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CHAP . III.
His engagement to travel witli Lord Berwick—Tour to Italy—
His employments and acquirements there—Residence at Na¬
ples -— Projected excursion to Egypt and Greece— Hasty
journey to England and back—Departure from Naples—Re¬
turn to England—Conclusion of the tour—Letters on foreign
travel.

In the autumn of this year, 1791 , a# d shortly after
the close of his journey , we find him balancing be¬

tween the prospect of another winter at Hothfield
with his pupil , and the alternative of entering into
holy orders with an immediate prospect of the cu¬
racy of Uckfield, which had been served by his
elder brother , but was at this time offered to him;
and, certainly , if any proposal of the kind could
have tempted him, it would have been the curacy
of Uckfield, where all that was most dear to him in
life was assembled, and where he was always anx¬
ious to take up his abode . But , as he was not at
this time disposed to embrace the profession of
the church , he did not hesitate long ; and the re¬
sult of his deliberation , with the reasons upon
which it was founded, will be best learned from
one of his letters to his friend and biographer,
dated October , 1791.
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“Your letter came most welcome to me;
I had just been framing a remonstrance against
your long silence. It was not my wish to leave
Mr. Tufton, but all my friends cried out against
me, and said it would be madness to resign a cer¬
tain emolument, for the precarious consequences
of another six months ’ interment at Hothfield . I
wrote to the bishop of Gloucester , and asked his
advice ; he begged to stand neuter , and give no
opinion upon such a nice point . I then sent off
my letters to the Duke of Dorset ; I represented
the whole case, offered to take Mr. Tufton into our
family, which must be better for him than being
at Hothfield, and ended with saying, if he did not
approve of my proposal , my services, such as they
were, were entirely at his disposal . I was, I said,
bound to him in gratitude for repeated acts of
kindness , and was willing if he desired it, to dis¬
engage myself from every other occupation ; and
dedicating myself solely to Mr . Tufton’s welfare,
would go with him to any part of the world, and
stay with him for any length of time whatever.
You have no idea how much the duke was pleased
with my offers. He wrote immediately , request¬
ing of me to continue with his nephew , and said
that he was fully sensible of my attention to him,
and that my conduct upon all occasions demanded
his warmest acknowledgments . I did not hesitate
a moment, but swallowing this fine pill, jumped
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into the mail coach, and reached Uckfield by foir
o’clock in the morning. There I knocked them
all up , adjusted everything , bade my mother gooibye , travelled all night again to Lord Thanets,
sent the duke my final determination , persuaded
Mr . Charles Tufton to accompany us, and here
we are again.
“ E. D. C.”
But before this resolution was taken, he had
paid a visit to his mother at Uckfield, and there,
with his usual overflow of filial kindness, had
recounted to her the whole story of his adventures,
and spread before her admiring eyes the wonders
of art and nature which had been the produce of
his tour ; for, it may be observed here, that the
specimens of mineralogy which he gathered in this
journey , formed the nucleus of that extensile
collection, which long afterward furnished the
subjects of his academical lectures at Cambridge.
A scene from this visit shall be described in his
sister ’s words . “ The animated gaze,” she says,
“ with which he regarded his treasures from the
mines of Cornwall, his specimens of copper ore,
mundic , &c. &c. &c., covering a whole long diningtable , at the top of which he had placed his de¬
lighted mother , and his beloved and invaluable
friend and counsellor Mrs. Catherine Courthope,
together with every friend and acquaintance that
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could be met with , in the surrounding precincts;
the long and original droll detail, which he deli¬
vered to them, of all his adventures , particularly
of his obtaining one worm-eaten leg, from the
many that had been sold of Shakspeare ’s chair;
the woman ’s loud scream, when he wrenched it
from the seat , though unable to refuse the liberal
offer ; the kick of the husband , as he sent her
head-over-heels , down the cellar stairs , for being
such a fool as to part with so large a relic ; the
anan !! anan ! ! of the neighbours , may well be
remembered , but can never be described .”
It will be seen from the extracts of a former
letter , that Mr . Tufton’s brother accompanied
them on their return to Hothfield, after it had
been decided that the connexion should be con¬
tinued through the winter , and this gentleman
being about to join Lord Thanet in Paris , had
taken Hothfield in his way ; and when he left the
place in the latter end of October , the two friends
eagerly seized the opportunity of passing over
with him to Calais . It was the first time Mr.
Clarke had set his foot on foreign ground , and how
delightful were the sensations he experienced , will
appear from the following extract from an amus¬
ing letter to his mother:
“ Calais

“ Here

we are ! Even

, October

I in France

.

