�sked up and n�pped the calf of my leg just
then, and before I had t�me to th�nk, I had soused h�m to the bottom
of the tank, and when I saw a servant com�ng w�th a p�tcher I went
off and left the pup try�ng to cl�mb out and not succeed�ng very well.
Sat�sf�ed revenge was all I needed to make me perfectly happy, and
when I walked �n to supper that f�rst n�ght �n Damascus I was �n that
cond�t�on. We lay on those d�vans a long t�me, after supper, smok�ng
nargh�l�es and long-stemmed ch�bouks, and talk�ng about the



dreadful r�de of the day, and I knew then what I had somet�mes
known before—that �t �s worth wh�le to get t�red out, because one so
enjoys rest�ng afterward.

In the morn�ng we sent for donkeys. It �s worthy of note that we
had to send for these th�ngs. I sa�d Damascus was an old foss�l, and
she �s. Any where else we would have been assa�led by a clamorous
army of donkey-dr�vers, gu�des, peddlers and beggars—but �n
Damascus they so hate the very s�ght of a fore�gn Chr�st�an that they
want no �ntercourse whatever w�th h�m; only a year or two ago, h�s
person was not always safe �n Damascus streets. It �s the most
fanat�cal Mohammedan purgatory out of Arab�a. Where you see one
green turban of a Hadj� elsewhere (the honored s�gn that my lord has
made the p�lgr�mage to Mecca,) I th�nk you w�ll see a dozen �n
Damascus. The Damascenes are the ugl�est, w�ckedest look�ng
v�lla�ns we have seen. All the ve�led women we had seen yet, nearly,
left the�r eyes exposed, but numbers of these �n Damascus
completely h�d the face under a close-drawn black ve�l that made the
woman look l�ke a mummy. If ever we caught an eye exposed �t was
qu�ckly h�dden from our contam�nat�ng Chr�st�an v�s�on; the beggars
actually passed us by w�thout demand�ng bucksheesh; the
merchants �n the bazaars d�d not hold up the�r goods and cry out
eagerly, “Hey, John!” or “Look th�s, Howajj�!” On the contrary, they
only scowled at us and sa�d never a word.

The narrow streets swarmed l�ke a h�ve w�th men and women �n
strange Or�ental costumes, and our small donkeys knocked them
r�ght and left as we plowed through them, urged on by the merc�less
donkey-boys. These persecutors run after the an�mals, shout�ng and
goad�ng them for hours together; they keep the donkey �n a gallop
always, yet never get t�red themselves or fall beh�nd. The donkeys
fell down and sp�lt us over the�r heads occas�onally, but there was
noth�ng for �t but to mount and hurry on aga�n. We were banged
aga�nst sharp corners, loaded porters, camels, and c�t�zens
generally; and we were so taken up w�th look�ng out for coll�s�ons
and casualt�es that we had no chance to look about us at all. We
rode half through the c�ty and through the famous “street wh�ch �s
called Stra�ght” w�thout see�ng any th�ng, hardly. Our bones were
nearly knocked out of jo�nt, we were w�ld w�th exc�tement, and our



s�des ached w�th the jolt�ng we had suffered. I do not l�ke r�d�ng �n the
Damascus street-cars.
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We were on our way to the reputed houses of Judas and Anan�as.
About e�ghteen or n�neteen hundred years ago, Saul, a nat�ve of
Tarsus, was part�cularly b�tter aga�nst the new sect called Chr�st�ans,
and he left Jerusalem and started across the country on a fur�ous
crusade aga�nst them. He went forth “breath�ng threaten�ngs and
slaughter aga�nst the d�sc�ples of the Lord.”

“And as he journeyed, he came near Damascus, and
suddenly there sh�ned round about h�m a l�ght from
heaven:

“And he fell to the earth and heard a vo�ce say�ng
unto h�m, ‘Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?’

“And when he knew that �t was Jesus that spoke to
h�m he trembled, and was aston�shed, and sa�d, ‘Lord,
what w�lt thou have me to do?’”

He was told to ar�se and go �nto the anc�ent c�ty and one would tell
h�m what to do. In the meant�me h�s sold�ers stood speechless and
awe-str�cken, for they heard the myster�ous vo�ce but saw no man.
Saul rose up and found that that f�erce supernatural l�ght had
destroyed h�s s�ght, and he was bl�nd, so “they led h�m by the hand
and brought h�m to Damascus.” He was converted.

Paul lay three days, bl�nd, �n the house of Judas, and dur�ng that
t�me he ne�ther ate nor drank.

There came a vo�ce to a c�t�zen of Damascus, named Anan�as,
say�ng, “Ar�se, and go �nto the street wh�ch �s called Stra�ght, and
�nqu�re at the house of Judas, for one called Saul, of Tarsus; for
behold, he prayeth.”



Anan�as d�d not w�sh to go at f�rst, for he had heard of Saul before,
and he had h�s doubts about that style of a “chosen vessel” to
preach the gospel of peace. However, �n obed�ence to orders, he
went �nto the “street called Stra�ght” (how he found h�s way �nto �t,
and after he d�d, how he ever found h�s way out of �t aga�n, are
myster�es only to be accounted for by the fact that he was act�ng
under D�v�ne �nsp�rat�on.) He found Paul and restored h�m, and
orda�ned h�m a preacher; and from th�s old house we had hunted up
�n the street wh�ch �s m�scalled Stra�ght, he had started out on that
bold m�ss�onary career wh�ch he prosecuted t�ll h�s death. It was not
the house of the d�sc�ple who sold the Master for th�rty p�eces of
s�lver. I make th�s explanat�on �n just�ce to Judas, who was a far
d�fferent sort of man from the person just referred to. A very d�fferent
style of man, and l�ved �n a very good house. It �s a p�ty we do not
know more about h�m.

I have g�ven, �n the above paragraphs, some more �nformat�on for
people who w�ll not read B�ble h�story unt�l they are defrauded �nto �t
by some such method as th�s. I hope that no fr�end of progress and
educat�on w�ll obstruct or �nterfere w�th my pecul�ar m�ss�on.

The street called Stra�ght �s stra�ghter than a corkscrew, but not as
stra�ght as a ra�nbow. St. Luke �s careful not to comm�t h�mself; he
does not say �t �s the street wh�ch �s stra�ght, but the “street wh�ch �s
called Stra�ght.” It �s a f�ne p�ece of �rony; �t �s the only facet�ous
remark �n the B�ble, I bel�eve. We traversed the street called Stra�ght
a good way, and then turned off and called at the reputed house of
Anan�as. There �s small quest�on that a part of the or�g�nal house �s
there st�ll; �t �s an old room twelve or f�fteen feet under ground, and
�ts masonry �s ev�dently anc�ent. If Anan�as d�d not l�ve there �n St.
Paul’s t�me, somebody else d�d, wh�ch �s just as well. I took a dr�nk
out of Anan�as’ well, and s�ngularly enough, the water was just as
fresh as �f the well had been dug yesterday.

We went out toward the north end of the c�ty to see the place
where the d�sc�ples let Paul down over the Damascus wall at dead of
n�ght—for he preached Chr�st so fearlessly �n Damascus that the
people sought to k�ll h�m, just as they would to-day for the same
offense, and he had to escape and flee to Jerusalem.



Then we called at the tomb of Mahomet’s ch�ldren and at a tomb
wh�ch purported to be that of St. George who k�lled the dragon, and
so on out to the hollow place under a rock where Paul h�d dur�ng h�s
fl�ght t�ll h�s pursuers gave h�m up; and to the mausoleum of the f�ve
thousand Chr�st�ans who were massacred �n Damascus �n 1861 by
the Turks. They say those narrow streets ran blood for several days,
and that men, women and ch�ldren were butchered �nd�scr�m�nately
and left to rot by hundreds all through the Chr�st�an quarter; they say,
further, that the stench was dreadful. All the Chr�st�ans who could get
away fled from the c�ty, and the Mohammedans would not def�le the�r
hands by bury�ng the “�nf�del dogs.” The th�rst for blood extended to
the h�gh lands of Hermon and Ant�-Lebanon, and �n a short t�me
twenty-f�ve thousand more Chr�st�ans were massacred and the�r
possess�ons la�d waste. How they hate a Chr�st�an �n Damascus!—
and pretty much all over Turkeydom as well. And how they w�ll pay
for �t when Russ�a turns her guns upon them aga�n!

It �s sooth�ng to the heart to abuse England and France for
�nterpos�ng to save the Ottoman Emp�re from the destruct�on �t has
so r�chly deserved for a thousand years. It hurts my van�ty to see
these pagans refuse to eat of food that has been cooked for us; or to
eat from a d�sh we have eaten from; or to dr�nk from a goatsk�n
wh�ch we have polluted w�th our Chr�st�an l�ps, except by f�lter�ng the
water through a rag wh�ch they put over the mouth of �t or through a
sponge! I never d�sl�ked a Ch�naman as I do these degraded Turks
and Arabs, and when Russ�a �s ready to war w�th them aga�n, I hope
England and France w�ll not f�nd �t good breed�ng or good judgment
to �nterfere.

In Damascus they th�nk there are no such r�vers �n all the world as
the�r l�ttle Abana and Pharpar. The Damascenes have always
thought that way. In 2 K�ngs, chapter v., Naaman boasts
extravagantly about them. That was three thousand years ago. He
says: “Are not Abana and Pharpar r�vers of Damascus, better than
all the waters of Israel? May I not wash �n them and be clean?” But
some of my readers have forgotten who Naaman was, long ago.
Naaman was the commander of the Syr�an arm�es. He was the
favor�te of the k�ng and l�ved �n great state. “He was a m�ghty man of
valor, but he was a leper.” Strangely enough, the house they po�nt



out to you now as h�s, has been turned �nto a leper hosp�tal, and the
�nmates expose the�r horr�d deform�t�es and hold up the�r hands and
beg for bucksheesh when a stranger enters.

One can not apprec�ate the horror of th�s d�sease unt�l he looks
upon �t �n all �ts ghastl�ness, �n Naaman’s anc�ent dwell�ng �n
Damascus. Bones all tw�sted out of shape, great knots protrud�ng
from face and body, jo�nts decay�ng and dropp�ng away—horr�ble!



CHAPTER XLV.
The last twenty-four hours we sta�d �n Damascus I lay prostrate

w�th a v�olent attack of cholera, or cholera morbus, and therefore had
a good chance and a good excuse to l�e there on that w�de d�van and
take an honest rest. I had noth�ng to do but l�sten to the patter�ng of
the founta�ns and take med�c�ne and throw �t up aga�n. It was
dangerous recreat�on, but �t was pleasanter than travel�ng �n Syr�a. I
had plenty of snow from Mount Hermon, and as �t would not stay on
my stomach, there was noth�ng to �nterfere w�th my eat�ng �t—there
was always room for more. I enjoyed myself very well. Syr�an travel
has �ts �nterest�ng features, l�ke travel �n any other part of the world,
and yet to break your leg or have the cholera adds a welcome
var�ety to �t.

We left Damascus at noon and rode across the pla�n a couple of
hours, and then the party stopped a wh�le �n the shade of some f�g-
trees to g�ve me a chance to rest. It was the hottest day we had seen
yet—the sun-flames shot down l�ke the shafts of f�re that stream out
before a blow-p�pe—the rays seemed to fall �n a steady deluge on
the head and pass downward l�ke ra�n from a roof. I �mag�ned I could
d�st�ngu�sh between the floods of rays—I thought I could tell when
each flood struck my head, when �t reached my shoulders, and when
the next one came. It was terr�ble. All the desert glared so f�ercely
that my eyes were sw�mm�ng �n tears all the t�me. The boys had
wh�te umbrellas heav�ly l�ned w�th dark green. They were a pr�celess
bless�ng. I thanked fortune that I had one, too, notw�thstand�ng �t was
packed up w�th the baggage and was ten m�les ahead. It �s madness
to travel �n Syr�a w�thout an umbrella. They told me �n Be�rout (these
people who always gorge you w�th adv�ce) that �t was madness to
travel �n Syr�a w�thout an umbrella. It was on th�s account that I got
one.
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But, honestly, I th�nk an umbrella �s a nu�sance any where when �ts
bus�ness �s to keep the sun off. No Arab wears a br�m to h�s fez, or
uses an umbrella, or any th�ng to shade h�s eyes or h�s face, and he
always looks comfortable and proper �n the sun. But of all the
r�d�culous s�ghts I ever have seen, our party of e�ght �s the most so—
they do cut such an outland�sh f�gure. They travel s�ngle f�le; they all
wear the endless wh�te rag of Constant�nople wrapped round and
round the�r hats and dangl�ng down the�r backs; they all wear th�ck
green spectacles, w�th s�de-glasses to them; they all hold wh�te
umbrellas, l�ned w�th green, over the�r heads; w�thout except�on the�r
st�rrups are too short—they are the very worst gang of horsemen on
earth, the�r an�mals to a horse trot fearfully hard—and when they get
strung out one after the other; glar�ng stra�ght ahead and breathless;
bounc�ng h�gh and out of turn, all along the l�ne; knees well up and
st�ff, elbows flapp�ng l�ke a rooster’s that �s go�ng to crow, and the
long f�le of umbrellas popp�ng convuls�vely up and down—when one
sees th�s outrageous p�cture exposed to the l�ght of day, he �s
amazed that the gods don’t get out the�r thunderbolts and destroy
them off the face of the earth! I do—I wonder at �t. I wouldn’t let any
such caravan go through a country of m�ne.

And when the sun drops below the hor�zon and the boys close
the�r umbrellas and put them under the�r arms, �t �s only a var�at�on of
the p�cture, not a mod�f�cat�on of �ts absurd�ty.

But may be you can not see the w�ld extravagance of my
panorama. You could �f you were here. Here, you feel all the t�me just
as �f you were l�v�ng about the year 1200 before Chr�st—or back to
the patr�archs—or forward to the New Era. The scenery of the B�ble
�s about you—the customs of the patr�archs are around you—the
same people, �n the same flow�ng robes, and �n sandals, cross your
path—the same long tra�ns of stately camels go and come—the
same �mpress�ve rel�g�ous solemn�ty and s�lence rest upon the desert
and the mounta�ns that were upon them �n the remote ages of



ant�qu�ty, and behold, �ntrud�ng upon a scene l�ke th�s, comes th�s
fantast�c mob of green-spectacled Yanks, w�th the�r flapp�ng elbows
and bobb�ng umbrellas! It �s Dan�el �n the l�on’s den w�th a green
cotton umbrella under h�s arm, all over aga�n.

My umbrella �s w�th the baggage, and so are my green spectacles
—and there they shall stay. I w�ll not use them. I w�ll show some
respect for the eternal f�tness of th�ngs. It w�ll be bad enough to get
sun-struck, w�thout look�ng r�d�culous �nto the barga�n. If I fall, let me
fall bear�ng about me the semblance of a Chr�st�an, at least.

Three or four hours out from Damascus we passed the spot where
Saul was so abruptly converted, and from th�s place we looked back
over the scorch�ng desert, and had our last gl�mpse of beaut�ful
Damascus, decked �n �ts robes of sh�n�ng green. After n�ghtfall we
reached our tents, just outs�de of the nasty Arab v�llage of
Jonesborough. Of course the real name of the place �s El someth�ng
or other, but the boys st�ll refuse to recogn�ze the Arab names or try
to pronounce them. When I say that that v�llage �s of the usual style, I
mean to �ns�nuate that all Syr�an v�llages w�th�n f�fty m�les of
Damascus are al�ke—so much al�ke that �t would requ�re more than
human �ntell�gence to tell where�n one d�ffered from another. A
Syr�an v�llage �s a h�ve of huts one story h�gh (the he�ght of a man,)
and as square as a dry-goods box; �t �s mud-plastered all over, flat
roof and all, and generally wh�tewashed after a fash�on. The same
roof often extends over half the town, cover�ng many of the streets,
wh�ch are generally about a yard w�de. When you r�de through one of
these v�llages at noon-day, you f�rst meet a melancholy dog, that
looks up at you and s�lently begs that you won’t run over h�m, but he
does not offer to get out of the way; next you meet a young boy
w�thout any clothes on, and he holds out h�s hand and says
“Bucksheesh!”—he don’t really expect a cent, but then he learned to
say that before he learned to say mother, and now he can not break
h�mself of �t; next you meet a woman w�th a black ve�l drawn closely
over her face, and her bust exposed; f�nally, you come to several
sore-eyed ch�ldren and ch�ldren �n all stages of mut�lat�on and decay;
and s�tt�ng humbly �n the dust, and all fr�nged w�th f�lthy rags, �s a
poor dev�l whose arms and legs are gnarled and tw�sted l�ke grape-
v�nes. These are all the people you are l�kely to see. The balance of



the populat�on are asleep w�th�n doors, or abroad tend�ng goats �n
the pla�ns and on the h�ll-s�des. The v�llage �s bu�lt on some
consumpt�ve l�ttle water-course, and about �t �s a l�ttle fresh-look�ng
vegetat�on. Beyond th�s charmed c�rcle, for m�les on every s�de,
stretches a weary desert of sand and gravel, wh�ch produces a gray
bunchy shrub l�ke sage-brush. A Syr�an v�llage �s the sorr�est s�ght �n
the world, and �ts surround�ngs are em�nently �n keep�ng w�th �t.

I would not have gone �nto th�s d�ssertat�on upon Syr�an v�llages
but for the fact that N�mrod, the M�ghty Hunter of Scr�ptural notor�ety,
�s bur�ed �n Jonesborough, and I w�shed the publ�c to know about
how he �s located. L�ke Homer, he �s sa�d to be bur�ed �n many other
places, but th�s �s the only true and genu�ne place h�s ashes �nhab�t.

When the or�g�nal tr�bes were d�spersed, more than four thousand
years ago, N�mrod and a large party traveled three or four hundred
m�les, and settled where the great c�ty of Babylon afterwards stood.
N�mrod bu�lt that c�ty. He also began to bu�ld the famous Tower of
Babel, but c�rcumstances over wh�ch he had no control put �t out of
h�s power to f�n�sh �t. He ran �t up e�ght stor�es h�gh, however, and
two of them st�ll stand, at th�s day—a colossal mass of br�ckwork,
rent down the centre by earthquakes, and seared and v�tr�f�ed by the
l�ghtn�ngs of an angry God. But the vast ru�n w�ll st�ll stand for ages,
to shame the puny labors of these modern generat�ons of men. Its
huge compartments are tenanted by owls and l�ons, and old N�mrod
l�es neglected �n th�s wretched v�llage, far from the scene of h�s
grand enterpr�se.

We left Jonesborough very early �n the morn�ng, and rode forever
and forever and forever, �t seemed to me, over parched deserts and
rocky h�lls, hungry, and w�th no water to dr�nk. We had dra�ned the
goat-sk�ns dry �n a l�ttle wh�le. At noon we halted before the wretched
Arab town of El Yuba Dam, perched on the s�de of a mounta�n, but
the dragoman sa�d �f we appl�ed there for water we would be
attacked by the whole tr�be, for they d�d not love Chr�st�ans. We had
to journey on. Two hours later we reached the foot of a tall �solated
mounta�n, wh�ch �s crowned by the crumbl�ng castle of Ban�as, the
statel�est ru�n of that k�nd on earth, no doubt. It �s a thousand feet
long and two hundred w�de, all of the most symmetr�cal, and at the



same t�me the most ponderous masonry. The mass�ve towers and
bast�ons are more than th�rty feet h�gh, and have been s�xty. From
the mounta�n’s peak �ts broken turrets r�se above the groves of
anc�ent oaks and ol�ves, and look wonderfully p�cturesque. It �s of
such h�gh ant�qu�ty that no man knows who bu�lt �t or when �t was
bu�lt. It �s utterly �naccess�ble, except �n one place, where a br�dle-
path w�nds upward among the sol�d rocks to the old portcull�s. The
horses’ hoofs have bored holes �n these rocks to the depth of s�x
�nches dur�ng the hundreds and hundreds of years that the castle
was garr�soned. We wandered for three hours among the chambers
and crypts and dungeons of the fortress, and trod where the ma�led
heels of many a kn�ghtly Crusader had rang, and where Phen�c�an
heroes had walked ages before them.

We wondered how such a sol�d mass of masonry could be
affected even by an earthquake, and could not understand what
agency had made Ban�as a ru�n; but we found the destroyer, after a
wh�le, and then our wonder was �ncreased tenfold. Seeds had fallen
�n crev�ces �n the vast walls; the seeds had sprouted; the tender,
�ns�gn�f�cant sprouts had hardened; they grew larger and larger, and
by a steady, �mpercept�ble pressure forced the great stones apart,
and now are br�ng�ng sure destruct�on upon a g�ant work that has
even mocked the earthquakes to scorn! Gnarled and tw�sted trees
spr�ng from the old walls every where, and beaut�fy and overshadow
the gray battlements w�th a w�ld luxur�ance of fol�age.

From these old towers we looked down upon a broad, far-reach�ng
green pla�n, gl�tter�ng w�th the pools and r�vulets wh�ch are the
sources of the sacred r�ver Jordan. It was a grateful v�s�on, after so
much desert.

And as the even�ng drew near, we clambered down the mounta�n,
through groves of the B�bl�cal oaks of Bashan, (for we were just
stepp�ng over the border and enter�ng the long-sought Holy Land,)
and at �ts extreme foot, toward the w�de valley, we entered th�s l�ttle
execrable v�llage of Ban�as and camped �n a great grove of ol�ve
trees near a torrent of sparkl�ng water whose banks are arrayed �n
f�g-trees, pomegranates and oleanders �n full leaf. Barr�ng the
prox�m�ty of the v�llage, �t �s a sort of parad�se.



The very f�rst th�ng one feels l�ke do�ng when he gets �nto camp, all
burn�ng up and dusty, �s to hunt up a bath. We followed the stream
up to where �t gushes out of the mounta�n s�de, three hundred yards
from the tents, and took a bath that was so �cy that �f I d�d not know
th�s was the ma�n source of the sacred r�ver, I would expect harm to
come of �t. It was bath�ng at noonday �n the ch�lly source of the
Abana, “R�ver of Damascus,” that gave me the cholera, so Dr. B.
sa�d. However, �t generally does g�ve me the cholera to take a bath.

The �ncorr�g�ble p�lgr�ms have come �n w�th the�r pockets full of
spec�mens broken from the ru�ns. I w�sh th�s vandal�sm could be
stopped. They broke off fragments from Noah’s tomb; from the
exqu�s�te sculptures of the temples of Baalbec; from the houses of
Judas and Anan�as, �n Damascus; from the tomb of N�mrod the
M�ghty Hunter �n Jonesborough; from the worn Greek and Roman
�nscr�pt�ons set �n the hoary walls of the Castle of Ban�as; and now
they have been hack�ng and ch�pp�ng these old arches here that
Jesus looked upon �n the flesh. Heaven protect the Sepulchre when
th�s tr�be �nvades Jerusalem!

The ru�ns here are not very �nterest�ng. There are the mass�ve
walls of a great square bu�ld�ng that was once the c�tadel; there are
many ponderous old arches that are so smothered w�th debr�s that
they barely project above the ground; there are heavy-walled sewers
through wh�ch the crystal brook of wh�ch Jordan �s born st�ll runs; �n
the h�ll-s�de are the substruct�ons of a costly marble temple that
Herod the Great bu�lt here—patches of �ts handsome mosa�c floors
st�ll rema�n; there �s a qua�nt old stone br�dge that was here before
Herod’s t�me, may be; scattered every where, �n the paths and �n the
woods, are Cor�nth�an cap�tals, broken porphyry p�llars, and l�ttle
fragments of sculpture; and up yonder �n the prec�p�ce where the
founta�n gushes out, are well-worn Greek �nscr�pt�ons over n�ches �n
the rock where �n anc�ent t�mes the Greeks, and after them the
Romans, worsh�pped the sylvan god Pan. But trees and bushes
grow above many of these ru�ns now; the m�serable huts of a l�ttle
crew of f�lthy Arabs are perched upon the broken masonry of
ant�qu�ty, the whole place has a sleepy, stup�d, rural look about �t,
and one can hardly br�ng h�mself to bel�eve that a busy, substant�ally
bu�lt c�ty once ex�sted here, even two thousand years ago. The place



was nevertheless the scene of an event whose effects have added
page after page and volume after volume to the world’s h�story. For
�n th�s place Chr�st stood when he sa�d to Peter:

“Thou art Peter; and upon th�s rock w�ll I bu�ld my
church, and the gates of hell shall not preva�l aga�nst �t.
And I w�ll g�ve unto thee the keys of the K�ngdom of
Heaven; and whatsoever thou shalt b�nd on earth shall
be bound �n heaven, and whatsoever thou shalt loose
on earth shall be loosed �n heaven.”

On those l�ttle sentences have been bu�lt up the m�ghty ed�f�ce of
the Church of Rome; �n them l�e the author�ty for the �mper�al power
of the Popes over temporal affa�rs, and the�r godl�ke power to curse
a soul or wash �t wh�te from s�n. To susta�n the pos�t�on of “the only
true Church,” wh�ch Rome cla�ms was thus conferred upon her, she
has fought and labored and struggled for many a century, and w�ll
cont�nue to keep herself busy �n the same work to the end of t�me.
The memorable words I have quoted g�ve to th�s ru�ned c�ty about all
the �nterest �t possesses to people of the present day.

It seems cur�ous enough to us to be stand�ng on ground that was
once actually pressed by the feet of the Sav�our. The s�tuat�on �s
suggest�ve of a real�ty and a tang�b�l�ty that seem at var�ance w�th the
vagueness and mystery and ghostl�ness that one naturally attaches
to the character of a god. I can not comprehend yet that I am s�tt�ng
where a god has stood, and look�ng upon the brook and the
mounta�ns wh�ch that god looked upon, and am surrounded by dusky
men and women whose ancestors saw h�m, and even talked w�th
h�m, face to face, and carelessly, just as they would have done w�th
any other stranger. I can not comprehend th�s; the gods of my
understand�ng have been always h�dden �n clouds and very far away.

Th�s morn�ng, dur�ng breakfast, the usual assemblage of squal�d
human�ty sat pat�ently w�thout the charmed c�rcle of the camp and
wa�ted for such crumbs as p�ty m�ght bestow upon the�r m�sery.
There were old and young, brown-sk�nned and yellow. Some of the
men were tall and stalwart, (for one hardly sees any where such
splend�d-look�ng men as here �n the East,) but all the women and



ch�ldren looked worn and sad, and d�stressed w�th hunger. They
rem�nded me much of Ind�ans, d�d these people. They had but l�ttle
cloth�ng, but such as they had was fanc�ful �n character and fantast�c
�n �ts arrangement. Any l�ttle absurd gewgaw or g�mcrack they had
they d�sposed �n such a way as to make �t attract attent�on most
read�ly. They sat �n s�lence, and w�th t�reless pat�ence watched our
every mot�on w�th that v�le, uncompla�n�ng �mpol�teness wh�ch �s so
truly Ind�an, and wh�ch makes a wh�te man so nervous and
uncomfortable and savage that he wants to exterm�nate the whole
tr�be.

These people about us had other pecul�ar�t�es, wh�ch I have
not�ced �n the noble red man, too: they were �nfested w�th verm�n,
and the d�rt had caked on them t�ll �t amounted to bark.

The l�ttle ch�ldren were �n a p�t�able cond�t�on—they all had sore
eyes, and were otherw�se affl�cted �n var�ous ways. They say that
hardly a nat�ve ch�ld �n all the East �s free from sore eyes, and that
thousands of them go bl�nd of one eye or both every year. I th�nk th�s
must be so, for I see plenty of bl�nd people every day, and I do not
remember see�ng any ch�ldren that hadn’t sore eyes. And, would you
suppose that an Amer�can mother could s�t for an hour, w�th her ch�ld
�n her arms, and let a hundred fl�es roost upon �ts eyes all that t�me
und�sturbed? I see that every day. It makes my flesh creep.
Yesterday we met a woman r�d�ng on a l�ttle jackass, and she had a
l�ttle ch�ld �n her arms—honestly, I thought the ch�ld had goggles on
as we approached, and I wondered how �ts mother could afford so
much style. But when we drew near, we saw that the goggles were
noth�ng but a camp meet�ng of fl�es assembled around each of the
ch�ld’s eyes, and at the same t�me there was a detachment
prospect�ng �ts nose. The fl�es were happy, the ch�ld was contented,
and so the mother d�d not �nterfere.

As soon as the tr�be found out that we had a doctor �n our party,
they began to flock �n from all quarters. Dr. B., �n the char�ty of h�s
nature, had taken a ch�ld from a woman who sat near by, and put
some sort of a wash upon �ts d�seased eyes. That woman went off
and started the whole nat�on, and �t was a s�ght to see them swarm!
The lame, the halt, the bl�nd, the leprous—all the d�stempers that are



bred of �ndolence, d�rt, and �n�qu�ty—were represented �n the
Congress �n ten m�nutes, and st�ll they came! Every woman that had
a s�ck baby brought �t along, and every woman that hadn’t, borrowed
one. What reverent and what worsh�p�ng looks they bent upon that
dread, myster�ous power, the Doctor! They watched h�m take h�s
ph�als out; they watched h�m measure the part�cles of wh�te powder;
they watched h�m add drops of one prec�ous l�qu�d, and drops of
another; they lost not the sl�ghtest movement; the�r eyes were r�veted
upon h�m w�th a fasc�nat�on that noth�ng could d�stract. I bel�eve they
thought he was g�fted l�ke a god. When each �nd�v�dual got h�s
port�on of med�c�ne, h�s eyes were rad�ant w�th joy—notw�thstand�ng
by nature they are a thankless and �mpass�ve race—and upon h�s
face was wr�tten the unquest�on�ng fa�th that noth�ng on earth could
prevent the pat�ent from gett�ng well now.

Chr�st knew how to preach to these s�mple, superst�t�ous, d�sease-
tortured creatures: He healed the s�ck. They flocked to our poor
human doctor th�s morn�ng when the fame of what he had done to
the s�ck ch�ld went abroad �n the land, and they worsh�ped h�m w�th
the�r eyes wh�le they d�d not know as yet whether there was v�rtue �n
h�s s�mples or not. The ancestors of these—people prec�sely l�ke
them �n color, dress, manners, customs, s�mpl�c�ty—flocked �n vast
mult�tudes after Chr�st, and when they saw H�m make the affl�cted
whole w�th a word, �t �s no wonder they worsh�ped H�m. No wonder
H�s deeds were the talk of the nat�on. No wonder the mult�tude that
followed H�m was so great that at one t�me—th�rty m�les from here—
they had to let a s�ck man down through the roof because no
approach could be made to the door; no wonder H�s aud�ences were
so great at Gal�lee that He had to preach from a sh�p removed a l�ttle
d�stance from the shore; no wonder that even �n the desert places
about Bethsa�da, f�ve thousand �nvaded H�s sol�tude, and He had to
feed them by a m�racle or else see them suffer for the�r conf�d�ng
fa�th and devot�on; no wonder when there was a great commot�on �n
a c�ty �n those days, one ne�ghbor expla�ned �t to another �n words to
th�s effect: “They say that Jesus of Nazareth �s come!”
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Well, as I was say�ng, the doctor d�str�buted med�c�ne as long as
he had any to d�str�bute, and h�s reputat�on �s m�ghty �n Gal�lee th�s
day. Among h�s pat�ents was the ch�ld of the Sh�ek’s daughter—for
even th�s poor, ragged handful of sores and s�n has �ts royal Sh�ek—
a poor old mummy that looked as �f he would be more at home �n a
poor-house than �n the Ch�ef Mag�stracy of th�s tr�be of hopeless,
sh�rtless savages. The pr�ncess—I mean the Sh�ek’s daughter—was
only th�rteen or fourteen years old, and had a very sweet face and a
pretty one. She was the only Syr�an female we have seen yet who
was not so s�nfully ugly that she couldn’t sm�le after ten o’clock
Saturday n�ght w�thout break�ng the Sabbath. Her ch�ld was a hard
spec�men, though—there wasn’t enough of �t to make a p�e, and the
poor l�ttle th�ng looked so plead�ngly up at all who came near �t (as �f
�t had an �dea that now was �ts chance or never,) that we were f�lled
w�th compass�on wh�ch was genu�ne and not put on.

But th�s last new horse I have got �s try�ng to break h�s neck over
the tent-ropes, and I shall have to go out and anchor h�m. Jer�cho
and I have parted company. The new horse �s not much to boast of, I
th�nk. One of h�s h�nd legs bends the wrong way, and the other one
�s as stra�ght and st�ff as a tent-pole. Most of h�s teeth are gone, and
he �s as bl�nd as bat. H�s nose has been broken at some t�me or
other, and �s arched l�ke a culvert now. H�s under l�p hangs down l�ke
a camel’s, and h�s ears are chopped off close to h�s head. I had
some trouble at f�rst to f�nd a name for h�m, but I f�nally concluded to
call h�m Baalbec, because he �s such a magn�f�cent ru�n. I can not
keep from talk�ng about my horses, because I have a very long and
ted�ous journey before me, and they naturally occupy my thoughts
about as much as matters of apparently much greater �mportance.

p476.jpg (25K)



We sat�sf�ed our p�lgr�ms by mak�ng those hard r�des from Baalbec
to Damascus, but Dan’s horse and Jack’s were so cr�ppled we had to
leave them beh�nd and get fresh an�mals for them. The dragoman
says Jack’s horse d�ed. I swapped horses w�th Mohammed, the
k�ngly-look�ng Egypt�an who �s our Ferguson’s l�eutenant. By
Ferguson I mean our dragoman Abraham, of course. I d�d not take
th�s horse on account of h�s personal appearance, but because I
have not seen h�s back. I do not w�sh to see �t. I have seen the backs
of all the other horses, and found most of them covered w�th dreadful
saddle-bo�ls wh�ch I know have not been washed or doctored for
years. The �dea of r�d�ng all day long over such ghastly �nqu�s�t�ons of
torture �s s�cken�ng. My horse must be l�ke the others, but I have at
least the consolat�on of not know�ng �t to be so.

I hope that �n future I may be spared any more sent�mental pra�ses
of the Arab’s �dolatry of h�s horse. In boyhood I longed to be an Arab
of the desert and have a beaut�ful mare, and call her Sel�m or
Benjam�n or Mohammed, and feed her w�th my own hands, and let
her come �nto the tent, and teach her to caress me and look fondly
upon me w�th her great tender eyes; and I w�shed that a stranger
m�ght come at such a t�me and offer me a hundred thousand dollars
for her, so that I could do l�ke the other Arabs—hes�tate, yearn for
the money, but overcome by my love for my mare, at last say, “Part
w�th thee, my beaut�ful one! Never w�th my l�fe! Away, tempter, I
scorn thy gold!” and then bound �nto the saddle and speed over the
desert l�ke the w�nd!

But I recall those asp�rat�ons. If these Arabs be l�ke the other
Arabs, the�r love for the�r beaut�ful mares �s a fraud. These of my
acqua�ntance have no love for the�r horses, no sent�ment of p�ty for
them, and no knowledge of how to treat them or care for them. The
Syr�an saddle-blanket �s a qu�lted mattress two or three �nches th�ck.
It �s never removed from the horse, day or n�ght. It gets full of d�rt
and ha�r, and becomes soaked w�th sweat. It �s bound to breed
sores. These p�rates never th�nk of wash�ng a horse’s back. They do
not shelter the horses �n the tents, e�ther—they must stay out and
take the weather as �t comes. Look at poor cropped and d�lap�dated



“Baalbec,” and weep for the sent�ment that has been wasted upon
the Sel�ms of romance!



CHAPTER XLVI.
About an hour’s r�de over a rough, rocky road, half flooded w�th

water, and through a forest of oaks of Bashan, brought us to Dan.
From a l�ttle mound here �n the pla�n �ssues a broad stream of

l�mp�d water and forms a large shallow pool, and then rushes
fur�ously onward, augmented �n volume. Th�s puddle �s an �mportant
source of the Jordan. Its banks, and those of the brook are
respectably adorned w�th bloom�ng oleanders, but the unutterable
beauty of the spot w�ll not throw a well-balanced man �nto
convuls�ons, as the Syr�an books of travel would lead one to
suppose.

From the spot I am speak�ng of, a cannon-ball would carry beyond
the conf�nes of Holy Land and l�ght upon profane ground three m�les
away. We were only one l�ttle hour’s travel w�th�n the borders of Holy
Land—we had hardly begun to apprec�ate yet that we were stand�ng
upon any d�fferent sort of earth than that we had always been used
to, and see how the h�stor�c names began already to cluster! Dan—
Bashan—Lake Huleh—the Sources of Jordan—the Sea of Gal�lee.
They were all �n s�ght but the last, and �t was not far away. The l�ttle
townsh�p of Bashan was once the k�ngdom so famous �n Scr�pture
for �ts bulls and �ts oaks.
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Lake Huleh �s the B�bl�cal “Waters of Merom.” Dan was the
northern and Beersheba the southern l�m�t of Palest�ne—hence the
express�on “from Dan to Beersheba.” It �s equ�valent to our phrases
“from Ma�ne to Texas”—“from Balt�more to San Franc�sco.” Our



express�on and that of the Israel�tes both mean the same—great
d�stance. W�th the�r slow camels and asses, �t was about a seven
days’ journey from Dan to Beersheba—-say a hundred and f�fty or
s�xty m�les—�t was the ent�re length of the�r country, and was not to
be undertaken w�thout great preparat�on and much ceremony. When
the Prod�gal traveled to “a far country,” �t �s not l�kely that he went
more than e�ghty or n�nety m�les. Palest�ne �s only from forty to s�xty
m�les w�de. The State of M�ssour� could be spl�t �nto three Palest�nes,
and there would then be enough mater�al left for part of another—
poss�bly a whole one. From Balt�more to San Franc�sco �s several
thousand m�les, but �t w�ll be only a seven days’ journey �n the cars
when I am two or three years older.—[The ra�lroad has been
completed s�nce the above was wr�tten.]—If I l�ve I shall necessar�ly
have to go across the cont�nent every now and then �n those cars,
but one journey from Dan to Beersheba w�ll be suff�c�ent, no doubt. It
must be the most try�ng of the two. Therefore, �f we chance to
d�scover that from Dan to Beersheba seemed a m�ghty stretch of
country to the Israel�tes, let us not be a�ry w�th them, but reflect that �t
was and �s a m�ghty stretch when one can not traverse �t by ra�l.

The small mound I have ment�oned a wh�le ago was once
occup�ed by the Phen�c�an c�ty of La�sh. A party of f�l�busters from
Zorah and Eschol captured the place, and l�ved there �n a free and
easy way, worsh�p�ng gods of the�r own manufacture and steal�ng
�dols from the�r ne�ghbors whenever they wore the�r own out.
Jeroboam set up a golden calf here to fasc�nate h�s people and keep
them from mak�ng dangerous tr�ps to Jerusalem to worsh�p, wh�ch
m�ght result �n a return to the�r r�ghtful alleg�ance. W�th all respect for
those anc�ent Israel�tes, I can not overlook the fact that they were not
always v�rtuous enough to w�thstand the seduct�ons of a golden calf.
Human nature has not changed much s�nce then.

Some forty centur�es ago the c�ty of Sodom was p�llaged by the
Arab pr�nces of Mesopotam�a, and among other pr�soners they
se�zed upon the patr�arch Lot and brought h�m here on the�r way to
the�r own possess�ons. They brought h�m to Dan, and father
Abraham, who was pursu�ng them, crept softly �n at dead of n�ght,
among the wh�sper�ng oleanders and under the shadows of the
stately oaks, and fell upon the slumber�ng v�ctors and startled them



from the�r dreams w�th the clash of steel. He recaptured Lot and all
the other plunder.

We moved on. We were now �n a green valley, f�ve or s�x m�les
w�de and f�fteen long. The streams wh�ch are called the sources of
the Jordan flow through �t to Lake Huleh, a shallow pond three m�les
�n d�ameter, and from the southern extrem�ty of the Lake the
concentrated Jordan flows out. The Lake �s surrounded by a broad
marsh, grown w�th reeds. Between the marsh and the mounta�ns
wh�ch wall the valley �s a respectable str�p of fert�le land; at the end
of the valley, toward Dan, as much as half the land �s sol�d and
fert�le, and watered by Jordan’s sources. There �s enough of �t to
make a farm. It almost warrants the enthus�asm of the sp�es of that
rabble of adventurers who captured Dan. They sa�d: “We have seen
the land, and behold �t �s very good. * * * A place where there �s no
want of any th�ng that �s �n the earth.”

The�r enthus�asm was at least warranted by the fact that they had
never seen a country as good as th�s. There was enough of �t for the
ample support of the�r s�x hundred men and the�r fam�l�es, too.

When we got fa�rly down on the level part of the Dan�te farm, we
came to places where we could actually run our horses. It was a
notable c�rcumstance.

We had been pa�nfully clamber�ng over �nterm�nable h�lls and
rocks for days together, and when we suddenly came upon th�s
aston�sh�ng p�ece of rockless pla�n, every man drove the spurs �nto
h�s horse and sped away w�th a veloc�ty he could surely enjoy to the
utmost, but could never hope to comprehend �n Syr�a.

Here were ev�dences of cult�vat�on—a rare s�ght �n th�s country—
an acre or two of r�ch so�l studded w�th last season’s dead corn-
stalks of the th�ckness of your thumb and very w�de apart. But �n
such a land �t was a thr�ll�ng spectacle. Close to �t was a stream, and
on �ts banks a great herd of cur�ous-look�ng Syr�an goats and sheep
were gratefully eat�ng gravel. I do not state th�s as a petr�f�ed fact—I
only suppose they were eat�ng gravel, because there d�d not appear
to be any th�ng else for them to eat. The shepherds that tended them
were the very p�ctures of Joseph and h�s brethren I have no doubt �n
the world. They were tall, muscular, and very dark-sk�nned Bedou�ns,



w�th �nky black beards. They had f�rm l�ps, unqua�l�ng eyes, and a
k�ngly statel�ness of bear�ng. They wore the part�-colored half bonnet,
half hood, w�th fr�nged ends fall�ng upon the�r shoulders, and the full,
flow�ng robe barred w�th broad black str�pes—the dress one sees �n
all p�ctures of the swarthy sons of the desert. These chaps would sell
the�r younger brothers �f they had a chance, I th�nk. They have the
manners, the customs, the dress, the occupat�on and the loose
pr�nc�ples of the anc�ent stock. [They attacked our camp last n�ght,
and I bear them no good w�ll.] They had w�th them the p�gmy
jackasses one sees all over Syr�a and remembers �n all p�ctures of
the “Fl�ght �nto Egypt,” where Mary and the Young Ch�ld are r�d�ng
and Joseph �s walk�ng alongs�de, tower�ng h�gh above the l�ttle
donkey’s shoulders.

But really, here the man r�des and carr�es the ch�ld, as a general
th�ng, and the woman walks. The customs have not changed s�nce
Joseph’s t�me. We would not have �n our houses a p�cture
represent�ng Joseph r�d�ng and Mary walk�ng; we would see
profanat�on �n �t, but a Syr�an Chr�st�an would not. I know that
hereafter the p�cture I f�rst spoke of w�ll look odd to me.

We could not stop to rest two or three hours out from our camp, of
course, albe�t the brook was bes�de us. So we went on an hour
longer. We saw water, then, but nowhere �n all the waste around was
there a foot of shade, and we were scorch�ng to death. “L�ke unto the
shadow of a great rock �n a weary land.” Noth�ng �n the B�ble �s more
beaut�ful than that, and surely there �s no place we have wandered to
that �s able to g�ve �t such touch�ng express�on as th�s bl�ster�ng,
naked, treeless land.

Here you do not stop just when you please, but when you can. We
found water, but no shade. We traveled on and found a tree at last,
but no water. We rested and lunched, and came on to th�s place, A�n
Mellahah (the boys call �t Baldw�nsv�lle.) It was a very short day’s
run, but the dragoman does not want to go further, and has �nvented
a plaus�ble l�e about the country beyond th�s be�ng �nfested by
feroc�ous Arabs, who would make sleep�ng �n the�r m�dst a
dangerous past�me. Well, they ought to be dangerous. They carry a
rusty old weather-beaten fl�nt-lock gun, w�th a barrel that �s longer



than themselves; �t has no s�ghts on �t, �t w�ll not carry farther than a
br�ckbat, and �s not half so certa�n. And the great sash they wear �n
many a fold around the�r wa�sts has two or three absurd old horse-
p�stols �n �t that are rusty from eternal d�suse—weapons that would
hang f�re just about long enough for you to walk out of range, and
then burst and blow the Arab’s head off. Exceed�ngly dangerous
these sons of the desert are.
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It used to make my blood run cold to read Wm. C. Gr�mes’
ha�rbreadth escapes from Bedou�ns, but I th�nk I could read them
now w�thout a tremor. He never sa�d he was attacked by Bedou�ns, I
bel�eve, or was ever treated unc�v�lly, but then �n about every other
chapter he d�scovered them approach�ng, any how, and he had a
blood-curdl�ng fash�on of work�ng up the per�l; and of wonder�ng how
h�s relat�ons far away would feel could they see the�r poor wander�ng
boy, w�th h�s weary feet and h�s d�m eyes, �n such fearful danger; and
of th�nk�ng for the last t�me of the old homestead, and the dear old
church, and the cow, and those th�ngs; and of f�nally stra�ghten�ng h�s
form to �ts utmost he�ght �n the saddle, draw�ng h�s trusty revolver,
and then dash�ng the spurs �nto “Mohammed” and sweep�ng down
upon the feroc�ous enemy determ�ned to sell h�s l�fe as dearly as
poss�ble. True the Bedou�ns never d�d any th�ng to h�m when he
arr�ved, and never had any �ntent�on of do�ng any th�ng to h�m �n the
f�rst place, and wondered what �n the m�sch�ef he was mak�ng all that
to-do about; but st�ll I could not d�vest myself of the �dea, somehow,
that a fr�ghtful per�l had been escaped through that man’s dare-dev�l
bravery, and so I never could read about Wm. C. Gr�mes’ Bedou�ns
and sleep comfortably afterward. But I bel�eve the Bedou�ns to be a
fraud, now. I have seen the monster, and I can outrun h�m. I shall
never be afra�d of h�s dar�ng to stand beh�nd h�s own gun and
d�scharge �t.
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About f�fteen hundred years before Chr�st, th�s camp-ground of
ours by the Waters of Merom was the scene of one of Joshua’s
exterm�nat�ng battles. Jab�n, K�ng of Hazor, (up yonder above Dan,)
called all the she�ks about h�m together, w�th the�r hosts, to make
ready for Israel’s terr�ble General who was approach�ng.