18 , 1791.

Would

you

believe it ? I have found my father’s name written
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with a pen upon the frame of an old looking-glass.
The date is almost worn out , but a rude guess
makes it to be, December , 1772. I am half dead
with sea sickness—twenty -four hours passage
from Dover. Just now I sent for Monsieur Dessein, and asked him if he remembered Sterne.
He speaks broken English , and I worse French,
so you may suppose what an edifying t6te -a-t£te
I have had with him. When I arrived I was halfstarved , and seeing a number of waiters crowding
I dis¬
round me with ‘ Que voulez vous, Monsieur?’
patched them all for something to eat . They all
came back again, c Et pardonnez moi, Monsieur,
que voulez vous ?’ Beef ! and be hanged to you!
said I, out of all patience , and away they flew,
saying, ‘ Mon-Dieu ! en verite, mi lor Anglois! ’
Presently in comes a troop of ’em with Dessein at
their head, bringing in tea , but no beef, and an old
overgrown hen, by way of cold chicken. Allons !
said I, portez le beff ! Monsieur Dessein made a
low bow, ‘ Non pas beef, Monsieur ! la voila, un
petit pullet !' Un petit Turkey cock ! said I ; Mon¬
sieur Dessein bowed again, I laughed, and got over
the style . You will think me mad or drunk , so I’ll
wind to a close. I am in such spirits , I cannot
write sense.”
After a few days spent at Calais, they returned
to Hothfield, where they spent the winter . In
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the spring of the ensuing year , 1792, when Mr.
Clarke ’s protracted engagement with Mr. Tufton
was drawing to a close, he began to turn his
thoughts seriously towards that home, which had
ever been his pride and delight , and which he now
considered as likely to furnish under the repose of
its peaceful roof, the best means to gratify that
literary passion, which began more and more to
occupy and interest his mind. Under this im¬
pression he wrote to his mother , requesting that
the little study might be prepared for him, and
that his father ’s table and high backed chair,
objects always dear to his recollection , might be
placed in it for his use. Joyfully were these
directions received, and promptly and accurately
were they executed ; nor could any thing exceed
the delight of the mother and daughter , at the
prospect of receiving permanently for their inmate
a son and brother whom they so fondly loved, and
in whose conversation and pursuits they took so
deep an interest : but for this time they were
destined to be disappointed . Having come to
London in the spring of 1792, with his pupil , of
w'hom he was about to take his leave, in conse¬
quence of the appointment of the latter to a
regiment , he renewed his acquaintance with Lord
Berwick , who had been of the same year with
him in College, and who being now of age, provol.

x.
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posed that Mr. Clarke should accompany him in
the capacity of a friend to Italy . The offer was
too valuable in all respects to be refused ; for,
however pleasing at first view to all the parties
concerned , might have been the thought of his
sitting down at Uckfield with his mother and
sister , the project was much more calculated to
gratify their present feelings than to promote his
future advantage . His habits were not duly settled,
nor his mind sufficiently stored for the repose
he sought (which was in truth only a temporary
want ), nor would his circumstances or prospects
have admitted of it . But , if all this had been
otherwise , the place itself was in no respects cal¬
culated for such a scheme. It had neither books
nor learned society , nor, in truth , any materials
for the furtherance of those pursuits to which his
inclinations would have led him . The author of
this memoir has visited him several times in this
beloved home ; and once or twice has seen him
apparently fixed there for an indefinite period.
On these occasions it has been always observed,
that he was delightful to others , and contented
and happy within himself, and ever with some
object of pursuit , but never studious . A letter to
his friend will explain the nature of Lord Berwick ’s
offer, and the reasons assigned for his closing
with it.
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“Doomed to be a wanderer , I still flutter
about , uncertain whether , or not , I shall
ever sit
down in peace . Every thing is changed—
I am
not going into orders—I am not going to
be Curate
of Uekfield—but I am going to be
exiled from my
country , and wander I know not where . It
is
now about a fortnight , since Lord
Berwick sent
to beg I would let him have an hour ’s
conversation
with me. The purport of this was , that I
would,
when I left Tufton, give up all my present
pros¬
pects , and accompany him in a tour
through
France , Germany , Switzerland , Italy , Spain ,
&c.
and be with him about two years . He
will pay
all my expenses . I laid it before the
Bishop
of Gloucester : he told me to seize the
offer, with¬
out hesitation . To tell you all the trouble
I have
had, all the pain it has cost my mother,
to be
separated from all her children , and a long et cetera,
would take me several hours . I have
consented.
You can’t wonder at it—you know how I
longed
all my life to see furren Partes,
setting aside the
advantage of the connexion. I have toiled and
fretted , entreated and manceuvred, till it is
now
nearly settled that Mr. Tufton goes with us.’?Having entered upon his engagement , Mr . Clarke
immediately set about preparations for the jour¬
ney . But as Lord Berwick had business
of im¬
portance to transact in Shropshire before he
could
i2

118

THE

}j

IF E OF

leave England , Mr . Clarke joined him at Attingham in the early part of June , and remained with
him for nearly a month . His letters at that time,
speak in the highest terms of the magnificence of
Lord Berwick ’s seat, and of the beauty of the
country . He visited all that was remarkable in
the neighbourhood , accompanied his friend in his
excursions to Shrewsbury and other places, in
which he was interested ; and lived near a fort¬
night with the mess of the Shropshire militia, in
which Lord Berwick had then a company . These
were all new scenes to him, and seem to have
afforded him considerable pleasure . About the
middle of July , 1792, their preparations being all
completed , and the correction of his work, now in
the press , being entrusted to the kindness of a
friend (Mr . now Archdeacon Wrangham ), they set