“And when all these K�ngs were met together, they
came and p�tched together by the Waters of Merom, to
f�ght aga�nst Israel. And they went out, they and all
the�r hosts w�th them, much people, even as the sand
that �s upon the sea-shore for mult�tude,” etc.

But Joshua fell upon them and utterly destroyed them, root and
branch. That was h�s usual pol�cy �n war. He never left any chance
for newspaper controvers�es about who won the battle. He made th�s
valley, so qu�et now, a reek�ng slaughter-pen.

Somewhere �n th�s part of the country—I do not know exactly
where—Israel fought another bloody battle a hundred years later.
Deborah, the prophetess, told Barak to take ten thousand men and
sally forth aga�nst another K�ng Jab�n who had been do�ng
someth�ng. Barak came down from Mount Tabor, twenty or twenty-
f�ve m�les from here, and gave battle to Jab�n’s forces, who were �n
command of S�sera. Barak won the f�ght, and wh�le he was mak�ng
the v�ctory complete by the usual method of exterm�nat�ng the
remnant of the defeated host, S�sera fled away on foot, and when he
was nearly exhausted by fat�gue and th�rst, one Jael, a woman he
seems to have been acqua�nted w�th, �nv�ted h�m to come �nto her
tent and rest h�mself. The weary sold�er acceded read�ly enough,
and Jael put h�m to bed. He sa�d he was very th�rsty, and asked h�s
generous preserver to get h�m a cup of water. She brought h�m some



m�lk, and he drank of �t gratefully and lay down aga�n, to forget �n
pleasant dreams h�s lost battle and h�s humbled pr�de. Presently
when he was asleep she came softly �n w�th a hammer and drove a
h�deous tent-pen down through h�s bra�n!

“For he was fast asleep and weary. So he d�ed.” Such �s the
touch�ng language of the B�ble. “The Song of Deborah and Barak”
pra�ses Jael for the memorable serv�ce she had rendered, �n an
exultant stra�n:

“Blessed above women shall Jael the w�fe of Heber
the Ken�te be, blessed shall she be above women �n
the tent.

“He asked for water, and she gave h�m m�lk; she
brought forth butter �n a lordly d�sh.

“She put her hand to the na�l, and her r�ght hand to
the workman’s hammer; and w�th the hammer she
smote S�sera, she smote off h�s head when she had
p�erced and str�cken through h�s temples.

“At her feet he bowed, he fell, he lay down: at her
feet he bowed, he fell: where he bowed, there he fell
down dead.”

St�rr�ng scenes l�ke these occur �n th�s valley no more. There �s not
a sol�tary v�llage throughout �ts whole extent—not for th�rty m�les �n
e�ther d�rect�on. There are two or three small clusters of Bedou�n
tents, but not a s�ngle permanent hab�tat�on. One may r�de ten m�les,
hereabouts, and not see ten human be�ngs.

To th�s reg�on one of the prophec�es �s appl�ed:

“I w�ll br�ng the land �nto desolat�on; and your
enem�es wh�ch dwell there�n shall be aston�shed at �t.
And I w�ll scatter you among the heathen, and I w�ll
draw out a sword after you; and your land shall be
desolate and your c�t�es waste.”

No man can stand here by deserted A�n Mellahah and say the
prophecy has not been fulf�lled.



In a verse from the B�ble wh�ch I have quoted above, occurs the
phrase “all these k�ngs.” It attracted my attent�on �n a moment,
because �t carr�es to my m�nd such a vastly d�fferent s�gn�f�cance
from what �t always d�d at home. I can see eas�ly enough that �f I
w�sh to prof�t by th�s tour and come to a correct understand�ng of the
matters of �nterest connected w�th �t, I must stud�ously and fa�thfully
unlearn a great many th�ngs I have somehow absorbed concern�ng
Palest�ne. I must beg�n a system of reduct�on. L�ke my grapes wh�ch
the sp�es bore out of the Prom�sed Land, I have got every th�ng �n
Palest�ne on too large a scale. Some of my �deas were w�ld enough.
The word Palest�ne always brought to my m�nd a vague suggest�on
of a country as large as the Un�ted States. I do not know why, but
such was the case. I suppose �t was because I could not conce�ve of
a small country hav�ng so large a h�story. I th�nk I was a l�ttle
surpr�sed to f�nd that the grand Sultan of Turkey was a man of only
ord�nary s�ze. I must try to reduce my �deas of Palest�ne to a more
reasonable shape. One gets large �mpress�ons �n boyhood,
somet�mes, wh�ch he has to f�ght aga�nst all h�s l�fe. “All these k�ngs.”
When I used to read that �n Sunday School, �t suggested to me the
several k�ngs of such countr�es as England, France, Spa�n,
Germany, Russ�a, etc., arrayed �n splend�d robes ablaze w�th jewels,
march�ng �n grave process�on, w�th sceptres of gold �n the�r hands
and flash�ng crowns upon the�r heads. But here �n A�n Mellahah,
after com�ng through Syr�a, and after g�v�ng ser�ous study to the
character and customs of the country, the phrase “all these k�ngs”
loses �ts grandeur. It suggests only a parcel of petty ch�efs—�ll-clad
and �ll-cond�t�oned savages much l�ke our Ind�ans, who l�ved �n full
s�ght of each other and whose “k�ngdoms” were large when they
were f�ve m�les square and conta�ned two thousand souls. The
comb�ned monarch�es of the th�rty “k�ngs” destroyed by Joshua on
one of h�s famous campa�gns, only covered an area about equal to
four of our count�es of ord�nary s�ze. The poor old she�k we saw at
Cesarea Ph�l�pp� w�th h�s ragged band of a hundred followers, would
have been called a “k�ng” �n those anc�ent t�mes.

It �s seven �n the morn�ng, and as we are �n the country, the grass
ought to be sparkl�ng w�th dew, the flowers enr�ch�ng the a�r w�th the�r
fragrance, and the b�rds s�ng�ng �n the trees. But alas, there �s no



dew here, nor flowers, nor b�rds, nor trees. There �s a pla�n and an
unshaded lake, and beyond them some barren mounta�ns. The tents
are tumbl�ng, the Arabs are quarrel�ng l�ke dogs and cats, as usual,
the campground �s strewn w�th packages and bundles, the labor of
pack�ng them upon the backs of the mules �s progress�ng w�th great
act�v�ty, the horses are saddled, the umbrellas are out, and �n ten
m�nutes we shall mount and the long process�on w�ll move aga�n.
The wh�te c�ty of the Mellahah, resurrected for a moment out of the
dead centur�es, w�ll have d�sappeared aga�n and left no s�gn.
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CHAPTER XLVII.
We traversed some m�les of desolate country whose so�l �s r�ch

enough, but �s g�ven over wholly to weeds—a s�lent, mournful
expanse, where�n we saw only three persons—Arabs, w�th noth�ng
on but a long coarse sh�rt l�ke the “tow-l�nen” sh�rts wh�ch used to
form the only summer garment of l�ttle negro boys on Southern
plantat�ons. Shepherds they were, and they charmed the�r flocks w�th
the trad�t�onal shepherd’s p�pe—a reed �nstrument that made mus�c
as exqu�s�tely �nfernal as these same Arabs create when they s�ng.

In the�r p�pes l�ngered no echo of the wonderful mus�c the
shepherd forefathers heard �n the Pla�ns of Bethlehem what t�me the
angels sang “Peace on earth, good w�ll to men.”

Part of the ground we came over was not ground at all, but rocks
—cream-colored rocks, worn smooth, as �f by water; w�th seldom an
edge or a corner on them, but scooped out, honey-combed, bored
out w�th eye-holes, and thus wrought �nto all manner of qua�nt
shapes, among wh�ch the uncouth �m�tat�on of skulls was frequent.
Over th�s part of the route were occas�onal rema�ns of an old Roman
road l�ke the App�an Way, whose pav�ng-stones st�ll clung to the�r
places w�th Roman tenac�ty.

Gray l�zards, those he�rs of ru�n, of sepulchres and desolat�on,
gl�ded �n and out among the rocks or lay st�ll and sunned
themselves. Where prosper�ty has re�gned, and fallen; where glory
has flamed, and gone out; where beauty has dwelt, and passed
away; where gladness was, and sorrow �s; where the pomp of l�fe
has been, and s�lence and death brood �n �ts h�gh places, there th�s
rept�le makes h�s home, and mocks at human van�ty. H�s coat �s the
color of ashes: and ashes are the symbol of hopes that have
per�shed, of asp�rat�ons that came to nought, of loves that are bur�ed.
If he could speak, he would say, Bu�ld temples: I w�ll lord �t �n the�r
ru�ns; bu�ld palaces: I w�ll �nhab�t them; erect emp�res: I w�ll �nher�t
them; bury your beaut�ful: I w�ll watch the worms at the�r work; and



you, who stand here and moral�ze over me: I w�ll crawl over your
corpse at the last.
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A few ants were �n th�s desert place, but merely to spend the
summer. They brought the�r prov�s�ons from A�n Mellahah—eleven
m�les.

Jack �s not very well to-day, �t �s easy to see; but boy as he �s, he
�s too much of a man to speak of �t. He exposed h�mself to the sun
too much yesterday, but s�nce �t came of h�s earnest des�re to learn,
and to make th�s journey as useful as the opportun�t�es w�ll allow, no
one seeks to d�scourage h�m by fault-f�nd�ng. We m�ssed h�m an
hour from the camp, and then found h�m some d�stance away, by the
edge of a brook, and w�th no umbrella to protect h�m from the f�erce
sun. If he had been used to go�ng w�thout h�s umbrella, �t would have
been well enough, of course; but he was not. He was just �n the act
of throw�ng a clod at a mud-turtle wh�ch was sunn�ng �tself on a small
log �n the brook. We sa�d:

“Don’t do that, Jack. What do you want to harm h�m for? What has
he done?”

“Well, then, I won’t k�ll h�m, but I ought to, because he �s a fraud.”
We asked h�m why, but he sa�d �t was no matter. We asked h�m

why, once or tw�ce, as we walked back to the camp but he st�ll sa�d �t
was no matter. But late at n�ght, when he was s�tt�ng �n a thoughtful
mood on the bed, we asked h�m aga�n and he sa�d:
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“Well, �t don’t matter; I don’t m�nd �t now, but I d�d not l�ke �t today,
you know, because I don’t tell any th�ng that �sn’t so, and I don’t th�nk
the Colonel ought to, e�ther. But he d�d; he told us at prayers �n the
P�lgr�ms’ tent, last n�ght, and he seemed as �f he was read�ng �t out of
the B�ble, too, about th�s country flow�ng w�th m�lk and honey, and
about the vo�ce of the turtle be�ng heard �n the land. I thought that
was draw�ng �t a l�ttle strong, about the turtles, any how, but I asked
Mr. Church �f �t was so, and he sa�d �t was, and what Mr. Church tells
me, I bel�eve. But I sat there and watched that turtle nearly an hour
today, and I almost burned up �n the sun; but I never heard h�m s�ng.
I bel�eve I sweated a double handful of sweat—-I know I d�d—
because �t got �n my eyes, and �t was runn�ng down over my nose all
the t�me; and you know my pants are t�ghter than any body else’s—
Par�s fool�shness—and the bucksk�n seat of them got wet w�th
sweat, and then got dry aga�n and began to draw up and p�nch and
tear loose—�t was awful—but I never heard h�m s�ng. F�nally I sa�d,
Th�s �s a fraud—that �s what �t �s, �t �s a fraud—and �f I had had any
sense I m�ght have known a cursed mud-turtle couldn’t s�ng. And
then I sa�d, I don’t w�sh to be hard on th�s fellow, and I w�ll just g�ve
h�m ten m�nutes to commence; ten m�nutes—and then �f he don’t,
down goes h�s bu�ld�ng. But he d�dn’t commence, you know. I had
sta�d there all that t�me, th�nk�ng may be he m�ght, pretty soon,
because he kept on ra�s�ng h�s head up and lett�ng �t down, and
draw�ng the sk�n over h�s eyes for a m�nute and then open�ng them
out aga�n, as �f he was try�ng to study up someth�ng to s�ng, but just
as the ten m�nutes were up and I was all beat out and bl�stered, he
la�d h�s blamed head down on a knot and went fast asleep."
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“It was a l�ttle hard, after you had wa�ted so long.”
“I should th�nk so. I sa�d, Well, �f you won’t s�ng, you shan’t sleep,

any way; and �f you fellows had let me alone I would have made h�m



sh�n out of Gal�lee qu�cker than any turtle ever d�d yet. But �t �sn’t any
matter now—let �t go. The sk�n �s all off the back of my neck.”

About ten �n the morn�ng we halted at Joseph’s P�t. Th�s �s a
ru�ned Khan of the M�ddle Ages, �n one of whose s�de courts �s a
great walled and arched p�t w�th water �n �t, and th�s p�t, one trad�t�on
says, �s the one Joseph’s brethren cast h�m �nto. A more authent�c
trad�t�on, a�ded by the geography of the country, places the p�t �n
Dothan, some two days’ journey from here. However, s�nce there are
many who bel�eve �n th�s present p�t as the true one, �t has �ts
�nterest.

It �s hard to make a cho�ce of the most beaut�ful passage �n a book
wh�ch �s so gemmed w�th beaut�ful passages as the B�ble; but �t �s
certa�n that not many th�ngs w�th�n �ts l�ds may take rank above the
exqu�s�te story of Joseph. Who taught those anc�ent wr�ters the�r
s�mpl�c�ty of language, the�r fel�c�ty of express�on, the�r pathos, and
above all, the�r faculty of s�nk�ng themselves ent�rely out of s�ght of
the reader and mak�ng the narrat�ve stand out alone and seem to tell
�tself? Shakspeare �s always present when one reads h�s book;
Macaulay �s present when we follow the march of h�s stately
sentences; but the Old Testament wr�ters are h�dden from v�ew.

If the p�t I have been speak�ng of �s the r�ght one, a scene
transp�red there, long ages ago, wh�ch �s fam�l�ar to us all �n p�ctures.
The sons of Jacob had been pastur�ng the�r flocks near there. The�r
father grew uneasy at the�r long absence, and sent Joseph, h�s
favor�te, to see �f any th�ng had gone wrong w�th them. He traveled
s�x or seven days’ journey; he was only seventeen years old, and,
boy l�ke, he to�led through that long stretch of the v�lest, rock�est,
dust�est country �n As�a, arrayed �n the pr�de of h�s heart, h�s
beaut�ful claw-hammer coat of many colors. Joseph was the favor�te,
and that was one cr�me �n the eyes of h�s brethren; he had dreamed
dreams, and �nterpreted them to foreshadow h�s elevat�on far above
all h�s fam�ly �n the far future, and that was another; he was dressed
well and had doubtless d�splayed the harmless van�ty of youth �n
keep�ng the fact prom�nently before h�s brothers. These were cr�mes
h�s elders fretted over among themselves and proposed to pun�sh
when the opportun�ty should offer. When they saw h�m com�ng up



from the Sea of Gal�lee, they recogn�zed h�m and were glad. They
sa�d, “Lo, here �s th�s dreamer—let us k�ll h�m.” But Reuben pleaded
for h�s l�fe, and they spared �t. But they se�zed the boy, and str�pped
the hated coat from h�s back and pushed h�m �nto the p�t. They
�ntended to let h�m d�e there, but Reuben �ntended to l�berate h�m
secretly. However, wh�le Reuben was away for a l�ttle wh�le, the
brethren sold Joseph to some Ishmael�t�sh merchants who were
journey�ng towards Egypt. Such �s the h�story of the p�t. And the self-
same p�t �s there �n that place, even to th�s day; and there �t w�ll
rema�n unt�l the next detachment of �mage-breakers and tomb
desecraters arr�ves from the Quaker C�ty excurs�on, and they w�ll
�nfall�bly d�g �t up and carry �t away w�th them. For behold �n them �s
no reverence for the solemn monuments of the past, and
wh�thersoever they go they destroy and spare not.

Joseph became r�ch, d�st�ngu�shed, powerful—as the B�ble
expresses �t, “lord over all the land of Egypt.” Joseph was the real
k�ng, the strength, the bra�n of the monarchy, though Pharaoh held
the t�tle. Joseph �s one of the truly great men of the Old Testament.
And he was the noblest and the manl�est, save Esau. Why shall we
not say a good word for the pr�ncely Bedou�n? The only cr�me that
can be brought aga�nst h�m �s that he was unfortunate. Why must
every body pra�se Joseph’s great-hearted generos�ty to h�s cruel
brethren, w�thout st�nt of fervent language, and fl�ng only a reluctant
bone of pra�se to Esau for h�s st�ll subl�mer generos�ty to the brother
who had wronged h�m? Jacob took advantage of Esau’s consum�ng
hunger to rob h�m of h�s b�rthr�ght and the great honor and
cons�derat�on that belonged to the pos�t�on; by treachery and
falsehood he robbed h�m of h�s father’s bless�ng; he made of h�m a
stranger �n h�s home, and a wanderer. Yet after twenty years had
passed away and Jacob met Esau and fell at h�s feet quak�ng w�th
fear and begg�ng p�teously to be spared the pun�shment he knew he
deserved, what d�d that magn�f�cent savage do? He fell upon h�s
neck and embraced h�m! When Jacob—who was �ncapable of
comprehend�ng nob�l�ty of character—st�ll doubt�ng, st�ll fear�ng,
�ns�sted upon “f�nd�ng grace w�th my lord” by the br�be of a present of
cattle, what d�d the gorgeous son of the desert say?

“Nay, I have enough, my brother; keep that thou hast unto thyself!”



Esau found Jacob r�ch, beloved by w�ves and ch�ldren, and
travel�ng �n state, w�th servants, herds of cattle and tra�ns of camels
—but he h�mself was st�ll the uncourted outcast th�s brother had
made h�m. After th�rteen years of romant�c mystery, the brethren who
had wronged Joseph, came, strangers �n a strange land, hungry and
humble, to buy “a l�ttle food”; and be�ng summoned to a palace,
charged w�th cr�me, they beheld �n �ts owner the�r wronged brother;
they were trembl�ng beggars—he, the lord of a m�ghty emp�re! What
Joseph that ever l�ved would have thrown away such a chance to
“show off?” Who stands f�rst—outcast Esau forg�v�ng Jacob �n
prosper�ty, or Joseph on a k�ng’s throne forg�v�ng the ragged
tremblers whose happy rascal�ty placed h�m there?

Just before we came to Joseph’s P�t, we had “ra�sed” a h�ll, and
there, a few m�les before us, w�th not a tree or a shrub to �nterrupt
the v�ew, lay a v�s�on wh�ch m�ll�ons of worsh�pers �n the far lands of
the earth would g�ve half the�r possess�ons to see—the sacred Sea
of Gal�lee!

Therefore we tarr�ed only a short t�me at the p�t. We rested the
horses and ourselves, and felt for a few m�nutes the blessed shade
of the anc�ent bu�ld�ngs. We were out of water, but the two or three
scowl�ng Arabs, w�th the�r long guns, who were �dl�ng about the
place, sa�d they had none and that there was none �n the v�c�n�ty.
They knew there was a l�ttle brack�sh water �n the p�t, but they
venerated a place made sacred by the�r ancestor’s �mpr�sonment too
much to be w�ll�ng to see Chr�st�an dogs dr�nk from �t. But Ferguson
t�ed rags and handkerch�efs together t�ll he made a rope long enough
to lower a vessel to the bottom, and we drank and then rode on; and
�n a short t�me we d�smounted on those shores wh�ch the feet of the
Sav�our have made holy ground.

At noon we took a sw�m �n the Sea of Gal�lee—a blessed pr�v�lege
�n th�s roast�ng cl�mate—and then lunched under a neglected old f�g-
tree at the founta�n they call A�n-et-T�n, a hundred yards from ru�ned
Capernaum. Every r�vulet that gurgles out of the rocks and sands of
th�s part of the world �s dubbed w�th the t�tle of “founta�n,” and people
fam�l�ar w�th the Hudson, the great lakes and the M�ss�ss�pp� fall �nto
transports of adm�rat�on over them, and exhaust the�r powers of



compos�t�on �n wr�t�ng the�r pra�ses. If all the poetry and nonsense
that have been d�scharged upon the founta�ns and the bland scenery
of th�s reg�on were collected �n a book, �t would make a most
valuable volume to burn.



p495.jpg (34K)

Dur�ng luncheon, the p�lgr�m enthus�asts of our party, who had
been so l�ght-hearted and so happy ever s�nce they touched holy
ground that they d�d l�ttle but mutter �ncoherent rhapsod�es, could
scarcely eat, so anx�ous were they to “take sh�pp�ng” and sa�l �n very
person upon the waters that had borne the vessels of the Apostles.
The�r anx�ety grew and the�r exc�tement augmented w�th every
fleet�ng moment, unt�l my fears were aroused and I began to have
m�sg�v�ngs that �n the�r present cond�t�on they m�ght break recklessly
loose from all cons�derat�ons of prudence and buy a whole fleet of
sh�ps to sa�l �n �nstead of h�r�ng a s�ngle one for an hour, as qu�et folk
are wont to do. I trembled to th�nk of the ru�ned purses th�s day’s
performances m�ght result �n. I could not help reflect�ng bod�ngly
upon the �ntemperate zeal w�th wh�ch m�ddle-aged men are apt to
surfe�t themselves upon a seduct�ve folly wh�ch they have tasted for
the f�rst t�me. And yet I d�d not feel that I had a r�ght to be surpr�sed
at the state of th�ngs wh�ch was g�v�ng me so much concern. These
men had been taught from �nfancy to revere, almost to worsh�p, the
holy places whereon the�r happy eyes were rest�ng now. For many
and many a year th�s very p�cture had v�s�ted the�r thoughts by day
and floated through the�r dreams by n�ght. To stand before �t �n the
flesh—to see �t as they saw �t now—to sa�l upon the hallowed sea,
and k�ss the holy so�l that compassed �t about: these were
asp�rat�ons they had cher�shed wh�le a generat�on dragged �ts
lagg�ng seasons by and left �ts furrows �n the�r faces and �ts frosts
upon the�r ha�r. To look upon th�s p�cture, and sa�l upon th�s sea, they
had forsaken home and �ts �dols and journeyed thousands and
thousands of m�les, �n wear�ness and tr�bulat�on. What wonder that
the sord�d l�ghts of work-day prudence should pale before the glory
of a hope l�ke the�rs �n the full splendor of �ts fru�t�on? Let them
squander m�ll�ons! I sa�d—who speaks of money at a t�me l�ke th�s?

In th�s frame of m�nd I followed, as fast as I could, the eager
footsteps of the p�lgr�ms, and stood upon the shore of the lake, and



swelled, w�th hat and vo�ce, the frant�c ha�l they sent after the “sh�p”
that was speed�ng by. It was a success. The to�lers of the sea ran �n
and beached the�r barque. Joy sat upon every countenance.

“How much?—ask h�m how much, Ferguson!—how much to take
us all—e�ght of us, and you—to Bethsa�da, yonder, and to the mouth
of Jordan, and to the place where the sw�ne ran down �nto the sea—
qu�ck!—and we want to coast around every where—every where!—
all day long!—I could sa�l a year �n these waters!—and tell h�m we’ll
stop at Magdala and f�n�sh at T�ber�as!—ask h�m how much?—any
th�ng—any th�ng whatever!—tell h�m we don’t care what the expense
�s!” [I sa�d to myself, I knew how �t would be.]

Ferguson—(�nterpret�ng)—“He says two Napoleons—e�ght
dollars.”

One or two countenances fell. Then a pause.
“Too much!—we’ll g�ve h�m one!”
I never shall know how �t was—I shudder yet when I th�nk how the

place �s g�ven to m�racles—but �n a s�ngle �nstant of t�me, as �t
seemed to me, that sh�p was twenty paces from the shore, and
speed�ng away l�ke a fr�ghtened th�ng! E�ght crestfallen creatures
stood upon the shore, and O, to th�nk of �t! th�s—th�s—after all that
overmaster�ng ecstacy! Oh, shameful, shameful end�ng, after such
unseemly boast�ng! It was too much l�ke “Ho! let me at h�m!” followed
by a prudent “Two of you hold h�m—one can hold me!”
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Instantly there was wa�l�ng and gnash�ng of teeth �n the camp. The
two Napoleons were offered—more �f necessary—and p�lgr�ms and
dragoman shouted themselves hoarse w�th plead�ngs to the
retreat�ng boatmen to come back. But they sa�led serenely away and
pa�d no further heed to p�lgr�ms who had dreamed all the�r l�ves of
some day sk�mm�ng over the sacred waters of Gal�lee and l�sten�ng



to �ts hallowed story �n the wh�sper�ngs of �ts waves, and had
journeyed countless leagues to do �t, and—and then concluded that
the fare was too h�gh. Impert�nent Mohammedan Arabs, to th�nk
such th�ngs of gentlemen of another fa�th!

Well, there was noth�ng to do but just subm�t and forego the
pr�v�lege of voyag�ng on Genessaret, after com�ng half around the
globe to taste that pleasure. There was a t�me, when the Sav�our
taught here, that boats were plenty among the f�shermen of the
coasts—but boats and f�shermen both are gone, now; and old
Josephus had a fleet of men-of-war �n these waters e�ghteen
centur�es ago—a hundred and th�rty bold canoes—but they, also,
have passed away and left no s�gn. They battle here no more by
sea, and the commerc�al mar�ne of Gal�lee numbers only two small
sh�ps, just of a pattern w�th the l�ttle sk�ffs the d�sc�ples knew. One
was lost to us for good—the other was m�les away and far out of ha�l.
So we mounted the horses and rode gr�mly on toward Magdala,
canter�ng along �n the edge of the water for want of the means of
pass�ng over �t.

How the p�lgr�ms abused each other! Each sa�d �t was the other’s
fault, and each �n turn den�ed �t. No word was spoken by the s�nners
—even the m�ldest sarcasm m�ght have been dangerous at such a
t�me. S�nners that have been kept down and had examples held up
to them, and suffered frequent lectures, and been so put upon �n a
moral way and �n the matter of go�ng slow and be�ng ser�ous and
bottl�ng up slang, and so crowded �n regard to the matter of be�ng
proper and always and forever behav�ng, that the�r l�ves have
become a burden to them, would not lag beh�nd p�lgr�ms at such a
t�me as th�s, and w�nk furt�vely, and be joyful, and comm�t other such
cr�mes—because �t would not occur to them to do �t. Otherw�se they
would. But they d�d do �t, though—and �t d�d them a world of good to
hear the p�lgr�ms abuse each other, too. We took an unworthy
sat�sfact�on �n see�ng them fall out, now and then, because �t showed
that they were only poor human people l�ke us, after all.

So we all rode down to Magdala, wh�le the gnash�ng of teeth
waxed and waned by turns, and harsh words troubled the holy calm
of Gal�lee.



Lest any man th�nk I mean to be �ll-natured when I talk about our
p�lgr�ms as I have been talk�ng, I w�sh to say �n all s�ncer�ty that I do
not. I would not l�sten to lectures from men I d�d not l�ke and could
not respect; and none of these can say I ever took the�r lectures
unk�ndly, or was rest�ve under the �nfl�ct�on, or fa�led to try to prof�t by
what they sa�d to me. They are better men than I am; I can say that
honestly; they are good fr�ends of m�ne, too—and bes�des, �f they d�d
not w�sh to be st�rred up occas�onally �n pr�nt, why �n the m�sch�ef d�d
they travel w�th me? They knew me. They knew my l�beral way—that
I l�ke to g�ve and take—when �t �s for me to g�ve and other people to
take. When one of them threatened to leave me �n Damascus when I
had the cholera, he had no real �dea of do�ng �t—I know h�s
pass�onate nature and the good �mpulses that underl�e �t. And d�d I
not overhear Church, another p�lgr�m, say he d�d not care who went
or who sta�d, he would stand by me t�ll I walked out of Damascus on
my own feet or was carr�ed out �n a coff�n, �f �t was a year? And do I
not �nclude Church every t�me I abuse the p�lgr�ms—and would I be
l�kely to speak �ll-naturedly of h�m? I w�sh to st�r them up and make
them healthy; that �s all.

We had left Capernaum beh�nd us. It was only a shapeless ru�n. It
bore no semblance to a town, and had noth�ng about �t to suggest
that �t had ever been a town. But all desolate and unpeopled as �t
was, �t was �llustr�ous ground. From �t sprang that tree of Chr�st�an�ty
whose broad arms overshadow so many d�stant lands to-day. After
Chr�st was tempted of the dev�l �n the desert, he came here and
began h�s teach�ngs; and dur�ng the three or four years he l�ved
afterward, th�s place was h�s home almost altogether. He began to
heal the s�ck, and h�s fame soon spread so w�dely that sufferers
came from Syr�a and beyond Jordan, and even from Jerusalem,
several days’ journey away, to be cured of the�r d�seases. Here he
healed the centur�on’s servant and Peter’s mother-�n-law, and
mult�tudes of the lame and the bl�nd and persons possessed of
dev�ls; and here, also, he ra�sed Ja�rus’s daughter from the dead. He
went �nto a sh�p w�th h�s d�sc�ples, and when they roused h�m from
sleep �n the m�dst of a storm, he qu�eted the w�nds and lulled the
troubled sea to rest w�th h�s vo�ce. He passed over to the other s�de,
a few m�les away and rel�eved two men of dev�ls, wh�ch passed �nto



some sw�ne. After h�s return he called Matthew from the rece�pt of
customs, performed some cures, and created scandal by eat�ng w�th
publ�cans and s�nners. Then he went heal�ng and teach�ng through
Gal�lee, and even journeyed to Tyre and S�don. He chose the twelve
d�sc�ples, and sent them abroad to preach the new gospel. He
worked m�racles �n Bethsa�da and Choraz�n—v�llages two or three
m�les from Capernaum. It was near one of them that the m�raculous
draft of f�shes �s supposed to have been taken, and �t was �n the
desert places near the other that he fed the thousands by the
m�racles of the loaves and f�shes. He cursed them both, and
Capernaum also, for not repent�ng, after all the great works he had
done �n the�r m�dst, and prophes�ed aga�nst them. They are all �n
ru�ns, now—wh�ch �s grat�fy�ng to the p�lgr�ms, for, as usual, they f�t
the eternal words of gods to the evanescent th�ngs of th�s earth;
Chr�st, �t �s more probable, referred to the people, not the�r shabby
v�llages of w�gwams: he sa�d �t would be sad for them at “the day of
judgment”—and what bus�ness have mud-hovels at the Day of
Judgment? It would not affect the prophecy �n the least—�t would
ne�ther prove �t or d�sprove �t—�f these towns were splend�d c�t�es
now �nstead of the almost van�shed ru�ns they are. Chr�st v�s�ted
Magdala, wh�ch �s near by Capernaum, and he also v�s�ted Cesarea
Ph�l�pp�. He went up to h�s old home at Nazareth, and saw h�s
brothers Joses, and Judas, and James, and S�mon—those persons
who, be�ng own brothers to Jesus Chr�st, one would expect to hear
ment�oned somet�mes, yet who ever saw the�r names �n a
newspaper or heard them from a pulp�t? Who ever �nqu�res what
manner of youths they were; and whether they slept w�th Jesus,
played w�th h�m and romped about h�m; quarreled w�th h�m
concern�ng toys and tr�fles; struck h�m �n anger, not suspect�ng what
he was? Who ever wonders what they thought when they saw h�m
come back to Nazareth a celebr�ty, and looked long at h�s unfam�l�ar
face to make sure, and then sa�d, “It �s Jesus?” Who wonders what
passed �n the�r m�nds when they saw th�s brother, (who was only a
brother to them, however much he m�ght be to others a myster�ous
stranger who was a god and had stood face to face w�th God above
the clouds,) do�ng strange m�racles w�th crowds of aston�shed people
for w�tnesses? Who wonders �f the brothers of Jesus asked h�m to



come home w�th them, and sa�d h�s mother and h�s s�sters were
gr�eved at h�s long absence, and would be w�ld w�th del�ght to see h�s
face aga�n? Who ever g�ves a thought to the s�sters of Jesus at all?
—yet he had s�sters; and memor�es of them must have stolen �nto
h�s m�nd often when he was �ll-treated among strangers; when he
was homeless and sa�d he had not where to lay h�s head; when all
deserted h�m, even Peter, and he stood alone among h�s enem�es.

Chr�st d�d few m�racles �n Nazareth, and sta�d but a l�ttle wh�le. The
people sa�d, “Th�s the Son of God! Why, h�s father �s noth�ng but a
carpenter. We know the fam�ly. We see them every day. Are not h�s
brothers named so and so, and h�s s�sters so and so, and �s not h�s
mother the person they call Mary? Th�s �s absurd.” He d�d not curse
h�s home, but he shook �ts dust from h�s feet and went away.

Capernaum l�es close to the edge of the l�ttle sea, �n a small pla�n
some f�ve m�les long and a m�le or two w�de, wh�ch �s m�ldly adorned
w�th oleanders wh�ch look all the better contrasted w�th the bald h�lls
and the howl�ng deserts wh�ch surround them, but they are not as
del�r�ously beaut�ful as the books pa�nt them. If one be calm and
resolute he can look upon the�r comel�ness and l�ve.

One of the most aston�sh�ng th�ngs that have yet fallen under our
observat�on �s the exceed�ngly small port�on of the earth from wh�ch
sprang the now flour�sh�ng plant of Chr�st�an�ty. The longest journey
our Sav�our ever performed was from here to Jerusalem—about one
hundred to one hundred and twenty m�les. The next longest was
from here to S�don—say about s�xty or seventy m�les. Instead of
be�ng w�de apart—as Amer�can apprec�at�on of d�stances would
naturally suggest—the places made most part�cularly celebrated by
the presence of Chr�st are nearly all r�ght here �n full v�ew, and w�th�n
cannon-shot of Capernaum. Leav�ng out two or three short journeys
of the Sav�our, he spent h�s l�fe, preached h�s gospel, and performed
h�s m�racles w�th�n a compass no larger than an ord�nary county �n
the Un�ted States. It �s as much as I can do to comprehend th�s
stupefy�ng fact. How �t wears a man out to have to read up a
hundred pages of h�story every two or three m�les—for ver�ly the
celebrated local�t�es of Palest�ne occur that close together. How
wear�ly, how bew�lder�ngly they swarm about your path!



In due t�me we reached the anc�ent v�llage of Magdala.



CHAPTER XLVIII.
Magdala �s not a beaut�ful place. It �s thoroughly Syr�an, and that �s

to say that �t �s thoroughly ugly, and cramped, squal�d,
uncomfortable, and f�lthy—just the style of c�t�es that have adorned
the country s�nce Adam’s t�me, as all wr�ters have labored hard to
prove, and have succeeded. The streets of Magdala are any where
from three to s�x feet w�de, and reek�ng w�th uncleanl�ness. The
houses are from f�ve to seven feet h�gh, and all bu�lt upon one
arb�trary plan—the ungraceful form of a dry-goods box. The s�des
are daubed w�th a smooth wh�te plaster, and tastefully frescoed aloft
and alow w�th d�sks of camel-dung placed there to dry. Th�s g�ves the
ed�f�ce the romant�c appearance of hav�ng been r�ddled w�th cannon-
balls, and �mparts to �t a very warl�ke aspect. When the art�st has
arranged h�s mater�als w�th an eye to just proport�on—the small and
the large flakes �n alternate rows, and separated by carefully-
cons�dered �ntervals—I know of noth�ng more cheerful to look upon
than a sp�r�ted Syr�an fresco. The flat, plastered roof �s garn�shed by
p�cturesque stacks of fresco mater�als, wh�ch, hav�ng become
thoroughly dr�ed and cured, are placed there where �t w�ll be
conven�ent. It �s used for fuel. There �s no t�mber of any
consequence �n Palest�ne—none at all to waste upon f�res—and
ne�ther are there any m�nes of coal. If my descr�pt�on has been
�ntell�g�ble, you w�ll perce�ve, now, that a square, flat-roofed hovel,
neatly frescoed, w�th �ts wall-tops gallantly bast�oned and turreted
w�th dr�ed camel-refuse, g�ves to a landscape a feature that �s
exceed�ngly fest�ve and p�cturesque, espec�ally �f one �s careful to
remember to st�ck �n a cat wherever, about the prem�ses, there �s
room for a cat to s�t. There are no w�ndows to a Syr�an hut, and no
ch�mneys. When I used to read that they let a bed-r�dden man down
through the roof of a house �n Capernaum to get h�m �nto the
presence of the Sav�our, I generally had a three-story br�ck �n my
m�nd, and marveled that they d�d not break h�s neck w�th the strange
exper�ment. I perce�ve now, however, that they m�ght have taken h�m



by the heels and thrown h�m clear over the house w�thout
d�scommod�ng h�m very much. Palest�ne �s not changed any s�nce
those days, �n manners, customs, arch�tecture, or people.
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As we rode �nto Magdala not a soul was v�s�ble. But the r�ng of the
horses’ hoofs roused the stup�d populat�on, and they all came
troop�ng out—old men and old women, boys and g�rls, the bl�nd, the
crazy, and the cr�ppled, all �n ragged, so�led and scanty ra�ment, and
all abject beggars by nature, �nst�nct and educat�on. How the verm�n-
tortured vagabonds d�d swarm! How they showed the�r scars and
sores, and p�teously po�nted to the�r ma�med and crooked l�mbs, and
begged w�th the�r plead�ng eyes for char�ty! We had �nvoked a sp�r�t
we could not lay. They hung to the horses’s ta�ls, clung to the�r
manes and the st�rrups, closed �n on every a�de �n scorn of
dangerous hoofs—and out of the�r �nf�del throats, w�th one accord,
burst an agon�z�ng and most �nfernal chorus: “Howajj�, bucksheesh!
howajj�, bucksheesh! howajj�, bucksheesh! bucksheesh!
bucksheesh!” I never was �n a storm l�ke that before.

As we pa�d the bucksheesh out to sore-eyed ch�ldren and brown,
buxom g�rls w�th repuls�vely tattooed l�ps and ch�ns, we f�led through
the town and by many an exqu�s�te fresco, t�ll we came to a bramble-
�nfested �nclosure and a Roman-look�ng ru�n wh�ch had been the
ver�table dwell�ng of St. Mary Magdalene, the fr�end and follower of
Jesus. The gu�de bel�eved �t, and so d�d I. I could not well do
otherw�se, w�th the house r�ght there before my eyes as pla�n as day.
The p�lgr�ms took down port�ons of the front wall for spec�mens, as �s
the�r honored custom, and then we departed.

We are camped �n th�s place, now, just w�th�n the c�ty walls of
T�ber�as. We went �nto the town before n�ghtfall and looked at �ts
people—we cared noth�ng about �ts houses. Its people are best
exam�ned at a d�stance. They are part�cularly uncomely Jews, Arabs,



and negroes. Squalor and poverty are the pr�de of T�ber�as. The
young women wear the�r dower strung upon a strong w�re that
curves downward from the top of the head to the jaw—Turk�sh s�lver
co�ns wh�ch they have raked together or �nher�ted. Most of these
ma�dens were not wealthy, but some few had been very k�ndly dealt
w�th by fortune. I saw he�resses there worth, �n the�r own r�ght—
worth, well, I suppose I m�ght venture to say, as much as n�ne dollars
and a half. But such cases are rare. When you come across one of
these, she naturally puts on a�rs. She w�ll not ask for bucksheesh.
She w�ll not even perm�t of undue fam�l�ar�ty. She assumes a
crush�ng d�gn�ty and goes on serenely pract�c�ng w�th her f�ne-tooth
comb and quot�ng poetry just the same as �f you were not present at
all. Some people can not stand prosper�ty.

They say that the long-nosed, lanky, dyspept�c-look�ng body-
snatchers, w�th the �ndescr�bable hats on, and a long curl dangl�ng
down �n front of each ear, are the old, fam�l�ar, self-r�ghteous
Phar�sees we read of �n the Scr�ptures. Ver�ly, they look �t. Judg�ng
merely by the�r general style, and w�thout other ev�dence, one m�ght
eas�ly suspect that self-r�ghteousness was the�r spec�alty.

From var�ous author�t�es I have culled �nformat�on concern�ng
T�ber�as. It was bu�lt by Herod Ant�pas, the murderer of John the
Bapt�st, and named after the Emperor T�ber�us. It �s bel�eved that �t
stands upon the s�te of what must have been, ages ago, a c�ty of
cons�derable arch�tectural pretens�ons, judg�ng by the f�ne porphyry
p�llars that are scattered through T�ber�as and down the lake shore
southward. These were fluted, once, and yet, although the stone �s
about as hard as �ron, the flut�ngs are almost worn away. These
p�llars are small, and doubtless the ed�f�ces they adorned were
d�st�ngu�shed more for elegance than grandeur. Th�s modern town—
T�ber�as—�s only ment�oned �n the New Testament; never �n the Old.
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The Sanhedr�m met here last, and for three hundred years
T�ber�as was the metropol�s of the Jews �n Palest�ne. It �s one of the
four holy c�t�es of the Israel�tes, and �s to them what Mecca �s to the
Mohammedan and Jerusalem to the Chr�st�an. It has been the
ab�d�ng place of many learned and famous Jew�sh rabb�ns. They l�e
bur�ed here, and near them l�e also twenty-f�ve thousand of the�r fa�th
who traveled far to be near them wh�le they l�ved and l�e w�th them
when they d�ed. The great Rabb� Ben Israel spent three years here
�n the early part of the th�rd century. He �s dead, now.

The celebrated Sea of Gal�lee �s not so large a sea as Lake Tahoe
by a good deal—�t �s just about two-th�rds as large. And when we
come to speak of beauty, th�s sea �s no more to be compared to
Tahoe than a mer�d�an of long�tude �s to a ra�nbow. The d�m waters of
th�s pool can not suggest the l�mp�d br�ll�ancy of Tahoe; these low,
shaven, yellow h�llocks of rocks and sand, so devo�d of perspect�ve,
can not suggest the grand peaks that compass Tahoe l�ke a wall,
and whose r�bbed and chasmed fronts are clad w�th stately p�nes
that seem to grow small and smaller as they cl�mb, t�ll one m�ght
fancy them reduced to weeds and shrubs far upward, where they
jo�n the everlast�ng snows. S�lence and sol�tude brood over Tahoe;
and s�lence and sol�tude brood also over th�s lake of Genessaret. But
the sol�tude of the one �s as cheerful and fasc�nat�ng as the sol�tude
of the other �s d�smal and repellant.

[I measure all lakes by Tahoe, partly because I am
far more fam�l�ar w�th �t than w�th any other, and partly
because I have such a h�gh adm�rat�on for �t and such
a world of pleasant recollect�ons of �t, that �t �s very
nearly �mposs�ble for me to speak of lakes and not
ment�on �t.]

In the early morn�ng one watches the s�lent battle of dawn and
darkness upon the waters of Tahoe w�th a plac�d �nterest; but when
the shadows sulk away and one by one the h�dden beaut�es of the
shore unfold themselves �n the full splendor of noon; when the st�ll
surface �s belted l�ke a ra�nbow w�th broad bars of blue and green
and wh�te, half the d�stance from c�rcumference to centre; when, �n



the lazy summer afternoon, he l�es �n a boat, far out to where the
dead blue of the deep water beg�ns, and smokes the p�pe of peace
and �dly w�nks at the d�stant crags and patches of snow from under
h�s cap-br�m; when the boat dr�fts shoreward to the wh�te water, and
he lolls over the gunwale and gazes by the hour down through the
crystal depths and notes the colors of the pebbles and rev�ews the
f�nny arm�es gl�d�ng �n process�on a hundred feet below; when at
n�ght he sees moon and stars, mounta�n r�dges feathered w�th p�nes,
jutt�ng wh�te capes, bold promontor�es, grand sweeps of rugged
scenery topped w�th bald, gl�mmer�ng peaks, all magn�f�cently
p�ctured �n the pol�shed m�rror of the lake, �n r�chest, softest deta�l,
the tranqu�l �nterest that was born w�th the morn�ng deepens and
deepens, by sure degrees, t�ll �t culm�nates at last �n res�stless
fasc�nat�on!

It �s sol�tude, for b�rds and squ�rrels on the shore and f�shes �n the
water are all the creatures that are near to make �t otherw�se, but �t �s
not the sort of sol�tude to make one dreary. Come to Gal�lee for that.
If these unpeopled deserts, these rusty mounds of barrenness, that
never, never, never do shake the glare from the�r harsh outl�nes, and
fade and fa�nt �nto vague perspect�ve; that melancholy ru�n of
Capernaum; th�s stup�d v�llage of T�ber�as, slumber�ng under �ts s�x
funereal plumes of palms; yonder desolate decl�v�ty where the sw�ne
of the m�racle ran down �nto the sea, and doubtless thought �t was
better to swallow a dev�l or two and get drowned �nto the barga�n
than have to l�ve longer �n such a place; th�s cloudless, bl�ster�ng sky;
th�s solemn, sa�lless, t�ntless lake, repos�ng w�th�n �ts r�m of yellow
h�lls and low, steep banks, and look�ng just as express�onless and
unpoet�cal (when we leave �ts subl�me h�story out of the quest�on,) as
any metropol�tan reservo�r �n Chr�stendom—�f these th�ngs are not
food for rock me to sleep, mother, none ex�st, I th�nk.