out upon their intended tour . They made Uckfield in their way , for the purpose of indulging
Mr . Clarke with an opportunity of taking leave of
his family ; and after spending two days at that
place they proceeded to Dover, and embarked
there for Ostend . It is certainly much to be
regretted that , of this tour , to which Mr . Clarke
is indebted for so many valuable acquisitions to
his knowledge , and so essential an improvement of
his taste , the accounts which remain to us, are
in some respects less satisfactory than could be
wished . They consist of a journal and a few
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letters . The journal , which begins at Turin , is
not continued regularly till after his arrival at
Naples • from that time, however, it is sufficiently
particular , and has no important breaks or inter¬
ruptions : and, had the substance of it been
prepared and published by himself, soon after his
return , as was once intended , before the ground
had been occupied by others , and while the
incidents and objects he describes were fresh
in the recollection of that extensive circle of
his countrymen whom his talents and kindness
had attached to him in Italy , there could have
been no doubt whatever of its favourable recep¬
tion. But now, when a lapse of thirty years l?as
borne away with them the great majority of the
persons connected with these travels , and even
to the survivors must have diminished the interest
which they would have once inspired ; when
almost every object he notices has been accurately
examined and described by many accomplished
travellers since ; it would require nothing less
than the happiest touches of his own pen to make
such a journal attractive throughout to the public
of the present day ; more especially when it is
remembered , that during this period , the process
of his improvement was only going on, and that
the observations recorded by him must of course
be of very different degrees of merit . Under
these circumstances it has been thought advisable
to make such extracts only from the journal as
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may appear to possess in themselves any superior
interest , or to throw light upon his character or
pursuits . With his letters a similar course will
he pursued ; they are indeed loosely and hastily
written , and in no respect to be compared with
his later productions of the same kind ; but they
contain some fair specimens of his talent for de¬
scription and some nice touches of character ; and,
at all events, when connected with the journal,
they will tell the story of his life much more
agreeably than any narrative which could have
been framed from them . His best letters of this
period , which were written to the Duke of Dorset
and the Bishop of Gloucester , are probably no
longer in existence.
Italy was the principal object of the travellers;
and their plan was to pass into that country by
Mount Cenis and Turin . But as it was necessary
to avoid the French territory , which was then agi¬
tated throughout by the paroxysm of its ferocious
revolution , they determined to take the route of the
Low Countries to Cologne , and then ascending the
Rhine to Schaffhausen , to pass from thence through
Switzerland and Geneva , into Piedmont . It will
be seen afterward , that they were driven from the
latter part of this design . Mr. Clarke ’s first letter
to his mother is dated , Sept . 9, 1792, from Spa;
it developes the plan of their journey , and affords
an amusing specimen of his inexperience as a con¬
tinental traveller.
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“ Spa, Sept . 9, 1792.