But I should not offer the ev�dence for the prosecut�on and leave
the defense unheard. Wm. C. Gr�mes deposes as follows:—

“We had taken sh�p to go over to the other s�de. The
sea was not more than s�x m�les w�de. Of the beauty of
the scene, however, I can not say enough, nor can I
�mag�ne where those travelers carr�ed the�r eyes who



have descr�bed the scenery of the lake as tame or
un�nterest�ng. The f�rst great character�st�c of �t �s the
deep bas�n �n wh�ch �t l�es. Th�s �s from three to four
hundred feet deep on all s�des except at the lower end,
and the sharp slope of the banks, wh�ch are all of the
r�chest green, �s broken and d�vers�f�ed by the wadys
and water-courses wh�ch work the�r way down through
the s�des of the bas�n, form�ng dark chasms or l�ght
sunny valleys. Near T�ber�as these banks are rocky,
and anc�ent sepulchres open �n them, w�th the�r doors
toward the water. They selected grand spots, as d�d
the Egypt�ans of old, for bur�al places, as �f they
des�gned that when the vo�ce of God should reach the
sleepers, they should walk forth and open the�r eyes
on scenes of glor�ous beauty. On the east, the w�ld and
desolate mounta�ns contrast f�nely w�th the deep blue
lake; and toward the north, subl�me and majest�c,
Hermon looks down on the sea, l�ft�ng h�s wh�te crown
to heaven w�th the pr�de of a h�ll that has seen the
depart�ng footsteps of a hundred generat�ons. On the
north-east shore of the sea was a s�ngle tree, and th�s
�s the only tree of any s�ze v�s�ble from the water of the
lake, except a few lonely palms �n the c�ty of T�ber�as,
and by �ts sol�tary pos�t�on attracts more attent�on than
would a forest. The whole appearance of the scene �s
prec�sely what we would expect and des�re the scenery
of Genessaret to be, grand beauty, but qu�et calm. The
very mounta�ns are calm.”

It �s an �ngen�ously wr�tten descr�pt�on, and well calculated to
dece�ve. But �f the pa�nt and the r�bbons and the flowers be str�pped
from �t, a skeleton w�ll be found beneath.

So str�pped, there rema�ns a lake s�x m�les w�de and neutral �n
color; w�th steep green banks, unrel�eved by shrubbery; at one end
bare, uns�ghtly rocks, w�th (almost �nv�s�ble) holes �n them of no
consequence to the p�cture; eastward, “w�ld and desolate
mounta�ns;” (low, desolate h�lls, he should have sa�d;) �n the north, a



mounta�n called Hermon, w�th snow on �t; pecul�ar�ty of the p�cture,
“calmness;” �ts prom�nent feature, one tree.

No �ngenu�ty could make such a p�cture beaut�ful—to one’s actual
v�s�on.

I cla�m the r�ght to correct m�sstatements, and have so corrected
the color of the water �n the above recap�tulat�on. The waters of
Genessaret are of an exceed�ngly m�ld blue, even from a h�gh
elevat�on and a d�stance of f�ve m�les. Close at hand (the w�tness
was sa�l�ng on the lake,) �t �s hardly proper to call them blue at all,
much less “deep” blue. I w�sh to state, also, not as a correct�on, but
as matter of op�n�on, that Mount Hermon �s not a str�k�ng or
p�cturesque mounta�n by any means, be�ng too near the he�ght of �ts
�mmed�ate ne�ghbors to be so. That �s all. I do not object to the
w�tness dragg�ng a mounta�n forty-f�ve m�les to help the scenery
under cons�derat�on, because �t �s ent�rely proper to do �t, and
bes�des, the p�cture needs �t.

“C. W. E.,” (of “L�fe �n the Holy Land,”) deposes as follows:—

“A beaut�ful sea l�es unbosomed among the Gal�lean
h�lls, �n the m�dst of that land once possessed by
Zebulon and Naphtal�, Asher and Dan. The azure of
the sky penetrates the depths of the lake, and the
waters are sweet and cool. On the west, stretch broad
fert�le pla�ns; on the north the rocky shores r�se step by
step unt�l �n the far d�stance tower the snowy he�ghts of
Hermon; on the east through a m�sty ve�l are seen the
h�gh pla�ns of Perea, wh�ch stretch away �n rugged
mounta�ns lead�ng the m�nd by var�ed paths toward
Jerusalem the Holy. Flowers bloom �n th�s terrestr�al
parad�se, once beaut�ful and verdant w�th wav�ng trees;
s�ng�ng b�rds enchant the ear; the turtle-dove soothes
w�th �ts soft note; the crested lark sends up �ts song
toward heaven, and the grave and stately stork
�nsp�res the m�nd w�th thought, and leads �t on to
med�tat�on and repose. L�fe here was once �dyll�c,
charm�ng; here were once no r�ch, no poor, no h�gh, no



low. It was a world of ease, s�mpl�c�ty, and beauty; now
�t �s a scene of desolat�on and m�sery.”

Th�s �s not an �ngen�ous p�cture. It �s the worst I ever saw. It
descr�bes �n elaborate deta�l what �t terms a “terrestr�al parad�se,”
and closes w�th the startl�ng �nformat�on that th�s parad�se �s “a scene
of desolat�on and m�sery.”

I have g�ven two fa�r, average spec�mens of the character of the
test�mony offered by the major�ty of the wr�ters who v�s�t th�s reg�on.
One says, “Of the beauty of the scene I can not say enough,” and
then proceeds to cover up w�th a woof of gl�tter�ng sentences a th�ng
wh�ch, when str�pped for �nspect�on, proves to be only an
unobtrus�ve bas�n of water, some mounta�nous desolat�on, and one
tree. The other, after a consc�ent�ous effort to bu�ld a terrestr�al
parad�se out of the same mater�als, w�th the add�t�on of a “grave and
stately stork,” spo�ls �t all by blunder�ng upon the ghastly truth at the
last.

Nearly every book concern�ng Gal�lee and �ts lake descr�bes the
scenery as beaut�ful. No—not always so stra�ghtforward as that.
Somet�mes the �mpress�on �ntent�onally conveyed �s that �t �s
beaut�ful, at the same t�me that the author �s careful not to say that �t
�s, �n pla�n Saxon. But a careful analys�s of these descr�pt�ons w�ll
show that the mater�als of wh�ch they are formed are not �nd�v�dually
beaut�ful and can not be wrought �nto comb�nat�ons that are
beaut�ful. The venerat�on and the affect�on wh�ch some of these men
felt for the scenes they were speak�ng of, heated the�r fanc�es and
b�ased the�r judgment; but the pleasant fals�t�es they wrote were full
of honest s�ncer�ty, at any rate. Others wrote as they d�d, because
they feared �t would be unpopular to wr�te otherw�se. Others were
hypocr�tes and del�berately meant to dece�ve. Any of them would say
�n a moment, �f asked, that �t was always r�ght and always best to tell
the truth. They would say that, at any rate, �f they d�d not perce�ve
the dr�ft of the quest�on.

But why should not the truth be spoken of th�s reg�on? Is the truth
harmful? Has �t ever needed to h�de �ts face? God made the Sea of
Gal�lee and �ts surround�ngs as they are. Is �t the prov�nce of Mr.
Gr�mes to �mprove upon the work?



I am sure, from the tenor of books I have read, that many who
have v�s�ted th�s land �n years gone by, were Presbyter�ans, and
came seek�ng ev�dences �n support of the�r part�cular creed; they
found a Presbyter�an Palest�ne, and they had already made up the�r
m�nds to f�nd no other, though poss�bly they d�d not know �t, be�ng
bl�nded by the�r zeal. Others were Bapt�sts, seek�ng Bapt�st
ev�dences and a Bapt�st Palest�ne. Others were Cathol�cs,
Method�sts, Ep�scopal�ans, seek�ng ev�dences �ndors�ng the�r several
creeds, and a Cathol�c, a Method�st, an Ep�scopal�an Palest�ne.
Honest as these men’s �ntent�ons may have been, they were full of
part�al�t�es and prejud�ces, they entered the country w�th the�r
verd�cts already prepared, and they could no more wr�te
d�spass�onately and �mpart�ally about �t than they could about the�r
own w�ves and ch�ldren. Our p�lgr�ms have brought the�r verd�cts w�th
them. They have shown �t �n the�r conversat�on ever s�nce we left
Be�rout. I can almost tell, �n set phrase, what they w�ll say when they
see Tabor, Nazareth, Jer�cho and Jerusalem—because I have the
books they w�ll “smouch” the�r �deas from. These authors wr�te
p�ctures and frame rhapsod�es, and lesser men follow and see w�th
the author’s eyes �nstead of the�r own, and speak w�th h�s tongue.
What the p�lgr�ms sa�d at Cesarea Ph�l�pp� surpr�sed me w�th �ts
w�sdom. I found �t afterwards �n Rob�nson. What they sa�d when
Genessaret burst upon the�r v�s�on, charmed me w�th �ts grace. I f�nd
�t �n Mr. Thompson’s “Land and the Book.” They have spoken often,
�n happ�ly worded language wh�ch never var�ed, of how they mean to
lay the�r weary heads upon a stone at Bethel, as Jacob d�d, and
close the�r d�m eyes, and dream, perchance, of angels descend�ng
out of heaven on a ladder. It was very pretty. But I have recogn�zed
the weary head and the d�m eyes, f�nally. They borrowed the �dea—
and the words—and the construct�on—and the punctuat�on—from
Gr�mes. The p�lgr�ms w�ll tell of Palest�ne, when they get home, not
as �t appeared to them, but as �t appeared to Thompson and
Rob�nson and Gr�mes—w�th the t�nts var�ed to su�t each p�lgr�m’s
creed.

P�lgr�ms, s�nners and Arabs are all abed, now, and the camp �s
st�ll. Labor �n lonel�ness �s �rksome. S�nce I made my last few notes, I
have been s�tt�ng outs�de the tent for half an hour. N�ght �s the t�me to



see Gal�lee. Genessaret under these lustrous stars has noth�ng
repuls�ve about �t. Genessaret w�th the gl�tter�ng reflect�ons of the
constellat�ons fleck�ng �ts surface, almost makes me regret that I
ever saw the rude glare of the day upon �t. Its h�story and �ts
assoc�at�ons are �ts ch�efest charm, �n any eyes, and the spells they
weave are feeble �n the search�ng l�ght of the sun. Then, we scarcely
feel the fetters. Our thoughts wander constantly to the pract�cal
concerns of l�fe, and refuse to dwell upon th�ngs that seem vague
and unreal. But when the day �s done, even the most un�mpress�ble
must y�eld to the dreamy �nfluences of th�s tranqu�l starl�ght. The old
trad�t�ons of the place steal upon h�s memory and haunt h�s rever�es,
and then h�s fancy clothes all s�ghts and sounds w�th the
supernatural. In the lapp�ng of the waves upon the beach, he hears
the d�p of ghostly oars; �n the secret no�ses of the n�ght he hears
sp�r�t vo�ces; �n the soft sweep of the breeze, the rush of �nv�s�ble
w�ngs. Phantom sh�ps are on the sea, the dead of twenty centur�es
come forth from the tombs, and �n the d�rges of the n�ght w�nd the
songs of old forgotten ages f�nd utterance aga�n.

In the starl�ght, Gal�lee has no boundar�es but the broad compass
of the heavens, and �s a theatre meet for great events; meet for the
b�rth of a rel�g�on able to save a world; and meet for the stately
F�gure appo�nted to stand upon �ts stage and procla�m �ts h�gh
decrees. But �n the sunl�ght, one says: Is �t for the deeds wh�ch were
done and the words wh�ch were spoken �n th�s l�ttle acre of rocks and
sand e�ghteen centur�es gone, that the bells are r�ng�ng to-day �n the
remote �slands of the sea and far and w�de over cont�nents that clasp
the c�rcumference of the huge globe?

One can comprehend �t only when n�ght has h�dden all
�ncongru�t�es and created a theatre proper for so grand a drama.



CHAPTER XLIX.
We took another sw�m �n the Sea of Gal�lee at tw�l�ght yesterday,

and another at sunr�se th�s morn�ng. We have not sa�led, but three
sw�ms are equal to a sa�l, are they not? There were plenty of f�sh
v�s�ble �n the water, but we have no outs�de a�ds �n th�s p�lgr�mage
but “Tent L�fe �n the Holy Land,” “The Land and the Book,” and other
l�terature of l�ke descr�pt�on—no f�sh�ng-tackle. There were no f�sh to
be had �n the v�llage of T�ber�as. True, we saw two or three
vagabonds mend�ng the�r nets, but never try�ng to catch any th�ng
w�th them.

We d�d not go to the anc�ent warm baths two m�les below T�ber�as.
I had no des�re �n the world to go there. Th�s seemed a l�ttle strange,
and prompted me to try to d�scover what the cause of th�s
unreasonable �nd�fference was. It turned out to be s�mply because
Pl�ny ment�ons them. I have conce�ved a sort of unwarrantable
unfr�endl�ness toward Pl�ny and St. Paul, because �t seems as �f I can
never ferret out a place that I can have to myself. It always and
eternally transp�res that St. Paul has been to that place, and Pl�ny
has “ment�oned” �t.

In the early morn�ng we mounted and started. And then a we�rd
appar�t�on marched forth at the head of the process�on—a p�rate, I
thought, �f ever a p�rate dwelt upon land. It was a tall Arab, as
swarthy as an Ind�an; young-say th�rty years of age. On h�s head he
had closely bound a gorgeous yellow and red str�ped s�lk scarf,
whose ends, lav�shly fr�nged w�th tassels, hung down between h�s
shoulders and dall�ed w�th the w�nd. From h�s neck to h�s knees, �n
ample folds, a robe swept down that was a very star-spangled
banner of curved and s�nuous bars of black and wh�te. Out of h�s
back, somewhere, apparently, the long stem of a ch�bouk projected,
and reached far above h�s r�ght shoulder. Athwart h�s back,
d�agonally, and extend�ng h�gh above h�s left shoulder, was an Arab
gun of Salad�n’s t�me, that was splend�d w�th s�lver plat�ng from stock



clear up to the end of �ts measureless stretch of barrel. About h�s
wa�st was bound many and many a yard of elaborately f�gured but
sadly tarn�shed stuff that came from sumptuous Pers�a, and among
the baggy folds �n front the sunbeams gl�nted from a form�dable
battery of old brass-mounted horse-p�stols and the g�lded h�lts of
blood-th�rsty kn�ves. There were holsters for more p�stols appended
to the wonderful stack of long-ha�red goat-sk�ns and Pers�an carpets,
wh�ch the man had been taught to regard �n the l�ght of a saddle; and
down among the pendulous rank of vast tassels that swung from that
saddle, and clang�ng aga�nst the �ron shovel of a st�rrup that propped
the warr�or’s knees up toward h�s ch�n, was a crooked, s�lver-clad
sc�m�tar of such awful d�mens�ons and such �mplacable express�on
that no man m�ght hope to look upon �t and not shudder. The fr�nged
and bed�zened pr�nce whose pr�v�lege �t �s to r�de the pony and lead
the elephant �nto a country v�llage �s poor and naked compared to
th�s chaos of paraphernal�a, and the happy van�ty of the one �s the
very poverty of sat�sfact�on compared to the majest�c seren�ty, the
overwhelm�ng complacency of the other.

“Who �s th�s? What �s th�s?” That was the trembl�ng �nqu�ry all
down the l�ne.

“Our guard! From Gal�lee to the b�rthplace of the Sav�or, the
country �s �nfested w�th f�erce Bedou�ns, whose sole happ�ness �t �s,
�n th�s l�fe, to cut and stab and mangle and murder unoffend�ng
Chr�st�ans. Allah be w�th us!”

“Then h�re a reg�ment! Would you send us out among these
desperate hordes, w�th no salvat�on �n our utmost need but th�s old
turret?”

The dragoman laughed—not at the facet�ousness of the s�m�le, for
ver�ly, that gu�de or that cour�er or that dragoman never yet l�ved
upon earth who had �n h�m the fa�ntest apprec�at�on of a joke, even
though that joke were so broad and so ponderous that �f �t fell on h�m
�t would flatten h�m out l�ke a postage stamp—the dragoman
laughed, and then, emboldened by some thought that was �n h�s
bra�n, no doubt, proceeded to extrem�t�es and w�nked.
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In stra�ts l�ke these, when a man laughs, �t �s encourag�ng when he
w�nks, �t �s pos�t�vely reassur�ng. He f�nally �nt�mated that one guard
would be suff�c�ent to protect us, but that that one was an absolute
necess�ty. It was because of the moral we�ght h�s awful panoply
would have w�th the Bedou�ns. Then I sa�d we d�dn’t want any guard
at all. If one fantast�c vagabond could protect e�ght armed Chr�st�ans
and a pack of Arab servants from all harm, surely that detachment
could protect themselves. He shook h�s head doubtfully. Then I sa�d,
just th�nk of how �t looks—th�nk of how �t would read, to self-rel�ant
Amer�cans, that we went sneak�ng through th�s deserted w�lderness
under the protect�on of th�s masquerad�ng Arab, who would break h�s
neck gett�ng out of the country �f a man that was a man ever started
after h�m. It was a mean, low, degrad�ng pos�t�on. Why were we ever
told to br�ng navy revolvers w�th us �f we had to be protected at last
by th�s �nfamous star-spangled scum of the desert? These appeals
were va�n—the dragoman only sm�led and shook h�s head.

I rode to the front and struck up an acqua�ntance w�th K�ng
Solomon-�n-all-h�s-glory, and got h�m to show me h�s l�nger�ng
etern�ty of a gun. It had a rusty fl�nt lock; �t was r�nged and barred
and plated w�th s�lver from end to end, but �t was as desperately out
of the perpend�cular as are the b�ll�ard cues of ‘49 that one f�nds yet
�n serv�ce �n the anc�ent m�n�ng camps of Cal�forn�a. The muzzle was
eaten by the rust of centur�es �nto a ragged f�l�gree-work, l�ke the end
of a burnt-out stove-p�pe. I shut one eye and peered w�th�n—�t was
flaked w�th �ron rust l�ke an old steamboat bo�ler. I borrowed the
ponderous p�stols and snapped them. They were rusty �ns�de, too—
had not been loaded for a generat�on. I went back, full of
encouragement, and reported to the gu�de, and asked h�m to
d�scharge th�s d�smantled fortress. It came out, then. Th�s fellow was
a reta�ner of the She�k of T�ber�as. He was a source of Government
revenue. He was to the Emp�re of T�ber�as what the customs are to
Amer�ca. The She�k �mposed guards upon travelers and charged



them for �t. It �s a lucrat�ve source of emolument, and somet�mes
br�ngs �nto the nat�onal treasury as much as th�rty-f�ve or forty dollars
a year.

I knew the warr�or’s secret now; I knew the hollow van�ty of h�s
rusty trumpery, and desp�sed h�s as�n�ne complacency. I told on h�m,
and w�th reckless dar�ng the cavalcade rode stra�ght ahead �nto the
per�lous sol�tudes of the desert, and scorned h�s frant�c warn�ngs of
the mut�lat�on and death that hovered about them on every s�de.

Arr�ved at an elevat�on of twelve hundred feet above the lake, (I
ought to ment�on that the lake l�es s�x hundred feet below the level of
the Med�terranean—no traveler ever neglects to flour�sh that
fragment of news �n h�s letters,) as bald and unthr�ll�ng a panorama
as any land can afford, perhaps, was spread out before us. Yet �t
was so crowded w�th h�stor�cal �nterest, that �f all the pages that have
been wr�tten about �t were spread upon �ts surface, they would flag �t
from hor�zon to hor�zon l�ke a pavement. Among the local�t�es
compr�sed �n th�s v�ew, were Mount Hermon; the h�lls that border
Cesarea Ph�l�pp�, Dan, the Sources of the Jordan and the Waters of
Merom; T�ber�as; the Sea of Gal�lee; Joseph’s P�t; Capernaum;
Bethsa�da; the supposed scenes of the Sermon on the Mount, the
feed�ng of the mult�tudes and the m�raculous draught of f�shes; the
decl�v�ty down wh�ch the sw�ne ran to the sea; the entrance and the
ex�t of the Jordan; Safed, “the c�ty set upon a h�ll,” one of the four
holy c�t�es of the Jews, and the place where they bel�eve the real
Mess�ah w�ll appear when he comes to redeem the world; part of the
battle-f�eld of Hatt�n, where the kn�ghtly Crusaders fought the�r last
f�ght, and �n a blaze of glory passed from the stage and ended the�r
splend�d career forever; Mount Tabor, the trad�t�onal scene of the
Lord’s Transf�gurat�on. And down toward the southeast lay a
landscape that suggested to my m�nd a quotat�on (�mperfectly
remembered, no doubt:)

“The Ephra�m�tes, not be�ng called upon to share �n
the r�ch spo�ls of the Ammon�t�sh war, assembled a
m�ghty host to f�ght aga�nst Jeptha, Judge of Israel;
who, be�ng appr�sed of the�r approach, gathered
together the men of Israel and gave them battle and



put them to fl�ght. To make h�s v�ctory the more secure,
he stat�oned guards at the d�fferent fords and
passages of the Jordan, w�th �nstruct�ons to let none
pass who could not say Sh�bboleth. The Ephra�m�tes,
be�ng of a d�fferent tr�be, could not frame to pronounce
the word r�ght, but called �t S�bboleth, wh�ch proved
them enem�es and cost them the�r l�ves; wherefore,
forty and two thousand fell at the d�fferent fords and
passages of the Jordan that day.”

We jogged along peacefully over the great caravan route from
Damascus to Jerusalem and Egypt, past Lub�a and other Syr�an
hamlets, perched, �n the unvary�ng style, upon the summ�t of steep
mounds and h�lls, and fenced round about w�th g�ant cactuses, (the
s�gn of worthless land,) w�th pr�ckly pears upon them l�ke hams, and
came at last to the battle-f�eld of Hatt�n.

It �s a grand, �rregular plateau, and looks as �f �t m�ght have been
created for a battle-f�eld. Here the peerless Salad�n met the Chr�st�an
host some seven hundred years ago, and broke the�r power �n
Palest�ne for all t�me to come. There had long been a truce between
the oppos�ng forces, but accord�ng to the Gu�de-Book, Raynauld of
Chat�llon, Lord of Kerak, broke �t by plunder�ng a Damascus caravan,
and refus�ng to g�ve up e�ther the merchants or the�r goods when
Salad�n demanded them. Th�s conduct of an �nsolent petty ch�efta�n
stung the Sultan to the qu�ck, and he swore that he would slaughter
Raynauld w�th h�s own hand, no matter how, or when, or where he
found h�m. Both arm�es prepared for war. Under the weak K�ng of
Jerusalem was the very flower of the Chr�st�an ch�valry. He fool�shly
compelled them to undergo a long, exhaust�ng march, �n the
scorch�ng sun, and then, w�thout water or other refreshment, ordered
them to encamp �n th�s open pla�n. The splend�dly mounted masses
of Moslem sold�ers swept round the north end of Genessaret,
burn�ng and destroy�ng as they came, and p�tched the�r camp �n front
of the oppos�ng l�nes. At dawn the terr�f�c f�ght began. Surrounded on
all s�des by the Sultan’s swarm�ng battal�ons, the Chr�st�an Kn�ghts
fought on w�thout a hope for the�r l�ves. They fought w�th desperate
valor, but to no purpose; the odds of heat and numbers, and



consum�ng th�rst, were too great aga�nst them. Towards the m�ddle of
the day the bravest of the�r band cut the�r way through the Moslem
ranks and ga�ned the summ�t of a l�ttle h�ll, and there, hour after hour,
they closed around the banner of the Cross, and beat back the
charg�ng squadrons of the enemy.

But the doom of the Chr�st�an power was sealed. Sunset found
Salad�n Lord of Palest�ne, the Chr�st�an ch�valry strewn �n heaps
upon the f�eld, and the K�ng of Jerusalem, the Grand Master of the
Templars, and Raynauld of Chat�llon, capt�ves �n the Sultan’s tent.
Salad�n treated two of the pr�soners w�th pr�ncely courtesy, and
ordered refreshments to be set before them. When the K�ng handed
an �ced Sherbet to Chat�llon, the Sultan sa�d, “It �s thou that g�vest �t
to h�m, not I.” He remembered h�s oath, and slaughtered the hapless
Kn�ght of Chat�llon w�th h�s own hand.

It was hard to real�ze that th�s s�lent pla�n had once resounded w�th
mart�al mus�c and trembled to the tramp of armed men. It was hard
to people th�s sol�tude w�th rush�ng columns of cavalry, and st�r �ts
torp�d pulses w�th the shouts of v�ctors, the shr�eks of the wounded,
and the flash of banner and steel above the surg�ng b�llows of war. A
desolat�on �s here that not even �mag�nat�on can grace w�th the pomp
of l�fe and act�on.
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We reached Tabor safely, and cons�derably �n advance of that old
�ron-clad sw�ndle of a guard. We never saw a human be�ng on the
whole route, much less lawless hordes of Bedou�ns. Tabor stands
sol�tary and alone, a g�ant sent�nel above the Pla�n of Esdraelon. It
r�ses some fourteen hundred feet above the surround�ng level, a
green, wooden cone, symmetr�cal and full of grace—a prom�nent
landmark, and one that �s exceed�ngly pleasant to eyes surfe�ted w�th
the repuls�ve monotony of desert Syr�a. We cl�mbed the steep path
to �ts summ�t, through breezy glades of thorn and oak. The v�ew
presented from �ts h�ghest peak was almost beaut�ful. Below, was the
broad, level pla�n of Esdraelon, checkered w�th f�elds l�ke a chess-
board, and full as smooth and level, seem�ngly; dotted about �ts
borders w�th wh�te, compact v�llages, and fa�ntly penc�led, far and
near, w�th the curv�ng l�nes of roads and tra�ls. When �t �s robed �n the
fresh verdure of spr�ng, �t must form a charm�ng p�cture, even by
�tself. Sk�rt�ng �ts southern border r�ses “L�ttle Hermon,” over whose
summ�t a gl�mpse of G�lboa �s caught. Na�n, famous for the ra�s�ng of
the w�dow’s son, and Endor, as famous for the performances of her
w�tch are �n v�ew. To the eastward l�es the Valley of the Jordan and
beyond �t the mounta�ns of G�lead. Westward �s Mount Carmel.
Hermon �n the north—the table-lands of Bashan—Safed, the holy
c�ty, gleam�ng wh�te upon a tall spur of the mounta�ns of Lebanon—a
steel-blue corner of the Sea of Gal�lee—saddle-peaked Hatt�n,
trad�t�onal “Mount of Beat�tudes” and mute w�tness to brave f�ghts of
the Crusad�ng host for Holy Cross—these f�ll up the p�cture.

To glance at the sal�ent features of th�s landscape through the
p�cturesque framework of a ragged and ru�ned stone w�ndow—arch
of the t�me of Chr�st, thus h�d�ng from s�ght all that �s unattract�ve, �s
to secure to yourself a pleasure worth cl�mb�ng the mounta�n to
enjoy. One must stand on h�s head to get the best effect �n a f�ne
sunset, and set a landscape �n a bold, strong framework that �s very
close at hand, to br�ng out all �ts beauty. One learns th�s latter truth



never more to forget �t, �n that m�m�c land of enchantment, the
wonderful garden of my lord the Count Pallav�c�n�, near Genoa. You
go wander�ng for hours among h�lls and wooded glens, artfully
contr�ved to leave the �mpress�on that Nature shaped them and not
man; follow�ng w�nd�ng paths and com�ng suddenly upon leap�ng
cascades and rust�c br�dges; f�nd�ng sylvan lakes where you
expected them not; lo�ter�ng through battered med�aeval castles �n
m�n�ature that seem hoary w�th age and yet were bu�lt a dozen years
ago; med�tat�ng over anc�ent crumbl�ng tombs, whose marble
columns were marred and broken purposely by the modern art�st
that made them; stumbl�ng unawares upon toy palaces, wrought of
rare and costly mater�als, and aga�n upon a peasant’s hut, whose
d�lap�dated furn�ture would never suggest that �t was made so to
order; sweep�ng round and round �n the m�dst of a forest on an
enchanted wooden horse that �s moved by some �nv�s�ble agency;
travers�ng Roman roads and pass�ng under majest�c tr�umphal
arches; rest�ng �n qua�nt bowers where unseen sp�r�ts d�scharge jets
of water on you from every poss�ble d�rect�on, and where even the
flowers you touch assa�l you w�th a shower; boat�ng on a
subterranean lake among caverns and arches royally draped w�th
cluster�ng stalact�tes, and pass�ng out �nto open day upon another
lake, wh�ch �s bordered w�th slop�ng banks of grass and gay w�th
patr�c�an barges that sw�m at anchor �n the shadow of a m�n�ature
marble temple that r�ses out of the clear water and glasses �ts wh�te
statues, �ts r�ch cap�tals and fluted columns �n the tranqu�l depths.
So, from marvel to marvel you have dr�fted on, th�nk�ng all the t�me
that the one last seen must be the ch�efest. And, ver�ly, the ch�efest
wonder �s reserved unt�l the last, but you do not see �t unt�l you step
ashore, and pass�ng through a w�lderness of rare flowers, collected
from every corner of the earth, you stand at the door of one more
m�m�c temple. R�ght �n th�s place the art�st taxed h�s gen�us to the
utmost, and fa�rly opened the gates of fa�ry land. You look through an
unpretend�ng pane of glass, sta�ned yellow—the f�rst th�ng you see �s
a mass of qu�ver�ng fol�age, ten short steps before you, �n the m�dst
of wh�ch �s a ragged open�ng l�ke a gateway-a th�ng that �s common
enough �n nature, and not apt to exc�te susp�c�ons of a deep human
des�gn—and above the bottom of the gateway, project, �n the most



careless way! a few broad trop�c leaves and br�ll�ant flowers. All of a
sudden, through th�s br�ght, bold gateway, you catch a gl�mpse of the
fa�ntest, softest, r�chest p�cture that ever graced the dream of a dy�ng
Sa�nt, s�nce John saw the New Jerusalem gl�mmer�ng above the
clouds of Heaven. A broad sweep of sea, flecked w�th careen�ng
sa�ls; a sharp, jutt�ng cape, and a lofty l�ghthouse on �t; a slop�ng
lawn beh�nd �t; beyond, a port�on of the old “c�ty of palaces,” w�th �ts
parks and h�lls and stately mans�ons; beyond these, a prod�g�ous
mounta�n, w�th �ts strong outl�nes sharply cut aga�nst ocean and sky;
and over all, vagrant shreds and flakes of cloud, float�ng �n a sea of
gold. The ocean �s gold, the c�ty �s gold, the meadow, the mounta�n,
the sky—every th�ng �s golden-r�ch, and mellow, and dreamy as a
v�s�on of Parad�se. No art�st could put upon canvas, �ts entranc�ng
beauty, and yet, w�thout the yellow glass, and the carefully contr�ved
acc�dent of a framework that cast �t �nto enchanted d�stance and shut
out from �t all unattract�ve features, �t was not a p�cture to fall �nto
ecstas�es over. Such �s l�fe, and the tra�l of the serpent �s over us all.

There �s noth�ng for �t now but to come back to old Tabor, though
the subject �s t�resome enough, and I can not st�ck to �t for wander�ng
off to scenes that are pleasanter to remember. I th�nk I w�ll sk�p, any
how. There �s noth�ng about Tabor (except we concede that �t was
the scene of the Transf�gurat�on,) but some gray old ru�ns, stacked
up there �n all ages of the world from the days of stout G�deon and
part�es that flour�shed th�rty centur�es ago to the fresh yesterday of
Crusad�ng t�mes. It has �ts Greek Convent, and the coffee there �s
good, but never a spl�nter of the true cross or bone of a hallowed
sa�nt to arrest the �dle thoughts of worldl�ngs and turn them �nto
graver channels. A Cathol�c church �s noth�ng to me that has no
rel�cs.

The pla�n of Esdraelon—“the battle-f�eld of the nat�ons”—only sets
one to dream�ng of Joshua, and Benhadad, and Saul, and G�deon;
Tamerlane, Tancred, Coeur de L�on, and Salad�n; the warr�or K�ngs
of Pers�a, Egypt’s heroes, and Napoleon—for they all fought here. If
the mag�c of the moonl�ght could summon from the graves of
forgotten centur�es and many lands the countless myr�ads that have
battled on th�s w�de, far-reach�ng floor, and array them �n the
thousand strange Costumes of the�r hundred nat�onal�t�es, and send



the vast host sweep�ng down the pla�n, splend�d w�th plumes and
banners and gl�tter�ng lances, I could stay here an age to see the
phantom pageant. But the mag�c of the moonl�ght �s a van�ty and a
fraud; and whoso putteth h�s trust �n �t shall suffer sorrow and
d�sappo�ntment.

Down at the foot of Tabor, and just at the edge of the stor�ed Pla�n
of Esdraelon, �s the �ns�gn�f�cant v�llage of Debur�eh, where Deborah,
prophetess of Israel, l�ved. It �s just l�ke Magdala.
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CHAPTER L.
We descended from Mount Tabor, crossed a deep rav�ne, followed

a h�lly, rocky road to Nazareth—d�stant two hours. All d�stances �n
the East are measured by hours, not m�les. A good horse w�ll walk
three m�les an hour over nearly any k�nd of a road; therefore, an
hour, here, always stands for three m�les. Th�s method of
computat�on �s bothersome and annoy�ng; and unt�l one gets
thoroughly accustomed to �t, �t carr�es no �ntell�gence to h�s m�nd unt�l
he has stopped and translated the pagan hours �nto Chr�st�an m�les,
just as people do w�th the spoken words of a fore�gn language they
are acqua�nted w�th, but not fam�l�arly enough to catch the mean�ng
�n a moment. D�stances traveled by human feet are also est�mated
by hours and m�nutes, though I do not know what the base of the
calculat�on �s. In Constant�nople you ask, “How far �s �t to the
Consulate?” and they answer, “About ten m�nutes.” “How far �s �t to
the Lloyds’ Agency?” “Quarter of an hour.” “How far �s �t to the lower
br�dge?” “Four m�nutes.” I can not be pos�t�ve about �t, but I th�nk that
there, when a man orders a pa�r of pantaloons, he says he wants
them a quarter of a m�nute �n the legs and n�ne seconds around the
wa�st.

Two hours from Tabor to Nazareth—and as �t was an uncommonly
narrow, crooked tra�l, we necessar�ly met all the camel tra�ns and
jackass caravans between Jer�cho and Jacksonv�lle �n that part�cular
place and nowhere else. The donkeys do not matter so much,
because they are so small that you can jump your horse over them �f
he �s an an�mal of sp�r�t, but a camel �s not jumpable. A camel �s as
tall as any ord�nary dwell�ng-house �n Syr�a—wh�ch �s to say a camel
�s from one to two, and somet�mes nearly three feet taller than a
good-s�zed man. In th�s part of the country h�s load �s oftenest �n the
shape of colossal sacks—one on each s�de. He and h�s cargo take
up as much room as a carr�age. Th�nk of meet�ng th�s style of
obstruct�on �n a narrow tra�l. The camel would not turn out for a k�ng.



He stalks serenely along, br�ng�ng h�s cush�oned st�lts forward w�th
the long, regular sw�ng of a pendulum, and whatever �s �n the way
must get out of the way peaceably, or be w�ped out forc�bly by the
bulky sacks. It was a t�resome r�de to us, and perfectly exhaust�ng to
the horses. We were compelled to jump over upwards of e�ghteen
hundred donkeys, and only one person �n the party was unseated
less than s�xty t�mes by the camels. Th�s seems l�ke a powerful
statement, but the poet has sa�d, “Th�ngs are not what they seem.” I
can not th�nk of any th�ng, now, more certa�n to make one shudder,
than to have a soft-footed camel sneak up beh�nd h�m and touch h�m
on the ear w�th �ts cold, flabby under-l�p. A camel d�d th�s for one of
the boys, who was droop�ng over h�s saddle �n a brown study. He
glanced up and saw the majest�c appar�t�on hover�ng above h�m, and
made frant�c efforts to get out of the way, but the camel reached out
and b�t h�m on the shoulder before he accompl�shed �t. Th�s was the
only pleasant �nc�dent of the journey.

At Nazareth we camped �n an ol�ve grove near the V�rg�n Mary’s
founta�n, and that wonderful Arab “guard” came to collect some
bucksheesh for h�s “serv�ces” �n follow�ng us from T�ber�as and
ward�ng off �nv�s�ble dangers w�th the terrors of h�s armament. The
dragoman had pa�d h�s master, but that counted as noth�ng—�f you
h�re a man to sneeze for you, here, and another man chooses to
help h�m, you have got to pay both. They do noth�ng whatever
w�thout pay. How �t must have surpr�sed these people to hear the
way of salvat�on offered to them “w�thout money and w�thout pr�ce.” If
the manners, the people or the customs of th�s country have
changed s�nce the Sav�our’s t�me, the f�gures and metaphors of the
B�ble are not the ev�dences to prove �t by.

We entered the great Lat�n Convent wh�ch �s bu�lt over the
trad�t�onal dwell�ng-place of the Holy Fam�ly. We went down a fl�ght
of f�fteen steps below the ground level, and stood �n a small chapel
tr�cked out w�th tapestry hang�ngs, s�lver lamps, and o�l pa�nt�ngs. A
spot marked by a cross, �n the marble floor, under the altar, was
exh�b�ted as the place made forever holy by the feet of the V�rg�n
when she stood up to rece�ve the message of the angel. So s�mple,
so unpretend�ng a local�ty, to be the scene of so m�ghty an event!
The very scene of the Annunc�at�on—an event wh�ch has been



commemorated by splend�d shr�nes and august temples all over the
c�v�l�zed world, and one wh�ch the pr�nces of art have made �t the�r
loft�est amb�t�on to p�cture worth�ly on the�r canvas; a spot whose
h�story �s fam�l�ar to the very ch�ldren of every house, and c�ty, and
obscure hamlet of the furthest lands of Chr�stendom; a spot wh�ch
myr�ads of men would to�l across the breadth of a world to see,
would cons�der �t a pr�celess pr�v�lege to look upon. It was easy to
th�nk these thoughts. But �t was not easy to br�ng myself up to the
magn�tude of the s�tuat�on. I could s�t off several thousand m�les and
�mag�ne the angel appear�ng, w�th shadowy w�ngs and lustrous
countenance, and note the glory that streamed downward upon the
V�rg�n’s head wh�le the message from the Throne of God fell upon
her ears—any one can do that, beyond the ocean, but few can do �t
here. I saw the l�ttle recess from wh�ch the angel stepped, but could
not f�ll �ts vo�d. The angels that I know are creatures of unstable
fancy—they w�ll not f�t �n n�ches of substant�al stone. Imag�nat�on
labors best �n d�stant f�elds. I doubt �f any man can stand �n the
Grotto of the Annunc�at�on and people w�th the phantom �mages of
h�s m�nd �ts too tang�ble walls of stone.

They showed us a broken gran�te p�llar, depend�ng from the roof,
wh�ch they sa�d was hacked �n two by the Moslem conquerors of
Nazareth, �n the va�n hope of pull�ng down the sanctuary. But the
p�llar rema�ned m�raculously suspended �n the a�r, and, unsupported
�tself, supported then and st�ll supports the roof. By d�v�d�ng th�s
statement up among e�ght, �t was found not d�ff�cult to bel�eve �t.

These g�fted Lat�n monks never do any th�ng by halves. If they
were to show you the Brazen Serpent that was elevated �n the
w�lderness, you could depend upon �t that they had on hand the pole
�t was elevated on also, and even the hole �t stood �n. They have got
the “Grotto” of the Annunc�at�on here; and just as conven�ent to �t as
one’s throat �s to h�s mouth, they have also the V�rg�n’s K�tchen, and
even her s�tt�ng-room, where she and Joseph watched the �nfant
Sav�our play w�th Hebrew toys e�ghteen hundred years ago. All
under one roof, and all clean, spac�ous, comfortable “grottoes.” It
seems cur�ous that personages �nt�mately connected w�th the Holy
Fam�ly always l�ved �n grottoes—�n Nazareth, �n Bethlehem, �n
�mper�al Ephesus—and yet nobody else �n the�r day and generat�on



thought of do�ng any th�ng of the k�nd. If they ever d�d, the�r grottoes
are all gone, and I suppose we ought to wonder at the pecul�ar
marvel of the preservat�on of these I speak of. When the V�rg�n fled
from Herod’s wrath, she h�d �n a grotto �n Bethlehem, and the same
�s there to th�s day. The slaughter of the �nnocents �n Bethlehem was
done �n a grotto; the Sav�our was born �n a grotto—both are shown
to p�lgr�ms yet. It �s exceed�ngly strange that these tremendous
events all happened �n grottoes—and exceed�ngly fortunate,
l�kew�se, because the strongest houses must crumble to ru�n �n t�me,
but a grotto �n the l�v�ng rock w�ll last forever. It �s an �mposture—th�s
grotto stuff—but �t �s one that all men ought to thank the Cathol�cs
for. Wherever they ferret out a lost local�ty made holy by some
Scr�ptural event, they stra�ghtway bu�ld a mass�ve—almost
�mper�shable—church there, and preserve the memory of that
local�ty for the grat�f�cat�on of future generat�ons. If �t had been left to
Protestants to do th�s most worthy work, we would not even know
where Jerusalem �s to-day, and the man who could go and put h�s
f�nger on Nazareth would be too w�se for th�s world. The world owes
the Cathol�cs �ts good w�ll even for the happy rascal�ty of hew�ng out
these bogus grottoes �n the rock; for �t �s �nf�n�tely more sat�sfactory
to look at a grotto, where people have fa�thfully bel�eved for centur�es
that the V�rg�n once l�ved, than to have to �mag�ne a dwell�ng-place
for her somewhere, any where, nowhere, loose and at large all over
th�s town of Nazareth. There �s too large a scope of country. The
�mag�nat�on can not work. There �s no one part�cular spot to cha�n
your eye, r�vet your �nterest, and make you th�nk. The memory of the
P�lgr�ms can not per�sh wh�le Plymouth Rock rema�ns to us. The old
monks are w�se. They know how to dr�ve a stake through a pleasant
trad�t�on that w�ll hold �t to �ts place forever.

We v�s�ted the places where Jesus worked for f�fteen years as a
carpenter, and where he attempted to teach �n the synagogue and
was dr�ven out by a mob. Cathol�c chapels stand upon these s�tes
and protect the l�ttle fragments of the anc�ent walls wh�ch rema�n.
Our p�lgr�ms broke off spec�mens. We v�s�ted, also, a new chapel, �n
the m�dst of the town, wh�ch �s bu�lt around a boulder some twelve
feet long by four feet th�ck; the pr�ests d�scovered, a few years ago,
that the d�sc�ples had sat upon th�s rock to rest, once, when they had



walked up from Capernaum. They hastened to preserve the rel�c.
Rel�cs are very good property. Travelers are expected to pay for
see�ng them, and they do �t cheerfully. We l�ke the �dea. One’s
consc�ence can never be the worse for the knowledge that he has
pa�d h�s way l�ke a man. Our p�lgr�ms would have l�ked very well to
get out the�r lampblack and stenc�l-plates and pa�nt the�r names on
that rock, together w�th the names of the v�llages they ha�l from �n
Amer�ca, but the pr�ests perm�t noth�ng of that k�nd. To speak the
str�ct truth, however, our party seldom offend �n that way, though we
have men �n the sh�p who never lose an opportun�ty to do �t. Our
p�lgr�ms’ ch�ef s�n �s the�r lust for “spec�mens.” I suppose that by th�s
t�me they know the d�mens�ons of that rock to an �nch, and �ts we�ght
to a ton; and I do not hes�tate to charge that they w�ll go back there
to-n�ght and try to carry �t off.
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Th�s “Founta�n of the V�rg�n” �s the one wh�ch trad�t�on says Mary
used to get water from, twenty t�mes a day, when she was a g�rl, and
bear �t away �n a jar upon her head. The water streams through
faucets �n the face of a wall of anc�ent masonry wh�ch stands
removed from the houses of the v�llage. The young g�rls of Nazareth
st�ll collect about �t by the dozen and keep up a r�otous laughter and
sky-lark�ng. The Nazarene g�rls are homely. Some of them have
large, lustrous eyes, but none of them have pretty faces. These g�rls
wear a s�ngle garment, usually, and �t �s loose, shapeless, of
undec�ded color; �t �s generally out of repa�r, too. They wear, from
crown to jaw, cur�ous str�ngs of old co�ns, after the manner of the
belles of T�ber�as, and brass jewelry upon the�r wr�sts and �n the�r
ears. They wear no shoes and stock�ngs. They are the most human
g�rls we have found �n the country yet, and the best natured. But
there �s no quest�on that these p�cturesque ma�dens sadly lack
comel�ness.



A p�lgr�m—the “Enthus�ast”—sa�d: “See that tall, graceful g�rl! look
at the Madonna-l�ke beauty of her countenance!”

Another p�lgr�m came along presently and sa�d: “Observe that tall,
graceful g�rl; what queenly Madonna-l�ke gracefulness of beauty �s �n
her countenance.”

I sa�d: “She �s not tall, she �s short; she �s not beaut�ful, she �s
homely; she �s graceful enough, I grant, but she �s rather bo�sterous.”

The th�rd and last p�lgr�m moved by, before long, and he sa�d: “Ah,
what a tall, graceful g�rl! what Madonna-l�ke gracefulness of queenly
beauty!”
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The verd�cts were all �n. It was t�me, now, to look up the author�t�es
for all these op�n�ons. I found th�s paragraph, wh�ch follows. Wr�tten
by whom? Wm. C. Gr�mes:

“After we were �n the saddle, we rode down to the
spr�ng to have a last look at the women of Nazareth,
who were, as a class, much the prett�est that we had
seen �n the East. As we approached the crowd a tall
g�rl of n�neteen advanced toward M�r�am and offered
her a cup of water. Her movement was graceful and
queenly. We excla�med on the spot at the Madonna-
l�ke beauty of her countenance. Wh�tely was suddenly
th�rsty, and begged for water, and drank �t slowly, w�th
h�s eyes over the top of the cup, f�xed on her large
black eyes, wh�ch gazed on h�m qu�te as cur�ously as
he on her. Then Morer�ght wanted water. She gave �t to
h�m and he managed to sp�ll �t so as to ask for another
cup, and by the t�me she came to me she saw through
the operat�on; her eyes were full of fun as she looked
at me. I laughed outr�ght, and she jo�ned me �n as gay



a shout as ever country ma�den �n old Orange county. I
w�shed for a p�cture of her. A Madonna, whose face
was a portra�t of that beaut�ful Nazareth g�rl, would be
a ‘th�ng of beauty’ and ‘a joy forever.’”

That �s the k�nd of gruel wh�ch has been served out from Palest�ne
for ages. Commend me to Fen�more Cooper to f�nd beauty �n the
Ind�ans, and to Gr�mes to f�nd �t �n the Arabs. Arab men are often f�ne
look�ng, but Arab women are not. We can all bel�eve that the V�rg�n
Mary was beaut�ful; �t �s not natural to th�nk otherw�se; but does �t
follow that �t �s our duty to f�nd beauty �n these present women of
Nazareth?

I love to quote from Gr�mes, because he �s so dramat�c. And
because he �s so romant�c. And because he seems to care but l�ttle
whether he tells the truth or not, so he scares the reader or exc�tes
h�s envy or h�s adm�rat�on.

He went through th�s peaceful land w�th one hand forever on h�s
revolver, and the other on h�s pocket-handkerch�ef. Always, when he
was not on the po�nt of cry�ng over a holy place, he was on the po�nt
of k�ll�ng an Arab. More surpr�s�ng th�ngs happened to h�m �n
Palest�ne than ever happened to any traveler here or elsewhere
s�nce Munchausen d�ed.

At Be�t J�n, where nobody had �nterfered w�th h�m, he crept out of
h�s tent at dead of n�ght and shot at what he took to be an Arab ly�ng
on a rock, some d�stance away, plann�ng ev�l. The ball k�lled a wolf.
Just before he f�red, he makes a dramat�c p�cture of h�mself—as
usual, to scare the reader:

“Was �t �mag�nat�on, or d�d I see a mov�ng object on
the surface of the rock? If �t were a man, why d�d he
not now drop me? He had a beaut�ful shot as I stood
out �n my black boornoose aga�nst the wh�te tent. I had
the sensat�on of an enter�ng bullet �n my throat, breast,
bra�n.”

Reckless creature!



R�d�ng toward Genessaret, they saw two Bedou�ns, and “we
looked to our p�stols and loosened them qu�etly �n our shawls,” etc.
Always cool.

In Samar�a, he charged up a h�ll, �n the face of a volley of stones;
he f�red �nto the crowd of men who threw them. He says:

“I never lost an opportun�ty of �mpress�ng the Arabs
w�th the perfect�on of Amer�can and Engl�sh weapons,
and the danger of attack�ng any one of the armed
Franks. I th�nk the lesson of that ball not lost.”

At Be�t J�n he gave h�s whole band of Arab muleteers a p�ece of
h�s m�nd, and then—

“I contented myself w�th a solemn assurance that �f
there occurred another �nstance of d�sobed�ence to
orders I would thrash the respons�ble party as he never
dreamed of be�ng thrashed, and �f I could not f�nd who
was respons�ble, I would wh�p them all, from f�rst to
last, whether there was a governor at hand to do �t or I
had to do �t myself”

Perfectly fearless, th�s man.
He rode down the perpend�cular path �n the rocks, from the Castle

of Ban�as to the oak grove, at a fly�ng gallop, h�s horse str�d�ng “th�rty
feet” at every bound. I stand prepared to br�ng th�rty rel�able
w�tnesses to prove that Putnam’s famous feat at Horseneck was
�ns�gn�f�cant compared to th�s.
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Behold h�m—always theatr�cal—look�ng at Jerusalem—th�s t�me,
by an overs�ght, w�th h�s hand off h�s p�stol for once.



“I stood �n the road, my hand on my horse’s neck,
and w�th my d�m eyes sought to trace the outl�nes of
the holy places wh�ch I had long before f�xed �n my
m�nd, but the fast-flow�ng tears forbade my
succeed�ng. There were our Mohammedan servants, a
Lat�n monk, two Armen�ans and a Jew �n our cortege,
and all al�ke gazed w�th overflow�ng eyes.”

If Lat�n monks and Arabs cr�ed, I know to a moral certa�nty that the
horses cr�ed also, and so the p�cture �s complete.

But when necess�ty demanded, he could be f�rm as adamant. In
the Lebanon Valley an Arab youth—a Chr�st�an; he �s part�cular to
expla�n that Mohammedans do not steal—robbed h�m of a paltry ten
dollars’ worth of powder and shot. He conv�cted h�m before a she�k
and looked on wh�le he was pun�shed by the terr�ble bast�nado. Hear
h�m:

“He (Mousa) was on h�s back �n a tw�nkl�ng, howl�ng,
shout�ng, scream�ng, but he was carr�ed out to the
p�azza before the door, where we could see the
operat�on, and la�d face down. One man sat on h�s
back and one on h�s legs, the latter hold�ng up h�s feet,
wh�le a th�rd la�d on the bare soles a rh�noceros-h�de
koorbash —[“A Koorbash �s Arab�c for cowh�de, the
cow be�ng a rh�noceros. It �s the most cruel wh�p
known to fame. Heavy as lead, and flex�ble as Ind�a-
rubber, usually about forty �nches long and taper�ng
gradually from an �nch �n d�ameter to a po�nt, �t
adm�n�sters a blow wh�ch leaves �ts mark for t�me.”—
Scow L�fe �n Egypt, by the same author.]—that wh�zzed
through the a�r at every stroke. Poor Morer�ght was �n
agony, and Nama and Nama the Second (mother and
s�ster of Mousa,) were on the�r faces begg�ng and
wa�l�ng, now embrac�ng my knees and now Wh�tely’s,
wh�le the brother, outs�de, made the a�r r�ng w�th cr�es
louder than Mousa’s. Even Yusef came and asked me
on h�s knees to relent, and last of all, Betun�—the



rascal had lost a feed-bag �n the�r house and had been
loudest �n h�s denunc�at�ons that morn�ng—besought
the Howajj� to have mercy on the fellow.”
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But not he! The pun�shment was “suspended,” at the f�fteenth blow
to hear the confess�on. Then Gr�mes and h�s party rode away, and
left the ent�re Chr�st�an fam�ly to be f�ned and as severely pun�shed
as the Mohammedan she�k should deem proper.

“As I mounted, Yusef once more begged me to
�nterfere and have mercy on them, but I looked around
at the dark faces of the crowd, and I couldn’t f�nd one
drop of p�ty �n my heart for them.”

He closes h�s p�cture w�th a roll�ck�ng burst of humor wh�ch
contrasts f�nely w�th the gr�ef of the mother and her ch�ldren.

One more paragraph:

“Then once more I bowed my head. It �s no shame to
have wept �n Palest�ne. I wept, when I saw Jerusalem,
I wept when I lay �n the starl�ght at Bethlehem. I wept
on the blessed shores of Gal�lee. My hand was no less
f�rm on the re�n, my anger d�d not tremble on the
tr�gger of my p�stol when I rode w�th �t �n my r�ght hand
along the shore of the blue sea” (weep�ng.) “My eye
was not d�mmed by those tears nor my heart �n aught
weakened. Let h�m who would sneer at my emot�on
close th�s volume here, for he w�ll f�nd l�ttle to h�s taste
�n my journey�ngs through Holy Land.”
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He never bored but he struck water.
I am aware that th�s �s a pretty volum�nous not�ce of Mr. Gr�mes’

book. However, �t �s proper and leg�t�mate to speak of �t, for
“Nomad�c L�fe �n Palest�ne” �s a representat�ve book—the
representat�ve of a class of Palest�ne books—and a cr�t�c�sm upon �t
w�ll serve for a cr�t�c�sm upon them all. And s�nce I am treat�ng �t �n
the comprehens�ve capac�ty of a representat�ve book, I have taken
the l�berty of g�v�ng to both book and author f�ct�t�ous names.
Perhaps �t �s �n better taste, any how, to do th�s.



CHAPTER LI.
Nazareth �s wonderfully �nterest�ng because the town has an a�r

about �t of be�ng prec�sely as Jesus left �t, and one f�nds h�mself
say�ng, all the t�me, “The boy Jesus has stood �n th�s doorway—has
played �n that street—has touched these stones w�th h�s hands—has
rambled over these chalky h�lls.” Whoever shall wr�te the boyhood of
Jesus �ngen�ously w�ll make a book wh�ch w�ll possess a v�v�d
�nterest for young and old al�ke. I judge so from the greater �nterest
we found �n Nazareth than any of our speculat�ons upon Capernaum
and the Sea of Gal�lee gave r�se to. It was not poss�ble, stand�ng by
the Sea of Gal�lee, to frame more than a vague, far-away �dea of the
majest�c Personage who walked upon the crested waves as �f they
had been sol�d earth, and who touched the dead and they rose up
and spoke. I read among my notes, now, w�th a new �nterest, some
sentences from an ed�t�on of 1621 of the Apocryphal New
Testament.

[Extract.] “Chr�st, k�ssed by a br�de made dumb by
sorcerers, cures her. A leprous g�rl cured by the water
�n wh�ch the �nfant Chr�st was washed, and becomes
the servant of Joseph and Mary. The leprous son of a
Pr�nce cured �n l�ke manner.

“A young man who had been bew�tched and turned
�nto a mule, m�raculously cured by the �nfant Sav�or
be�ng put on h�s back, and �s marr�ed to the g�rl who
had been cured of leprosy. Whereupon the bystanders
pra�se God.

“Chapter 16. Chr�st m�raculously w�dens or contracts
gates, m�lk-pa�ls, s�eves or boxes, not properly made
by Joseph, he not be�ng sk�llful at h�s carpenter’s trade.
The K�ng of Jerusalem g�ves Joseph an order for a
throne. Joseph works on �t for two years and makes �t



two spans too short. The K�ng be�ng angry w�th h�m,
Jesus comforts h�m—commands h�m to pull one s�de
of the throne wh�le he pulls the other, and br�ngs �t to
�ts proper d�mens�ons.

“Chapter 19. Jesus, charged w�th throw�ng a boy
from the roof of a house, m�raculously causes the dead
boy to speak and acqu�t h�m; fetches water for h�s
mother, breaks the p�tcher and m�raculously gathers
the water �n h�s mantle and br�ngs �t home.

“Sent to a schoolmaster, refuses to tell h�s letters,
and the schoolmaster go�ng to wh�p h�m, h�s hand
w�thers.”

Further on �n th�s qua�nt volume of rejected gospels �s an ep�stle of
St. Clement to the Cor�nth�ans, wh�ch was used �n the churches and
cons�dered genu�ne fourteen or f�fteen hundred years ago. In �t th�s
account of the fabled phoen�x occurs:

“1. Let us cons�der that wonderful type of the
resurrect�on, wh�ch �s seen �n the Eastern countr�es,
that �s to say, �n Arab�a.

“2. There �s a certa�n b�rd called a phoen�x. Of th�s
there �s never but one at a t�me, and that l�ves f�ve
hundred years. And when the t�me of �ts d�ssolut�on
draws near, that �t must d�e, �t makes �tself a nest of
frank�ncense, and myrrh, and other sp�ces, �nto wh�ch,
when �ts t�me �s fulf�lled, �t enters and d�es.

“3. But �ts flesh, putrefy�ng, breeds a certa�n worm,
wh�ch, be�ng nour�shed by the ju�ce of the dead b�rd,
br�ngs forth feathers; and when �t �s grown to a perfect
state, �t takes up the nest �n wh�ch the bones of �ts
parent l�e, and carr�es �t from Arab�a �nto Egypt, to a
c�ty called Hel�opol�s:

“4. And fly�ng �n open day �n the s�ght of all men, lays
�t upon the altar of the sun, and so returns from
whence �t came.



“5. The pr�ests then search �nto the records of the
t�me, and f�nd that �t returned prec�sely at the end of
f�ve hundred years.”

Bus�ness �s bus�ness, and there �s noth�ng l�ke punctual�ty,
espec�ally �n a phoen�x.

The few chapters relat�ng to the �nfancy of the Sav�our conta�n
many th�ngs wh�ch seem fr�volous and not worth preserv�ng. A large
part of the rema�n�ng port�ons of the book read l�ke good Scr�pture,
however. There �s one verse that ought not to have been rejected,
because �t so ev�dently prophet�cally refers to the general run of
Congresses of the Un�ted States:

“199. They carry themselves h�gh, and as prudent
men; and though they are fools, yet would seem to be
teachers.”

I have set these extracts down, as I found them. Everywhere
among the cathedrals of France and Italy, one f�nds trad�t�ons of
personages that do not f�gure �n the B�ble, and of m�racles that are
not ment�oned �n �ts pages. But they are all �n th�s Apocryphal New
Testament, and though they have been ruled out of our modern
B�ble, �t �s cla�med that they were accepted gospel twelve or f�fteen
centur�es ago, and ranked as h�gh �n cred�t as any. One needs to
read th�s book before he v�s�ts those venerable cathedrals, w�th the�r
treasures of tabooed and forgotten trad�t�on.

They �mposed another p�rate upon us at Nazareth—another
�nv�nc�ble Arab guard. We took our last look at the c�ty, cl�ng�ng l�ke a
wh�tewashed wasp’s nest to the h�ll-s�de, and at e�ght o’clock �n the
morn�ng departed. We d�smounted and drove the horses down a
br�dle-path wh�ch I th�nk was fully as crooked as a corkscrew, wh�ch I
know to be as steep as the downward sweep of a ra�nbow, and
wh�ch I bel�eve to be the worst p�ece of road �n the geography,
except one �n the Sandw�ch Islands, wh�ch I remember pa�nfully, and
poss�bly one or two mounta�n tra�ls �n the S�erra Nevadas.
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Often, �n th�s narrow path the horse had to po�se h�mself n�cely on
a rude stone step and then drop h�s fore-feet over the edge and
down someth�ng more than half h�s own he�ght. Th�s brought h�s
nose near the ground, wh�le h�s ta�l po�nted up toward the sky
somewhere, and gave h�m the appearance of prepar�ng to stand on
h�s head. A horse cannot look d�gn�f�ed �n th�s pos�t�on. We
accompl�shed the long descent at last, and trotted across the great
Pla�n of Esdraelon.

Some of us w�ll be shot before we f�n�sh th�s p�lgr�mage. The
p�lgr�ms read “Nomad�c L�fe” and keep themselves �n a constant
state of Qu�xot�c hero�sm. They have the�r hands on the�r p�stols all
the t�me, and every now and then, when you least expect �t, they
snatch them out and take a�m at Bedou�ns who are not v�s�ble, and
draw the�r kn�ves and make savage passes at other Bedou�ns who
do not ex�st. I am �n deadly per�l always, for these spasms are
sudden and �rregular, and of course I cannot tell when to be gett�ng
out of the way. If I am acc�dentally murdered, some t�me, dur�ng one
of these romant�c frenz�es of the p�lgr�ms, Mr. Gr�mes must be r�g�dly
held to answer as an accessory before the fact. If the p�lgr�ms would
take del�berate a�m and shoot at a man, �t would be all r�ght and
proper—because that man would not be �n any danger; but these
random assaults are what I object to. I do not w�sh to see any more
places l�ke Esdraelon, where the ground �s level and people can
gallop. It puts melodramat�c nonsense �nto the p�lgr�ms’ heads. All at
once, when one �s jogg�ng along stup�dly �n the sun, and th�nk�ng
about someth�ng ever so far away, here they come, at a stormy
gallop, spurr�ng and whoop�ng at those r�dgy old sore-backed plugs
t�ll the�r heels fly h�gher than the�r heads, and as they wh�z by, out
comes a l�ttle potato-gun of a revolver, there �s a startl�ng l�ttle pop,
and a small pellet goes s�ng�ng through the a�r. Now that I have
begun th�s p�lgr�mage, I �ntend to go through w�th �t, though sooth to
say, noth�ng but the most desperate valor has kept me to my



purpose up to the present t�me. I do not m�nd Bedou�ns,—I am not
afra�d of them; because ne�ther Bedou�ns nor ord�nary Arabs have
shown any d�spos�t�on to harm us, but I do feel afra�d of my own
comrades.

Arr�v�ng at the furthest verge of the Pla�n, we rode a l�ttle way up a
h�ll and found ourselves at Endor, famous for �ts w�tch. Her
descendants are there yet. They were the w�ldest horde of half-
naked savages we have found thus far. They swarmed out of mud
bee-h�ves; out of hovels of the dry-goods box pattern; out of gap�ng
caves under shelv�ng rocks; out of crev�ces �n the earth. In f�ve
m�nutes the dead sol�tude and s�lence of the place were no more,
and a begg�ng, screech�ng, shout�ng mob were struggl�ng about the
horses’ feet and block�ng the way. “Bucksheesh! bucksheesh!
bucksheesh! howajj�, bucksheesh!” It was Magdala over aga�n, only
here the glare from the �nf�del eyes was f�erce and full of hate. The
populat�on numbers two hundred and f�fty, and more than half the
c�t�zens l�ve �n caves �n the rock. D�rt, degradat�on and savagery are
Endor’s spec�alty. We say no more about Magdala and Debur�eh
now. Endor heads the l�st. It �s worse than any Ind�an ‘campood�e’.
The h�ll �s barren, rocky, and forb�dd�ng. No spr�g of grass �s v�s�ble,
and only one tree. Th�s �s a f�g-tree, wh�ch ma�nta�ns a precar�ous
foot�ng among the rocks at the mouth of the d�smal cavern once
occup�ed by the ver�table W�tch of Endor. In th�s cavern, trad�t�on
says, Saul, the k�ng, sat at m�dn�ght, and stared and trembled, wh�le
the earth shook, the thunders crashed among the h�lls, and out of the
m�dst of f�re and smoke the sp�r�t of the dead prophet rose up and
confronted h�m. Saul had crept to th�s place �n the darkness, wh�le
h�s army slept, to learn what fate awa�ted h�m �n the morrow’s battle.
He went away a sad man, to meet d�sgrace and death.

A spr�ng tr�ckles out of the rock �n the gloomy recesses of the
cavern, and we were th�rsty. The c�t�zens of Endor objected to our
go�ng �n there. They do not m�nd d�rt; they do not m�nd rags; they do
not m�nd verm�n; they do not m�nd barbarous �gnorance and
savagery; they do not m�nd a reasonable degree of starvat�on, but
they do l�ke to be pure and holy before the�r god, whoever he may
be, and therefore they shudder and grow almost pale at the �dea of
Chr�st�an l�ps pollut�ng a spr�ng whose waters must descend �nto



the�r sanct�f�ed gullets. We had no wanton des�re to wound even the�r
feel�ngs or trample upon the�r prejud�ces, but we were out of water,
thus early �n the day, and were burn�ng up w�th th�rst. It was at th�s
t�me, and under these c�rcumstances, that I framed an aphor�sm
wh�ch has already become celebrated. I sa�d: “Necess�ty knows no
law.” We went �n and drank.

We got away from the no�sy wretches, f�nally, dropp�ng them �n
squads and couples as we f�led over the h�lls—the aged f�rst, the
�nfants next, the young g�rls further on; the strong men ran bes�de us
a m�le, and only left when they had secured the last poss�ble p�astre
�n the way of bucksheesh.

In an hour, we reached Na�n, where Chr�st ra�sed the w�dow’s son
to l�fe. Na�n �s Magdala on a small scale. It has no populat�on of any
consequence. W�th�n a hundred yards of �t �s the or�g�nal graveyard,
for aught I know; the tombstones l�e flat on the ground, wh�ch �s
Jew�sh fash�on �n Syr�a. I bel�eve the Moslems do not allow them to
have upr�ght tombstones. A Moslem grave �s usually roughly
plastered over and wh�tewashed, and has at one end an upr�ght
project�on wh�ch �s shaped �nto exceed�ngly rude attempts at
ornamentat�on. In the c�t�es, there �s often no appearance of a grave
at all; a tall, slender marble tombstone, elaborately lettered, g�lded
and pa�nted, marks the bur�al place, and th�s �s surmounted by a
turban, so carved and shaped as to s�gn�fy the dead man’s rank �n
l�fe.

They showed a fragment of anc�ent wall wh�ch they sa�d was one
s�de of the gate out of wh�ch the w�dow’s dead son was be�ng
brought so many centur�es ago when Jesus met the process�on:

“Now when he came n�gh to the gate of the c�ty,
behold there was a dead man carr�ed out, the only son
of h�s mother, and she was a w�dow: and much people
of the c�ty was w�th her.

“And when the Lord saw her, he had compass�on on
her, and sa�d, Weep not.

“And he came and touched the b�er: and they that
bare h�m stood st�ll. And he sa�d, Young man, I say



unto thee, ar�se.
“And he that was dead sat up, and began to speak.

And he del�vered h�m to h�s mother.
“And there came a fear on all. And they glor�f�ed

God, say�ng, That a great prophet �s r�sen up among
us; and That God hath v�s�ted h�s people.”

A l�ttle mosque stands upon the spot wh�ch trad�t�on says was
occup�ed by the w�dow’s dwell�ng. Two or three aged Arabs sat
about �ts door. We entered, and the p�lgr�ms broke spec�mens from
the foundat�on walls, though they had to touch, and even step, upon
the “pray�ng carpets” to do �t. It was almost the same as break�ng
p�eces from the hearts of those old Arabs. To step rudely upon the
sacred pray�ng mats, w�th booted feet—a th�ng not done by any Arab
—was to �nfl�ct pa�n upon men who had not offended us �n any way.
Suppose a party of armed fore�gners were to enter a v�llage church
�n Amer�ca and break ornaments from the altar ra�l�ngs for cur�os�t�es,
and cl�mb up and walk upon the B�ble and the pulp�t cush�ons?
However, the cases are d�fferent. One �s the profanat�on of a temple
of our fa�th—the other only the profanat�on of a pagan one.

We descended to the Pla�n aga�n, and halted a moment at a well
—of Abraham’s t�me, no doubt. It was �n a desert place. It was
walled three feet above ground w�th squared and heavy blocks of
stone, after the manner of B�ble p�ctures. Around �t some camels
stood, and others knelt. There was a group of sober l�ttle donkeys
w�th naked, dusky ch�ldren clamber�ng about them, or s�tt�ng astr�de
the�r rumps, or pull�ng the�r ta�ls. Tawny, black-eyed, barefooted
ma�ds, arrayed �n rags and adorned w�th brazen armlets and
p�nchbeck ear-r�ngs, were po�s�ng water-jars upon the�r heads, or
draw�ng water from the well. A flock of sheep stood by, wa�t�ng for
the shepherds to f�ll the hollowed stones w�th water, so that they
m�ght dr�nk—stones wh�ch, l�ke those that walled the well, were worn
smooth and deeply creased by the chaf�ng ch�ns of a hundred
generat�ons of th�rsty an�mals. P�cturesque Arabs sat upon the
ground, �n groups, and solemnly smoked the�r long-stemmed
ch�bouks. Other Arabs were f�ll�ng black hog-sk�ns w�th water—sk�ns
wh�ch, well f�lled, and d�stended w�th water t�ll the short legs



projected pa�nfully out of the proper l�ne, looked l�ke the corpses of
hogs bloated by drown�ng. Here was a grand Or�ental p�cture wh�ch I
had worsh�ped a thousand t�mes �n soft, r�ch steel engrav�ngs! But �n
the engrav�ng there was no desolat�on; no d�rt; no rags; no fleas; no
ugly features; no sore eyes; no feast�ng fl�es; no besotted �gnorance
�n the countenances; no raw places on the donkeys’ backs; no
d�sagreeable jabber�ng �n unknown tongues; no stench of camels; no
suggest�on that a couple of tons of powder placed under the party
and touched off would he�ghten the effect and g�ve to the scene a
genu�ne �nterest and a charm wh�ch �t would always be pleasant to
recall, even though a man l�ved a thousand years.
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Or�ental scenes look best �n steel engrav�ngs. I cannot be �mposed
upon any more by that p�cture of the Queen of Sheba v�s�t�ng
Solomon. I shall say to myself, You look f�ne, Madam but your feet
are not clean and you smell l�ke a camel.

Presently a w�ld Arab �n charge of a camel tra�n recogn�zed an old
fr�end �n Ferguson, and they ran and fell upon each other’s necks
and k�ssed each other’s gr�my, bearded faces upon both cheeks. It
expla�ned �nstantly a someth�ng wh�ch had always seemed to me
only a farfetched Or�ental f�gure of speech. I refer to the
c�rcumstance of Chr�st’s rebuk�ng a Phar�see, or some such
character, and rem�nd�ng h�m that from h�m he had rece�ved no “k�ss
of welcome."
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It d�d not seem reasonable to me that men should k�ss each other,
but I am aware, now, that they d�d. There was reason �n �t, too. The
custom was natural and proper; because people must k�ss, and a
man would not be l�kely to k�ss one of the women of th�s country of
h�s own free w�ll and accord. One must travel, to learn. Every day,
now, old Scr�ptural phrases that never possessed any s�gn�f�cance
for me before, take to themselves a mean�ng.

We journeyed around the base of the mounta�n—“L�ttle
Hermon,”—past the old Crusaders’ castle of El Fuleh, and arr�ved at
Shunem. Th�s was another Magdala, to a fract�on, frescoes and all.
Here, trad�t�on says, the prophet Samuel was born, and here the
Shunam�te woman bu�lt a l�ttle house upon the c�ty wall for the
accommodat�on of the prophet El�sha. El�sha asked her what she
expected �n return. It was a perfectly natural quest�on, for these
people are and were �n the hab�t of proffer�ng favors and serv�ces
and then expect�ng and begg�ng for pay. El�sha knew them well. He
could not comprehend that any body should bu�ld for h�m that
humble l�ttle chamber for the mere sake of old fr�endsh�p, and w�th
no self�sh mot�ve whatever. It used to seem a very �mpol�te, not to
say a rude, quest�on, for El�sha to ask the woman, but �t does not
seem so to me now. The woman sa�d she expected noth�ng. Then
for her goodness and her unself�shness, he rejo�ced her heart w�th
the news that she should bear a son. It was a h�gh reward—but she
would not have thanked h�m for a daughter—daughters have always
been unpopular here. The son was born, grew, waxed strong, d�ed.
El�sha restored h�m to l�fe �n Shunem.

We found here a grove of lemon trees—cool, shady, hung w�th
fru�t. One �s apt to overest�mate beauty when �t �s rare, but to me th�s
grove seemed very beaut�ful. It was beaut�ful. I do not overest�mate
�t. I must always remember Shunem gratefully, as a place wh�ch
gave to us th�s leafy shelter after our long, hot r�de. We lunched,
rested, chatted, smoked our p�pes an hour, and then mounted and
moved on.

As we trotted across the Pla�n of Jezreel, we met half a dozen
D�gger Ind�ans (Bedou�ns) w�th very long spears �n the�r hands,
cavort�ng around on old crowba�t horses, and spear�ng �mag�nary



enem�es; whoop�ng, and flutter�ng the�r rags �n the w�nd, and carry�ng
on �n every respect l�ke a pack of hopeless lunat�cs. At last, here
were the “w�ld, free sons of the desert, speed�ng over the pla�n l�ke
the w�nd, on the�r beaut�ful Arab�an mares” we had read so much
about and longed so much to see! Here were the “p�cturesque
costumes!” Th�s was the “gallant spectacle!” Tatterdemal�on vagrants
—cheap braggadoc�o—“Arab�an mares” sp�ned and necked l�ke the
�chthyosaurus �n the museum, and humped and cornered l�ke a
dromedary! To glance at the genu�ne son of the desert �s to take the
romance out of h�m forever—to behold h�s steed �s to long �n char�ty
to str�p h�s harness off and let h�m fall to p�eces.
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Presently we came to a ru�nous old town on a h�ll, the same be�ng
the anc�ent Jezreel.

Ahab, K�ng of Samar�a, (th�s was a very vast k�ngdom, for those
days, and was very nearly half as large as Rhode Island) dwelt �n the
c�ty of Jezreel, wh�ch was h�s cap�tal. Near h�m l�ved a man by the
name of Naboth, who had a v�neyard. The K�ng asked h�m for �t, and
when he would not g�ve �t, offered to buy �t. But Naboth refused to
sell �t. In those days �t was cons�dered a sort of cr�me to part w�th
one’s �nher�tance at any pr�ce—and even �f a man d�d part w�th �t, �t
reverted to h�mself or h�s he�rs aga�n at the next jub�lee year. So th�s
spo�led ch�ld of a K�ng went and lay down on the bed w�th h�s face to
the wall, and gr�eved sorely. The Queen, a notor�ous character �n
those days, and whose name �s a by-word and a reproach even �n
these, came �n and asked h�m wherefore he sorrowed, and he told
her. Jezebel sa�d she could secure the v�neyard; and she went forth
and forged letters to the nobles and w�se men, �n the K�ng’s name,
and ordered them to procla�m a fast and set Naboth on h�gh before
the people, and suborn two w�tnesses to swear that he had
blasphemed. They d�d �t, and the people stoned the accused by the
c�ty wall, and he d�ed. Then Jezebel came and told the K�ng, and
sa�d, Behold, Naboth �s no more—r�se up and se�ze the v�neyard. So
Ahab se�zed the v�neyard, and went �nto �t to possess �t. But the
Prophet El�jah came to h�m there and read h�s fate to h�m, and the
fate of Jezebel; and sa�d that �n the place where dogs l�cked the
blood of Naboth, dogs should also l�ck h�s blood—and he sa�d,
l�kew�se, the dogs should eat Jezebel by the wall of Jezreel. In the
course of t�me, the K�ng was k�lled �n battle, and when h�s char�ot
wheels were washed �n the pool of Samar�a, the dogs l�cked the
blood. In after years, Jehu, who was K�ng of Israel, marched down
aga�nst Jezreel, by order of one of the Prophets, and adm�n�stered
one of those conv�nc�ng rebukes so common among the people of
those days: he k�lled many k�ngs and the�r subjects, and as he came



along he saw Jezebel, pa�nted and f�nely dressed, look�ng out of a
w�ndow, and ordered that she be thrown down to h�m. A servant d�d
�t, and Jehu’s horse trampled her under foot. Then Jehu went �n and
sat down to d�nner; and presently he sa�d, Go and bury th�s cursed
woman, for she �s a K�ng’s daughter. The sp�r�t of char�ty came upon
h�m too late, however, for the prophecy had already been fulf�lled—
the dogs had eaten her, and they “found no more of her than the
skull, and the feet, and the palms of her hands.”

Ahab, the late K�ng, had left a helpless fam�ly beh�nd h�m, and
Jehu k�lled seventy of the orphan sons. Then he k�lled all the
relat�ves, and teachers, and servants and fr�ends of the fam�ly, and
rested from h�s labors, unt�l he was come near to Samar�a, where he
met forty-two persons and asked them who they were; they sa�d they
were brothers of the K�ng of Judah. He k�lled them. When he got to
Samar�a, he sa�d he would show h�s zeal for the Lord; so he
gathered all the pr�ests and people together that worsh�ped Baal,
pretend�ng that he was go�ng to adopt that worsh�p and offer up a
great sacr�f�ce; and when they were all shut up where they could not
defend themselves, he caused every person of them to be k�lled.
Then Jehu, the good m�ss�onary, rested from h�s labors once more.

We went back to the valley, and rode to the Founta�n of A�n Jelud.
They call �t the Founta�n of Jezreel, usually. It �s a pond about one
hundred feet square and four feet deep, w�th a stream of water
tr�ckl�ng �nto �t from under an overhang�ng ledge of rocks. It �s �n the
m�dst of a great sol�tude. Here G�deon p�tched h�s camp �n the old
t�mes; beh�nd Shunem lay the “M�d�an�tes, the Amalek�tes, and the
Ch�ldren of the East,” who were “as grasshoppers for mult�tude; both
they and the�r camels were w�thout number, as the sand by the sea-
s�de for mult�tude.” Wh�ch means that there were one hundred and
th�rty-f�ve thousand men, and that they had transportat�on serv�ce
accord�ngly.

G�deon, w�th only three hundred men, surpr�sed them �n the n�ght,
and stood by and looked on wh�le they butchered each other unt�l a
hundred and twenty thousand lay dead on the f�eld.

We camped at Jen�n before n�ght, and got up and started aga�n at
one o’clock �n the morn�ng. Somewhere towards dayl�ght we passed



the local�ty where the best authent�cated trad�t�on locates the p�t �nto
wh�ch Joseph’s brethren threw h�m, and about noon, after pass�ng
over a success�on of mounta�n tops, clad w�th groves of f�g and ol�ve
trees, w�th the Med�terranean �n s�ght some forty m�les away, and
go�ng by many anc�ent B�bl�cal c�t�es whose �nhab�tants glowered
savagely upon our Chr�st�an process�on, and were seem�ngly
�ncl�ned to pract�ce on �t w�th stones, we came to the s�ngularly
terraced and unlovely h�lls that betrayed that we were out of Gal�lee
and �nto Samar�a at last.

We cl�mbed a h�gh h�ll to v�s�t the c�ty of Samar�a, where the
woman may have ha�led from who conversed w�th Chr�st at Jacob’s
Well, and from whence, no doubt, came also the celebrated Good
Samar�tan. Herod the Great �s sa�d to have made a magn�f�cent c�ty
of th�s place, and a great number of coarse l�mestone columns,
twenty feet h�gh and two feet through, that are almost gu�ltless of
arch�tectural grace of shape and ornament, are po�nted out by many
authors as ev�dence of the fact. They would not have been
cons�dered handsome �n anc�ent Greece, however.

The �nhab�tants of th�s camp are part�cularly v�c�ous, and stoned
two part�es of our p�lgr�ms a day or two ago who brought about the
d�ff�culty by show�ng the�r revolvers when they d�d not �ntend to use
them—a th�ng wh�ch �s deemed bad judgment �n the Far West, and
ought certa�nly to be so cons�dered any where. In the new Terr�tor�es,
when a man puts h�s hand on a weapon, he knows that he must use
�t; he must use �t �nstantly or expect to be shot down where he
stands. Those p�lgr�ms had been read�ng Gr�mes.

There was noth�ng for us to do �n Samar�a but buy handfuls of old
Roman co�ns at a franc a dozen, and look at a d�lap�dated church of
the Crusaders and a vault �n �t wh�ch once conta�ned the body of
John the Bapt�st. Th�s rel�c was long ago carr�ed away to Genoa.

Samar�a stood a d�sastrous s�ege, once, �n the days of El�sha, at
the hands of the K�ng of Syr�a. Prov�s�ons reached such a f�gure that
“an ass’ head was sold for e�ghty p�eces of s�lver and the fourth part
of a cab of dove’s dung for f�ve p�eces of s�lver.”

An �nc�dent recorded of that heavy t�me w�ll g�ve one a very good
�dea of the d�stress that preva�led w�th�n these crumbl�ng walls. As



the K�ng was walk�ng upon the battlements one day, “a woman cr�ed
out, say�ng, Help, my lord, O K�ng! And the K�ng sa�d, What a�leth
thee? and she answered, Th�s woman sa�d unto me, G�ve thy son,
that we may eat h�m to-day, and we w�ll eat my son to-morrow. So
we bo�led my son, and d�d eat h�m; and I sa�d unto her on the next
day, G�ve thy son that we may eat h�m; and she hath h�d her son.”

The prophet El�sha declared that w�th�n four and twenty hours the
pr�ces of food should go down to noth�ng, almost, and �t was so. The
Syr�an army broke camp and fled, for some cause or other, the
fam�ne was rel�eved from w�thout, and many a shoddy speculator �n
dove’s dung and ass’s meat was ru�ned.

We were glad to leave th�s hot and dusty old v�llage and hurry on.
At two o’clock we stopped to lunch and rest at anc�ent Shechem,
between the h�stor�c Mounts of Ger�z�m and Ebal, where �n the old
t�mes the books of the law, the curses and the bless�ngs, were read
from the he�ghts to the Jew�sh mult�tudes below.



CHAPTER LII.
The narrow canon �n wh�ch Nablous, or Shechem, �s s�tuated, �s

under h�gh cult�vat�on, and the so�l �s exceed�ngly black and fert�le. It
�s well watered, and �ts affluent vegetat�on ga�ns effect by contrast
w�th the barren h�lls that tower on e�ther s�de. One of these h�lls �s the
anc�ent Mount of Bless�ngs and the other the Mount of Curses and
w�se men who seek for fulf�llments of prophecy th�nk they f�nd here a
wonder of th�s k�nd—to w�t, that the Mount of Bless�ngs �s strangely
fert�le and �ts mate as strangely unproduct�ve. We could not see that
there was really much d�fference between them �n th�s respect,
however.
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Shechem �s d�st�ngu�shed as one of the res�dences of the patr�arch
Jacob, and as the seat of those tr�bes that cut themselves loose from
the�r brethren of Israel and propagated doctr�nes not �n conform�ty
w�th those of the or�g�nal Jew�sh creed. For thousands of years th�s
clan have dwelt �n Shechem under str�ct tabu, and hav�ng l�ttle
commerce or fellowsh�p w�th the�r fellow men of any rel�g�on or
nat�onal�ty. For generat�ons they have not numbered more than one
or two hundred, but they st�ll adhere to the�r anc�ent fa�th and
ma�nta�n the�r anc�ent r�tes and ceremon�es. Talk of fam�ly and old
descent! Pr�nces and nobles pr�de themselves upon l�neages they
can trace back some hundreds of years. What �s th�s tr�fle to th�s
handful of old f�rst fam�l�es of Shechem who can name the�r fathers
stra�ght back w�thout a flaw for thousands—stra�ght back to a per�od
so remote that men reared �n a country where the days of two
hundred years ago are called “anc�ent” t�mes grow dazed and



bew�ldered when they try to comprehend �t! Here �s respectab�l�ty for
you—here �s “fam�ly”—here �s h�gh descent worth talk�ng about. Th�s
sad, proud remnant of a once m�ghty commun�ty st�ll hold
themselves aloof from all the world; they st�ll l�ve as the�r fathers
l�ved, labor as the�r fathers labored, th�nk as they d�d, feel as they
d�d, worsh�p �n the same place, �n s�ght of the same landmarks, and
�n the same qua�nt, patr�archal way the�r ancestors d�d more than
th�rty centur�es ago. I found myself gaz�ng at any straggl�ng sc�on of
th�s strange race w�th a r�veted fasc�nat�on, just as one would stare at
a l�v�ng mastodon, or a megather�um that had moved �n the grey
dawn of creat�on and seen the wonders of that myster�ous world that
was before the flood.

Carefully preserved among the sacred arch�ves of th�s cur�ous
commun�ty �s a MSS. copy of the anc�ent Jew�sh law, wh�ch �s sa�d to
be the oldest document on earth. It �s wr�tten on vellum, and �s some
four or f�ve thousand years old. Noth�ng but bucksheesh can
purchase a s�ght. Its fame �s somewhat d�mmed �n these latter days,
because of the doubts so many authors of Palest�ne travels have felt
themselves pr�v�leged to cast upon �t. Speak�ng of th�s MSS. rem�nds
me that I procured from the h�gh-pr�est of th�s anc�ent Samar�tan
commun�ty, at great expense, a secret document of st�ll h�gher
ant�qu�ty and far more extraord�nary �nterest, wh�ch I propose to
publ�sh as soon as I have f�n�shed translat�ng �t.

Joshua gave h�s dy�ng �njunct�on to the ch�ldren of Israel at
Shechem, and bur�ed a valuable treasure secretly under an oak tree
there about the same t�me. The superst�t�ous Samar�tans have
always been afra�d to hunt for �t. They bel�eve �t �s guarded by f�erce
sp�r�ts �nv�s�ble to men.

About a m�le and a half from Shechem we halted at the base of
Mount Ebal before a l�ttle square area, �nclosed by a h�gh stone wall,
neatly wh�tewashed. Across one end of th�s �nclosure �s a tomb bu�lt
after the manner of the Moslems. It �s the tomb of Joseph. No truth �s
better authent�cated than th�s.

When Joseph was dy�ng he prophes�ed that exodus of the
Israel�tes from Egypt wh�ch occurred four hundred years afterwards.
At the same t�me he exacted of h�s people an oath that when they



journeyed to the land of Canaan they would bear h�s bones w�th
them and bury them �n the anc�ent �nher�tance of h�s fathers. The
oath was kept.

“And the bones of Joseph, wh�ch the ch�ldren of
Israel brought up out of Egypt, bur�ed they �n
Shechem, �n a parcel of ground wh�ch Jacob bought of
the sons of Hamor the father of Shechem for a
hundred p�eces of s�lver.”

Few tombs on earth command the venerat�on of so many races
and men of d�vers creeds as th�s of Joseph. “Samar�tan and Jew,
Moslem and Chr�st�an al�ke, revere �t, and honor �t w�th the�r v�s�ts.
The tomb of Joseph, the dut�ful son, the affect�onate, forg�v�ng
brother, the v�rtuous man, the w�se Pr�nce and ruler. Egypt felt h�s
�nfluence—the world knows h�s h�story.”

In th�s same “parcel of ground” wh�ch Jacob bought of the sons of
Hamor for a hundred p�eces of s�lver, �s Jacob’s celebrated well. It �s
cut �n the sol�d rock, and �s n�ne feet square and n�nety feet deep.
The name of th�s unpretend�ng hole �n the ground, wh�ch one m�ght
pass by and take no not�ce of, �s as fam�l�ar as household words to
even the ch�ldren and the peasants of many a far-off country. It �s
more famous than the Parthenon; �t �s older than the Pyram�ds.

It was by th�s well that Jesus sat and talked w�th a woman of that
strange, ant�quated Samar�tan commun�ty I have been speak�ng of,
and told her of the myster�ous water of l�fe. As descendants of old
Engl�sh nobles st�ll cher�sh �n the trad�t�ons of the�r houses how that
th�s k�ng or that k�ng tarr�ed a day w�th some favored ancestor three
hundred years ago, no doubt the descendants of the woman of
Samar�a, l�v�ng there �n Shechem, st�ll refer w�th pardonable van�ty to
th�s conversat�on of the�r ancestor, held some l�ttle t�me gone by, w�th
the Mess�ah of the Chr�st�ans. It �s not l�kely that they undervalue a
d�st�nct�on such as th�s. Samar�tan nature �s human nature, and
human nature remembers contact w�th the �llustr�ous, always.

For an offense done to the fam�ly honor, the sons of Jacob
exterm�nated all Shechem once.



We left Jacob’s Well and traveled t�ll e�ght �n the even�ng, but
rather slowly, for we had been �n the saddle n�neteen hours, and the
horses were cruelly t�red. We got so far ahead of the tents that we
had to camp �n an Arab v�llage, and sleep on the ground. We could
have slept �n the largest of the houses; but there were some l�ttle
drawbacks: �t was populous w�th verm�n, �t had a d�rt floor, �t was �n
no respect cleanly, and there was a fam�ly of goats �n the only
bedroom, and two donkeys �n the parlor. Outs�de there were no
�nconven�ences, except that the dusky, ragged, earnest-eyed
v�llagers of both sexes and all ages grouped themselves on the�r
haunches all around us, and d�scussed us and cr�t�c�sed us w�th
no�sy tongues t�ll m�dn�ght. We d�d not m�nd the no�se, be�ng t�red,
but, doubtless, the reader �s aware that �t �s almost an �mposs�ble
th�ng to go to sleep when you know that people are look�ng at you.
We went to bed at ten, and got up aga�n at two and started once
more. Thus are people persecuted by dragomen, whose sole
amb�t�on �n l�fe �s to get ahead of each other.

About dayl�ght we passed Sh�loh, where the Ark of the Covenant
rested three hundred years, and at whose gates good old El� fell
down and “brake h�s neck” when the messenger, r�d�ng hard from the
battle, told h�m of the defeat of h�s people, the death of h�s sons,
and, more than all, the capture of Israel’s pr�de, her hope, her refuge,
the anc�ent Ark her forefathers brought w�th them out of Egypt. It �s
l�ttle wonder that under c�rcumstances l�ke these he fell down and
brake h�s neck. But Sh�loh had no charms for us. We were so cold
that there was no comfort but �n mot�on, and so drowsy we could
hardly s�t upon the horses.

After a wh�le we came to a shapeless mass of ru�ns, wh�ch st�ll
bears the name of Bethel. It was here that Jacob lay down and had
that superb v�s�on of angels fl�tt�ng up and down a ladder that
reached from the clouds to earth, and caught gl�mpses of the�r
blessed home through the open gates of Heaven.

The p�lgr�ms took what was left of the hallowed ru�n, and we
pressed on toward the goal of our crusade, renowned Jerusalem.

The further we went the hotter the sun got, and the more rocky
and bare, repuls�ve and dreary the landscape became. There could



not have been more fragments of stone strewn broadcast over th�s
part of the world, �f every ten square feet of the land had been
occup�ed by a separate and d�st�nct stonecutter’s establ�shment for
an age. There was hardly a tree or a shrub any where. Even the
ol�ve and the cactus, those fast fr�ends of a worthless so�l, had
almost deserted the country. No landscape ex�sts that �s more
t�resome to the eye than that wh�ch bounds the approaches to
Jerusalem. The only d�fference between the roads and the
surround�ng country, perhaps, �s that there are rather more rocks �n
the roads than �n the surround�ng country.