“ -We stay here a day or two, and then
proceed to Aix la Chapelle, Dusseldorf, and up
the banks of the Rhine , through Cologne, Bonn,
Coblentz , Mayence, Francfort , &c. &c. to the great
fall of the Rhine near Schaffhausen ; we then enter
Switzerland , and proceed through Berne and Lau¬
sanne to Geneva—from Geneva we go to Turin,
where we shall remain till we are perfect in the
French language, and if possible in the Italian.
After we have acquired these , and a few little im¬
provements in fencing, dancing , &c. we set out
upon our tour . Lord B. says, he shall not con¬
sider himself as travelling in earnest until he leaves
Turin , when, if possible, we shall make a complete
tour of Europe . He has sent for a phaeton from
London, and is going to purchase four black horses
to run in it, which I am to drive. I should now
be as happy as any man can be, if I could but dif¬
fuse a little joy among the dear friends I left be¬
hind . The thoughts of what they may want , and
they may feel, throws a cold damp over every
comfort I have. Perhaps I may be now laying a
foundation for their future welfare ; God grant that
it may be so, and that no intervening mischief may
interrupt the rising prospect before me, and em¬
bitter the time to come. Let me know the suc¬
cess of my little work, and what the reviewers say
of it, whether good or bad, word for word .”
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The next letter is dated , Turin , Oct . 15th, 1792.
“It is not easy to express the satisfaction
we feel in being safely lodged within the walls of
this city , after all the dangers and difficulties we
have passed . Every species of obstacle inter¬
vened to prevent our progress —armies met before
us—rivers and lakes swelled to overwhelm us—
mountains rose before us—deserts bewildered us—
nay , even our own servants , from motives as yet
unknown , formed projects to retard us—yet here
we at last safely moored in the capital of the domi¬
nions of his majesty the King of Sardinia.
“ I think my last letter to you was from Spa;
since that time we have seen much and done more.
We proceeded up the banks of the Rhine through
Cologne, Coblentz , and Francfort , peaceably to
Heidelburg . At Francfort we were present at
the largest fair in all Europe , but it is not so much
worth seeing as the annual fairs at Cambridge . At
Heidelburg we had the old story of the great tun
and Charlemagne , and were highly delighted with
the old lacquey Antoine, who prevailed on me to
scrawl some nonsense in his album . As we ap¬
proached the confines of France , the road all the
way was crowded with soldiers ; from Friburg to
Basle, the Prince de Conde’s armies filled every
village and every town . It was then expected
that they would cross the Rhine in three days ;
baggage waggons and flat-bottomed boats filled all
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the avenues of the turnpike roads ; and horses be¬
came so scarce, that the poor farmer’s oxen were
pressed to serve the carriages that came post.
When we were at Basle the inhabitants were
hourly in expectation of being besieged ; all the
women left the town , the French emigrants lay
within three miles on one side, the patriot camp
within two miles on the other ; I went to see both,
and very near got killed in a scuffle among the de¬
mocrats —but this is too long to tell now. When
we entered Switzerland , all the country was rising
under arms and flocking to defend Basle ; before
we got to Bonn, we heard that the French had
taken Chamberry , that the passage over Mount
Cenis was shut , and that the patriots were at the
gates of Geneva : what to do we did not know:
but resolved to go to Lucerne , cross the lake there,
and afterward make an attempt to cross that tre¬
mendous ridge of mountains which divide Italy
from Switzerland . A volume would not tell you
our adventures and hair-breadth scapes in per¬
forming this exploit . Our carriages were drawn
by oxen and peasants over high mountains of snow,
where no European had ever dreamed of meeting
a carriage before, among precipices, rocks, torrents,
and cataracts .* The mountaineers beheld us with
* The passage here described is that of the St. Gothard,which
at this time was much more difficult than it is at present.
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astonishment , the children ran away from us, and
the men could not be kept from the wheels, inso¬
much that they broke the blinds of Mr. Tufton’s
carriage in their eagerness to see the inside . At
one place where we stopped , the village assembled
to salute ‘ the Prince of Wales,’ because they hap¬
pened to see on the inside of one of our trunks—
‘ H . Mortimer, trank maker to his Majesty and the
Prince of Wales’ At another place, they said we
were the noblemen who had killed the king of
Sweden , and were escaping into Italy . At last half
dead, and quite satisfied with Quixotism , we
reached Bellinzona, on the other side the moun¬
tains ; and here we are, in Turin , alive and like to
live.
“ The whole continent at present seems a scene of
universal hostility , and even Italy , which promised
to be the last country which would suffer from
French anarchy , is in a fair way to follow the ex¬
ample there offered. The poor King of Sardinia,
old and worn out with care, sees his country rise
in confusion all around him . We were presented
to him yesterday .”
Having now brought the subject of this memoir
to Turin , where his own journal commences , it
may be proper to state shortly , for the information
of the reader , the general course of his employ¬
ments , and the nature of his acquirements , during