We passed Ramah, and Beroth, and on the r�ght saw the tomb of
the prophet Samuel, perched h�gh upon a command�ng em�nence.
St�ll no Jerusalem came �n s�ght. We hurr�ed on �mpat�ently. We
halted a moment at the anc�ent Founta�n of Be�ra, but �ts stones,
worn deeply by the ch�ns of th�rsty an�mals that are dead and gone
centur�es ago, had no �nterest for us—we longed to see Jerusalem.
We spurred up h�ll after h�ll, and usually began to stretch our necks
m�nutes before we got to the top—but d�sappo�ntment always
followed:—more stup�d h�lls beyond—more uns�ghtly landscape—no
Holy C�ty.

At last, away �n the m�ddle of the day, anc�ent b�te of wall and
crumbl�ng arches began to l�ne the way—we to�led up one more h�ll,
and every p�lgr�m and every s�nner swung h�s hat on h�gh!
Jerusalem!

Perched on �ts eternal h�lls, wh�te and domed and sol�d, massed
together and hooped w�th h�gh gray walls, the venerable c�ty
gleamed �n the sun. So small! Why, �t was no larger than an
Amer�can v�llage of four thousand �nhab�tants, and no larger than an
ord�nary Syr�an c�ty of th�rty thousand. Jerusalem numbers only
fourteen thousand people.

We d�smounted and looked, w�thout speak�ng a dozen sentences,
across the w�de �nterven�ng valley for an hour or more; and noted
those prom�nent features of the c�ty that p�ctures make fam�l�ar to all
men from the�r school days t�ll the�r death. We could recogn�ze the
Tower of H�pp�cus, the Mosque of Omar, the Damascus Gate, the
Mount of Ol�ves, the Valley of Jehoshaphat, the Tower of Dav�d, and



the Garden of Gethsemane—and dat�ng from these landmarks could
tell very nearly the local�t�es of many others we were not able to
d�st�ngu�sh.

I record �t here as a notable but not d�scred�table fact that not even
our p�lgr�ms wept. I th�nk there was no �nd�v�dual �n the party whose
bra�n was not teem�ng w�th thoughts and �mages and memor�es
�nvoked by the grand h�story of the venerable c�ty that lay before us,
but st�ll among them all was no “vo�ce of them that wept.”

There was no call for tears. Tears would have been out of place.
The thoughts Jerusalem suggests are full of poetry, subl�m�ty, and
more than all, d�gn�ty. Such thoughts do not f�nd the�r appropr�ate
express�on �n the emot�ons of the nursery.

Just after noon we entered these narrow, crooked streets, by the
anc�ent and the famed Damascus Gate, and now for several hours I
have been try�ng to comprehend that I am actually �n the �llustr�ous
old c�ty where Solomon dwelt, where Abraham held converse w�th
the De�ty, and where walls st�ll stand that w�tnessed the spectacle of
the Cruc�f�x�on.
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CHAPTER LIII.
A fast walker could go outs�de the walls of Jerusalem and walk

ent�rely around the c�ty �n an hour. I do not know how else to make
one understand how small �t �s. The appearance of the c�ty �s
pecul�ar. It �s as knobby w�th countless l�ttle domes as a pr�son door
�s w�th bolt-heads. Every house has from one to half a dozen of
these wh�te plastered domes of stone, broad and low, s�tt�ng �n the
centre of, or �n a cluster upon, the flat roof. Wherefore, when one
looks down from an em�nence, upon the compact mass of houses
(so closely crowded together, �n fact, that there �s no appearance of
streets at all, and so the c�ty looks sol�d,) he sees the knobb�est town
�n the world, except Constant�nople. It looks as �f �t m�ght be roofed,
from centre to c�rcumference, w�th �nverted saucers. The monotony
of the v�ew �s �nterrupted only by the great Mosque of Omar, the
Tower of H�pp�cus, and one or two other bu�ld�ngs that r�se �nto
command�ng prom�nence.

The houses are generally two stor�es h�gh, bu�lt strongly of
masonry, wh�tewashed or plastered outs�de, and have a cage of
wooden latt�ce-work project�ng �n front of every w�ndow. To
reproduce a Jerusalem street, �t would only be necessary to up-end
a ch�cken-coop and hang �t before each w�ndow �n an alley of
Amer�can houses.

The streets are roughly and badly paved w�th stone, and are
tolerably crooked—enough so to make each street appear to close
together constantly and come to an end about a hundred yards
ahead of a p�lgr�m as long as he chooses to walk �n �t. Project�ng
from the top of the lower story of many of the houses �s a very
narrow porch-roof or shed, w�thout supports from below; and I have
several t�mes seen cats jump across the street from one shed to the
other when they were out call�ng. The cats could have jumped
double the d�stance w�thout extraord�nary exert�on. I ment�on these
th�ngs to g�ve an �dea of how narrow the streets are. S�nce a cat can



jump across them w�thout the least �nconven�ence, �t �s hardly
necessary to state that such streets are too narrow for carr�ages.
These veh�cles cannot nav�gate the Holy C�ty.

The populat�on of Jerusalem �s composed of Moslems, Jews,
Greeks, Lat�ns, Armen�ans, Syr�ans, Copts, Abyss�n�ans, Greek
Cathol�cs, and a handful of Protestants. One hundred of the latter
sect are all that dwell now �n th�s b�rthplace of Chr�st�an�ty. The n�ce
shades of nat�onal�ty compr�sed �n the above l�st, and the languages
spoken by them, are altogether too numerous to ment�on. It seems
to me that all the races and colors and tongues of the earth must be
represented among the fourteen thousand souls that dwell �n
Jerusalem. Rags, wretchedness, poverty and d�rt, those s�gns and
symbols that �nd�cate the presence of Moslem rule more surely than
the crescent-flag �tself, abound. Lepers, cr�pples, the bl�nd, and the
�d�ot�c, assa�l you on every hand, and they know but one word of but
one language apparently—the eternal “bucksheesh.” To see the
numbers of ma�med, malformed and d�seased human�ty that throng
the holy places and obstruct the gates, one m�ght suppose that the
anc�ent days had come aga�n, and that the angel of the Lord was
expected to descend at any moment to st�r the waters of Bethesda.
Jerusalem �s mournful, and dreary, and l�feless. I would not des�re to
l�ve here.
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One naturally goes f�rst to the Holy Sepulchre. It �s r�ght �n the c�ty,
near the western gate; �t and the place of the Cruc�f�x�on, and, �n fact,
every other place �nt�mately connected w�th that tremendous event,
are �ngen�ously massed together and covered by one roof—the
dome of the Church of the Holy Sepulchre.
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Enter�ng the bu�ld�ng, through the m�dst of the usual assemblage
of beggars, one sees on h�s left a few Turk�sh guards—for Chr�st�ans
of d�fferent sects w�ll not only quarrel, but f�ght, also, �n th�s sacred
place, �f allowed to do �t. Before you �s a marble slab, wh�ch covers
the Stone of Unct�on, whereon the Sav�our’s body was la�d to
prepare �t for bur�al. It was found necessary to conceal the real stone
�n th�s way �n order to save �t from destruct�on. P�lgr�ms were too
much g�ven to ch�pp�ng off p�eces of �t to carry home. Near by �s a
c�rcular ra�l�ng wh�ch marks the spot where the V�rg�n stood when the
Lord’s body was ano�nted.

Enter�ng the great Rotunda, we stand before the most sacred
local�ty �n Chr�stendom—the grave of Jesus. It �s �n the centre of the
church, and �mmed�ately under the great dome. It �s �nclosed �n a
sort of l�ttle temple of yellow and wh�te stone, of fanc�ful des�gn.
W�th�n the l�ttle temple �s a port�on of the very stone wh�ch was rolled
away from the door of the Sepulchre, and on wh�ch the angel was
s�tt�ng when Mary came th�ther “at early dawn.” Stoop�ng low, we
enter the vault—the Sepulchre �tself. It �s only about s�x feet by
seven, and the stone couch on wh�ch the dead Sav�our lay extends
from end to end of the apartment and occup�es half �ts w�dth. It �s
covered w�th a marble slab wh�ch has been much worn by the l�ps of
p�lgr�ms. Th�s slab serves as an altar, now. Over �t hang some f�fty
gold and s�lver lamps, wh�ch are kept always burn�ng, and the place
�s otherw�se scandal�zed by trumpery, gewgaws, and tawdry
ornamentat�on.

All sects of Chr�st�ans (except Protestants,) have chapels under
the roof of the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, and each must keep to
�tself and not venture upon another’s ground. It has been proven
conclus�vely that they can not worsh�p together around the grave of
the Sav�our of the World �n peace. The chapel of the Syr�ans �s not
handsome; that of the Copts �s the humblest of them all. It �s noth�ng
but a d�smal cavern, roughly hewn �n the l�v�ng rock of the H�ll of
Calvary. In one s�de of �t two anc�ent tombs are hewn, wh�ch are



cla�med to be those �n wh�ch N�codemus and Joseph of Aramathea
were bur�ed.

As we moved among the great p�ers and p�llars of another part of
the church, we came upon a party of black-robed, an�mal-look�ng
Ital�an monks, w�th candles �n the�r hands, who were chant�ng
someth�ng �n Lat�n, and go�ng through some k�nd of rel�g�ous
performance around a d�sk of wh�te marble let �nto the floor. It was
there that the r�sen Sav�our appeared to Mary Magdalen �n the
l�keness of a gardener. Near by was a s�m�lar stone, shaped l�ke a
star—here the Magdalen herself stood, at the same t�me. Monks
were perform�ng �n th�s place also. They perform everywhere—all
over the vast bu�ld�ng, and at all hours. The�r candles are always
fl�tt�ng about �n the gloom, and mak�ng the d�m old church more
d�smal than there �s any necess�ty that �t should be, even though �t �s
a tomb.

We were shown the place where our Lord appeared to H�s mother
after the Resurrect�on. Here, also, a marble slab marks the place
where St. Helena, the mother of the Emperor Constant�ne, found the
crosses about three hundred years after the Cruc�f�x�on. Accord�ng to
the legend, th�s great d�scovery el�c�ted extravagant demonstrat�ons
of joy. But they were of short durat�on. The quest�on �ntruded �tself:
“Wh�ch bore the blessed Sav�our, and wh�ch the th�eves?” To be �n
doubt, �n so m�ghty a matter as th�s—to be uncerta�n wh�ch one to
adore—was a gr�evous m�sfortune. It turned the publ�c joy to sorrow.
But when l�ved there a holy pr�est who could not set so s�mple a
trouble as th�s at rest? One of these soon h�t upon a plan that would
be a certa�n test. A noble lady lay very �ll �n Jerusalem. The w�se
pr�ests ordered that the three crosses be taken to her beds�de one at
a t�me. It was done. When her eyes fell upon the f�rst one, she
uttered a scream that was heard beyond the Damascus Gate, and
even upon the Mount of Ol�ves, �t was sa�d, and then fell back �n a
deadly swoon. They recovered her and brought the second cross.
Instantly she went �nto fearful convuls�ons, and �t was w�th the
greatest d�ff�culty that s�x strong men could hold her. They were
afra�d, now, to br�ng �n the th�rd cross. They began to fear that
poss�bly they had fallen upon the wrong crosses, and that the true
cross was not w�th th�s number at all. However, as the woman



seemed l�kely to d�e w�th the convuls�ons that were tear�ng her, they
concluded that the th�rd could do no more than put her out of her
m�sery w�th a happy d�spatch. So they brought �t, and behold, a
m�racle! The woman sprang from her bed, sm�l�ng and joyful, and
perfectly restored to health. When we l�sten to ev�dence l�ke th�s, we
cannot but bel�eve. We would be ashamed to doubt, and properly,
too. Even the very part of Jerusalem where th�s all occurred �s there
yet. So there �s really no room for doubt.

The pr�ests tr�ed to show us, through a small screen, a fragment of
the genu�ne P�llar of Flagellat�on, to wh�ch Chr�st was bound when
they scourged h�m. But we could not see �t, because �t was dark
�ns�de the screen. However, a baton �s kept here, wh�ch the p�lgr�m
thrusts through a hole �n the screen, and then he no longer doubts
that the true P�llar of Flagellat�on �s �n there. He can not have any
excuse to doubt �t, for he can feel �t w�th the st�ck. He can feel �t as
d�st�nctly as he could feel any th�ng.

Not far from here was a n�che where they used to preserve a p�ece
of the True Cross, but �t �s gone, now. Th�s p�ece of the cross was
d�scovered �n the s�xteenth century. The Lat�n pr�ests say �t was
stolen away, long ago, by pr�ests of another sect. That seems l�ke a
hard statement to make, but we know very well that �t was stolen,
because we have seen �t ourselves �n several of the cathedrals of
Italy and France.

But the rel�c that touched us most was the pla�n old sword of that
stout Crusader, Godfrey of Bullo�gne—K�ng Godfrey of Jerusalem.
No blade �n Chr�stendom w�elds such enchantment as th�s—no blade
of all that rust �n the ancestral halls of Europe �s able to �nvoke such
v�s�ons of romance �n the bra�n of h�m who looks upon �t—none that
can prate of such ch�valr�c deeds or tell such brave tales of the
warr�or days of old. It st�rs w�th�n a man every memory of the Holy
Wars that has been sleep�ng �n h�s bra�n for years, and peoples h�s
thoughts w�th ma�l-clad �mages, w�th march�ng arm�es, w�th battles
and w�th s�eges. It speaks to h�m of Baldw�n, and Tancred, the
pr�ncely Salad�n, and great R�chard of the L�on Heart. It was w�th just
such blades as these that these splend�d heroes of romance used to
segregate a man, so to speak, and leave the half of h�m to fall one



way and the other half the other. Th�s very sword has cloven
hundreds of Saracen Kn�ghts from crown to ch�n �n those old t�mes
when Godfrey w�elded �t. It was enchanted, then, by a gen�us that
was under the command of K�ng Solomon. When danger
approached �ts master’s tent �t always struck the sh�eld and clanged
out a f�erce alarm upon the startled ear of n�ght. In t�mes of doubt, or
�n fog or darkness, �f �t were drawn from �ts sheath �t would po�nt
�nstantly toward the foe, and thus reveal the way—and �t would also
attempt to start after them of �ts own accord. A Chr�st�an could not be
so d�sgu�sed that �t would not know h�m and refuse to hurt h�m—nor
a Moslem so d�sgu�sed that �t would not leap from �ts scabbard and
take h�s l�fe. These statements are all well authent�cated �n many
legends that are among the most trustworthy legends the good old
Cathol�c monks preserve. I can never forget old Godfrey’s sword,
now. I tr�ed �t on a Moslem, and clove h�m �n twa�n l�ke a doughnut.
The sp�r�t of Gr�mes was upon me, and �f I had had a graveyard I
would have destroyed all the �nf�dels �n Jerusalem. I w�ped the blood
off the old sword and handed �t back to the pr�est—I d�d not want the
fresh gore to obl�terate those sacred spots that cr�msoned �ts
br�ghtness one day s�x hundred years ago and thus gave Godfrey
warn�ng that before the sun went down h�s journey of l�fe would end.

St�ll mov�ng through the gloom of the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre we came to a small chapel, hewn out of the rock—a place
wh�ch has been known as “The Pr�son of Our Lord” for many
centur�es. Trad�t�on says that here the Sav�our was conf�ned just
prev�ously to the cruc�f�x�on. Under an altar by the door was a pa�r of
stone stocks for human legs. These th�ngs are called the “Bonds of
Chr�st,” and the use they were once put to has g�ven them the name
they now bear.

The Greek Chapel �s the most roomy, the r�chest and the show�est
chapel �n the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. Its altar, l�ke that of all
the Greek churches, �s a lofty screen that extends clear across the
chapel, and �s gorgeous w�th g�ld�ng and p�ctures. The numerous
lamps that hang before �t are of gold and s�lver, and cost great sums.

But the feature of the place �s a short column that r�ses from the
m�ddle of the marble pavement of the chapel, and marks the exact



centre of the earth. The most rel�able trad�t�ons tell us that th�s was
known to be the earth’s centre, ages ago, and that when Chr�st was
upon earth he set all doubts upon the subject at rest forever, by
stat�ng w�th h�s own l�ps that the trad�t�on was correct. Remember,
He sa�d that that part�cular column stood upon the centre of the
world. If the centre of the world changes, the column changes �ts
pos�t�on accord�ngly. Th�s column has moved three d�fferent t�mes of
�ts own accord. Th�s �s because, �n great convuls�ons of nature, at
three d�fferent t�mes, masses of the earth—whole ranges of
mounta�ns, probably—have flown off �nto space, thus lessen�ng the
d�ameter of the earth, and chang�ng the exact local�ty of �ts centre by
a po�nt or two. Th�s �s a very cur�ous and �nterest�ng c�rcumstance,
and �s a w�ther�ng rebuke to those ph�losophers who would make us
bel�eve that �t �s not poss�ble for any port�on of the earth to fly off �nto
space.

To sat�sfy h�mself that th�s spot was really the centre of the earth, a
scept�c once pa�d well for the pr�v�lege of ascend�ng to the dome of
the church to see �f the sun gave h�m a shadow at noon. He came
down perfectly conv�nced. The day was very cloudy and the sun
threw no shadows at all; but the man was sat�sf�ed that �f the sun had
come out and made shadows �t could not have made any for h�m.
Proofs l�ke these are not to be set as�de by the �dle tongues of
cav�lers. To such as are not b�goted, and are w�ll�ng to be conv�nced,
they carry a conv�ct�on that noth�ng can ever shake.

If even greater proofs than those I have ment�oned are wanted, to
sat�sfy the headstrong and the fool�sh that th�s �s the genu�ne centre
of the earth, they are here. The greatest of them l�es �n the fact that
from under th�s very column was taken the dust from wh�ch Adam
was made. Th�s can surely be regarded �n the l�ght of a settler. It �s
not l�kely that the or�g�nal f�rst man would have been made from an
�nfer�or qual�ty of earth when �t was ent�rely conven�ent to get f�rst
qual�ty from the world’s centre. Th�s w�ll str�ke any reflect�ng m�nd
forc�bly. That Adam was formed of d�rt procured �n th�s very spot �s
amply proven by the fact that �n s�x thousand years no man has ever
been able to prove that the d�rt was not procured here whereof he
was made.



It �s a s�ngular c�rcumstance that r�ght under the roof of th�s same
great church, and not far away from that �llustr�ous column, Adam
h�mself, the father of the human race, l�es bur�ed. There �s no
quest�on that he �s actually bur�ed �n the grave wh�ch �s po�nted out
as h�s—there can be none—because �t has never yet been proven
that that grave �s not the grave �n wh�ch he �s bur�ed.
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The tomb of Adam! How touch�ng �t was, here �n a land of
strangers, far away from home, and fr�ends, and all who cared for
me, thus to d�scover the grave of a blood relat�on. True, a d�stant
one, but st�ll a relat�on. The unerr�ng �nst�nct of nature thr�lled �ts
recogn�t�on. The founta�n of my f�l�al affect�on was st�rred to �ts
profoundest depths, and I gave way to tumultuous emot�on. I leaned
upon a p�llar and burst �nto tears. I deem �t no shame to have wept
over the grave of my poor dead relat�ve. Let h�m who would sneer at
my emot�on close th�s volume here, for he w�ll f�nd l�ttle to h�s taste �n
my journey�ngs through Holy Land. Noble old man—he d�d not l�ve to
see me—he d�d not l�ve to see h�s ch�ld. And I—I—alas, I d�d not l�ve
to see h�m. We�ghed down by sorrow and d�sappo�ntment, he d�ed
before I was born—s�x thousand br�ef summers before I was born.
But let us try to bear �t w�th fort�tude. Let us trust that he �s better off
where he �s. Let us take comfort �n the thought that h�s loss �s our
eternal ga�n.

The next place the gu�de took us to �n the holy church was an altar
ded�cated to the Roman sold�er who was of the m�l�tary guard that
attended at the Cruc�f�x�on to keep order, and who—when the va�l of
the Temple was rent �n the awful darkness that followed; when the
rock of Golgotha was spl�t asunder by an earthquake; when the
art�llery of heaven thundered, and �n the baleful glare of the
l�ghtn�ngs the shrouded dead fl�tted about the streets of Jerusalem—
shook w�th fear and sa�d, “Surely th�s was the Son of God!” Where



th�s altar stands now, that Roman sold�er stood then, �n full v�ew of
the cruc�f�ed Sav�our—�n full s�ght and hear�ng of all the marvels that
were transp�r�ng far and w�de about the c�rcumference of the H�ll of
Calvary. And �n th�s self-same spot the pr�ests of the Temple
beheaded h�m for those blasphemous words he had spoken.

In th�s altar they used to keep one of the most cur�ous rel�cs that
human eyes ever looked upon—a th�ng that had power to fasc�nate
the beholder �n some myster�ous way and keep h�m gaz�ng for hours
together. It was noth�ng less than the copper plate P�late put upon
the Sav�our’s cross, and upon wh�ch he wrote, “THIS IS THE KING
OF THE JEWS.” I th�nk St. Helena, the mother of Constant�ne, found
th�s wonderful memento when she was here �n the th�rd century. She
traveled all over Palest�ne, and was always fortunate. Whenever the
good old enthus�ast found a th�ng ment�oned �n her B�ble, Old or
New, she would go and search for that th�ng, and never stop unt�l
she found �t. If �t was Adam, she would f�nd Adam; �f �t was the Ark,
she would f�nd the Ark; �f �t was Gol�ath, or Joshua, she would f�nd
them. She found the �nscr�pt�on here that I was speak�ng of, I th�nk.
She found �t �n th�s very spot, close to where the martyred Roman
sold�er stood. That copper plate �s �n one of the churches �n Rome,
now. Any one can see �t there. The �nscr�pt�on �s very d�st�nct.

We passed along a few steps and saw the altar bu�lt over the very
spot where the good Cathol�c pr�ests say the sold�ers d�v�ded the
ra�ment of the Sav�our.

Then we went down �nto a cavern wh�ch cav�lers say was once a
c�stern. It �s a chapel, now, however—the Chapel of St. Helena. It �s
f�fty-one feet long by forty-three w�de. In �t �s a marble cha�r wh�ch
Helena used to s�t �n wh�le she super�ntended her workmen when
they were d�gg�ng and delv�ng for the True Cross. In th�s place �s an
altar ded�cated to St. D�mas, the pen�tent th�ef. A new bronze statue
�s here—a statue of St. Helena. It rem�nded us of poor Max�m�l�an, so
lately shot. He presented �t to th�s chapel when he was about to
leave for h�s throne �n Mex�co.

From the c�stern we descended twelve steps �nto a large roughly-
shaped grotto, carved wholly out of the l�v�ng rock. Helena blasted �t
out when she was search�ng for the true Cross. She had a labor�ous



p�ece of work, here, but �t was r�chly rewarded. Out of th�s place she
got the crown of thorns, the na�ls of the cross, the true Cross �tself,
and the cross of the pen�tent th�ef. When she thought she had found
every th�ng and was about to stop, she was told �n a dream to
cont�nue a day longer. It was very fortunate. She d�d so, and found
the cross of the other th�ef.

The walls and roof of th�s grotto st�ll weep b�tter tears �n memory of
the event that transp�red on Calvary, and devout p�lgr�ms groan and
sob when these sad tears fall upon them from the dr�pp�ng rock. The
monks call th�s apartment the “Chapel of the Invent�on of the
Cross”—a name wh�ch �s unfortunate, because �t leads the �gnorant
to �mag�ne that a tac�t acknowledgment �s thus made that the
trad�t�on that Helena found the true Cross here �s a f�ct�on—an
�nvent�on. It �s a happ�ness to know, however, that �ntell�gent people
do not doubt the story �n any of �ts part�culars.

Pr�ests of any of the chapels and denom�nat�ons �n the Church of
the Holy Sepulchre can v�s�t th�s sacred grotto to weep and pray and
worsh�p the gentle Redeemer. Two d�fferent congregat�ons are not
allowed to enter at the same t�me, however, because they always
f�ght.

St�ll march�ng through the venerable Church of the Holy
Sepulchre, among chant�ng pr�ests �n coarse long robes and
sandals; p�lgr�ms of all colors and many nat�onal�t�es, �n all sorts of
strange costumes; under dusky arches and by d�ngy p�ers and
columns; through a sombre cathedral gloom fre�ghted w�th smoke
and �ncense, and fa�ntly starred w�th scores of candles that appeared
suddenly and as suddenly d�sappeared, or dr�fted myster�ously h�ther
and th�ther about the d�stant a�sles l�ke ghostly jack-o’-lanterns—we
came at last to a small chapel wh�ch �s called the “Chapel of the
Mock�ng.” Under the altar was a fragment of a marble column; th�s
was the seat Chr�st sat on when he was rev�led, and mock�ngly
made K�ng, crowned w�th a crown of thorns and sceptred w�th a
reed. It was here that they bl�ndfolded h�m and struck h�m, and sa�d
�n der�s�on, “Prophesy who �t �s that smote thee.” The trad�t�on that
th�s �s the �dent�cal spot of the mock�ng �s a very anc�ent one. The
gu�de sa�d that Saewulf was the f�rst to ment�on �t. I do not know



Saewulf, but st�ll, I cannot well refuse to rece�ve h�s ev�dence—none
of us can.

They showed us where the great Godfrey and h�s brother Baldw�n,
the f�rst Chr�st�an K�ngs of Jerusalem, once lay bur�ed by that sacred
sepulchre they had fought so long and so val�antly to wrest from the
hands of the �nf�del. But the n�ches that had conta�ned the ashes of
these renowned crusaders were empty. Even the cover�ngs of the�r
tombs were gone—destroyed by devout members of the Greek
Church, because Godfrey and Baldw�n were Lat�n pr�nces, and had
been reared �n a Chr�st�an fa�th whose creed d�ffered �n some
un�mportant respects from the�rs.

We passed on, and halted before the tomb of Melch�sedek! You
w�ll remember Melch�sedek, no doubt; he was the K�ng who came
out and lev�ed a tr�bute on Abraham the t�me that he pursued Lot’s
captors to Dan, and took all the�r property from them. That was about
four thousand years ago, and Melch�sedek d�ed shortly afterward.
However, h�s tomb �s �n a good state of preservat�on.

When one enters the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, the Sepulchre
�tself �s the f�rst th�ng he des�res to see, and really �s almost the f�rst
th�ng he does see. The next th�ng he has a strong yearn�ng to see �s
the spot where the Sav�our was cruc�f�ed. But th�s they exh�b�t last. It
�s the crown�ng glory of the place. One �s grave and thoughtful when
he stands �n the l�ttle Tomb of the Sav�our—he could not well be
otherw�se �n such a place—but he has not the sl�ghtest poss�ble
bel�ef that ever the Lord lay there, and so the �nterest he feels �n the
spot �s very, very greatly marred by that reflect�on. He looks at the
place where Mary stood, �n another part of the church, and where
John stood, and Mary Magdalen; where the mob der�ded the Lord;
where the angel sat; where the crown of thorns was found, and the
true Cross; where the r�sen Sav�our appeared—he looks at all these
places w�th �nterest, but w�th the same conv�ct�on he felt �n the case
of the Sepulchre, that there �s noth�ng genu�ne about them, and that
they are �mag�nary holy places created by the monks. But the place
of the Cruc�f�x�on affects h�m d�fferently. He fully bel�eves that he �s
look�ng upon the very spot where the Sav�or gave up h�s l�fe. He
remembers that Chr�st was very celebrated, long before he came to



Jerusalem; he knows that h�s fame was so great that crowds
followed h�m all the t�me; he �s aware that h�s entry �nto the c�ty
produced a st�rr�ng sensat�on, and that h�s recept�on was a k�nd of
ovat�on; he can not overlook the fact that when he was cruc�f�ed
there were very many �n Jerusalem who bel�eved that he was the
true Son of God. To publ�cly execute such a personage was
suff�c�ent �n �tself to make the local�ty of the execut�on a memorable
place for ages; added to th�s, the storm, the darkness, the
earthquake, the rend�ng of the va�l of the Temple, and the unt�mely
wak�ng of the dead, were events calculated to f�x the execut�on and
the scene of �t �n the memory of even the most thoughtless w�tness.
Fathers would tell the�r sons about the strange affa�r, and po�nt out
the spot; the sons would transm�t the story to the�r ch�ldren, and thus
a per�od of three hundred years would eas�ly be spanned—

[The thought �s Mr. Pr�me’s, not m�ne, and �s full of
good sense. I borrowed �t from h�s “Tent L�fe.”—M. T.]

—at wh�ch t�me Helena came and bu�lt a church upon Calvary to
commemorate the death and bur�al of the Lord and preserve the
sacred place �n the memor�es of men; s�nce that t�me there has
always been a church there. It �s not poss�ble that there can be any
m�stake about the local�ty of the Cruc�f�x�on. Not half a dozen
persons knew where they bur�ed the Sav�our, perhaps, and a bur�al
�s not a startl�ng event, any how; therefore, we can be pardoned for
unbel�ef �n the Sepulchre, but not �n the place of the Cruc�f�x�on. F�ve
hundred years hence there w�ll be no vest�ge of Bunker H�ll
Monument left, but Amer�ca w�ll st�ll know where the battle was
fought and where Warren fell. The cruc�f�x�on of Chr�st was too
notable an event �n Jerusalem, and the H�ll of Calvary made too
celebrated by �t, to be forgotten �n the short space of three hundred
years. I cl�mbed the sta�rway �n the church wh�ch br�ngs one to the
top of the small �nclosed p�nnacle of rock, and looked upon the place
where the true cross once stood, w�th a far more absorb�ng �nterest
than I had ever felt �n any th�ng earthly before. I could not bel�eve
that the three holes �n the top of the rock were the actual ones the
crosses stood �n, but I felt sat�sf�ed that those crosses had stood so



near the place now occup�ed by them, that the few feet of poss�ble
d�fference were a matter of no consequence.

When one stands where the Sav�our was cruc�f�ed, he f�nds �t all
he can do to keep �t str�ctly before h�s m�nd that Chr�st was not
cruc�f�ed �n a Cathol�c Church. He must rem�nd h�mself every now
and then that the great event transp�red �n the open a�r, and not �n a
gloomy, candle-l�ghted cell �n a l�ttle corner of a vast church, up-sta�rs
—a small cell all bejeweled and bespangled w�th flashy
ornamentat�on, �n execrable taste.

Under a marble altar l�ke a table, �s a c�rcular hole �n the marble
floor, correspond�ng w�th the one just under �t �n wh�ch the true Cross
stood. The f�rst th�ng every one does �s to kneel down and take a
candle and exam�ne th�s hole. He does th�s strange prospect�ng w�th
an amount of grav�ty that can never be est�mated or apprec�ated by a
man who has not seen the operat�on. Then he holds h�s candle
before a r�chly engraved p�cture of the Sav�our, done on a messy
slab of gold, and wonderfully rayed and starred w�th d�amonds,
wh�ch hangs above the hole w�th�n the altar, and h�s solemn�ty
changes to l�vely adm�rat�on. He r�ses and faces the f�nely wrought
f�gures of the Sav�our and the malefactors upl�fted upon the�r crosses
beh�nd the altar, and br�ght w�th a metall�c lustre of many colors. He
turns next to the f�gures close to them of the V�rg�n and Mary
Magdalen; next to the r�ft �n the l�v�ng rock made by the earthquake
at the t�me of the Cruc�f�x�on, and an extens�on of wh�ch he had seen
before �n the wall of one of the grottoes below; he looks next at the
show-case w�th a f�gure of the V�rg�n �n �t, and �s amazed at the
pr�ncely fortune �n prec�ous gems and jewelry that hangs so th�ckly
about the form as to h�de �t l�ke a garment almost. All about the
apartment the gaudy trapp�ngs of the Greek Church offend the eye
and keep the m�nd on the rack to remember that th�s �s the Place of
the Cruc�f�x�on—Golgotha—the Mount of Calvary. And the last th�ng
he looks at �s that wh�ch was also the f�rst—the place where the true
Cross stood. That w�ll cha�n h�m to the spot and compel h�m to look
once more, and once aga�n, after he has sat�sf�ed all cur�os�ty and
lost all �nterest concern�ng the other matters perta�n�ng to the local�ty.



And so I close my chapter on the Church of the Holy Sepulchre—
the most sacred local�ty on earth to m�ll�ons and m�ll�ons of men, and
women, and ch�ldren, the noble and the humble, bond and free. In �ts
h�story from the f�rst, and �n �ts tremendous assoc�at�ons, �t �s the
most �llustr�ous ed�f�ce �n Chr�stendom. W�th all �ts clap-trap s�de-
shows and unseemly �mpostures of every k�nd, �t �s st�ll grand,
revered, venerable—for a god d�ed there; for f�fteen hundred years
�ts shr�nes have been wet w�th the tears of p�lgr�ms from the earth’s
remotest conf�nes; for more than two hundred, the most gallant
kn�ghts that ever w�elded sword wasted the�r l�ves away �n a struggle
to se�ze �t and hold �t sacred from �nf�del pollut�on. Even �n our own
day a war, that cost m�ll�ons of treasure and r�vers of blood, was
fought because two r�val nat�ons cla�med the sole r�ght to put a new
dome upon �t. H�story �s full of th�s old Church of the Holy Sepulchre
—full of blood that was shed because of the respect and the
venerat�on �n wh�ch men held the last rest�ng-place of the meek and
lowly, the m�ld and gentle, Pr�nce of Peace!



CHAPTER LIV.
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We were stand�ng �n a narrow street, by the Tower of Anton�o. “On
these stones that are crumbl�ng away,” the gu�de sa�d, “the Sav�our
sat and rested before tak�ng up the cross. Th�s �s the beg�nn�ng of
the Sorrowful Way, or the Way of Gr�ef.” The party took note of the
sacred spot, and moved on. We passed under the “Ecce Homo
Arch,” and saw the very w�ndow from wh�ch P�late’s w�fe warned her
husband to have noth�ng to do w�th the persecut�on of the Just Man.
Th�s w�ndow �s �n an excellent state of preservat�on, cons�der�ng �ts
great age. They showed us where Jesus rested the second t�me,
and where the mob refused to g�ve h�m up, and sa�d, “Let h�s blood
be upon our heads, and upon our ch�ldren’s ch�ldren forever.” The
French Cathol�cs are bu�ld�ng a church on th�s spot, and w�th the�r
usual venerat�on for h�stor�cal rel�cs, are �ncorporat�ng �nto the new
such scraps of anc�ent walls as they have found there. Further on,
we saw the spot where the fa�nt�ng Sav�our fell under the we�ght of
h�s cross. A great gran�te column of some anc�ent temple lay there at
the t�me, and the heavy cross struck �t such a blow that �t broke �n
two �n the m�ddle. Such was the gu�de’s story when he halted us
before the broken column.

We crossed a street, and came presently to the former res�dence
of St. Veron�ca. When the Sav�our passed there, she came out, full
of womanly compass�on, and spoke p�ty�ng words to h�m, undaunted
by the hoot�ngs and the threaten�ngs of the mob, and w�ped the
persp�rat�on from h�s face w�th her handkerch�ef. We had heard so
much of St. Veron�ca, and seen her p�cture by so many masters, that
�t was l�ke meet�ng an old fr�end unexpectedly to come upon her
anc�ent home �n Jerusalem. The strangest th�ng about the �nc�dent
that has made her name so famous, �s, that when she w�ped the
persp�rat�on away, the pr�nt of the Sav�our’s face rema�ned upon the
handkerch�ef, a perfect portra�t, and so rema�ns unto th�s day. We
knew th�s, because we saw th�s handkerch�ef �n a cathedral �n Par�s,
�n another �n Spa�n, and �n two others �n Italy. In the M�lan cathedral �t



costs f�ve francs to see �t, and at St. Peter’s, at Rome, �t �s almost
�mposs�ble to see �t at any pr�ce. No trad�t�on �s so amply ver�f�ed as
th�s of St. Veron�ca and her handkerch�ef.

At the next corner we saw a deep �ndent�on �n the hard stone
masonry of the corner of a house, but m�ght have gone heedlessly
by �t but that the gu�de sa�d �t was made by the elbow of the Sav�our,
who stumbled here and fell. Presently we came to just such another
�ndent�on �n a stone wall. The gu�de sa�d the Sav�our fell here, also,
and made th�s depress�on w�th h�s elbow.

There were other places where the Lord fell, and others where he
rested; but one of the most cur�ous landmarks of anc�ent h�story we
found on th�s morn�ng walk through the crooked lanes that lead
toward Calvary, was a certa�n stone bu�lt �nto a house—a stone that
was so seamed and scarred that �t bore a sort of grotesque
resemblance to the human face. The project�ons that answered for
cheeks were worn smooth by the pass�onate k�sses of generat�ons of
p�lgr�ms from d�stant lands. We asked “Why?” The gu�de sa�d �t was
because th�s was one of “the very stones of Jerusalem” that Chr�st
ment�oned when he was reproved for perm�tt�ng the people to cry
“Hosannah!” when he made h�s memorable entry �nto the c�ty upon
an ass. One of the p�lgr�ms sa�d, “But there �s no ev�dence that the
stones d�d cry out—Chr�st sa�d that �f the people stopped from
shout�ng Hosannah, the very stones would do �t.” The gu�de was
perfectly serene. He sa�d, calmly, “Th�s �s one of the stones that
would have cr�ed out.” It was of l�ttle use to try to shake th�s fellow’s
s�mple fa�th—�t was easy to see that.

And so we came at last to another wonder, of deep and ab�d�ng
�nterest—the ver�table house where the unhappy wretch once l�ved
who has been celebrated �n song and story for more than e�ghteen
hundred years as the Wander�ng Jew. On the memorable day of the
Cruc�f�x�on he stood �n th�s old doorway w�th h�s arms ak�mbo,
look�ng out upon the struggl�ng mob that was approach�ng, and when
the weary Sav�our would have sat down and rested h�m a moment,
pushed h�m rudely away and sa�d, “Move on!” The Lord sa�d, “Move
on, thou, l�kew�se,” and the command has never been revoked from
that day to th�s. All men know how that the m�screant upon whose



head that just curse fell has roamed up and down the w�de world, for
ages and ages, seek�ng rest and never f�nd�ng �t—court�ng death but
always �n va�n—long�ng to stop, �n c�ty, �n w�lderness, �n desert
sol�tudes, yet hear�ng always that relentless warn�ng to march—
march on! They say—do these hoary trad�t�ons—that when T�tus
sacked Jerusalem and slaughtered eleven hundred thousand Jews
�n her streets and by-ways, the Wander�ng Jew was seen always �n
the th�ckest of the f�ght, and that when battle-axes gleamed �n the a�r,
he bowed h�s head beneath them; when swords flashed the�r deadly
l�ghtn�ngs, he sprang �n the�r way; he bared h�s breast to wh�zz�ng
javel�ns, to h�ss�ng arrows, to any and to every weapon that
prom�sed death and forgetfulness, and rest. But �t was useless—he
walked forth out of the carnage w�thout a wound. And �t �s sa�d that
f�ve hundred years afterward he followed Mahomet when he carr�ed
destruct�on to the c�t�es of Arab�a, and then turned aga�nst h�m,
hop�ng �n th�s way to w�n the death of a tra�tor. H�s calculat�ons were
wrong aga�n. No quarter was g�ven to any l�v�ng creature but one,
and that was the only one of all the host that d�d not want �t. He
sought death f�ve hundred years later, �n the wars of the Crusades,
and offered h�mself to fam�ne and pest�lence at Ascalon. He escaped
aga�n—he could not d�e. These repeated annoyances could have at
last but one effect—they shook h�s conf�dence. S�nce then the
Wander�ng Jew has carr�ed on a k�nd of desultory toy�ng w�th the
most prom�s�ng of the a�ds and �mplements of destruct�on, but w�th
small hope, as a general th�ng. He has speculated some �n cholera
and ra�lroads, and has taken almost a l�vely �nterest �n �nfernal
mach�nes and patent med�c�nes. He �s old, now, and grave, as
becomes an age l�ke h�s; he �ndulges �n no l�ght amusements save
that he goes somet�mes to execut�ons, and �s fond of funerals.
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There �s one th�ng he can not avo�d; go where he w�ll about the
world, he must never fa�l to report �n Jerusalem every f�ft�eth year.
Only a year or two ago he was here for the th�rty-seventh t�me s�nce
Jesus was cruc�f�ed on Calvary. They say that many old people, who
are here now, saw h�m then, and had seen h�m before. He looks
always the same—old, and w�thered, and hollow-eyed, and l�stless,
save that there �s about h�m someth�ng wh�ch seems to suggest that
he �s look�ng for some one, expect�ng some one—the fr�ends of h�s
youth, perhaps. But the most of them are dead, now. He always
pokes about the old streets look�ng lonesome, mak�ng h�s mark on a
wall here and there, and eye�ng the oldest bu�ld�ngs w�th a sort of
fr�endly half �nterest; and he sheds a few tears at the threshold of h�s
anc�ent dwell�ng, and b�tter, b�tter tears they are. Then he collects h�s
rent and leaves aga�n. He has been seen stand�ng near the Church
of the Holy Sepulchre on many a starl�ght n�ght, for he has cher�shed
an �dea for many centur�es that �f he could only enter there, he could
rest. But when he approaches, the doors slam to w�th a crash, the
earth trembles, and all the l�ghts �n Jerusalem burn a ghastly blue!
He does th�s every f�fty years, just the same. It �s hopeless, but then
�t �s hard to break hab�ts one has been e�ghteen hundred years
accustomed to. The old tour�st �s far away on h�s wander�ngs, now.
How he must sm�le to see a pack of blockheads l�ke us, gallop�ng
about the world, and look�ng w�se, and �mag�n�ng we are f�nd�ng out
a good deal about �t! He must have a consum�ng contempt for the
�gnorant, complacent asses that go skurry�ng about the world �n
these ra�lroad�ng days and call �t travel�ng.

When the gu�de po�nted out where the Wander�ng Jew had left h�s
fam�l�ar mark upon a wall, I was f�lled w�th aston�shment. It read:

“S. T.—1860—X.”
All I have revealed about the Wander�ng Jew can be amply proven

by reference to our gu�de.
The m�ghty Mosque of Omar, and the paved court around �t,

occupy a fourth part of Jerusalem. They are upon Mount Mor�ah,
where K�ng Solomon’s Temple stood. Th�s Mosque �s the hol�est
place the Mohammedan knows, outs�de of Mecca. Up to w�th�n a
year or two past, no Chr�st�an could ga�n adm�ss�on to �t or �ts court



for love or money. But the proh�b�t�on has been removed, and we
entered freely for bucksheesh.
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I need not speak of the wonderful beauty and the exqu�s�te grace
and symmetry that have made th�s Mosque so celebrated—because
I d�d not see them. One can not see such th�ngs at an �nstant glance
—one frequently only f�nds out how really beaut�ful a really beaut�ful
woman �s after cons�derable acqua�ntance w�th her; and the rule
appl�es to N�agara Falls, to majest�c mounta�ns and to mosques—
espec�ally to mosques.

The great feature of the Mosque of Omar �s the prod�g�ous rock �n
the centre of �ts rotunda. It was upon th�s rock that Abraham came so
near offer�ng up h�s son Isaac—th�s, at least, �s authent�c—�t �s very
much more to be rel�ed on than most of the trad�t�ons, at any rate.
On th�s rock, also, the angel stood and threatened Jerusalem, and
Dav�d persuaded h�m to spare the c�ty. Mahomet was well
acqua�nted w�th th�s stone. From �t he ascended to heaven. The
stone tr�ed to follow h�m, and �f the angel Gabr�el had not happened
by the merest good luck to be there to se�ze �t, �t would have done �t.
Very few people have a gr�p l�ke Gabr�el—the pr�nts of h�s monstrous
f�ngers, two �nches deep, are to be seen �n that rock to-day.

Th�s rock, large as �t �s, �s suspended �n the a�r. It does not touch
any th�ng at all. The gu�de sa�d so. Th�s �s very wonderful. In the
place on �t where Mahomet stood, he left h�s foot-pr�nts �n the sol�d
stone. I should judge that he wore about e�ghteens. But what I was
go�ng to say, when I spoke of the rock be�ng suspended, was, that �n
the floor of the cavern under �t they showed us a slab wh�ch they
sa�d covered a hole wh�ch was a th�ng of extraord�nary �nterest to all
Mohammedans, because that hole leads down to perd�t�on, and
every soul that �s transferred from thence to Heaven must pass up
through th�s or�f�ce. Mahomet stands there and l�fts them out by the



ha�r. All Mohammedans shave the�r heads, but they are careful to
leave a lock of ha�r for the Prophet to take hold of. Our gu�de
observed that a good Mohammedan would cons�der h�mself doomed
to stay w�th the damned forever �f he were to lose h�s scalp-lock and
d�e before �t grew aga�n. The most of them that I have seen ought to
stay w�th the damned, any how, w�thout reference to how they were
barbered.

For several ages no woman has been allowed to enter the cavern
where that �mportant hole �s. The reason �s that one of the sex was
once caught there blabb�ng every th�ng she knew about what was
go�ng on above ground, to the rapscall�ons �n the �nfernal reg�ons
down below. She carr�ed her goss�p�ng to such an extreme that
noth�ng could be kept pr�vate—noth�ng could be done or sa�d on
earth but every body �n perd�t�on knew all about �t before the sun
went down. It was about t�me to suppress th�s woman’s telegraph,
and �t was promptly done. Her breath subs�ded about the same t�me.

The �ns�de of the great mosque �s very showy w�th var�egated
marble walls and w�th w�ndows and �nscr�pt�ons of elaborate mosa�c.
The Turks have the�r sacred rel�cs, l�ke the Cathol�cs. The gu�de
showed us the ver�table armor worn by the great son-�n-law and
successor of Mahomet, and also the buckler of Mahomet’s uncle.
The great �ron ra�l�ng wh�ch surrounds the rock was ornamented �n
one place w�th a thousand rags t�ed to �ts open work. These are to
rem�nd Mahomet not to forget the worsh�pers who placed them
there. It �s cons�dered the next best th�ng to ty�ng threads around h�s
f�nger by way of rem�nders.

Just outs�de the mosque �s a m�n�ature temple, wh�ch marks the
spot where Dav�d and Gol�ah used to s�t and judge the people.—[A
p�lgr�m �nforms me that �t was not Dav�d and Gol�ah, but Dav�d and
Saul. I st�ck to my own statement—the gu�de told me, and he ought
to know.]

Every where about the Mosque of Omar are port�ons of p�llars,
cur�ously wrought altars, and fragments of elegantly carved marble—
prec�ous rema�ns of Solomon’s Temple. These have been dug from
all depths �n the so�l and rubb�sh of Mount Mor�ah, and the Moslems
have always shown a d�spos�t�on to preserve them w�th the utmost



care. At that port�on of the anc�ent wall of Solomon’s Temple wh�ch �s
called the Jew’s Place of Wa�l�ng, and where the Hebrews assemble
every Fr�day to k�ss the venerated stones and weep over the fallen
greatness of Z�on, any one can see a part of the unquest�oned and
und�sputed Temple of Solomon, the same cons�st�ng of three or four
stones ly�ng one upon the other, each of wh�ch �s about tw�ce as long
as a seven-octave p�ano, and about as th�ck as such a p�ano �s h�gh.
But, as I have remarked before, �t �s only a year or two ago that the
anc�ent ed�ct proh�b�t�ng Chr�st�an rubb�sh l�ke ourselves to enter the
Mosque of Omar and see the costly marbles that once adorned the
�nner Temple was annulled. The des�gns wrought upon these
fragments are all qua�nt and pecul�ar, and so the charm of novelty �s
added to the deep �nterest they naturally �nsp�re. One meets w�th
these venerable scraps at every turn, espec�ally �n the ne�ghbor�ng
Mosque el Aksa, �nto whose �nner walls a very large number of them
are carefully bu�lt for preservat�on. These p�eces of stone, sta�ned
and dusty w�th age, d�mly h�nt at a grandeur we have all been taught
to regard as the pr�ncel�est ever seen on earth; and they call up
p�ctures of a pageant that �s fam�l�ar to all �mag�nat�ons—camels
laden w�th sp�ces and treasure—beaut�ful slaves, presents for
Solomon’s harem—a long cavalcade of r�chly capar�soned beasts
and warr�ors—and Sheba’s Queen �n the van of th�s v�s�on of
“Or�ental magn�f�cence.” These elegant fragments bear a r�cher
�nterest than the solemn vastness of the stones the Jews k�ss �n the
Place of Wa�l�ng can ever have for the heedless s�nner.

Down �n the hollow ground, underneath the ol�ves and the orange-
trees that flour�sh �n the court of the great Mosque, �s a w�lderness of
p�llars—rema�ns of the anc�ent Temple; they supported �t. There are
ponderous archways down there, also, over wh�ch the destroy�ng
“plough” of prophecy passed harmless. It �s pleasant to know we are
d�sappo�nted, �n that we never dreamed we m�ght see port�ons of the
actual Temple of Solomon, and yet exper�ence no shadow of
susp�c�on that they were a monk�sh humbug and a fraud.

We are surfe�ted w�th s�ghts. Noth�ng has any fasc�nat�on for us,
now, but the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. We have been there
every day, and have not grown t�red of �t; but we are weary of every
th�ng else. The s�ghts are too many. They swarm about you at every



step; no s�ngle foot of ground �n all Jerusalem or w�th�n �ts
ne�ghborhood seems to be w�thout a st�rr�ng and �mportant h�story of
�ts own. It �s a very rel�ef to steal a walk of a hundred yards w�thout a
gu�de along to talk unceas�ngly about every stone you step upon and
drag you back ages and ages to the day when �t ach�eved celebr�ty.

It seems hardly real when I f�nd myself lean�ng for a moment on a
ru�ned wall and look�ng l�stlessly down �nto the h�stor�c pool of
Bethesda. I d�d not th�nk such th�ngs could be so crowded together
as to d�m�n�sh the�r �nterest. But �n ser�ous truth, we have been
dr�ft�ng about, for several days, us�ng our eyes and our ears more
from a sense of duty than any h�gher and worth�er reason. And too
often we have been glad when �t was t�me to go home and be
d�stressed no more about �llustr�ous local�t�es.

Our p�lgr�ms compress too much �nto one day. One can gorge
s�ghts to replet�on as well as sweetmeats. S�nce we breakfasted, th�s
morn�ng, we have seen enough to have furn�shed us food for a
year’s reflect�on �f we could have seen the var�ous objects �n comfort
and looked upon them del�berately. We v�s�ted the pool of Hezek�ah,
where Dav�d saw Ur�ah’s w�fe com�ng from the bath and fell �n love
w�th her.

We went out of the c�ty by the Jaffa gate, and of course were told
many th�ngs about �ts Tower of H�pp�cus.

We rode across the Valley of H�nnom, between two of the Pools of
G�hon, and by an aqueduct bu�lt by Solomon, wh�ch st�ll conveys
water to the c�ty. We ascended the H�ll of Ev�l Counsel, where Judas
rece�ved h�s th�rty p�eces of s�lver, and we also l�ngered a moment
under the tree a venerable trad�t�on says he hanged h�mself on.

We descended to the canon aga�n, and then the gu�de began to
g�ve name and h�story to every bank and boulder we came to: “Th�s
was the F�eld of Blood; these cutt�ngs �n the rocks were shr�nes and
temples of Moloch; here they sacr�f�ced ch�ldren; yonder �s the Z�on
Gate; the Tyropean Valley, the H�ll of Ophel; here �s the junct�on of
the Valley of Jehoshaphat—on your r�ght �s the Well of Job.” We
turned up Jehoshaphat. The rec�tal went on. “Th�s �s the Mount of
Ol�ves; th�s �s the H�ll of Offense; the nest of huts �s the V�llage of
S�loam; here, yonder, every where, �s the K�ng’s Garden; under th�s



great tree Zachar�as, the h�gh pr�est, was murdered; yonder �s Mount
Mor�ah and the Temple wall; the tomb of Absalom; the tomb of St.
James; the tomb of Zachar�as; beyond, are the Garden of
Gethsemane and the tomb of the V�rg�n Mary; here �s the Pool of
S�loam, and——”

We sa�d we would d�smount, and quench our th�rst, and rest. We
were burn�ng up w�th the heat. We were fa�l�ng under the
accumulated fat�gue of days and days of ceaseless march�ng. All
were w�ll�ng.

The Pool �s a deep, walled d�tch, through wh�ch a clear stream of
water runs, that comes from under Jerusalem somewhere, and
pass�ng through the Founta�n of the V�rg�n, or be�ng suppl�ed from �t,
reaches th�s place by way of a tunnel of heavy masonry. The famous
pool looked exactly as �t looked �n Solomon’s t�me, no doubt, and the
same dusky, Or�ental women, came down �n the�r old Or�ental way,
and carr�ed off jars of the water on the�r heads, just as they d�d three
thousand years ago, and just as they w�ll do f�fty thousand years
hence �f any of them are st�ll left on earth.

We went away from there and stopped at the Founta�n of the
V�rg�n. But the water was not good, and there was no comfort or
peace any where, on account of the reg�ment of boys and g�rls and
beggars that persecuted us all the t�me for bucksheesh. The gu�de
wanted us to g�ve them some money, and we d�d �t; but when he
went on to say that they were starv�ng to death we could not but feel
that we had done a great s�n �n throw�ng obstacles �n the way of such
a des�rable consummat�on, and so we tr�ed to collect �t back, but �t
could not be done.

We entered the Garden of Gethsemane, and we v�s�ted the Tomb
of the V�rg�n, both of wh�ch we had seen before. It �s not meet that I
should speak of them now. A more f�tt�ng t�me w�ll come.

I can not speak now of the Mount of Ol�ves or �ts v�ew of
Jerusalem, the Dead Sea and the mounta�ns of Moab; nor of the
Damascus Gate or the tree that was planted by K�ng Godfrey of
Jerusalem. One ought to feel pleasantly when he talks of these
th�ngs. I can not say any th�ng about the stone column that projects
over Jehoshaphat from the Temple wall l�ke a cannon, except that



the Moslems bel�eve Mahomet w�ll s�t astr�de of �t when he comes to
judge the world. It �s a p�ty he could not judge �t from some roost of
h�s own �n Mecca, w�thout trespass�ng on our holy ground. Close by
�s the Golden Gate, �n the Temple wall—a gate that was an elegant
p�ece of sculpture �n the t�me of the Temple, and �s even so yet. From
�t, �n anc�ent t�mes, the Jew�sh H�gh Pr�est turned loose the
scapegoat and let h�m flee to the w�lderness and bear away h�s
twelve-month load of the s�ns of the people. If they were to turn one
loose now, he would not get as far as the Garden of Gethsemane, t�ll
these m�serable vagabonds here would gobble h�m up,—[Favor�te
p�lgr�m express�on.]—s�ns and all. They wouldn’t care. Mutton-chops
and s�n �s good enough l�v�ng for them. The Moslems watch the
Golden Gate w�th a jealous eye, and an anx�ous one, for they have
an honored trad�t�on that when �t falls, Islam�sm w�ll fall and w�th �t the
Ottoman Emp�re. It d�d not gr�eve me any to not�ce that the old gate
was gett�ng a l�ttle shaky.

We are at home aga�n. We are exhausted. The sun has roasted
us, almost. We have full comfort �n one reflect�on, however. Our
exper�ences �n Europe have taught us that �n t�me th�s fat�gue w�ll be
forgotten; the heat w�ll be forgotten; the th�rst, the t�resome volub�l�ty
of the gu�de, the persecut�ons of the beggars—and then, all that w�ll
be left w�ll be pleasant memor�es of Jerusalem, memor�es we shall
call up w�th always �ncreas�ng �nterest as the years go by, memor�es
wh�ch some day w�ll become all beaut�ful when the last annoyance
that �ncumbers them shall have faded out of our m�nds never aga�n
to return. School-boy days are no happ�er than the days of after l�fe,
but we look back upon them regretfully because we have forgotten
our pun�shments at school, and how we gr�eved when our marbles
were lost and our k�tes destroyed—because we have forgotten all
the sorrows and pr�vat�ons of that canon�zed epoch and remember
only �ts orchard robber�es, �ts wooden sword pageants and �ts f�sh�ng
holydays. We are sat�sf�ed. We can wa�t. Our reward w�ll come. To
us, Jerusalem and to-day’s exper�ences w�ll be an enchanted
memory a year hence—memory wh�ch money could not buy from us.





CHAPTER LV.
We cast up the account. It footed up pretty fa�rly. There was

noth�ng more at Jerusalem to be seen, except the trad�t�onal houses
of D�ves and Lazarus of the parable, the Tombs of the K�ngs, and
those of the Judges; the spot where they stoned one of the d�sc�ples
to death, and beheaded another; the room and the table made
celebrated by the Last Supper; the f�g-tree that Jesus w�thered; a
number of h�stor�cal places about Gethsemane and the Mount of
Ol�ves, and f�fteen or twenty others �n d�fferent port�ons of the c�ty
�tself.

We were approach�ng the end. Human nature asserted �tself, now.
Overwork and consequent exhaust�on began to have the�r natural
effect. They began to master the energ�es and dull the ardor of the
party. Perfectly secure now, aga�nst fa�l�ng to accompl�sh any deta�l
of the p�lgr�mage, they felt l�ke draw�ng �n advance upon the hol�day
soon to be placed to the�r cred�t. They grew a l�ttle lazy. They were
late to breakfast and sat long at d�nner. Th�rty or forty p�lgr�ms had
arr�ved from the sh�p, by the short routes, and much swapp�ng of
goss�p had to be �ndulged �n. And �n hot afternoons, they showed a
strong d�spos�t�on to l�e on the cool d�vans �n the hotel and smoke
and talk about pleasant exper�ences of a month or so gone by—for
even thus early do ep�sodes of travel wh�ch were somet�mes
annoy�ng, somet�mes exasperat�ng and full as often of no
consequence at all when they transp�red, beg�n to r�se above the
dead level of monotonous rem�n�scences and become shapely
landmarks �n one’s memory. The fog-wh�stle, smothered among a
m�ll�on of tr�fl�ng sounds, �s not not�ced a block away, �n the c�ty, but
the sa�lor hears �t far at sea, wh�ther none of those thousands of
tr�fl�ng sounds can reach. When one �s �n Rome, all the domes are
al�ke; but when he has gone away twelve m�les, the c�ty fades utterly
from s�ght and leaves St. Peter’s swell�ng above the level pla�n l�ke
an anchored balloon. When one �s travel�ng �n Europe, the da�ly



�nc�dents seem all al�ke; but when he has placed them all two
months and two thousand m�les beh�nd h�m, those that were worthy
of be�ng remembered are prom�nent, and those that were really
�ns�gn�f�cant have van�shed. Th�s d�spos�t�on to smoke, and �dle and
talk, was not well. It was pla�n that �t must not be allowed to ga�n
ground. A d�vers�on must be tr�ed, or demoral�zat�on would ensue.
The Jordan, Jer�cho and the Dead Sea were suggested. The
rema�nder of Jerusalem must be left unv�s�ted, for a l�ttle wh�le. The
journey was approved at once. New l�fe st�rred �n every pulse. In the
saddle—abroad on the pla�ns—sleep�ng �n beds bounded only by the
hor�zon: fancy was at work w�th these th�ngs �n a moment.—It was
pa�nful to note how read�ly these town-bred men had taken to the
free l�fe of the camp and the desert The nomad�c �nst�nct �s a human
�nst�nct; �t was born w�th Adam and transm�tted through the
patr�archs, and after th�rty centur�es of steady effort, c�v�l�zat�on has
not educated �t ent�rely out of us yet. It has a charm wh�ch, once
tasted, a man w�ll yearn to taste aga�n. The nomad�c �nst�nct can not
be educated out of an Ind�an at all.

The Jordan journey be�ng approved, our dragoman was not�f�ed.
At n�ne �n the morn�ng the caravan was before the hotel door and

we were at breakfast. There was a commot�on about the place.
Rumors of war and bloodshed were fly�ng every where. The lawless
Bedou�ns �n the Valley of the Jordan and the deserts down by the
Dead Sea were up �n arms, and were go�ng to destroy all comers.
They had had a battle w�th a troop of Turk�sh cavalry and defeated
them; several men k�lled. They had shut up the �nhab�tants of a
v�llage and a Turk�sh garr�son �n an old fort near Jer�cho, and were
bes�eg�ng them. They had marched upon a camp of our
excurs�on�sts by the Jordan, and the p�lgr�ms only saved the�r l�ves
by steal�ng away and fly�ng to Jerusalem under wh�p and spur �n the
darkness of the n�ght. Another of our part�es had been f�red on from
an ambush and then attacked �n the open day. Shots were f�red on
both s�des. Fortunately there was no bloodshed. We spoke w�th the
very p�lgr�m who had f�red one of the shots, and learned from h�s
own l�ps how, �n th�s �mm�nent deadly per�l, only the cool courage of
the p�lgr�ms, the�r strength of numbers and �mpos�ng d�splay of war
mater�al, had saved them from utter destruct�on. It was reported that



the Consul had requested that no more of our p�lgr�ms should go to
the Jordan wh�le th�s state of th�ngs lasted; and further, that he was
unw�ll�ng that any more should go, at least w�thout an unusually
strong m�l�tary guard. Here was trouble. But w�th the horses at the
door and every body aware of what they were there for, what would
you have done? Acknowledged that you were afra�d, and backed
shamefully out? Hardly. It would not be human nature, where there
were so many women. You would have done as we d�d: sa�d you
were not afra�d of a m�ll�on Bedou�ns—and made your w�ll and
proposed qu�etly to yourself to take up an unostentat�ous pos�t�on �n
the rear of the process�on.
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I th�nk we must all have determ�ned upon the same l�ne of tact�cs,
for �t d�d seem as �f we never would get to Jer�cho. I had a
notor�ously slow horse, but somehow I could not keep h�m �n the
rear, to save my neck. He was forever turn�ng up �n the lead. In such
cases I trembled a l�ttle, and got down to f�x my saddle. But �t was
not of any use. The others all got down to f�x the�r saddles, too. I
never saw such a t�me w�th saddles. It was the f�rst t�me any of them
had got out of order �n three weeks, and now they had all broken
down at once. I tr�ed walk�ng, for exerc�se—I had not had enough �n
Jerusalem search�ng for holy places. But �t was a fa�lure. The whole
mob were suffer�ng for exerc�se, and �t was not f�fteen m�nutes t�ll
they were all on foot and I had the lead aga�n. It was very
d�scourag�ng.

Th�s was all after we got beyond Bethany. We stopped at the
v�llage of Bethany, an hour out from Jerusalem. They showed us the
tomb of Lazarus. I had rather l�ve �n �t than �n any house �n the town.
And they showed us also a large “Founta�n of Lazarus,” and �n the
centre of the v�llage the anc�ent dwell�ng of Lazarus. Lazarus
appears to have been a man of property. The legends of the Sunday



Schools do h�m great �njust�ce; they g�ve one the �mpress�on that he
was poor. It �s because they get h�m confused w�th that Lazarus who
had no mer�t but h�s v�rtue, and v�rtue never has been as respectable
as money. The house of Lazarus �s a three-story ed�f�ce, of stone
masonry, but the accumulated rubb�sh of ages has bur�ed all of �t but
the upper story. We took candles and descended to the d�smal cell-
l�ke chambers where Jesus sat at meat w�th Martha and Mary, and
conversed w�th them about the�r brother. We could not but look upon
these old d�ngy apartments w�th a more than common �nterest.

We had had a gl�mpse, from a mounta�n top, of the Dead Sea,
ly�ng l�ke a blue sh�eld �n the pla�n of the Jordan, and now we were
march�ng down a close, flam�ng, rugged, desolate def�le, where no
l�v�ng creature could enjoy l�fe, except, perhaps, a salamander. It was
such a dreary, repuls�ve, horr�ble sol�tude! It was the “w�lderness”
where John preached, w�th camel’s ha�r about h�s lo�ns—ra�ment
enough—but he never could have got h�s locusts and w�ld honey
here. We were mop�ng along down through th�s dreadful place, every
man �n the rear. Our guards—two gorgeous young Arab she�ks, w�th
cargoes of swords, guns, p�stols and daggers on board—were
loaf�ng ahead.

“Bedou�ns!”
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Every man shrunk up and d�sappeared �n h�s clothes l�ke a mud-
turtle. My f�rst �mpulse was to dash forward and destroy the
Bedou�ns. My second was to dash to the rear to see �f there were
any com�ng �n that d�rect�on. I acted on the latter �mpulse. So d�d all
the others. If any Bedou�ns had approached us, then, from that po�nt
of the compass, they would have pa�d dearly for the�r rashness. We
all remarked that, afterwards. There would have been scenes of r�ot
and bloodshed there that no pen could descr�be. I know that,
because each man told what he would have done, �nd�v�dually; and



such a medley of strange and unheard-of �nvent�ons of cruelty you
could not conce�ve of. One man sa�d he had calmly made up h�s
m�nd to per�sh where he stood, �f need be, but never y�eld an �nch;
he was go�ng to wa�t, w�th deadly pat�ence, t�ll he could count the
str�pes upon the f�rst Bedou�n’s jacket, and then count them and let
h�m have �t. Another was go�ng to s�t st�ll t�ll the f�rst lance reached
w�th�n an �nch of h�s breast, and then dodge �t and se�ze �t. I forbear
to tell what he was go�ng to do to that Bedou�n that owned �t. It
makes my blood run cold to th�nk of �t. Another was go�ng to scalp
such Bedou�ns as fell to h�s share, and take h�s bald-headed sons of
the desert home w�th h�m al�ve for troph�es. But the w�ld-eyed p�lgr�m
rhapsod�st was s�lent. H�s orbs gleamed w�th a deadly l�ght, but h�s
l�ps moved not. Anx�ety grew, and he was quest�oned. If he had got a
Bedou�n, what would he have done w�th h�m—shot h�m? He sm�led a
sm�le of gr�m contempt and shook h�s head. Would he have stabbed
h�m? Another shake. Would he have quartered h�m—flayed h�m?
More shakes. Oh! horror what would he have done?

“Eat h�m!”
Such was the awful sentence that thundered from h�s l�ps. What

was grammar to a desperado l�ke that? I was glad �n my heart that I
had been spared these scenes of mal�gnant carnage. No Bedou�ns
attacked our terr�ble rear. And none attacked the front. The new-
comers were only a re�nforcement of cadaverous Arabs, �n sh�rts and
bare legs, sent far ahead of us to brand�sh rusty guns, and shout and
brag, and carry on l�ke lunat�cs, and thus scare away all bands of
maraud�ng Bedou�ns that m�ght lurk about our path. What a shame �t
�s that armed wh�te Chr�st�ans must travel under guard of verm�n l�ke
th�s as a protect�on aga�nst the prowl�ng vagabonds of the desert—
those sangu�nary outlaws who are always go�ng to do someth�ng
desperate, but never do �t. I may as well ment�on here that on our
whole tr�p we saw no Bedou�ns, and had no more use for an Arab
guard than we could have had for patent leather boots and wh�te k�d
gloves. The Bedou�ns that attacked the other part�es of p�lgr�ms so
f�ercely were prov�ded for the occas�on by the Arab guards of those
part�es, and sh�pped from Jerusalem for temporary serv�ce as
Bedou�ns. They met together �n full v�ew of the p�lgr�ms, after the
battle, and took lunch, d�v�ded the bucksheesh extorted �n the



season of danger, and then accompan�ed the cavalcade home to the
c�ty! The nu�sance of an Arab guard �s one wh�ch �s created by the
She�ks and the Bedou�ns together, for mutual prof�t, �t �s sa�d, and no
doubt there �s a good deal of truth �n �t.

We v�s�ted the founta�n the prophet El�sha sweetened (�t �s sweet
yet,) where he rema�ned some t�me and was fed by the ravens.

Anc�ent Jer�cho �s not very p�cturesque as a ru�n. When Joshua
marched around �t seven t�mes, some three thousand years ago, and
blew �t down w�th h�s trumpet, he d�d the work so well and so
completely that he hardly left enough of the c�ty to cast a shadow.
The curse pronounced aga�nst the rebu�ld�ng of �t, has never been
removed. One K�ng, hold�ng the curse �n l�ght est�mat�on, made the
attempt, but was str�cken sorely for h�s presumpt�on. Its s�te w�ll
always rema�n unoccup�ed; and yet �t �s one of the very best
locat�ons for a town we have seen �n all Palest�ne.

At two �n the morn�ng they routed us out of bed—another p�ece of
unwarranted cruelty—another stup�d effort of our dragoman to get
ahead of a r�val. It was not two hours to the Jordan. However, we
were dressed and under way before any one thought of look�ng to
see what t�me �t was, and so we drowsed on through the ch�ll n�ght
a�r and dreamed of camp f�res, warm beds, and other comfortable
th�ngs.

There was no conversat�on. People do not talk when they are cold,
and wretched, and sleepy. We nodded �n the saddle, at t�mes, and
woke up w�th a start to f�nd that the process�on had d�sappeared �n
the gloom. Then there was energy and attent�on to bus�ness unt�l �ts
dusky outl�nes came �n s�ght aga�n. Occas�onally the order was
passed �n a low vo�ce down the l�ne: “Close up—close up! Bedou�ns
lurk here, every where!” What an exqu�s�te shudder �t sent sh�ver�ng
along one’s sp�ne!

We reached the famous r�ver before four o’clock, and the n�ght
was so black that we could have r�dden �nto �t w�thout see�ng �t.
Some of us were �n an unhappy frame of m�nd. We wa�ted and
wa�ted for dayl�ght, but �t d�d not come. F�nally we went away �n the
dark and slept an hour on the ground, �n the bushes, and caught
cold. It was a costly nap, on that account, but otherw�se �t was a



pay�ng �nvestment because �t brought unconsc�ousness of the dreary
m�nutes and put us �n a somewhat f�tter mood for a f�rst gl�mpse of
the sacred r�ver.

W�th the f�rst susp�c�on of dawn, every p�lgr�m took off h�s clothes
and waded �nto the dark torrent, s�ng�ng:

“On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,
And cast a w�stful eye
To Canaan’s fa�r and happy land,
Where my possess�ons l�e.”

But they d�d not s�ng long. The water was so fearfully cold that
they were obl�ged to stop s�ng�ng and scamper out aga�n. Then they
stood on the bank sh�ver�ng, and so chagr�ned and so gr�eved, that
they mer�ted hol�est compass�on. Because another dream, another
cher�shed hope, had fa�led. They had prom�sed themselves all along
that they would cross the Jordan where the Israel�tes crossed �t
when they entered Canaan from the�r long p�lgr�mage �n the desert.
They would cross where the twelve stones were placed �n memory of
that great event. Wh�le they d�d �t they would p�cture to themselves
that vast army of p�lgr�ms march�ng through the cloven waters,
bear�ng the hallowed ark of the covenant and shout�ng hosannahs,
and s�ng�ng songs of thanksg�v�ng and pra�se. Each had prom�sed
h�mself that he would be the f�rst to cross. They were at the goal of
the�r hopes at last, but the current was too sw�ft, the water was too
cold!

It was then that Jack d�d them a serv�ce. W�th that engag�ng
recklessness of consequences wh�ch �s natural to youth, and so
proper and so seemly, as well, he went and led the way across the
Jordan, and all was happ�ness aga�n. Every �nd�v�dual waded over,
then, and stood upon the further bank. The water was not qu�te
breast deep, any where. If �t had been more, we could hardly have
accompl�shed the feat, for the strong current would have swept us
down the stream, and we would have been exhausted and drowned
before reach�ng a place where we could make a land�ng. The ma�n



object compassed, the droop�ng, m�serable party sat down to wa�t for
the sun aga�n, for all wanted to see the water as well as feel �t. But �t
was too cold a past�me. Some cans were f�lled from the holy r�ver,
some canes cut from �ts banks, and then we mounted and rode
reluctantly away to keep from freez�ng to death. So we saw the
Jordan very d�mly. The th�ckets of bushes that bordered �ts banks
threw the�r shadows across �ts shallow, turbulent waters (“stormy,”
the hymn makes them, wh�ch �s rather a compl�mentary stretch of
fancy,) and we could not judge of the w�dth of the stream by the eye.
We knew by our wad�ng exper�ence, however, that many streets �n
Amer�ca are double as w�de as the Jordan.

Dayl�ght came, soon after we got under way, and �n the course of
an hour or two we reached the Dead Sea. Noth�ng grows �n the flat,
burn�ng desert around �t but weeds and the Dead Sea apple the
poets say �s beaut�ful to the eye, but crumbles to ashes and dust
when you break �t. Such as we found were not handsome, but they
were b�tter to the taste. They y�elded no dust. It was because they
were not r�pe, perhaps.
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The desert and the barren h�lls gleam pa�nfully �n the sun, around
the Dead Sea, and there �s no pleasant th�ng or l�v�ng creature upon
�t or about �ts borders to cheer the eye. It �s a scorch�ng, ar�d,
repuls�ve sol�tude. A s�lence broods over the scene that �s
depress�ng to the sp�r�ts. It makes one th�nk of funerals and death.

The Dead Sea �s small. Its waters are very clear, and �t has a
pebbly bottom and �s shallow for some d�stance out from the shores.
It y�elds quant�t�es of asphaltum; fragments of �t l�e all about �ts
banks; th�s stuff g�ves the place someth�ng of an unpleasant smell.

All our read�ng had taught us to expect that the f�rst plunge �nto the
Dead Sea would be attended w�th d�stress�ng results—our bod�es
would feel as �f they were suddenly p�erced by m�ll�ons of red-hot



needles; the dreadful smart�ng would cont�nue for hours; we m�ght
even look to be bl�stered from head to foot, and suffer m�serably for
many days. We were d�sappo�nted. Our e�ght sprang �n at the same
t�me that another party of p�lgr�ms d�d, and nobody screamed once.
None of them ever d�d compla�n of any th�ng more than a sl�ght
pr�ck�ng sensat�on �n places where the�r sk�n was abraded, and then
only for a short t�me. My face smarted for a couple of hours, but �t
was partly because I got �t badly sun-burned wh�le I was bath�ng, and
sta�d �n so long that �t became plastered over w�th salt.

No, the water d�d not bl�ster us; �t d�d not cover us w�th a sl�my
ooze and confer upon us an atroc�ous fragrance; �t was not very
sl�my; and I could not d�scover that we smelt really any worse than
we have always smelt s�nce we have been �n Palest�ne. It was only a
d�fferent k�nd of smell, but not consp�cuous on that account, because
we have a great deal of var�ety �n that respect. We d�dn’t smell, there
on the Jordan, the same as we do �n Jerusalem; and we don’t smell
�n Jerusalem just as we d�d �n Nazareth, or T�ber�as, or Cesarea
Ph�l�pp�, or any of those other ru�nous anc�ent towns �n Gal�lee. No,
we change all the t�me, and generally for the worse. We do our own
wash�ng.

It was a funny bath. We could not s�nk. One could stretch h�mself
at full length on h�s back, w�th h�s arms on h�s breast, and all of h�s
body above a l�ne drawn from the corner of h�s jaw past the m�ddle of
h�s s�de, the m�ddle of h�s leg and through h�s ancle bone, would
rema�n out of water. He could l�ft h�s head clear out, �f he chose. No
pos�t�on can be reta�ned long; you lose your balance and wh�rl over,
f�rst on your back and then on your face, and so on. You can l�e
comfortably, on your back, w�th your head out, and your legs out
from your knees down, by steady�ng yourself w�th your hands. You
can s�t, w�th your knees drawn up to your ch�n and your arms
clasped around them, but you are bound to turn over presently,
because you are top-heavy �n that pos�t�on. You can stand up
stra�ght �n water that �s over your head, and from the m�ddle of your
breast upward you w�ll not be wet. But you can not rema�n so. The
water w�ll soon float your feet to the surface. You can not sw�m on
your back and make any progress of any consequence, because
your feet st�ck away above the surface, and there �s noth�ng to propel



yourself w�th but your heels. If you sw�m on your face, you k�ck up
the water l�ke a stern-wheel boat. You make no headway. A horse �s
so top-heavy that he can ne�ther sw�m nor stand up �n the Dead Sea.
He turns over on h�s s�de at once. Some of us bathed for more than
an hour, and then came out coated w�th salt t�ll we shone l�ke �c�cles.
We scrubbed �t off w�th a coarse towel and rode off w�th a splend�d
brand-new smell, though �t was one wh�ch was not any more
d�sagreeable than those we have been for several weeks enjoy�ng. It
was the var�egated v�lla�ny and novelty of �t that charmed us. Salt
crystals gl�tter �n the sun about the shores of the lake. In places they
coat the ground l�ke a br�ll�ant crust of �ce.

When I was a boy I somehow got the �mpress�on that the r�ver
Jordan was four thousand m�les long and th�rty-f�ve m�les w�de. It �s
only n�nety m�les long, and so crooked that a man does not know
wh�ch s�de of �t he �s on half the t�me. In go�ng n�nety m�les �t does
not get over more than f�fty m�les of ground. It �s not any w�der than
Broadway �n New York.

There �s the Sea of Gal�lee and th�s Dead Sea—ne�ther of them
twenty m�les long or th�rteen w�de. And yet when I was �n Sunday
School I thought they were s�xty thousand m�les �n d�ameter.

Travel and exper�ence mar the grandest p�ctures and rob us of the
most cher�shed trad�t�ons of our boyhood. Well, let them go. I have
already seen the Emp�re of K�ng Solomon d�m�n�sh to the s�ze of the
State of Pennsylvan�a; I suppose I can bear the reduct�on of the seas
and the r�ver.

We looked every where, as we passed along, but never saw gra�n
or crystal of Lot’s w�fe. It was a great d�sappo�ntment. For many and
many a year we had known her sad story, and taken that �nterest �n
her wh�ch m�sfortune always �nsp�res. But she was gone. Her
p�cturesque form no longer looms above the desert of the Dead Sea
to rem�nd the tour�st of the doom that fell upon the lost c�t�es.

I can not descr�be the h�deous afternoon’s r�de from the Dead Sea
to Mars Saba. It oppresses me yet, to th�nk of �t. The sun so pelted
us that the tears ran down our cheeks once or tw�ce. The ghastly,
treeless, grassless, breathless canons smothered us as �f we had
been �n an oven. The sun had pos�t�ve we�ght to �t, I th�nk. Not a man



could s�t erect under �t. All drooped low �n the saddles. John
preached �n th�s “W�lderness!” It must have been exhaust�ng work.
What a very heaven the messy towers and ramparts of vast Mars
Saba looked to us when we caught a f�rst gl�mpse of them!

We sta�d at th�s great convent all n�ght, guests of the hosp�table
pr�ests. Mars Saba, perched upon a crag, a human nest stuck h�gh
up aga�nst a perpend�cular mounta�n wall, �s a world of grand
masonry that r�ses, terrace upon terrace away above your head, l�ke
the terraced and retreat�ng colonnades one sees �n fanc�ful p�ctures
of Belshazzar’s Feast and the palaces of the anc�ent Pharaohs. No
other human dwell�ng �s near. It was founded many ages ago by a
holy recluse who l�ved at f�rst �n a cave �n the rock—a cave wh�ch �s
�nclosed �n the convent walls, now, and was reverently shown to us
by the pr�ests. Th�s recluse, by h�s r�gorous tortur�ng of h�s flesh, h�s
d�et of bread and water, h�s utter w�thdrawal from all soc�ety and from
the van�t�es of the world, and h�s constant prayer and sa�ntly
contemplat�on of a skull, �nsp�red an emulat�on that brought about
h�m many d�sc�ples. The prec�p�ce on the oppos�te s�de of the canyon
�s well perforated w�th the small holes they dug �n the rock to l�ve �n.
The present occupants of Mars Saba, about seventy �n number, are
all herm�ts. They wear a coarse robe, an ugly, br�mless stove-p�pe of
a hat, and go w�thout shoes. They eat noth�ng whatever but bread
and salt; they dr�nk noth�ng but water. As long as they l�ve they can
never go outs�de the walls, or look upon a woman—for no woman �s
perm�tted to enter Mars Saba, upon any pretext whatsoever.

Some of those men have been shut up there for th�rty years. In all
that dreary t�me they have not heard the laughter of a ch�ld or the
blessed vo�ce of a woman; they have seen no human tears, no
human sm�les; they have known no human joys, no wholesome
human sorrows. In the�r hearts are no memor�es of the past, �n the�r
bra�ns no dreams of the future. All that �s lovable, beaut�ful, worthy,
they have put far away from them; aga�nst all th�ngs that are
pleasant to look upon, and all sounds that are mus�c to the ear, they
have barred the�r mass�ve doors and reared the�r relentless walls of
stone forever. They have ban�shed the tender grace of l�fe and left
only the sapped and sk�nny mockery. The�r l�ps are l�ps that never
k�ss and never s�ng; the�r hearts are hearts that never hate and



never love; the�r breasts are breasts that never swell w�th the
sent�ment, “I have a country and a flag.” They are dead men who
walk.

I set down these f�rst thoughts because they are natural—not
because they are just or because �t �s r�ght to set them down. It �s
easy for book-makers to say “I thought so and so as I looked upon
such and such a scene”—when the truth �s, they thought all those
f�ne th�ngs afterwards. One’s f�rst thought �s not l�kely to be str�ctly
accurate, yet �t �s no cr�me to th�nk �t and none to wr�te �t down,
subject to mod�f�cat�on by later exper�ence. These herm�ts are dead
men, �n several respects, but not �n all; and �t �s not proper, that,
th�nk�ng �ll of them at f�rst, I should go on do�ng so, or, speak�ng �ll of
them I should re�terate the words and st�ck to them. No, they treated
us too k�ndly for that. There �s someth�ng human about them
somewhere. They knew we were fore�gners and Protestants, and not
l�kely to feel adm�rat�on or much fr�endl�ness toward them. But the�r
large char�ty was above cons�der�ng such th�ngs. They s�mply saw �n
us men who were hungry, and th�rsty, and t�red, and that was
suff�c�ent. They opened the�r doors and gave us welcome. They
asked no quest�ons, and they made no self-r�ghteous d�splay of the�r
hosp�tal�ty. They f�shed for no compl�ments. They moved qu�etly
about, sett�ng the table for us, mak�ng the beds, and br�ng�ng water
to wash �n, and pa�d no heed when we sa�d �t was wrong for them to
do that when we had men whose bus�ness �t was to perform such
off�ces. We fared most comfortably, and sat late at d�nner. We
walked all over the bu�ld�ng w�th the herm�ts afterward, and then sat
on the lofty battlements and smoked wh�le we enjoyed the cool a�r,
the w�ld scenery and the sunset. One or two chose cosy bed-rooms
to sleep �n, but the nomad�c �nst�nct prompted the rest to sleep on
the broad d�van that extended around the great hall, because �t
seemed l�ke sleep�ng out of doors, and so was more cheery and
�nv�t�ng. It was a royal rest we had.

When we got up to breakfast �n the morn�ng, we were new men.
For all th�s hosp�tal�ty no str�ct charge was made. We could g�ve
someth�ng �f we chose; we need g�ve noth�ng, �f we were poor or �f
we were st�ngy. The pauper and the m�ser are as free as any �n the
Cathol�c Convents of Palest�ne. I have been educated to enm�ty



toward every th�ng that �s Cathol�c, and somet�mes, �n consequence
of th�s, I f�nd �t much eas�er to d�scover Cathol�c faults than Cathol�c
mer�ts. But there �s one th�ng I feel no d�spos�t�on to overlook, and no
d�spos�t�on to forget: and that �s, the honest grat�tude I and all
p�lgr�ms owe, to the Convent Fathers �n Palest�ne. The�r doors are
always open, and there �s always a welcome for any worthy man
who comes, whether he comes �n rags or clad �n purple. The
Cathol�c Convents are a pr�celess bless�ng to the poor. A p�lgr�m
w�thout money, whether he be a Protestant or a Cathol�c, can travel
the length and breadth of Palest�ne, and �n the m�dst of her desert
wastes f�nd wholesome food and a clean bed every n�ght, �n these
bu�ld�ngs. P�lgr�ms �n better c�rcumstances are often str�cken down
by the sun and the fevers of the country, and then the�r sav�ng refuge
�s the Convent. W�thout these hosp�table retreats, travel �n Palest�ne
would be a pleasure wh�ch none but the strongest men could dare to
undertake. Our party, p�lgr�ms and all, w�ll always be ready and
always w�ll�ng, to touch glasses and dr�nk health, prosper�ty and long
l�fe to the Convent Fathers of Palest�ne.

So, rested and refreshed, we fell �nto l�ne and f�led away over the
barren mounta�ns of Judea, and along rocky r�dges and through
ster�le gorges, where eternal s�lence and sol�tude re�gned. Even the
scatter�ng groups of armed shepherds we met the afternoon before,
tend�ng the�r flocks of long-ha�red goats, were want�ng here. We saw
but two l�v�ng creatures. They were gazelles, of “soft-eyed” notor�ety.
They looked l�ke very young k�ds, but they ann�h�lated d�stance l�ke
an express tra�n. I have not seen an�mals that moved faster, unless I
m�ght say �t of the antelopes of our own great pla�ns.

At n�ne or ten �n the morn�ng we reached the Pla�n of the
Shepherds, and stood �n a walled garden of ol�ves where the
shepherds were watch�ng the�r flocks by n�ght, e�ghteen centur�es
ago, when the mult�tude of angels brought them the t�d�ngs that the
Sav�our was born. A quarter of a m�le away was Bethlehem of
Judea, and the p�lgr�ms took some of the stone wall and hurr�ed on.

The Pla�n of the Shepherds �s a desert, paved w�th loose stones,
vo�d of vegetat�on, glar�ng �n the f�erce sun. Only the mus�c of the
angels �t knew once could charm �ts shrubs and flowers to l�fe aga�n



and restore �ts van�shed beauty. No less potent enchantment could
ava�l to work th�s m�racle.

In the huge Church of the Nat�v�ty, �n Bethlehem, bu�lt f�fteen
hundred years ago by the �nveterate St. Helena, they took us below
ground, and �nto a grotto cut �n the l�v�ng rock. Th�s was the “manger”
where Chr�st was born. A s�lver star set �n the floor bears a Lat�n
�nscr�pt�on to that effect. It �s pol�shed w�th the k�sses of many
generat�ons of worsh�p�ng p�lgr�ms. The grotto was tr�cked out �n the
usual tasteless style observable �n all the holy places of Palest�ne.
As �n the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, envy and unchar�tableness
were apparent here. The pr�ests and the members of the Greek and
Lat�n churches can not come by the same corr�dor to kneel �n the
sacred b�rthplace of the Redeemer, but are compelled to approach
and ret�re by d�fferent avenues, lest they quarrel and f�ght on th�s
hol�est ground on earth.
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I have no “med�tat�ons,” suggested by th�s spot where the very f�rst
“Merry Chr�stmas!” was uttered �n all the world, and from whence the
fr�end of my ch�ldhood, Santa Claus, departed on h�s f�rst journey, to
gladden and cont�nue to gladden roar�ng f�res�des on w�ntry
morn�ngs �n many a d�stant land forever and forever. I touch, w�th
reverent f�nger, the actual spot where the �nfant Jesus lay, but I th�nk
—noth�ng.

You can not th�nk �n th�s place any more than you can �n any other
�n Palest�ne that would be l�kely to �nsp�re reflect�on. Beggars,
cr�pples and monks compass you about, and make you th�nk only of
bucksheesh when you would rather th�nk of someth�ng more �n
keep�ng w�th the character of the spot.

I was glad to get away, and glad when we had walked through the
grottoes where Euseb�us wrote, and Jerome fasted, and Joseph
prepared for the fl�ght �nto Egypt, and the dozen other d�st�ngu�shed
grottoes, and knew we were done. The Church of the Nat�v�ty �s
almost as well packed w�th exceed�ng holy places as the Church of
the Holy Sepulchre �tself. They even have �n �t a grotto where�n
twenty thousand ch�ldren were slaughtered by Herod when he was
seek�ng the l�fe of the �nfant Sav�our.

We went to the M�lk Grotto, of course—a cavern where Mary h�d
herself for a wh�le before the fl�ght �nto Egypt. Its walls were black
before she entered, but �n suckl�ng the Ch�ld, a drop of her m�lk fell
upon the floor and �nstantly changed the darkness of the walls to �ts
own snowy hue. We took many l�ttle fragments of stone from here,
because �t �s well known �n all the East that a barren woman hath
need only to touch her l�ps to one of these and her fa�l�ng w�ll depart
from her. We took many spec�mens, to the end that we m�ght confer
happ�ness upon certa�n households that we wot of.

We got away from Bethlehem and �ts troops of beggars and rel�c-
peddlers �n the afternoon, and after spend�ng some l�ttle t�me at
Rachel’s tomb, hurr�ed to Jerusalem as fast as poss�ble. I never was



so glad to get home aga�n before. I never have enjoyed rest as I
have enjoyed �t dur�ng these last few hours. The journey to the Dead
Sea, the Jordan and Bethlehem was short, but �t was an exhaust�ng
one. Such roast�ng heat, such oppress�ve sol�tude, and such d�smal
desolat�on can not surely ex�st elsewhere on earth. And such fat�gue!

The commonest sagac�ty warns me that I ought to tell the
customary pleasant l�e, and say I tore myself reluctantly away from
every noted place �n Palest�ne. Every body tells that, but w�th as l�ttle
ostentat�on as I may, I doubt the word of every he who tells �t. I could
take a dreadful oath that I have never heard any one of our forty
p�lgr�ms say any th�ng of the sort, and they are as worthy and as
s�ncerely devout as any that come here. They w�ll say �t when they
get home, fast enough, but why should they not? They do not w�sh to
array themselves aga�nst all the Lamart�nes and Gr�meses �n the
world. It does not stand to reason that men are reluctant to leave
places where the very l�fe �s almost badgered out of them by
�mportunate swarms of beggars and peddlers who hang �n str�ngs to
one’s sleeves and coat-ta�ls and shr�ek and shout �n h�s ears and
horr�fy h�s v�s�on w�th the ghastly sores and malformat�ons they
exh�b�t. One �s glad to get away. I have heard shameless people say
they were glad to get away from Lad�es’ Fest�vals where they were
�mportuned to buy by bev�es of lovely young lad�es. Transform those
hour�s �nto dusky hags and ragged savages, and replace the�r
rounded forms w�th shrunken and knotted d�stort�ons, the�r soft
hands w�th scarred and h�deous deform�t�es, and the persuas�ve
mus�c of the�r vo�ces w�th the d�scordant d�n of a hated language,
and then see how much l�nger�ng reluctance to leave could be
mustered. No, �t �s the neat th�ng to say you were reluctant, and then
append the profound thoughts that “struggled for utterance,” �n your
bra�n; but �t �s the true th�ng to say you were not reluctant, and found
�t �mposs�ble to th�nk at all—though �n good sooth �t �s not
respectable to say �t, and not poet�cal, e�ther.

We do not th�nk, �n the holy places; we th�nk �n bed, afterwards,
when the glare, and the no�se, and the confus�on are gone, and �n
fancy we rev�s�t alone, the solemn monuments of the past, and
summon the phantom pageants of an age that has passed away.