EDWARD

DANIEL

CLARKE.

123

the period of his residence in Italy . It has already
been stated , that a passion for travelling had early
taken possession of his mind, but it would be diffi¬
cult to convey an adequate notion of the strength
and influence of this passion , in any other words
than his own ; and, fortunately , such present them¬
selves to our notice in a little work which will be
spoken of hereafter , written by him only a few
months after his return from Italy . “ An unbound¬
ed love of travel influenced me at a very early
period of my life. It was conceived in infancy,
and I shall carry it with me to the grave. When I
reflect upon the speculations of my youth , I am at
a loss to account for a passion, which, predomi¬
nating over every motive of interest and every tie of
affection, urges me to press forward and to pursue
inquiry , even in the bosoms of the ocean and the
desert . Sometimes , in the dreams of fancy, I am
weak enough to imagine, that the map of the world
was painted in the awning of my cradle, and that
my nurse chaunted the wanderings of pilgrims in
her legendary lullabies.” To a mind thus panting
for foreign climes, and glowing with all the warmth
of poetic imagery , it was no small subject of
triumph to have passed the barrier of the Alps,
and to tread in the paths which had been hallowed
in his eyes by the footsteps of Addison and Gray.
But this was only a part of his enjoyment . The
country which he had entered , abounded in scenes
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and. objects calculated , above all others , to awaken
every pleasing association connected with his early
studies , and to gratify his prevailing taste . The
precious remains of antiquity dispersed through¬
out Italy , the fine specimens of modern art , the
living wonders of nature , of which even the de¬
scriptions he had read, or the faint resemblances
he had seen, had been sufficient to kindle his en¬
thusiasm , were now placed before his eyes, and
submitted to his contemplation and inquiry ; nor
were the springs and resources of his own mind
unequal to the excitement which was thus power¬
fully acting upon them . All those higher qualities,
which had hitherto been only partially exerted , or
held as it were in abeyance , were now completely
developed and brought into constant and vigorous
action . At no period, even of his subsequent life,
does he seem to have exerted himself with more
spirit , or with better effect. He made large and
valuable additions to his stock of historical know¬
ledge, both ancient and modern . He applied him¬
self so effectually to the French and Italian lan¬
guages, as to be able in a short time to converse
fluently , and to obtain all the advantages of ac¬
quirement and information in both ; and, what was
less to be expected , by dint of constant and per¬
severing references to those classical authors,
whose writings have contributed either directly or
indirectly to illustrate the scenery or the antiqui-
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ties of Italy , he made greater advances in Greek
and Latin than he had done before, during the
whole period of his education . He studied with
great attention the history and progress of the arts,
and, more particularly , of the different schools of
painting in Italy ; reading carefully the best au¬
thors , conversing frequently with the most intel¬
ligent natives , and then with all the advantage of
his own good taste and discernment , comparing
the results of his inquiries with those of his own
actual observation . By these means he laid in a
■stock of materials for conversation and reflection,
which , treasured in his retentive memory, never
wasted during the whole course of his life ; and it
is curious to observe how extensive , and at the
same time how particular , this knowledge was;
there was scarcely a picture of any eminence in
Italy , or a statue either ancient or modern, with
the merits and history of which he was not ac¬
quainted ; and though he never visited a second
time that country , the impressions made upon his
mind seemed to be as fresh and lively to the very
last , as if they had been of yesterday . Nor was
his attention less powerfully attracted towards
those rich treasures of natural history , which the
peculiar resources of the country , or the industry
of collectors daily presented to him. Vesuvius,
with all its various phenomena and productions,
was his particular study and delight . He was the
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historian and the guide of the mountain , to every
intelligent and distinguished Englishman , who
came to Naples during his stay ; and connecting,
as he did, a considerable degree of science and phi¬
losophy , with all the accurate local knowledge,
and more than the spirit and adroitness of the most
experienced of the native guides, his assistance was
as eagerly sought after as it was highly appreciated
by his countrymen . He made a large collection
of vases and medals, many of which have since
found their way into different cabinets of Europe;
and besides numerous valuable additions which he
made to his own specimens of minerals, he formed
several complete collections of Italian marbles and
volcanic products for his friends . With his own
hands he constructed models of the most remark¬
able temples and other interesting objects of art
or nature in Italy ; and one particularly of Vesu¬
vius,* upon a great scale, of the materials of the
mountain , with such accuracy of outline and just¬
ness of proportion , that Sir William Hamilton pro¬
nounced it to be the best ever produced of the
kind , either by foreigner or native . These things
he did and much more, within an interrupted
space of two years , during which, as it appears
from his journal , so many of his hours were placed
by his own good nature at the disposal of his
* This model is now at Lord Berwick’s seat at Attingham.
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countrymen in their literary or philosophical in¬
quiries ; so many others were dedicated as a
matter of duty to Lord Berwick and his concerns,
and so many more were devoted to the pleasures
of society , and to those active amusements which
our countrymen usually assemble around them
whenever they take up their abode together , and
for which the fine climate of Italy is so well
adapted , that it must be a matter of surprise to
learn , that he was able to do so much for himself.
Nor will this surprise be lessened , when it is
known that besides his journal , he left behind him
a great number of manuscripts connected with
this tour ; amongst which may be mentioned some
maps of his own construction , catalogues of several
collections of books and natural history , and a
long memorial, in the form of letters , addressed
to young English noblemen and gentlemen upon
the proper objects of study in travels . If it should
be inquired , by what peculiar advantages he was
able to affect all this, it may be said ; first , by an
excellent constitution , which he never spared or
managed , pursuing his objects unremittingly , by
night as well as by day , and at times appearing to
be indifferent to the common wants of nature , par¬
ticularly of rest and sleep ; secondly, by the
faculty which he possessed in an eminent degree
of concentrating all the force of his mind upon the
subjects which occupied it, and thereby rendering