CHAPTER LVI.
We v�s�ted all the holy places about Jerusalem wh�ch we had left

unv�s�ted when we journeyed to the Jordan and then, about three
o’clock one afternoon, we fell �nto process�on and marched out at the
stately Damascus gate, and the walls of Jerusalem shut us out
forever. We paused on the summ�t of a d�stant h�ll and took a f�nal
look and made a f�nal farewell to the venerable c�ty wh�ch had been
such a good home to us.

For about four hours we traveled down h�ll constantly. We followed
a narrow br�dle-path wh�ch traversed the beds of the mounta�n
gorges, and when we could we got out of the way of the long tra�ns
of laden camels and asses, and when we could not we suffered the
m�sery of be�ng mashed up aga�nst perpend�cular walls of rock and
hav�ng our legs bru�sed by the pass�ng fre�ght. Jack was caught two
or three t�mes, and Dan and Moult as often. One horse had a heavy
fall on the sl�ppery rocks, and the others had narrow escapes.
However, th�s was as good a road as we had found �n Palest�ne, and
poss�bly even the best, and so there was not much grumbl�ng.

Somet�mes, �n the glens, we came upon luxur�ant orchards of f�gs,
apr�cots, pomegranates, and such th�ngs, but oftener the scenery
was rugged, mounta�nous, verdureless and forb�dd�ng. Here and
there, towers were perched h�gh up on accl�v�t�es wh�ch seemed
almost �naccess�ble. Th�s fash�on �s as old as Palest�ne �tself and
was adopted �n anc�ent t�mes for secur�ty aga�nst enem�es.

We crossed the brook wh�ch furn�shed Dav�d the stone that k�lled
Gol�ah, and no doubt we looked upon the very ground whereon that
noted battle was fought. We passed by a p�cturesque old goth�c ru�n
whose stone pavements had rung to the armed heels of many a
valorous Crusader, and we rode through a p�ece of country wh�ch we
were told once knew Samson as a c�t�zen.

We sta�d all n�ght w�th the good monks at the convent of Ramleh,
and �n the morn�ng got up and galloped the horses a good part of the



d�stance from there to Jaffa, or Joppa, for the pla�n was as level as a
floor and free from stones, and bes�des th�s was our last march �n
Holy Land. These two or three hours f�n�shed, we and the t�red
horses could have rest and sleep as long as we wanted �t. Th�s was
the pla�n of wh�ch Joshua spoke when he sa�d, “Sun, stand thou st�ll
on G�beon, and thou moon �n the valley of Ajalon.” As we drew near
to Jaffa, the boys spurred up the horses and �ndulged �n the
exc�tement of an actual race—an exper�ence we had hardly had
s�nce we raced on donkeys �n the Azores �slands.

We came f�nally to the noble grove of orange-trees �n wh�ch the
Or�ental c�ty of Jaffa l�es bur�ed; we passed through the walls, and
rode aga�n down narrow streets and among swarms of an�mated
rags, and saw other s�ghts and had other exper�ences we had long
been fam�l�ar w�th. We d�smounted, for the last t�me, and out �n the
off�ng, r�d�ng at anchor, we saw the sh�p! I put an exclamat�on po�nt
there because we felt one when we saw the vessel. The long
p�lgr�mage was ended, and somehow we seemed to feel glad of �t.
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[For descr�pt�on of Jaffa, see Un�versal Gazetteer.] S�mon the
Tanner formerly l�ved here. We went to h�s house. All the p�lgr�ms
v�s�t S�mon the Tanner’s house. Peter saw the v�s�on of the beasts let
down �n a sheet when he lay upon the roof of S�mon the Tanner’s
house. It was from Jaffa that Jonah sa�led when he was told to go
and prophesy aga�nst N�neveh, and no doubt �t was not far from the
town that the whale threw h�m up when he d�scovered that he had no
t�cket. Jonah was d�sobed�ent, and of a fault-f�nd�ng, compla�n�ng
d�spos�t�on, and deserves to be l�ghtly spoken of, almost. The
t�mbers used �n the construct�on of Solomon’s Temple were floated to
Jaffa �n rafts, and the narrow open�ng �n the reef through wh�ch they
passed to the shore �s not an �nch w�der or a shade less dangerous
to nav�gate than �t was then. Such �s the sleepy nature of the



populat�on Palest�ne’s only good seaport has now and always had.
Jaffa has a h�story and a st�rr�ng one. It w�ll not be d�scovered any
where �n th�s book. If the reader w�ll call at the c�rculat�ng l�brary and
ment�on my name, he w�ll be furn�shed w�th books wh�ch w�ll afford
h�m the fullest �nformat�on concern�ng Jaffa.

So ends the p�lgr�mage. We ought to be glad that we d�d not make
�t for the purpose of feast�ng our eyes upon fasc�nat�ng aspects of
nature, for we should have been d�sappo�nted—at least at th�s
season of the year. A wr�ter �n “L�fe �n the Holy Land” observes:

“Monotonous and un�nv�t�ng as much of the Holy
Land w�ll appear to persons accustomed to the almost
constant verdure of flowers, ample streams and var�ed
surface of our own country, we must remember that �ts
aspect to the Israel�tes after the weary march of forty
years through the desert must have been very
d�fferent.”

Wh�ch all of us w�ll freely grant. But �t truly �s “monotonous and
un�nv�t�ng,” and there �s no suff�c�ent reason for descr�b�ng �t as be�ng
otherw�se.

Of all the lands there are for d�smal scenery, I th�nk Palest�ne must
be the pr�nce. The h�lls are barren, they are dull of color, they are
unp�cturesque �n shape. The valleys are uns�ghtly deserts fr�nged
w�th a feeble vegetat�on that has an express�on about �t of be�ng
sorrowful and despondent. The Dead Sea and the Sea of Gal�lee
sleep �n the m�dst of a vast stretch of h�ll and pla�n where�n the eye
rests upon no pleasant t�nt, no str�k�ng object, no soft p�cture
dream�ng �n a purple haze or mottled w�th the shadows of the clouds.
Every outl�ne �s harsh, every feature �s d�st�nct, there �s no
perspect�ve—d�stance works no enchantment here. It �s a hopeless,
dreary, heart-broken land.

Small shreds and patches of �t must be very beaut�ful �n the full
flush of spr�ng, however, and all the more beaut�ful by contrast w�th
the far-reach�ng desolat�on that surrounds them on every s�de. I
would l�ke much to see the fr�nges of the Jordan �n spr�ng-t�me, and
Shechem, Esdraelon, Ajalon and the borders of Gal�lee—but even



then these spots would seem mere toy gardens set at w�de �ntervals
�n the waste of a l�m�tless desolat�on.

Palest�ne s�ts �n sackcloth and ashes. Over �t broods the spell of a
curse that has w�thered �ts f�elds and fettered �ts energ�es. Where
Sodom and Gomorrah reared the�r domes and towers, that solemn
sea now floods the pla�n, �n whose b�tter waters no l�v�ng th�ng ex�sts
—over whose waveless surface the bl�ster�ng a�r hangs mot�onless
and dead—about whose borders noth�ng grows but weeds, and
scatter�ng tufts of cane, and that treacherous fru�t that prom�ses
refreshment to parch�ng l�ps, but turns to ashes at the touch.
Nazareth �s forlorn; about that ford of Jordan where the hosts of
Israel entered the Prom�sed Land w�th songs of rejo�c�ng, one f�nds
only a squal�d camp of fantast�c Bedou�ns of the desert; Jer�cho the
accursed, l�es a molder�ng ru�n, to-day, even as Joshua’s m�racle left
�t more than three thousand years ago; Bethlehem and Bethany, �n
the�r poverty and the�r hum�l�at�on, have noth�ng about them now to
rem�nd one that they once knew the h�gh honor of the Sav�our’s
presence; the hallowed spot where the shepherds watched the�r
flocks by n�ght, and where the angels sang Peace on earth, good w�ll
to men, �s untenanted by any l�v�ng creature, and unblessed by any
feature that �s pleasant to the eye. Renowned Jerusalem �tself, the
statel�est name �n h�story, has lost all �ts anc�ent grandeur, and �s
become a pauper v�llage; the r�ches of Solomon are no longer there
to compel the adm�rat�on of v�s�t�ng Or�ental queens; the wonderful
temple wh�ch was the pr�de and the glory of Israel, �s gone, and the
Ottoman crescent �s l�fted above the spot where, on that most
memorable day �n the annals of the world, they reared the Holy
Cross. The noted Sea of Gal�lee, where Roman fleets once rode at
anchor and the d�sc�ples of the Sav�our sa�led �n the�r sh�ps, was long
ago deserted by the devotees of war and commerce, and �ts borders
are a s�lent w�lderness; Capernaum �s a shapeless ru�n; Magdala �s
the home of beggared Arabs; Bethsa�da and Choraz�n have
van�shed from the earth, and the “desert places” round about them
where thousands of men once l�stened to the Sav�our’s vo�ce and
ate the m�raculous bread, sleep �n the hush of a sol�tude that �s
�nhab�ted only by b�rds of prey and skulk�ng foxes.



Palest�ne �s desolate and unlovely. And why should �t be
otherw�se? Can the curse of the De�ty beaut�fy a land?

Palest�ne �s no more of th�s work-day world. It �s sacred to poetry
and trad�t�on—�t �s dream-land.



CHAPTER LVII.
It was worth a k�ngdom to be at sea aga�n. It was a rel�ef to drop

all anx�ety whatsoever—all quest�ons as to where we should go; how
long we should stay; whether �t were worth wh�le to go or not; all
anx�et�es about the cond�t�on of the horses; all such quest�ons as
“Shall we ever get to water?” “Shall we ever lunch?” “Ferguson, how
many more m�ll�on m�les have we got to creep under th�s awful sun
before we camp?” It was a rel�ef to cast all these tortur�ng l�ttle
anx�et�es far away—ropes of steel they were, and every one w�th a
separate and d�st�nct stra�n on �t—and feel the temporary
contentment that �s born of the ban�shment of all care and
respons�b�l�ty. We d�d not look at the compass: we d�d not care, now,
where the sh�p went to, so that she went out of s�ght of land as
qu�ckly as poss�ble. When I travel aga�n, I w�sh to go �n a pleasure
sh�p. No amount of money could have purchased for us, �n a strange
vessel and among unfam�l�ar faces, the perfect sat�sfact�on and the
sense of be�ng at home aga�n wh�ch we exper�enced when we
stepped on board the “Quaker C�ty,”—our own sh�p—after th�s
wear�some p�lgr�mage. It �s a someth�ng we have felt always when
we returned to her, and a someth�ng we had no des�re to sell.

We took off our blue woollen sh�rts, our spurs, and heavy boots,
our sangu�nary revolvers and our bucksk�n-seated pantaloons, and
got shaved and came out �n Chr�st�an costume once more. All but
Jack, who changed all other art�cles of h�s dress, but clung to h�s
travel�ng pantaloons. They st�ll preserved the�r ample bucksk�n seat
�ntact; and so h�s short pea jacket and h�s long, th�n legs ass�sted to
make h�m a p�cturesque object whenever he stood on the forecastle
look�ng abroad upon the ocean over the bows. At such t�mes h�s
father’s last �njunct�on suggested �tself to me. He sa�d:

“Jack, my boy, you are about to go among a br�ll�ant company of
gentlemen and lad�es, who are ref�ned and cult�vated, and
thoroughly accompl�shed �n the manners and customs of good



soc�ety. L�sten to the�r conversat�on, study the�r hab�ts of l�fe, and
learn. Be pol�te and obl�g�ng to all, and cons�derate towards every
one’s op�n�ons, fa�l�ngs and prejud�ces. Command the just respect of
all your fellow-voyagers, even though you fa�l to w�n the�r fr�endly
regard. And Jack—don’t you ever dare, wh�le you l�ve, appear �n
publ�c on those decks �n fa�r weather, �n a costume unbecom�ng your
mother’s draw�ng-room!”
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It would have been worth any pr�ce �f the father of th�s hopeful
youth could have stepped on board some t�me, and seen h�m
stand�ng h�gh on the fore-castle, pea jacket, tasseled red fez,
bucksk�n patch and all, plac�dly contemplat�ng the ocean—a rare
spectacle for any body’s draw�ng-room.

After a pleasant voyage and a good rest, we drew near to Egypt
and out of the mellowest of sunsets we saw the domes and m�narets
of Alexandr�a r�se �nto v�ew. As soon as the anchor was down, Jack
and I got a boat and went ashore. It was n�ght by th�s t�me, and the
other passengers were content to rema�n at home and v�s�t anc�ent
Egypt after breakfast. It was the way they d�d at Constant�nople.
They took a l�vely �nterest �n new countr�es, but the�r school-boy
�mpat�ence had worn off, and they had learned that �t was w�sdom to
take th�ngs easy and go along comfortably—these old countr�es do
not go away �n the n�ght; they stay t�ll after breakfast.

When we reached the p�er we found an army of Egypt�an boys
w�th donkeys no larger than themselves, wa�t�ng for passengers—for
donkeys are the omn�buses of Egypt. We preferred to walk, but we
could not have our own way. The boys crowded about us, clamored
around us, and slewed the�r donkeys exactly across our path, no
matter wh�ch way we turned. They were good-natured rascals, and
so were the donkeys. We mounted, and the boys ran beh�nd us and
kept the donkeys �n a fur�ous gallop, as �s the fash�on at Damascus. I



bel�eve I would rather r�de a donkey than any beast �n the world. He
goes br�skly, he puts on no a�rs, he �s doc�le, though op�n�onated.
Satan h�mself could not scare h�m, and he �s conven�ent—very
conven�ent. When you are t�red r�d�ng you can rest your feet on the
ground and let h�m gallop from under you.
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We found the hotel and secured rooms, and were happy to know
that the Pr�nce of Wales had stopped there once. They had �t every
where on s�gns. No other pr�nces had stopped there s�nce, t�ll Jack
and I came. We went abroad through the town, then, and found �t a
c�ty of huge commerc�al bu�ld�ngs, and broad, handsome streets
br�ll�ant w�th gas-l�ght. By n�ght �t was a sort of rem�n�scence of Par�s.
But f�nally Jack found an �ce-cream saloon, and that closed
�nvest�gat�ons for that even�ng. The weather was very hot, �t had
been many a day s�nce Jack had seen �ce-cream, and so �t was
useless to talk of leav�ng the saloon t�ll �t shut up.

In the morn�ng the lost tr�bes of Amer�ca came ashore and �nfested
the hotels and took possess�on of all the donkeys and other open
barouches that offered. They went �n p�cturesque process�on to the
Amer�can Consul’s; to the great gardens; to Cleopatra’s Needles; to
Pompey’s P�llar; to the palace of the V�ceroy of Egypt; to the N�le; to
the superb groves of date-palms. One of our most �nveterate rel�c-
hunters had h�s hammer w�th h�m, and tr�ed to break a fragment off
the upr�ght Needle and could not do �t; he tr�ed the prostrate one and
fa�led; he borrowed a heavy sledge hammer from a mason and tr�ed
aga�n. He tr�ed Pompey’s P�llar, and th�s baffled h�m. Scattered all
about the m�ghty monol�th were sph�nxes of noble countenance,
carved out of Egypt�an gran�te as hard as blue steel, and whose
shapely features the wear of f�ve thousand years had fa�led to mark
or mar. The rel�c-hunter battered at these pers�stently, and sweated
profusely over h�s work. He m�ght as well have attempted to deface



the moon. They regarded h�m serenely w�th the stately sm�le they
had worn so long, and wh�ch seemed to say, “Peck away, poor
�nsect; we were not made to fear such as you; �n ten-score dragg�ng
ages we have seen more of your k�nd than there are sands at your
feet: have they left a blem�sh upon us?"
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But I am forgett�ng the Jaffa Colon�sts. At Jaffa we had taken on
board some forty members of a very celebrated commun�ty. They
were male and female; bab�es, young boys and young g�rls; young
marr�ed people, and some who had passed a shade beyond the
pr�me of l�fe. I refer to the “Adams Jaffa Colony.” Others had
deserted before. We left �n Jaffa Mr. Adams, h�s w�fe, and f�fteen
unfortunates who not only had no money but d�d not know where to
turn or wh�ther to go. Such was the statement made to us. Our forty
were m�serable enough �n the f�rst place, and they lay about the
decks seas�ck all the voyage, wh�ch about completed the�r m�sery, I
take �t. However, one or two young men rema�ned upr�ght, and by
constant persecut�on we wormed out of them some l�ttle �nformat�on.
They gave �t reluctantly and �n a very fragmentary cond�t�on, for,
hav�ng been shamefully humbugged by the�r prophet, they felt
hum�l�ated and unhappy. In such c�rcumstances people do not l�ke to
talk.
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The colony was a complete f�asco. I have already sa�d that such
as could get away d�d so, from t�me to t�me. The prophet Adams—
once an actor, then several other th�ngs, afterward a Mormon and a



m�ss�onary, always an adventurer—rema�ns at Jaffa w�th h�s handful
of sorrowful subjects. The forty we brought away w�th us were ch�efly
dest�tute, though not all of them. They w�shed to get to Egypt. What
m�ght become of them then they d�d not know and probably d�d not
care—any th�ng to get away from hated Jaffa. They had l�ttle to hope
for. Because after many appeals to the sympath�es of New England,
made by strangers of Boston, through the newspapers, and after the
establ�shment of an off�ce there for the recept�on of moneyed
contr�but�ons for the Jaffa colon�sts, One Dollar was subscr�bed. The
consul-general for Egypt showed me the newspaper paragraph
wh�ch ment�oned the c�rcumstance and ment�oned also the
d�scont�nuance of the effort and the clos�ng of the off�ce. It was
ev�dent that pract�cal New England was not sorry to be r�d of such
v�s�onar�es and was not �n the least �ncl�ned to h�re any body to br�ng
them back to her. St�ll, to get to Egypt, was someth�ng, �n the eyes of
the unfortunate colon�sts, hopeless as the prospect seemed of ever
gett�ng further.

Thus c�rcumstanced, they landed at Alexandr�a from our sh�p. One
of our passengers, Mr. Moses S. Beach, of the New York Sun,
�nqu�red of the consul-general what �t would cost to send these
people to the�r home �n Ma�ne by the way of L�verpool, and he sa�d
f�fteen hundred dollars �n gold would do �t. Mr. Beach gave h�s check
for the money and so the troubles of the Jaffa colon�sts were at an
end.

*It was an unself�sh act of benevolence; �t was done
w�thout any ostentat�on, and has never been
ment�oned �n any newspaper, I th�nk. Therefore �t �s
refresh�ng to learn now, several months after the above
narrat�ve was wr�tten, that another man rece�ved all the
cred�t of th�s rescue of the colon�sts. Such �s l�fe.
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Alexandr�a was too much l�ke a European c�ty to be novel, and we
soon t�red of �t. We took the cars and came up here to anc�ent Ca�ro,
wh�ch �s an Or�ental c�ty and of the completest pattern. There �s l�ttle
about �t to d�sabuse one’s m�nd of the error �f he should take �t �nto
h�s head that he was �n the heart of Arab�a. Stately camels and
dromedar�es, swarthy Egypt�ans, and l�kew�se Turks and black
Eth�op�ans, turbaned, sashed, and blaz�ng �n a r�ch var�ety of Or�ental
costumes of all shades of flashy colors, are what one sees on every
hand crowd�ng the narrow streets and the honeycombed bazaars.
We are stopp�ng at Shepherd’s Hotel, wh�ch �s the worst on earth
except the one I stopped at once �n a small town �n the Un�ted
States. It �s pleasant to read th�s sketch �n my note-book, now, and
know that I can stand Shepherd’s Hotel, sure, because I have been
�n one just l�ke �t �n Amer�ca and surv�ved:

I stopped at the Benton House. It used to be a good
hotel, but that proves noth�ng—I used to be a good
boy, for that matter. Both of us have lost character of
late years. The Benton �s not a good hotel. The Benton
lacks a very great deal of be�ng a good hotel. Perd�t�on
�s full of better hotels than the Benton.

It was late at n�ght when I got there, and I told the
clerk I would l�ke plenty of l�ghts, because I wanted to
read an hour or two. When I reached No. 15 w�th the
porter (we came along a d�m hall that was clad �n
anc�ent carpet�ng, faded, worn out �n many places, and
patched w�th old scraps of o�l cloth—a hall that sank
under one’s feet, and creaked d�smally to every
footstep,) he struck a l�ght—two �nches of sallow,
sorrowful, consumpt�ve tallow candle, that burned blue,
and sputtered, and got d�scouraged and went out. The
porter l�t �t aga�n, and I asked �f that was all the l�ght the
clerk sent. He sa�d, “Oh no, I’ve got another one here,”
and he produced another couple of �nches of tallow



candle. I sa�d, “L�ght them both —I’ll have to have one
to see the other by.” He d�d �t, but the result was
drear�er than darkness �tself. He was a cheery,
accommodat�ng rascal. He sa�d he would go
“somewheres” and steal a lamp. I abetted and
encouraged h�m �n h�s cr�m�nal des�gn. I heard the
landlord get after h�m �n the hall ten m�nutes afterward.

“Where are you go�ng w�th that lamp?”
“F�fteen wants �t, s�r.”
“F�fteen! why he’s got a double lot of candles—does

the man want to �llum�nate the house?—does he want
to get up a torch-l�ght process�on?—what �s he up to,
any how?”

“He don’t l�ke them candles—says he wants a lamp.”
“Why what �n the nat�on does——why I never heard

of such a th�ng? What on earth can he want w�th that
lamp?”

“Well, he only wants to read—that’s what he says.”
“Wants to read, does he?—a�n’t sat�sf�ed w�th a

thousand candles, but has to have a lamp!—I do
wonder what the dev�l that fellow wants that lamp for?
Take h�m another candle, and then �f——”

“But he wants the lamp—says he’ll burn the d—d old
house down �f he don’t get a lamp!” (a remark wh�ch I
never made.)

“I’d l�ke to see h�m at �t once. Well, you take �t along
—but I swear �t beats my t�me, though—and see �f you
can’t f�nd out what �n the very nat�on he wants w�th that
lamp.”

And he went off growl�ng to h�mself and st�ll
wonder�ng and wonder�ng over the unaccountable
conduct of No. 15. The lamp was a good one, but �t
revealed some d�sagreeable th�ngs—a bed �n the
suburbs of a desert of room—a bed that had h�lls and
valleys �n �t, and you’d have to accommodate your



body to the �mpress�on left �n �t by the man that slept
there last, before you could l�e comfortably; a carpet
that had seen better days; a melancholy washstand �n
a remote corner, and a dejected p�tcher on �t sorrow�ng
over a broken nose; a look�ng-glass spl�t across the
centre, wh�ch chopped your head off at the ch�n and
made you look l�ke some dreadful unf�n�shed monster
or other; the paper peel�ng �n shreds from the walls.

I s�ghed and sa�d: “Th�s �s charm�ng; and now don’t
you th�nk you could get me someth�ng to read?”

The porter sa�d, “Oh, certa�nly; the old man’s got
dead loads of books;” and he was gone before I could
tell h�m what sort of l�terature I would rather have. And
yet h�s countenance expressed the utmost conf�dence
�n h�s ab�l�ty to execute the comm�ss�on w�th cred�t to
h�mself. The old man made a descent on h�m.

“What are you go�ng to do w�th that p�le of books?”
“F�fteen wants ’em, s�r.”
“F�fteen, �s �t? He’ll want a warm�ng-pan, next—he’ll

want a nurse! Take h�m every th�ng there �s �n the
house—take h�m the bar-keeper—take h�m the
baggage-wagon—take h�m a chamber-ma�d! Confound
me, I never saw any th�ng l�ke �t. What d�d he say he
wants w�th those books?”

“Wants to read ’em, l�ke enough; �t a�n’t l�kely he
wants to eat ’em, I don’t reckon.”

“Wants to read ’em—wants to read ’em th�s t�me of
n�ght, the �nfernal lunat�c! Well, he can’t have them.”

“But he says he’s mor’ly bound to have ’em; he says
he’ll just go a-ra�r�n’ and a-charg�n’ through th�s house
and ra�se more—well, there’s no tell�n’ what he won’t
do �f he don’t get ’em; because he’s drunk and crazy
and desperate, and noth�ng’ll soothe h�m down but
them cussed books.” [I had not made any threats, and
was not �n the cond�t�on ascr�bed to me by the porter.]



“Well, go on; but I w�ll be around when he goes to
ra�r�ng and charg�ng, and the f�rst ra�r he makes I’ll
make h�m ra�r out of the w�ndow.” And then the old
gentleman went off, growl�ng as before.

The gen�us of that porter was someth�ng wonderful.
He put an armful of books on the bed and sa�d “Good
n�ght” as conf�dently as �f he knew perfectly well that
those books were exactly my style of read�ng matter.
And well he m�ght. H�s select�on covered the whole
range of leg�t�mate l�terature. It compr�sed “The Great
Consummat�on,” by Rev. Dr. Cumm�ngs—theology;
“Rev�sed Statutes of the State of M�ssour�”—law; “The
Complete Horse-Doctor”—med�c�ne; “The To�lers of the
Sea,” by V�ctor Hugo—romance; “The works of W�ll�am
Shakspeare”—poetry. I shall never cease to adm�re the
tact and the �ntell�gence of that g�fted porter.
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But all the donkeys �n Chr�stendom, and most of the Egypt�an
boys, I th�nk, are at the door, and there �s some no�se go�ng on, not
to put �t �n stronger language.—We are about start�ng to the
�llustr�ous Pyram�ds of Egypt, and the donkeys for the voyage are
under �nspect�on. I w�ll go and select one before the cho�ce an�mals
are all taken.



CHAPTER LVIII.
The donkeys were all good, all handsome, all strong and �n good

cond�t�on, all fast and all w�ll�ng to prove �t. They were the best we
had found any where, and the most ‘recherche’. I do not know what
‘recherche’ �s, but that �s what these donkeys were, anyhow. Some
were of a soft mouse-color, and the others were wh�te, black, and
var�-colored. Some were close-shaven, all over, except that a tuft l�ke
a pa�nt-brush was left on the end of the ta�l. Others were so shaven
�n fanc�ful landscape garden patterns, as to mark the�r bod�es w�th
curv�ng l�nes, wh�ch were bounded on one s�de by ha�r and on the
other by the close plush left by the shears. They had all been newly
barbered, and were exceed�ngly styl�sh. Several of the wh�te ones
were barred l�ke zebras w�th ra�nbow str�pes of blue and red and
yellow pa�nt. These were �ndescr�bably gorgeous. Dan and Jack
selected from th�s lot because they brought back Ital�an
rem�n�scences of the “old masters.” The saddles were the h�gh,
stuffy, frog-shaped th�ngs we had known �n Ephesus and Smyrna.
The donkey-boys were l�vely young Egypt�an rascals who could
follow a donkey and keep h�m �n a canter half a day w�thout t�r�ng.
We had plenty of spectators when we mounted, for the hotel was full
of Engl�sh people bound overland to Ind�a and off�cers gett�ng ready
for the Afr�can campa�gn aga�nst the Abyss�n�an K�ng Theodorus. We
were not a very large party, but as we charged through the streets of
the great metropol�s, we made no�se for f�ve hundred, and d�splayed
act�v�ty and created exc�tement �n proport�on. Nobody can steer a
donkey, and some coll�ded w�th camels, derv�shes, effend�s, asses,
beggars and every th�ng else that offered to the donkeys a
reasonable chance for a coll�s�on. When we turned �nto the broad
avenue that leads out of the c�ty toward Old Ca�ro, there was plenty
of room. The walls of stately date-palms that fenced the gardens and
bordered the way, threw the�r shadows down and made the a�r cool
and brac�ng. We rose to the sp�r�t of the t�me and the race became a
w�ld rout, a stampede, a terr�f�c pan�c. I w�sh to l�ve to enjoy �t aga�n.



Somewhere along th�s route we had a few startl�ng exh�b�t�ons of
Or�ental s�mpl�c�ty. A g�rl apparently th�rteen years of age came along
the great thoroughfare dressed l�ke Eve before the fall. We would
have called her th�rteen at home; but here g�rls who look th�rteen are
often not more than n�ne, �n real�ty. Occas�onally we saw stark-naked
men of superb bu�ld, bath�ng, and mak�ng no attempt at
concealment. However, an hour’s acqua�ntance w�th th�s cheerful
custom reconc�led the p�lgr�ms to �t, and then �t ceased to occas�on
remark. Thus eas�ly do even the most startl�ng novelt�es grow tame
and sp�r�tless to these s�ght-surfe�ted wanderers.

Arr�ved at Old Ca�ro, the camp-followers took up the donkeys and
tumbled them bod�ly aboard a small boat w�th a lateen sa�l, and we
followed and got under way. The deck was closely packed w�th
donkeys and men; the two sa�lors had to cl�mb over and under and
through the wedged mass to work the sa�ls, and the steersman had
to crowd four or f�ve donkeys out of the way when he w�shed to
sw�ng h�s t�ller and put h�s helm hard-down. But what were the�r
troubles to us? We had noth�ng to do; noth�ng to do but enjoy the
tr�p; noth�ng to do but shove the donkeys off our corns and look at
the charm�ng scenery of the N�le.

On the �sland at our r�ght was the mach�ne they call the N�lometer,
a stone-column whose bus�ness �t �s to mark the r�se of the r�ver and
prophecy whether �t w�ll reach only th�rty-two feet and produce a
fam�ne, or whether �t w�ll properly flood the land at forty and produce
plenty, or whether �t w�ll r�se to forty-three and br�ng death and
destruct�on to flocks and crops—but how �t does all th�s they could
not expla�n to us so that we could understand.
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On the same �sland �s st�ll shown the spot where Pharaoh’s
daughter found Moses �n the bulrushes. Near the spot we sa�led
from, the Holy Fam�ly dwelt when they sojourned �n Egypt t�ll Herod



should complete h�s slaughter of the �nnocents. The same tree they
rested under when they f�rst arr�ved, was there a short t�me ago, but
the V�ceroy of Egypt sent �t to the Empress Eugen�e lately. He was
just �n t�me, otherw�se our p�lgr�ms would have had �t.

The N�le at th�s po�nt �s muddy, sw�ft and turb�d, and does not lack
a great deal of be�ng as w�de as the M�ss�ss�pp�.

We scrambled up the steep bank at the shabby town of Gh�zeh,
mounted the donkeys aga�n, and scampered away. For four or f�ve
m�les the route lay along a h�gh embankment wh�ch they say �s to be
the bed of a ra�lway the Sultan means to bu�ld for no other reason
than that when the Empress of the French comes to v�s�t h�m she
can go to the Pyram�ds �n comfort. Th�s �s true Or�ental hosp�tal�ty. I
am very glad �t �s our pr�v�lege to have donkeys �nstead of cars.

At the d�stance of a few m�les the Pyram�ds r�s�ng above the
palms, looked very clean-cut, very grand and �mpos�ng, and very soft
and f�lmy, as well. They swam �n a r�ch haze that took from them all
suggest�ons of unfeel�ng stone, and made them seem only the a�ry
noth�ngs of a dream—structures wh�ch m�ght blossom �nto t�ers of
vague arches, or ornate colonnades, may be, and change and
change aga�n, �nto all graceful forms of arch�tecture, wh�le we
looked, and then melt del�c�ously away and blend w�th the tremulous
atmosphere.

At the end of the levee we left the mules and went �n a sa�lboat
across an arm of the N�le or an overflow, and landed where the
sands of the Great Sahara left the�r embankment, as stra�ght as a
wall, along the verge of the alluv�al pla�n of the r�ver. A labor�ous walk
�n the flam�ng sun brought us to the foot of the great Pyram�d of
Cheops. It was a fa�ry v�s�on no longer. It was a corrugated, uns�ghtly
mounta�n of stone. Each of �ts monstrous s�des was a w�de sta�rway
wh�ch rose upward, step above step, narrow�ng as �t went, t�ll �t
tapered to a po�nt far aloft �n the a�r. Insect men and women—
p�lgr�ms from the Quaker C�ty—were creep�ng about �ts d�zzy
perches, and one l�ttle black swarm were wav�ng postage stamps
from the a�ry summ�t—handkerch�efs w�ll be understood.

Of course we were bes�eged by a rabble of muscular Egypt�ans
and Arabs who wanted the contract of dragg�ng us to the top—all



tour�sts are. Of course you could not hear your own vo�ce for the d�n
that was around you. Of course the She�ks sa�d they were the only
respons�ble part�es; that all contracts must be made w�th them, all
moneys pa�d over to them, and none exacted from us by any but
themselves alone. Of course they contracted that the varlets who
dragged us up should not ment�on bucksheesh once. For such �s the
usual rout�ne. Of course we contracted w�th them, pa�d them, were
del�vered �nto the hands of the draggers, dragged up the Pyram�ds,
and harr�ed and be-dev�led for bucksheesh from the foundat�on clear
to the summ�t. We pa�d �t, too, for we were purposely spread very far
apart over the vast s�de of the Pyram�d. There was no help near �f we
called, and the Herculeses who dragged us had a way of ask�ng
sweetly and flatter�ngly for bucksheesh, wh�ch was seduct�ve, and of
look�ng f�erce and threaten�ng to throw us down the prec�p�ce, wh�ch
was persuas�ve and conv�nc�ng.

Each step be�ng full as h�gh as a d�nner-table; there be�ng very,
very many of the steps; an Arab hav�ng hold of each of our arms and
spr�ng�ng upward from step to step and snatch�ng us w�th them,
forc�ng us to l�ft our feet as h�gh as our breasts every t�me, and do �t
rap�dly and keep �t up t�ll we were ready to fa�nt, who shall say �t �s
not l�vely, exh�larat�ng, lacerat�ng, muscle-stra�n�ng, bone-wrench�ng
and perfectly excruc�at�ng and exhaust�ng past�me, cl�mb�ng the
Pyram�ds? I beseeched the varlets not to tw�st all my jo�nts asunder;
I �terated, re�terated, even swore to them that I d�d not w�sh to beat
any body to the top; d�d all I could to conv�nce them that �f I got there
the last of all I would feel blessed above men and grateful to them
forever; I begged them, prayed them, pleaded w�th them to let me
stop and rest a moment—only one l�ttle moment: and they only
answered w�th some more fr�ghtful spr�ngs, and an unenl�sted
volunteer beh�nd opened a bombardment of determ�ned boosts w�th
h�s head wh�ch threatened to batter my whole pol�t�cal economy to
wreck and ru�n.
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Tw�ce, for one m�nute, they let me rest wh�le they extorted
bucksheesh, and then cont�nued the�r man�ac fl�ght up the Pyram�d.
They w�shed to beat the other part�es. It was noth�ng to them that I, a
stranger, must be sacr�f�ced upon the altar of the�r unholy amb�t�on.
But �n the m�dst of sorrow, joy blooms. Even �n th�s dark hour I had a
sweet consolat�on. For I knew that except these Mohammedans
repented they would go stra�ght to perd�t�on some day. And they
never repent—they never forsake the�r pagan�sm. Th�s thought
calmed me, cheered me, and I sank down, l�mp and exhausted,
upon the summ�t, but happy, so happy and serene w�th�n.

On the one hand, a m�ghty sea of yellow sand stretched away
toward the ends of the earth, solemn, s�lent, shorn of vegetat�on, �ts
sol�tude uncheered by any forms of creature l�fe; on the other, the
Eden of Egypt was spread below us—a broad green floor, cloven by
the s�nuous r�ver, dotted w�th v�llages, �ts vast d�stances measured
and marked by the d�m�n�sh�ng stature of reced�ng clusters of palms.
It lay asleep �n an enchanted atmosphere. There was no sound, no
mot�on. Above the date-plumes �n the m�ddle d�stance, swelled a
domed and p�nnacled mass, gl�mmer�ng through a t�nted, exqu�s�te
m�st; away toward the hor�zon a dozen shapely pyram�ds watched
over ru�ned Memph�s: and at our feet the bland �mpass�ble Sphynx
looked out upon the p�cture from her throne �n the sands as plac�dly
and pens�vely as she had looked upon �ts l�ke full f�fty lagg�ng
centur�es ago.

We suffered torture no pen can descr�be from the hungry appeals
for bucksheesh that gleamed from Arab eyes and poured �ncessantly
from Arab l�ps. Why try to call up the trad�t�ons of van�shed Egypt�an
grandeur; why try to fancy Egypt follow�ng dead Rameses to h�s
tomb �n the Pyram�d, or the long mult�tude of Israel depart�ng over
the desert yonder? Why try to th�nk at all? The th�ng was �mposs�ble.
One must br�ng h�s med�tat�ons cut and dr�ed, or else cut and dry
them afterward.



The trad�t�onal Arab proposed, �n the trad�t�onal way, to run down
Cheops, cross the e�ghth of a m�le of sand �nterven�ng between �t
and the tall pyram�d of Cephron, ascend to Cephron’s summ�t and
return to us on the top of Cheops—all �n n�ne m�nutes by the watch,
and the whole serv�ce to be rendered for a s�ngle dollar. In the f�rst
flush of �rr�tat�on, I sa�d let the Arab and h�s explo�ts go to the
m�sch�ef. But stay. The upper th�rd of Cephron was coated w�th
dressed marble, smooth as glass. A blessed thought entered my
bra�n. He must �nfall�bly break h�s neck. Close the contract w�th
d�spatch, I sa�d, and let h�m go. He started. We watched. He went
bound�ng down the vast broads�de, spr�ng after spr�ng, l�ke an �bex.
He grew small and smaller t�ll he became a bobb�ng p�gmy, away
down toward the bottom—then d�sappeared. We turned and peered
over the other s�de—forty seconds—e�ghty seconds—a hundred—
happ�ness, he �s dead already!—two m�nutes—and a quarter
—“There he goes!” Too true—�t was too true. He was very small,
now. Gradually, but surely, he overcame the level ground. He began
to spr�ng and cl�mb aga�n. Up, up, up—at last he reached the smooth
coat�ng—now for �t. But he clung to �t w�th toes and f�ngers, l�ke a fly.
He crawled th�s way and that—away to the r�ght, slant�ng upward—
away to the left, st�ll slant�ng upward—and stood at last, a black peg
on the summ�t, and waved h�s p�gmy scarf! Then he crept downward
to the raw steps aga�n, then p�cked up h�s ag�le heels and flew. We
lost h�m presently. But presently aga�n we saw h�m under us,
mount�ng w�th und�m�n�shed energy. Shortly he bounded �nto our
m�dst w�th a gallant war-whoop. T�me, e�ght m�nutes, forty-one
seconds. He had won. H�s bones were �ntact. It was a fa�lure. I
reflected. I sa�d to myself, he �s t�red, and must grow d�zzy. I w�ll r�sk
another dollar on h�m.

He started aga�n. Made the tr�p aga�n. Sl�pped on the smooth
coat�ng—I almost had h�m. But an �nfamous crev�ce saved h�m. He
was w�th us once more—perfectly sound. T�me, e�ght m�nutes, forty-
s�x seconds.

I sa�d to Dan, “Lend me a dollar—I can beat th�s game, yet."
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Worse and worse. He won aga�n. T�me, e�ght m�nutes, forty-e�ght
seconds. I was out of all pat�ence, now. I was desperate.—Money
was no longer of any consequence. I sa�d, “S�rrah, I w�ll g�ve you a
hundred dollars to jump off th�s pyram�d head f�rst. If you do not l�ke
the terms, name your bet. I scorn to stand on expenses now. I w�ll
stay r�ght here and r�sk money on you as long as Dan has got a
cent.”

I was �n a fa�r way to w�n, now, for �t was a dazzl�ng opportun�ty for
an Arab. He pondered a moment, and would have done �t, I th�nk,
but h�s mother arr�ved, then, and �nterfered. Her tears moved me—I
never can look upon the tears of woman w�th �nd�fference—and I
sa�d I would g�ve her a hundred to jump off, too.

But �t was a fa�lure. The Arabs are too h�gh-pr�ced �n Egypt. They
put on a�rs unbecom�ng to such savages.

We descended, hot and out of humor. The dragoman l�t candles,
and we all entered a hole near the base of the pyram�d, attended by
a crazy rabble of Arabs who thrust the�r serv�ces upon us un�nv�ted.
They dragged us up a long �ncl�ned chute, and dr�pped candle-
grease all over us. Th�s chute was not more than tw�ce as w�de and
h�gh as a Saratoga trunk, and was walled, roofed and floored w�th
sol�d blocks of Egypt�an gran�te as w�de as a wardrobe, tw�ce as
th�ck and three t�mes as long. We kept on cl�mb�ng, through the
oppress�ve gloom, t�ll I thought we ought to be near�ng the top of the
pyram�d aga�n, and then came to the “Queen’s Chamber,” and
shortly to the Chamber of the K�ng. These large apartments were
tombs. The walls were bu�lt of monstrous masses of smoothed
gran�te, neatly jo�ned together. Some of them were nearly as large
square as an ord�nary parlor. A great stone sarcophagus l�ke a bath-
tub stood �n the centre of the K�ng’s Chamber. Around �t were
gathered a p�cturesque group of Arab savages and so�led and
tattered p�lgr�ms, who held the�r candles aloft �n the gloom wh�le they
chattered, and the w�nk�ng blurs of l�ght shed a d�m glory down upon



one of the �rrepress�ble memento-seekers who was peck�ng at the
venerable sarcophagus w�th h�s sacr�leg�ous hammer.
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We struggled out to the open a�r and the br�ght sunsh�ne, and for
the space of th�rty m�nutes rece�ved ragged Arabs by couples,
dozens and platoons, and pa�d them bucksheesh for serv�ces they
swore and proved by each other that they had rendered, but wh�ch
we had not been aware of before—and as each party was pa�d, they
dropped �nto the rear of the process�on and �n due t�me arr�ved aga�n
w�th a newly-�nvented del�nquent l�st for l�qu�dat�on.

We lunched �n the shade of the pyram�d, and �n the m�dst of th�s
encroach�ng and unwelcome company, and then Dan and Jack and I
started away for a walk. A howl�ng swarm of beggars followed us—
surrounded us—almost headed us off. A she�k, �n flow�ng wh�te
bournous and gaudy head-gear, was w�th them. He wanted more
bucksheesh. But we had adopted a new code—�t was m�ll�ons for
defense, but not a cent for bucksheesh. I asked h�m �f he could
persuade the others to depart �f we pa�d h�m. He sa�d yes—for ten
francs. We accepted the contract, and sa�d—

“Now persuade your vassals to fall back.”
He swung h�s long staff round h�s head and three Arabs b�t the

dust. He capered among the mob l�ke a very man�ac. H�s blows fell
l�ke ha�l, and wherever one fell a subject went down. We had to hurry
to the rescue and tell h�m �t was only necessary to damage them a
l�ttle, he need not k�ll them.—In two m�nutes we were alone w�th the
she�k, and rema�ned so. The persuas�ve powers of th�s �ll�terate
savage were remarkable.



p627.jpg (25K)

Each s�de of the Pyram�d of Cheops �s about as long as the
Cap�tol at Wash�ngton, or the Sultan’s new palace on the Bosporus,
and �s longer than the greatest depth of St. Peter’s at Rome—wh�ch
�s to say that each s�de of Cheops extends seven hundred and some
odd feet. It �s about seventy-f�ve feet h�gher than the cross on St.
Peter’s. The f�rst t�me I ever went down the M�ss�ss�pp�, I thought the
h�ghest bluff on the r�ver between St. Lou�s and New Orleans—�t was
near Selma, M�ssour�—was probably the h�ghest mounta�n �n the
world. It �s four hundred and th�rteen feet h�gh. It st�ll looms �n my
memory w�th und�m�n�shed grandeur. I can st�ll see the trees and
bushes grow�ng smaller and smaller as I followed them up �ts huge
slant w�th my eye, t�ll they became a feathery fr�nge on the d�stant
summ�t. Th�s symmetr�cal Pyram�d of Cheops—th�s sol�d mounta�n of
stone reared by the pat�ent hands of men—th�s m�ghty tomb of a
forgotten monarch—dwarfs my cher�shed mounta�n. For �t �s four
hundred and e�ghty feet h�gh. In st�ll earl�er years than those I have
been recall�ng, Holl�day’s H�ll, �n our town, was to me the noblest
work of God. It appeared to p�erce the sk�es. It was nearly three
hundred feet h�gh. In those days I pondered the subject much, but I
never could understand why �t d�d not swathe �ts summ�t w�th never-
fa�l�ng clouds, and crown �ts majest�c brow w�th everlast�ng snows. I
had heard that such was the custom of great mounta�ns �n other
parts of the world. I remembered how I worked w�th another boy, at
odd afternoons stolen from study and pa�d for w�th str�pes, to
underm�ne and start from �ts bed an �mmense boulder that rested
upon the edge of that h�lltop; I remembered how, one Saturday
afternoon, we gave three hours of honest effort to the task, and saw
at last that our reward was at hand; I remembered how we sat down,
then, and w�ped the persp�rat�on away, and wa�ted to let a p�cn�c
party get out of the way �n the road below—and then we started the
boulder. It was splend�d. It went crash�ng down the h�lls�de, tear�ng
up sapl�ngs, mow�ng bushes down l�ke grass, r�pp�ng and crush�ng
and smash�ng every th�ng �n �ts path—eternally spl�ntered and



scattered a wood p�le at the foot of the h�ll, and then sprang from the
h�gh bank clear over a dray �n the road—the negro glanced up once
and dodged—and the next second �t made �nf�n�tes�mal m�nce-meat
of a frame cooper-shop, and the coopers swarmed out l�ke bees.
Then we sa�d �t was perfectly magn�f�cent, and left. Because the
coopers were start�ng up the h�ll to �nqu�re.

St�ll, that mounta�n, prod�g�ous as �t was, was noth�ng to the
Pyram�d of Cheops. I could conjure up no compar�son that would
convey to my m�nd a sat�sfactory comprehens�on of the magn�tude of
a p�le of monstrous stones that covered th�rteen acres of ground and
stretched upward four hundred and e�ghty t�resome feet, and so I
gave �t up and walked down to the Sphynx.
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After years of wa�t�ng, �t was before me at last. The great face was
so sad, so earnest, so long�ng, so pat�ent. There was a d�gn�ty not of
earth �n �ts m�en, and �n �ts countenance a ben�gn�ty such as never
any th�ng human wore. It was stone, but �t seemed sent�ent. If ever
�mage of stone thought, �t was th�nk�ng. It was look�ng toward the
verge of the landscape, yet look�ng at noth�ng—noth�ng but d�stance
and vacancy. It was look�ng over and beyond every th�ng of the
present, and far �nto the past. It was gaz�ng out over the ocean of
T�me—over l�nes of century-waves wh�ch, further and further
reced�ng, closed nearer and nearer together, and blended at last �nto
one unbroken t�de, away toward the hor�zon of remote ant�qu�ty. It
was th�nk�ng of the wars of departed ages; of the emp�res �t had seen
created and destroyed; of the nat�ons whose b�rth �t had w�tnessed,
whose progress �t had watched, whose ann�h�lat�on �t had noted; of
the joy and sorrow, the l�fe and death, the grandeur and decay, of
f�ve thousand slow revolv�ng years. It was the type of an attr�bute of
man—of a faculty of h�s heart and bra�n. It was MEMORY—
RETROSPECTION—wrought �nto v�s�ble, tang�ble form. All who



know what pathos there �s �n memor�es of days that are
accompl�shed and faces that have van�shed—albe�t only a tr�fl�ng
score of years gone by—w�ll have some apprec�at�on of the pathos
that dwells �n these grave eyes that look so steadfastly back upon
the th�ngs they knew before H�story was born—before Trad�t�on had
be�ng—th�ngs that were, and forms that moved, �n a vague era wh�ch
even Poetry and Romance scarce know of—and passed one by one
away and left the stony dreamer sol�tary �n the m�dst of a strange
new age, and uncomprehended scenes.

The Sphynx �s grand �n �ts lonel�ness; �t �s �mpos�ng �n �ts
magn�tude; �t �s �mpress�ve �n the mystery that hangs over �ts story.
And there �s that �n the overshadow�ng majesty of th�s eternal f�gure
of stone, w�th �ts accus�ng memory of the deeds of all ages, wh�ch
reveals to one someth�ng of what he shall feel when he shall stand at
last �n the awful presence of God.

There are some th�ngs wh�ch, for the cred�t of Amer�ca, should be
left unsa�d, perhaps; but these very th�ngs happen somet�mes to be
the very th�ngs wh�ch, for the real benef�t of Amer�cans, ought to
have prom�nent not�ce. Wh�le we stood look�ng, a wart, or an
excrescence of some k�nd, appeared on the jaw of the Sphynx. We
heard the fam�l�ar cl�nk of a hammer, and understood the case at
once. One of our well mean�ng rept�les—I mean rel�c-hunters—had
crawled up there and was try�ng to break a “spec�men” from the face
of th�s the most majest�c creat�on the hand of man has wrought. But
the great �mage contemplated the dead ages as calmly as ever,
unconsc�ous of the small �nsect that was frett�ng at �ts jaw. Egypt�an
gran�te that has def�ed the storms and earthquakes of all t�me has
noth�ng to fear from the tack-hammers of �gnorant excurs�on�sts—
h�ghwaymen l�ke th�s spec�men. He fa�led �n h�s enterpr�se. We sent
a she�k to arrest h�m �f he had the author�ty, or to warn h�m, �f he had
not, that by the laws of Egypt the cr�me he was attempt�ng to comm�t
was pun�shable w�th �mpr�sonment or the bast�nado. Then he
des�sted and went away.
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The Sphynx: a hundred and twenty-f�ve feet long, s�xty feet h�gh,
and a hundred and two feet around the head, �f I remember r�ghtly—
carved out of one sol�d block of stone harder than any �ron. The
block must have been as large as the F�fth Avenue Hotel before the
usual waste (by the necess�t�es of sculpture) of a fourth or a half of
the or�g�nal mass was begun. I only set down these f�gures and
these remarks to suggest the prod�g�ous labor the carv�ng of �t so
elegantly, so symmetr�cally, so faultlessly, must have cost. Th�s
spec�es of stone �s so hard that f�gures cut �n �t rema�n sharp and
unmarred after exposure to the weather for two or three thousand
years. Now d�d �t take a hundred years of pat�ent to�l to carve the
Sphynx? It seems probable.

Someth�ng �nterfered, and we d�d not v�s�t the Red Sea and walk
upon the sands of Arab�a. I shall not descr�be the great mosque of
Mehemet Al�, whose ent�re �nner walls are bu�lt of pol�shed and
gl�sten�ng alabaster; I shall not tell how the l�ttle b�rds have bu�lt the�r
nests �n the globes of the great chandel�ers that hang �n the mosque,
and how they f�ll the whole place w�th the�r mus�c and are not afra�d
of any body because the�r audac�ty �s pardoned, the�r r�ghts are
respected, and nobody �s allowed to �nterfere w�th them, even though
the mosque be thus doomed to go unl�ghted; I certa�nly shall not tell
the hackneyed story of the massacre of the Mamelukes, because I
am glad the lawless rascals were massacred, and I do not w�sh to
get up any sympathy �n the�r behalf; I shall not tell how that one
sol�tary Mameluke jumped h�s horse a hundred feet down from the
battlements of the c�tadel and escaped, because I do not th�nk much
of that—I could have done �t myself;
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I shall not tell of Joseph’s well wh�ch he dug �n the sol�d rock of the
c�tadel h�ll and wh�ch �s st�ll as good as new, nor how the same
mules he bought to draw up the water (w�th an endless cha�n) are
st�ll at �t yet and are gett�ng t�red of �t, too; I shall not tell about
Joseph’s granar�es wh�ch he bu�lt to store the gra�n �n, what t�me the
Egypt�an brokers were “sell�ng short,” unw�tt�ng that there would be
no corn �n all the land when �t should be t�me for them to del�ver; I
shall not tell any th�ng about the strange, strange c�ty of Ca�ro,
because �t �s only a repet�t�on, a good deal �ntens�f�ed and
exaggerated, of the Or�ental c�t�es I have already spoken of; I shall
not tell of the Great Caravan wh�ch leaves for Mecca every year, for I
d�d not see �t; nor of the fash�on the people have of prostrat�ng
themselves and so form�ng a long human pavement to be r�dden
over by the ch�ef of the exped�t�on on �ts return, to the end that the�r
salvat�on may be thus secured, for I d�d not see that e�ther; I shall not
speak of the ra�lway, for �t �s l�ke any other ra�lway—I shall only say
that the fuel they use for the locomot�ve �s composed of mumm�es
three thousand years old, purchased by the ton or by the graveyard
for that purpose, and that somet�mes one hears the profane eng�neer
call out pett�shly, “D—n these plebe�ans, they don’t burn worth a cent
—pass out a K�ng;”—[Stated to me for a fact. I only tell �t as I got �t. I
am w�ll�ng to bel�eve �t. I can bel�eve any th�ng.]—I shall not tell of the
groups of mud cones stuck l�ke wasps’ nests upon a thousand
mounds above h�gh water-mark the length and breadth of Egypt—
v�llages of the lower classes; I shall not speak of the boundless
sweep of level pla�n, green w�th luxur�ant gra�n, that gladdens the
eye as far as �t can p�erce through the soft, r�ch atmosphere of
Egypt; I shall not speak of the v�s�on of the Pyram�ds seen at a
d�stance of f�ve and twenty m�les, for the p�cture �s too ethereal to be
l�mned by an un�nsp�red pen; I shall not tell of the crowds of dusky
women who flocked to the cars when they stopped a moment at a
stat�on, to sell us a dr�nk of water or a ruddy, ju�cy pomegranate; I
shall not tell of the motley mult�tudes and w�ld costumes that graced
a fa�r we found �n full blast at another barbarous stat�on; I shall not
tell how we feasted on fresh dates and enjoyed the pleasant
landscape all through the fly�ng journey; nor how we thundered �nto
Alexandr�a, at last, swarmed out of the cars, rowed aboard the sh�p,



left a comrade beh�nd, (who was to return to Europe, thence home,)
ra�sed the anchor, and turned our bows homeward f�nally and forever
from the long voyage; nor how, as the mellow sun went down upon
the oldest land on earth, Jack and Moult assembled �n solemn state
�n the smok�ng-room and mourned over the lost comrade the whole
n�ght long, and would not be comforted. I shall not speak a word of
any of these th�ngs, or wr�te a l�ne. They shall be as a sealed book. I
do not know what a sealed book �s, because I never saw one, but a
sealed book �s the express�on to use �n th�s connect�on, because �t �s
popular.
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We were glad to have seen the land wh�ch was the mother of
c�v�l�zat�on—wh�ch taught Greece her letters, and through Greece
Rome, and through Rome the world; the land wh�ch could have
human�zed and c�v�l�zed the hapless ch�ldren of Israel, but allowed
them to depart out of her borders l�ttle better than savages. We were
glad to have seen that land wh�ch had an enl�ghtened rel�g�on w�th
future eternal rewards and pun�shment �n �t, wh�le even Israel’s
rel�g�on conta�ned no prom�se of a hereafter. We were glad to have
seen that land wh�ch had glass three thousand years before England
had �t, and could pa�nt upon �t as none of us can pa�nt now; that land
wh�ch knew, three thousand years ago, well n�gh all of med�c�ne and
surgery wh�ch sc�ence has d�scovered lately; wh�ch had all those
cur�ous surg�cal �nstruments wh�ch sc�ence has �nvented recently;
wh�ch had �n h�gh excellence a thousand luxur�es and necess�t�es of
an advanced c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch we have gradually contr�ved and
accumulated �n modern t�mes and cla�med as th�ngs that were new
under the sun; that had paper untold centur�es before we dreampt of
�t—and waterfalls before our women thought of them; that had a
perfect system of common schools so long before we boasted of our
ach�evements �n that d�rect�on that �t seems forever and forever ago;



that so embalmed the dead that flesh was made almost �mmortal—
wh�ch we can not do; that bu�lt temples wh�ch mock at destroy�ng
t�me and sm�le gr�mly upon our lauded l�ttle prod�g�es of arch�tecture;
that old land that knew all wh�ch we know now, perchance, and
more; that walked �n the broad h�ghway of c�v�l�zat�on �n the gray
dawn of creat�on, ages and ages before we were born; that left the
�mpress of exalted, cult�vated M�nd upon the eternal front of the
Sphynx to confound all scoffers who, when all her other proofs had
passed away, m�ght seek to persuade the world that �mper�al Egypt,
�n the days of her h�gh renown, had groped �n darkness.
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CHAPTER LIX.
We were at sea now, for a very long voyage—we were to pass

through the ent�re length of the Levant; through the ent�re length of
the Med�terranean proper, also, and then cross the full w�dth of the
Atlant�c—a voyage of several weeks. We naturally settled down �nto
a very slow, stay-at-home manner of l�fe, and resolved to be qu�et,
exemplary people, and roam no more for twenty or th�rty days. No
more, at least, than from stem to stern of the sh�p. It was a very
comfortable prospect, though, for we were t�red and needed a long
rest.
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We were all lazy and sat�sf�ed, now, as the meager entr�es �n my
note-book (that sure �ndex, to me, of my cond�t�on,) prove. What a
stup�d th�ng a note-book gets to be at sea, any way. Please observe
the style:

“Sunday—Serv�ces, as usual, at four bells. Serv�ces
at n�ght, also. No cards.

“Monday—Beaut�ful day, but ra�ned hard. The cattle
purchased at Alexandr�a for beef ought to be sh�ngled.
Or else fattened. The water stands �n deep puddles �n
the depress�ons forward of the�r after shoulders. Also
here and there all over the�r backs. It �s well they are
not cows—�t would soak �n and ru�n the m�lk. The poor
dev�l eagle—[Afterwards presented to the Central
Park.]—from Syr�a looks m�serable and droopy �n the
ra�n, perched on the forward capstan. He appears to



have h�s own op�n�on of a sea voyage, and �f �t were
put �nto language and the language sol�d�f�ed, �t would
probably essent�ally dam the w�dest r�ver �n the world.

“Tuesday—Somewhere �n the ne�ghborhood of the
�sland of Malta. Can not stop there. Cholera. Weather
very stormy. Many passengers seas�ck and �nv�s�ble.

“Wednesday—Weather st�ll very savage. Storm blew
two land b�rds to sea, and they came on board. A hawk
was blown off, also. He c�rcled round and round the
sh�p, want�ng to l�ght, but afra�d of the people. He was
so t�red, though, that he had to l�ght, at last, or per�sh.
He stopped �n the foretop, repeatedly, and was as
often blown away by the w�nd. At last Harry caught
h�m. Sea full of fly�ng-f�sh. They r�se �n flocks of three
hundred and flash along above the tops of the waves a
d�stance of two or three hundred feet, then fall and
d�sappear.

“Thursday—Anchored off Alg�ers, Afr�ca. Beaut�ful
c�ty, beaut�ful green h�lly landscape beh�nd �t. Sta�d half
a day and left. Not perm�tted to land, though we
showed a clean b�ll of health. They were afra�d of
Egypt�an plague and cholera.

“Fr�day—Morn�ng, dom�noes. Afternoon, dom�noes.
Even�ng, promenad�ng the deck. Afterwards, charades.

“Saturday—Morn�ng, dom�noes. Afternoon,
dom�noes. Even�ng, promenad�ng the decks.
Afterwards, dom�noes.

“Sunday—Morn�ng serv�ce, four bells. Even�ng
serv�ce, e�ght bells. Monotony t�ll m�dn�ght.—
Whereupon, dom�noes.

“Monday—Morn�ng, dom�noes. Afternoon,
dom�noes. Even�ng, promenad�ng the decks.
Afterward, charades and a lecture from Dr. C.
Dom�noes.



“No date—Anchored off the p�cturesque c�ty of
Cagl�ar�, Sard�n�a. Sta�d t�ll m�dn�ght, but not perm�tted
to land by these �nfamous fore�gners. They smell
�nodorously—they do not wash—they dare not r�sk
cholera.

“Thursday—Anchored off the beaut�ful cathedral c�ty
of Malaga, Spa�n.—Went ashore �n the capta�n’s boat
—not ashore, e�ther, for they would not let us land.
Quarant�ne. Sh�pped my newspaper correspondence,
wh�ch they took w�th tongs, d�pped �t �n sea water,
cl�pped �t full of holes, and then fum�gated �t w�th
v�lla�nous vapors t�ll �t smelt l�ke a Span�ard. Inqu�red
about chances to run to blockade and v�s�t the
Alhambra at Granada. Too r�sky—they m�ght hang a
body. Set sa�l—m�ddle of afternoon.

“And so on, and so on, and so forth, for several
days. F�nally, anchored off G�braltar, wh�ch looks
fam�l�ar and home-l�ke.”

It rem�nds me of the journal I opened w�th the New Year, once,
when I was a boy and a conf�d�ng and a w�ll�ng prey to those
�mposs�ble schemes of reform wh�ch well-mean�ng old ma�ds and
grandmothers set for the feet of unwary youths at that season of the
year—sett�ng overs�zed tasks for them, wh�ch, necessar�ly fa�l�ng, as
�nfall�bly weaken the boy’s strength of w�ll, d�m�n�sh h�s conf�dence �n
h�mself and �njure h�s chances of success �n l�fe. Please accept of an
extract:

“Monday—Got up, washed, went to bed. “Tuesday—
Got up, washed, went to bed. “Wednesday—Got up,
washed, went to bed. “Thursday—Got up, washed,
went to bed. “Fr�day—Got up, washed, went to bed.
“Next Fr�day—Got up, washed, went to bed. “Fr�day
fortn�ght—Got up, washed, went to bed. “Follow�ng
month—Got up, washed, went to bed.”



I stopped, then, d�scouraged. Startl�ng events appeared to be too
rare, �n my career, to render a d�ary necessary. I st�ll reflect w�th
pr�de, however, that even at that early age I washed when I got up.
That journal f�n�shed me. I never have had the nerve to keep one
s�nce. My loss of conf�dence �n myself �n that l�ne was permanent.

The sh�p had to stay a week or more at G�braltar to take �n coal for
the home voyage.

It would be very t�resome stay�ng here, and so four of us ran the
quarant�ne blockade and spent seven del�ghtful days �n Sev�lle,
Cordova, Cad�z, and wander�ng through the pleasant rural scenery
of Andalus�a, the garden of Old Spa�n. The exper�ences of that
cheery week were too var�ed and numerous for a short chapter and I
have not room for a long one. Therefore I shall leave them all out.



CHAPTER LX.
Ten or eleven o’clock found us com�ng down to breakfast one

morn�ng �n Cad�z. They told us the sh�p had been ly�ng at anchor �n
the harbor two or three hours. It was t�me for us to best�r ourselves.
The sh�p could wa�t only a l�ttle wh�le because of the quarant�ne. We
were soon on board, and w�th�n the hour the wh�te c�ty and the
pleasant shores of Spa�n sank down beh�nd the waves and passed
out of s�ght. We had seen no land fade from v�ew so regretfully.

It had long ago been dec�ded �n a no�sy publ�c meet�ng �n the ma�n
cab�n that we could not go to L�sbon, because we must surely be
quarant�ned there. We d�d every th�ng by mass-meet�ng, �n the good
old nat�onal way, from swapp�ng off one emp�re for another on the
programme of the voyage down to compla�n�ng of the cookery and
the scarc�ty of napk�ns. I am rem�nded, now, of one of these
compla�nts of the cookery made by a passenger. The coffee had
been stead�ly grow�ng more and more execrable for the space of
three weeks, t�ll at last �t had ceased to be coffee altogether and had
assumed the nature of mere d�scolored water—so th�s person sa�d.
He sa�d �t was so weak that �t was transparent an �nch �n depth
around the edge of the cup. As he approached the table one
morn�ng he saw the transparent edge—by means of h�s
extraord�nary v�s�on long before he got to h�s seat. He went back and
compla�ned �n a h�gh-handed way to Capt. Duncan. He sa�d the
coffee was d�sgraceful. The Capta�n showed h�s. It seemed tolerably
good. The �nc�p�ent mut�neer was more outraged than ever, then, at
what he denounced as the part�al�ty shown the capta�n’s table over
the other tables �n the sh�p. He flour�shed back and got h�s cup and
set �t down tr�umphantly, and sa�d:

“Just try that m�xture once, Capta�n Duncan.”
He smelt �t—tasted �t—sm�led ben�gnantly—then sa�d:
“It �s �nfer�or—for coffee—but �t �s pretty fa�r tea."



p639.jpg (27K)

The humbled mut�neer smelt �t, tasted �t, and returned to h�s seat.
He had made an egreg�ous ass of h�mself before the whole sh�p. He
d�d �t no more. After that he took th�ngs as they came. That was me.

The old-fash�oned sh�p-l�fe had returned, now that we were no
longer �n s�ght of land. For days and days �t cont�nued just the same,
one day be�ng exactly l�ke another, and, to me, every one of them
pleasant. At last we anchored �n the open roadstead of Funchal, �n
the beaut�ful �slands we call the Made�ras.

The mounta�ns looked surpass�ngly lovely, clad as they were �n
l�v�ng, green; r�bbed w�th lava r�dges; flecked w�th wh�te cottages;
r�ven by deep chasms purple w�th shade; the great slopes dashed
w�th sunsh�ne and mottled w�th shadows flung from the dr�ft�ng
squadrons of the sky, and the superb p�cture f�tly crowned by
tower�ng peaks whose fronts were swept by the tra�l�ng fr�nges of the
clouds.

But we could not land. We sta�d all day and looked, we abused the
man who �nvented quarant�ne, we held half a dozen mass-meet�ngs
and crammed them full of �nterrupted speeches, mot�ons that fell st�ll-
born, amendments that came to nought and resolut�ons that d�ed
from sheer exhaust�on �n try�ng to get before the house. At n�ght we
set sa�l.

We averaged four mass-meet�ngs a week for the voyage—we
seemed always �n labor �n th�s way, and yet so often fallac�ously that
whenever at long �ntervals we were safely del�vered of a resolut�on, �t
was cause for publ�c rejo�c�ng, and we ho�sted the flag and f�red a
salute.

Days passed—and n�ghts; and then the beaut�ful Bermudas rose
out of the sea, we entered the tortuous channel, steamed h�ther and
th�ther among the br�ght summer �slands, and rested at last under
the flag of England and were welcome. We were not a n�ghtmare



here, where were c�v�l�zat�on and �ntell�gence �n place of Span�sh and
Ital�an superst�t�on, d�rt and dread of cholera. A few days among the
breezy groves, the flower gardens, the coral caves, and the lovely
v�stas of blue water that went curv�ng �n and out, d�sappear�ng and
anon aga�n appear�ng through jungle walls of br�ll�ant fol�age,
restored the energ�es dulled by long drows�ng on the ocean, and
f�tted us for our f�nal cru�se—our l�ttle run of a thousand m�les to New
York—Amer�ca—HOME.

We bade good-bye to “our fr�ends the Bermud�ans,” as our
programme hath �t—the major�ty of those we were most �nt�mate w�th
were negroes—and courted the great deep aga�n. I sa�d the major�ty.
We knew more negroes than wh�te people, because we had a deal
of wash�ng to be done, but we made some most excellent fr�ends
among the wh�tes, whom �t w�ll be a pleasant duty to hold long �n
grateful remembrance.

p640.jpg (49K)

We sa�led, and from that hour all �dl�ng ceased. Such another
system of overhaul�ng, general l�tter�ng of cab�ns and pack�ng of
trunks we had not seen s�nce we let go the anchor �n the harbor of
Be�rout. Every body was busy. L�sts of all purchases had to be made
out, and values attached, to fac�l�tate matters at the custom-house.
Purchases bought by bulk �n partnersh�p had to be equ�tably d�v�ded,
outstand�ng debts canceled, accounts compared, and trunks, boxes
and packages labeled. All day long the bustle and confus�on
cont�nued.

And now came our f�rst acc�dent. A passenger was runn�ng
through a gangway, between decks, one stormy n�ght, when he
caught h�s foot �n the �ron staple of a door that had been heedlessly
left off a hatchway, and the bones of h�s leg broke at the ancle. It
was our f�rst ser�ous m�sfortune. We had traveled much more than
twenty thousand m�les, by land and sea, �n many try�ng cl�mates,



w�thout a s�ngle hurt, w�thout a ser�ous case of s�ckness and w�thout
a death among f�ve and s�xty passengers. Our good fortune had
been wonderful. A sa�lor had jumped overboard at Constant�nople
one n�ght, and was seen no more, but �t was suspected that h�s
object was to desert, and there was a sl�m chance, at least, that he
reached the shore. But the passenger l�st was complete. There was
no name m�ss�ng from the reg�ster.

At last, one pleasant morn�ng, we steamed up the harbor of New
York, all on deck, all dressed �n Chr�st�an garb—by spec�al order, for
there was a latent d�spos�t�on �n some quarters to come out as Turks
—and am�d a wav�ng of handkerch�efs from welcom�ng fr�ends, the
glad p�lgr�ms noted the sh�ver of the decks that told that sh�p and p�er
had jo�ned hands aga�n and the long, strange cru�se was over.
Amen.
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CHAPTER LXI.
In th�s place I w�ll pr�nt an art�cle wh�ch I wrote for the New York

Herald the n�ght we arr�ved. I do �t partly because my contract w�th
my publ�shers makes �t compulsory; partly because �t �s a proper,
tolerably accurate, and exhaust�ve summ�ng up of the cru�se of the
sh�p and the performances of the p�lgr�ms �n fore�gn lands; and partly
because some of the passengers have abused me for wr�t�ng �t, and
I w�sh the publ�c to see how thankless a task �t �s to put one’s self to
trouble to glor�fy unapprec�at�ve people. I was charged w�th “rush�ng
�nto pr�nt” w�th these compl�ments. I d�d not rush. I had wr�tten news
letters to the Herald somet�mes, but yet when I v�s�ted the off�ce that
day I d�d not say any th�ng about wr�t�ng a valed�ctory. I d�d go to the
Tr�bune off�ce to see �f such an art�cle was wanted, because I
belonged on the regular staff of that paper and �t was s�mply a duty
to do �t. The manag�ng ed�tor was absent, and so I thought no more
about �t. At n�ght when the Herald’s request came for an art�cle, I d�d
not “rush.” In fact, I demurred for a wh�le, because I d�d not feel l�ke
wr�t�ng compl�ments then, and therefore was afra�d to speak of the
cru�se lest I m�ght be betrayed �nto us�ng other than compl�mentary
language. However, I reflected that �t would be a just and r�ghteous
th�ng to go down and wr�te a k�nd word for the Hadj�s—Hadj�s are
people who have made the p�lgr�mage—because part�es not
�nterested could not do �t so feel�ngly as I, a fellow-Hadj�, and so I
penned the valed�ctory. I have read �t, and read �t aga�n; and �f there
�s a sentence �n �t that �s not fulsomely compl�mentary to capta�n,
sh�p and passengers, I can not f�nd �t. If �t �s not a chapter that any
company m�ght be proud to have a body wr�te about them, my
judgment �s f�t for noth�ng. W�th these remarks I conf�dently subm�t �t
to the unprejud�ced judgment of the reader:

RETURN OF THE HOLY LAND EXCURSIONISTS—
THE STORY OF THE CRUISE.



TO THE EDITOR OF THE HERALD:
The steamer Quaker C�ty has accompl�shed at last

her extraord�nary voyage and returned to her old p�er
at the foot of Wall street. The exped�t�on was a
success �n some respects, �n some �t was not.
Or�g�nally �t was advert�sed as a “pleasure excurs�on.”
Well, perhaps, �t was a pleasure excurs�on, but
certa�nly �t d�d not look l�ke one; certa�nly �t d�d not act
l�ke one. Any body’s and every body’s not�on of a
pleasure excurs�on �s that the part�es to �t w�ll of a
necess�ty be young and g�ddy and somewhat
bo�sterous. They w�ll dance a good deal, s�ng a good
deal, make love, but sermon�ze very l�ttle. Any body’s
and every body’s not�on of a well conducted funeral �s
that there must be a hearse and a corpse, and ch�ef
mourners and mourners by courtesy, many old people,
much solemn�ty, no lev�ty, and a prayer and a sermon
w�thal. Three-fourths of the Quaker C�ty’s passengers
were between forty and seventy years of age! There
was a p�cn�c crowd for you! It may be supposed that
the other fourth was composed of young g�rls. But �t
was not. It was ch�efly composed of rusty old bachelors
and a ch�ld of s�x years. Let us average the ages of the
Quaker C�ty’s p�lgr�ms and set the f�gure down as f�fty
years. Is any man �nsane enough to �mag�ne that th�s
p�cn�c of patr�archs sang, made love, danced, laughed,
told anecdotes, dealt �n ungodly lev�ty? In my
exper�ence they s�nned l�ttle �n these matters. No doubt
�t was presumed here at home that these frol�csome
veterans laughed and sang and romped all day, and
day after day, and kept up a no�sy exc�tement from one
end of the sh�p to the other; and that they played bl�nd-
man’s buff or danced quadr�lles and waltzes on
moonl�ght even�ngs on the quarter-deck; and that at
odd moments of unoccup�ed t�me they jotted a lacon�c
�tem or two �n the journals they opened on such an
elaborate plan when they left home, and then skurr�ed



off to the�r wh�st and euchre labors under the cab�n
lamps. If these th�ngs were presumed, the presumpt�on
was at fault. The venerable excurs�on�sts were not gay
and fr�sky. They played no bl�nd-man’s buff; they dealt
not �n wh�st; they sh�rked not the �rksome journal, for
alas! most of them were even wr�t�ng books. They
never romped, they talked but l�ttle, they never sang,
save �n the n�ghtly prayer-meet�ng. The pleasure sh�p
was a synagogue, and the pleasure tr�p was a funeral
excurs�on w�thout a corpse. (There �s noth�ng
exh�larat�ng about a funeral excurs�on w�thout a
corpse.) A free, hearty laugh was a sound that was not
heard oftener than once �n seven days about those
decks or �n those cab�ns, and when �t was heard �t met
w�th prec�ous l�ttle sympathy. The excurs�on�sts
danced, on three separate even�ngs, long, long ago, (�t
seems an age.) quadr�lles, of a s�ngle set, made up of
three lad�es and f�ve gentlemen, (the latter w�th
handkerch�efs around the�r arms to s�gn�fy the�r sex.)
who t�med the�r feet to the solemn wheez�ng of a
melodeon; but even th�s melancholy org�e was voted to
be s�nful, and danc�ng was d�scont�nued.

The p�lgr�ms played dom�noes when too much
Josephus or Rob�nson’s Holy Land Researches, or
book-wr�t�ng, made recreat�on necessary—for
dom�noes �s about as m�ld and s�nless a game as any
�n the world, perhaps, except�ng always the �neffably
�ns�p�d d�vers�on they call croquet, wh�ch �s a game
where you don’t pocket any balls and don’t carom on
any th�ng of any consequence, and when you are done
nobody has to pay, and there are no refreshments to
saw off, and, consequently, there �sn’t any sat�sfact�on
whatever about �t—they played dom�noes t�ll they were
rested, and then they blackguarded each other
pr�vately t�ll prayer-t�me. When they were not seas�ck
they were uncommonly prompt when the d�nner-gong
sounded. Such was our da�ly l�fe on board the sh�p—



solemn�ty, decorum, d�nner, dom�noes, devot�ons,
slander. It was not l�vely enough for a pleasure tr�p; but
�f we had only had a corpse �t would have made a
noble funeral excurs�on. It �s all over now; but when I
look back, the �dea of these venerable foss�ls sk�pp�ng
forth on a s�x months’ p�cn�c, seems exqu�s�tely
refresh�ng. The advert�sed t�tle of the exped�t�on—“The
Grand Holy Land Pleasure Excurs�on”—was a
m�snomer. “The Grand Holy Land Funeral Process�on”
would have been better—much better.

Wherever we went, �n Europe, As�a, or Afr�ca, we
made a sensat�on, and, I suppose I may add, created a
fam�ne. None of us had ever been any where before;
we all ha�led from the �nter�or; travel was a w�ld novelty
to us, and we conducted ourselves �n accordance w�th
the natural �nst�ncts that were �n us, and trammeled
ourselves w�th no ceremon�es, no convent�onal�t�es.
We always took care to make �t understood that we
were Amer�cans—Amer�cans! When we found that a
good many fore�gners had hardly ever heard of
Amer�ca, and that a good many more knew �t only as a
barbarous prov�nce away off somewhere, that had
lately been at war w�th somebody, we p�t�ed the
�gnorance of the Old World, but abated no jot of our
�mportance. Many and many a s�mple commun�ty �n
the Eastern hem�sphere w�ll remember for years the
�ncurs�on of the strange horde �n the year of our Lord
1867, that called themselves Amer�cans, and seemed
to �mag�ne �n some unaccountable way that they had a
r�ght to be proud of �t. We generally created a fam�ne,
partly because the coffee on the Quaker C�ty was
unendurable, and somet�mes the more substant�al fare
was not str�ctly f�rst class; and partly because one
naturally t�res of s�tt�ng long at the same board and
eat�ng from the same d�shes.

The people of those fore�gn countr�es are very, very
�gnorant. They looked cur�ously at the costumes we



had brought from the w�lds of Amer�ca. They observed
that we talked loudly at table somet�mes. They not�ced
that we looked out for expenses, and got what we
conven�ently could out of a franc, and wondered where
�n the m�sch�ef we came from. In Par�s they just s�mply
opened the�r eyes and stared when we spoke to them
�n French! We never d�d succeed �n mak�ng those
�d�ots understand the�r own language. One of our
passengers sa�d to a shopkeeper, �n reference to a
proposed return to buy a pa�r of gloves, “Allong restay
trankeel—may be ve coom Moonday;” and would you
bel�eve �t, that shopkeeper, a born Frenchman, had to
ask what �t was that had been sa�d. Somet�mes �t
seems to me, somehow, that there must be a
d�fference between Par�s�an French and Quaker C�ty
French.

The people stared at us every where, and we stared
at them. We generally made them feel rather small,
too, before we got done w�th them, because we bore
down on them w�th Amer�ca’s greatness unt�l we
crushed them. And yet we took k�ndly to the manners
and customs, and espec�ally to the fash�ons of the
var�ous people we v�s�ted. When we left the Azores, we
wore awful capotes and used f�ne tooth combs—
successfully. When we came back from Tang�er, �n
Afr�ca, we were topped w�th fezzes of the blood�est
hue, hung w�th tassels l�ke an Ind�an’s scalp-lock. In
France and Spa�n we attracted some attent�on �n these
costumes. In Italy they naturally took us for
d�stempered Gar�bald�ans, and set a gunboat to look
for any th�ng s�gn�f�cant �n our changes of un�form. We
made Rome howl. We could have made any place
howl when we had all our clothes on. We got no fresh
ra�ment �n Greece—they had but l�ttle there of any
k�nd. But at Constant�nople, how we turned out!
Turbans, sc�metars, fezzes, horse-p�stols, tun�cs,
sashes, baggy trowsers, yellow sl�ppers—Oh, we were



gorgeous! The �llustr�ous dogs of Constant�nople
barked the�r under jaws off, and even then fa�led to do
us just�ce. They are all dead by th�s t�me. They could
not go through such a run of bus�ness as we gave
them and surv�ve.

And then we went to see the Emperor of Russ�a. We
just called on h�m as comfortably as �f we had known
h�m a century or so, and when we had f�n�shed our v�s�t
we var�egated ourselves w�th select�ons from Russ�an
costumes and sa�led away aga�n more p�cturesque
than ever. In Smyrna we p�cked up camel’s ha�r shawls
and other dressy th�ngs from Pers�a; but �n Palest�ne—
ah, �n Palest�ne—our splend�d career ended. They
d�dn’t wear any clothes there to speak of. We were
sat�sf�ed, and stopped. We made no exper�ments. We
d�d not try the�r costume. But we aston�shed the
nat�ves of that country. We aston�shed them w�th such
eccentr�c�t�es of dress as we could muster. We prowled
through the Holy Land, from Cesarea Ph�l�pp� to
Jerusalem and the Dead Sea, a we�rd process�on of
p�lgr�ms, gotten up regardless of expense, solemn,
gorgeous, green-spectacled, drows�ng under blue
umbrellas, and astr�de of a sorr�er lot of horses, camels
and asses than those that came out of Noah’s ark,
after eleven months of seas�ckness and short rat�ons.
If ever those ch�ldren of Israel �n Palest�ne forget when
G�deon’s Band went through there from Amer�ca, they
ought to be cursed once more and f�n�shed. It was the
rarest spectacle that ever astounded mortal eyes,
perhaps.

Well, we were at home �n Palest�ne. It was easy to
see that that was the grand feature of the exped�t�on.
We had cared noth�ng much about Europe. We
galloped through the Louvre, the P�tt�, the Uf�zz�, the
Vat�can—all the galler�es—and through the p�ctured
and frescoed churches of Ven�ce, Naples, and the
cathedrals of Spa�n; some of us sa�d that certa�n of the



great works of the old masters were glor�ous creat�ons
of gen�us, (we found �t out �n the gu�de-book, though
we got hold of the wrong p�cture somet�mes,) and the
others sa�d they were d�sgraceful old daubs. We
exam�ned modern and anc�ent statuary w�th a cr�t�cal
eye �n Florence, Rome, or any where we found �t, and
pra�sed �t �f we saw f�t, and �f we d�dn’t we sa�d we
preferred the wooden Ind�ans �n front of the c�gar
stores of Amer�ca. But the Holy Land brought out all
our enthus�asm. We fell �nto raptures by the barren
shores of Gal�lee; we pondered at Tabor and at
Nazareth; we exploded �nto poetry over the
quest�onable lovel�ness of Esdraelon; we med�tated at
Jezreel and Samar�a over the m�ss�onary zeal of Jehu;
we r�oted—fa�rly r�oted among the holy places of
Jerusalem; we bathed �n Jordan and the Dead Sea,
reckless whether our acc�dent-�nsurance pol�c�es were
extra-hazardous or not, and brought away so many
jugs of prec�ous water from both places that all the
country from Jer�cho to the mounta�ns of Moab w�ll
suffer from drouth th�s year, I th�nk. Yet, the p�lgr�mage
part of the excurs�on was �ts pet feature—there �s no
quest�on about that. After d�smal, sm�leless Palest�ne,
beaut�ful Egypt had few charms for us. We merely
glanced at �t and were ready for home.

They wouldn’t let us land at Malta—quarant�ne; they
would not let us land �n Sard�n�a; nor at Alg�ers, Afr�ca;
nor at Malaga, Spa�n, nor Cad�z, nor at the Made�ra
�slands. So we got offended at all fore�gners and
turned our backs upon them and came home. I
suppose we only stopped at the Bermudas because
they were �n the programme. We d�d not care any th�ng
about any place at all. We wanted to go home.
Homes�ckness was abroad �n the sh�p—�t was
ep�dem�c. If the author�t�es of New York had known
how badly we had �t, they would have quarant�ned us
here.



The grand p�lgr�mage �s over. Good-bye to �t, and a
pleasant memory to �t, I am able to say �n all k�ndness.
I bear no mal�ce, no �ll-w�ll toward any �nd�v�dual that
was connected w�th �t, e�ther as passenger or off�cer.
Th�ngs I d�d not l�ke at all yesterday I l�ke very well to-
day, now that I am at home, and always hereafter I
shall be able to poke fun at the whole gang �f the sp�r�t
so moves me to do, w�thout ever say�ng a mal�c�ous
word. The exped�t�on accompl�shed all that �ts
programme prom�sed that �t should accompl�sh, and
we ought all to be sat�sf�ed w�th the management of the
matter, certa�nly. Bye-bye!

MARK TWAIN.

I call that compl�mentary. It �s compl�mentary; and yet I never have
rece�ved a word of thanks for �t from the Hadj�s; on the contrary I
speak noth�ng but the ser�ous truth when I say that many of them
even took except�ons to the art�cle. In endeavor�ng to please them I
slaved over that sketch for two hours, and had my labor for my
pa�ns. I never w�ll do a generous deed aga�n.



CONCLUSION
Nearly one year has flown s�nce th�s notable p�lgr�mage was

ended; and as I s�t here at home �n San Franc�sco th�nk�ng, I am
moved to confess that day by day the mass of my memor�es of the
excurs�on have grown more and more pleasant as the d�sagreeable
�nc�dents of travel wh�ch encumbered them fl�tted one by one out of
my m�nd—and now, �f the Quaker C�ty were we�gh�ng her anchor to
sa�l away on the very same cru�se aga�n, noth�ng could grat�fy me
more than to be a passenger. W�th the same capta�n and even the
same p�lgr�ms, the same s�nners. I was on excellent terms w�th e�ght
or n�ne of the excurs�on�sts (they are my staunch fr�ends yet,) and
was even on speak�ng terms w�th the rest of the s�xty-f�ve. I have
been at sea qu�te enough to know that that was a very good
average. Because a long sea-voyage not only br�ngs out all the
mean tra�ts one has, and exaggerates them, but ra�ses up others
wh�ch he never suspected he possessed, and even creates new
ones. A twelve months’ voyage at sea would make of an ord�nary
man a very m�racle of meanness. On the other hand, �f a man has
good qual�t�es, the sp�r�t seldom moves h�m to exh�b�t them on
sh�pboard, at least w�th any sort of emphas�s. Now I am sat�sf�ed that
our p�lgr�ms are pleasant old people on shore; I am also sat�sf�ed that
at sea on a second voyage they would be pleasanter, somewhat,
than they were on our grand excurs�on, and so I say w�thout
hes�tat�on that I would be glad enough to sa�l w�th them aga�n. I could
at least enjoy l�fe w�th my handful of old fr�ends. They could enjoy l�fe
w�th the�r cl�ques as well—passengers �nvar�ably d�v�de up �nto
cl�ques, on all sh�ps.

And I w�ll say, here, that I would rather travel w�th an excurs�on
party of Methuselahs than have to be chang�ng sh�ps and comrades
constantly, as people do who travel �n the ord�nary way. Those latter
are always gr�ev�ng over some other sh�p they have known and lost,
and over other comrades whom d�verg�ng routes have separated



from them. They learn to love a sh�p just �n t�me to change �t for
another, and they become attached to a pleasant travel�ng
compan�on only to lose h�m. They have that most d�smal exper�ence
of be�ng �n a strange vessel, among strange people who care
noth�ng about them, and of undergo�ng the customary bully�ng by
strange off�cers and the �nsolence of strange servants, repeated over
and over aga�n w�th�n the compass of every month. They have also
that other m�sery of pack�ng and unpack�ng trunks—of runn�ng the
d�stress�ng gauntlet of custom-houses—of the anx�et�es attendant
upon gett�ng a mass of baggage from po�nt to po�nt on land �n safety.
I had rasher sa�l w�th a whole br�gade of patr�archs than suffer so.
We never packed our trunks but tw�ce—when we sa�led from New
York, and when we returned to �t. Whenever we made a land journey,
we est�mated how many days we should be gone and what amount
of cloth�ng we should need, f�gured �t down to a mathemat�cal n�cety,
packed a val�se or two accord�ngly, and left the trunks on board. We
chose our comrades from among our old, tr�ed fr�ends, and started.
We were never dependent upon strangers for compan�onsh�p. We
often had occas�on to p�ty Amer�cans whom we found travel�ng
drear�ly among strangers w�th no fr�ends to exchange pa�ns and
pleasures w�th. Whenever we were com�ng back from a land journey,
our eyes sought one th�ng �n the d�stance f�rst—the sh�p—and when
we saw �t r�d�ng at anchor w�th the flag apeak, we felt as a return�ng
wanderer feels when he sees h�s home. When we stepped on board,
our cares van�shed, our troubles were at an end—for the sh�p was
home to us. We always had the same fam�l�ar old state-room to go
to, and feel safe and at peace and comfortable aga�n.

I have no fault to f�nd w�th the manner �n wh�ch our excurs�on was
conducted. Its programme was fa�thfully carr�ed out—a th�ng wh�ch
surpr�sed me, for great enterpr�ses usually prom�se vastly more than
they perform. It would be well �f such an excurs�on could be gotten
up every year and the system regularly �naugurated. Travel �s fatal to
prejud�ce, b�gotry and narrow-m�ndedness, and many of our people
need �t sorely on these accounts. Broad, wholesome, char�table
v�ews of men and th�ngs can not be acqu�red by vegetat�ng �n one
l�ttle corner of the earth all one’s l�fet�me.



The Excurs�on �s ended, and has passed to �ts place among the
th�ngs that were. But �ts var�ed scenes and �ts man�fold �nc�dents w�ll
l�nger pleasantly �n our memor�es for many a year to come. Always
on the w�ng, as we were, and merely paus�ng a moment to catch
f�tful gl�mpses of the wonders of half a world, we could not hope to
rece�ve or reta�n v�v�d �mpress�ons of all �t was our fortune to see. Yet
our holyday fl�ght has not been �n va�n—for above the confus�on of
vague recollect�ons, certa�n of �ts best pr�zed p�ctures l�ft themselves
and w�ll st�ll cont�nue perfect �n t�nt and outl�ne after the�r
surround�ngs shall have faded away.

We shall remember someth�ng of pleasant France; and someth�ng
also of Par�s, though �t flashed upon us a splend�d meteor, and was
gone aga�n, we hardly knew how or where. We shall remember,
always, how we saw majest�c G�braltar glor�f�ed w�th the r�ch color�ng
of a Span�sh sunset and sw�mm�ng �n a sea of ra�nbows. In fancy we
shall see M�lan aga�n, and her stately Cathedral w�th �ts marble
w�lderness of graceful sp�res. And Padua—Verona—Como, jeweled
w�th stars; and patr�c�an Ven�ce, afloat on her stagnant flood—s�lent,
desolate, haughty—scornful of her humbled state—wrapp�ng herself
�n memor�es of her lost fleets, of battle and tr�umph, and all the
pageantry of a glory that �s departed.

We can not forget Florence—Naples—nor the foretaste of heaven
that �s �n the del�c�ous atmosphere of Greece—and surely not Athens
and the broken temples of the Acropol�s. Surely not venerable Rome
—nor the green pla�n that compasses her round about, contrast�ng
�ts br�ghtness w�th her gray decay—nor the ru�ned arches that stand
apart �n the pla�n and clothe the�r looped and w�ndowed raggedness
w�th v�nes. We shall remember St. Peter’s: not as one sees �t when
he walks the streets of Rome and fanc�es all her domes are just
al�ke, but as he sees �t leagues away, when every meaner ed�f�ce
has faded out of s�ght and that one dome looms superbly up �n the
flush of sunset, full of d�gn�ty and grace, strongly outl�ned as a
mounta�n.

We shall remember Constant�nople and the Bosporus—the
colossal magn�f�cence of Baalbec—the Pyram�ds of Egypt—the
prod�g�ous form, the ben�gnant countenance of the Sphynx—Or�ental



Smyrna—sacred Jerusalem—Damascus, the “Pearl of the East,” the
pr�de of Syr�a, the fabled Garden of Eden, the home of pr�nces and
gen�� of the Arab�an N�ghts, the oldest metropol�s on earth, the one
c�ty �n all the world that has kept �ts name and held �ts place and
looked serenely on wh�le the K�ngdoms and Emp�res of four
thousand years have r�sen to l�fe, enjoyed the�r l�ttle season of pr�de
and pomp, and then van�shed and been forgotten!
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