128

THE LIFE OF

the impressions almost indelible : thirdly , by the
admirable tact he at all times shewed in discover¬
ing at once whatever savoured of genius or talent
in the minds of others , coupled with the ready
access which his own candour and ingenuity
always gave him to mutual information and con¬
fidence ; and, lastly , by the extreme quickness
with which he appropriated (but always in the
fairest manner and with the most ample acknow¬
ledgments ) whatever , either in books or conver¬
sation, had the slightest tendency to throw light
upon the objects of his pursuits . To this may be
added the power he possessed in a most remark¬
able degree of exciting the faculties of others.
Within the sphere of his society and influence,
there could be no such thing as what Mr. Burke
calls, the worst corrupter of science, stagnation.
Wherever he was, the waters were sure to be
troubled ; and whether the virtues derived from
them were seized by himself or others, it mattered
little to him, provided the process of information
were going on. This will account in some mea¬
sure for the fact, that with him much society was
compatible with much improvement ; and that
travelling , which is generally an interruption to
the studies of other men, was in truth the great
excitement , the support , and the instrument of
his.
But to proceed with the narrative . Their in-
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tended stay at Turin was considerably shortened
by the state of disquiet which actually reigned
there , and the expectation of still greater disturb¬
ances which appeared to be impending over the
city , from the influence of the French revolution,
the march of whose principles in the crowded
cities of Italy , seemed to be more alarming, than
that of its armies on the frontiers . The good old
king, then sixty -five years of .age, to whom they
were presented immediately after their arrival,
lamented to them in the most ingenuous and pa¬
thetic terms, the ruin which threatened to over¬
whelm both the morals and the institutions of the
people , and his own inability to resist it . For
himself, he said, bowed down, as he was, with the
weight of years , he had no anxiety ; but the fate
of his country , which he loved, was a subject of
the deepest interest to him ; and were it possible
for any sacrifices of his to restore peace and sere¬
nity to the state , he would gladly die a thousand
deaths to effect it . Some blood had already been
shed in the city in consequence of a popular in¬
surrection ; and the rumours from the country,
where the kindly influence of the monarch was
less felt, became every day more and more alarm¬
ing. Under these circumstances , and with the
advice of the English minister , Mr. Trevor , they
determined to take up their winter quarters in
VOL . I .
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some southern city of Italy , more remote from the
focus of these troubles , where they might hope to
find equal, if not greater , facility for their improve¬
ment in the language , with a prospect of more re¬
pose to profit by it . Accordingly , they left Turin
about the middle of the month ; and, pursuing the
same route which had been taken by Mr. Walpole
and Mr. Gray , they passed through Novi to
Genoa • there they were tempted to remain about
a fortnight , delighted with the beauty and gran¬
deur of its situation upon the Mediterranean , and
struck with the magnificence of its palaces , and
the profusion of its marble statues and ornaments.
From Genoa they returned to Novi, and then
crossing part of the spacious plain of Lombardy
to Piacenza , they passed through Parma to Bo¬
logna, where they remained a week, occupied with
the paintings and churches which usually attract
the attention of travellers in that place. From
Bologna they proceeded to the Apennines , which
they were fortunate enough to pass in fine wea¬
ther ; and, descending into the territories of the
Grand Duke , they proceeded immediately to Flo¬
rence . This city notwithstanding its numerous
attractions , of which Mr. Clarke speaks with great
rapture , did not upon this occasion detain them
“long: for it appears from his journal that very
early in November they arrived at Rome, having
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passed through Sienna and Viterbo without stop¬
ping. From Rome, Mr. Clarke wrote a letter to
his mother , of which the following is an extract
“ Rome, Dec . 5th , 1792.

“ —— What a tract of country intervenes to
divide us ! and yet it is not the distance which
makes me feel so far removed from you, it is the
state of suspense which I am kept in with regard
to your welfare. I can get no letters from Eng¬
land ; I have written many to you and to my
friends, but I receive no answer to any of them.
When I was at Turin , I received those letters you
sent to Bruxelles ; since that time, I am as igno¬
rant of English affairs as if I had been with Bruce
to discover the source of the Nile. Some, I fear,
have been idle, but I am sure you would not forget
me, and therefore I fear those daemons the demo¬
crats have intercepted your letters , and made use
of them to set fire to the German villages.
Lord
Berwick is employing Angelica Kauffman in paint¬
ing, and I am now selecting passages from the
poets for her to paint for his house at Attingham.
He has left me to follow my own taste in painting
and sculpture . I have ordered for him two su¬
perb copies of the Venus de Medicis and the Bel¬
vedere Apollo, as large as the originals ; they will
cost near 1000/. In painting , I have selected two
passages from Euripides , to be executed by Grik 2
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gnon ; Freedom , from Chatterton ’s Ode, by Ange¬
lica Kauffman ; his portrait , and another allego¬
rical painting , by the same artist . The sculpture
will be executed by an English artist , in marble
brought from Carrara . My time has been taken
up in visiting all the artists , for we have been here
three weeks comparing their works , and in taking
the opinions of the oldest and best judges —except
where it was mere party matter , and then I ven¬
tured to act from my own opinion . One thing I
pride myself upon, and that is, that I have hitherto
kept him from meddling with antiquities , and that
I have almost cured myself of all my own folly in
that way, by observing the wonderful system of
imposition and villany that is practised here upon
poor John Bull every hour in the day. The great¬
est of these Romans carry cheating to such a de¬
gree of ingenuity that it becomes a science ; but
in baking legs, arms, and noses, they really sur¬
pass belief. The shop of an antiquarian here re¬
minds me of an almanack I have seen in England—
where one finds a list of hips, thighs, toes, fingers ,
&c. adapted for every day in the week. Indeed
Rome has been so long exhausted of every valu¬
able relic, that it is become necessary to institute a
manufactory for the fabrication of such rubbish as
half the English nation come in search of every
year . Our banker here is an Englishman —he re¬
presents our ambassador , for there is none at
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Rome ; he has long been celebrated for giving his
countrymen good advice, at the rate of 3000/. per
cent . The other day he took me into his museum
and begged I would purchase the nine muses and
Apollo for Lord Berwick ; cheap as dirt ! says he,
they are going at 300/. and the empress of Russia
once offered me 1000/. I turned the joke sadly
against him the next evening at Mrs. H .’s, by
proposing a subscription to be set on foot for
his brown bob-wig to succeed Lord Balmerino's head
upon Temple-bar. He
has not forgiven this, for
this morning he gave a grand breakfast to the
prince, and we were excluded from the general
invitation .”
The time they remained at Rome, not more than
four weeks, although diligently and actively em¬
ployed , was scarcely sufficient to furnish Mr.
Clarke with the means of giving even a rapid
sketch of a city which has been justly described
as comprising within its circuit , amusement and
interest enough for years . But he was too wise
to attempt it ; he was more anxious at that pe¬
riod to see, and to learn from others, than to re¬
cord his own observations and opinions : and he
frankly declared that such was the variety of ob¬
jects and circumstances which crowded upon his
mind during this month , that he had not time even
to note them in his journal ; they were not lost,
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however , either to himself or his friends, for many
interesting notices of this city are found dispersed
throughout his works ; and still more frequent
allusions to them were brought forward in his
conversation.
Our travellers left Rome about the first of De¬
cember , and after a safe and agreeable journey
of two days , arrived at Naples ; in which delight¬
ful city , or in its still more delightful environs,
they remained for nearly two years , occasion¬
ally visiting other parts of Italy , as the season
invited , or agreeable opportunities occurred . For
the first six months of his residence at this place,
viz. from the early part of Dec. 1792, the date of
his arrival, till the middle of June , 1794, Mr.
Clarke seems to have kept no journal of his pro¬
ceedings ; nor does there appear among his papers
even so much as a memorandum for his own use;
but , judging from his subsequent statements , he
seems to have been occupied properly enough,
partly in studying the language, and partly in
making himself acquainted with all the remarkable
places and objects in the neighbourhood , and with
the characters and acquirements of the persons
with whom he was to live. From the middle of
June , however, his time is regularly accounted for;
and to his journal of this period , in conjunction
with the letters , the reader will be referred for the
principal circumstances of his life, till his return to
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England : with this caution only, which is appli¬
cable to the whole, that whatever statements or
conjectures connected with philosophical or scien¬
tific subjects may appear in them , must be con¬
sidered only as exhibiting the state of his know¬
ledge , or the inclination of his judgment at the
time, and not as pledging him permanently to
opinions, some of which were in fact superseded,
and others modified by the results of his maturer
inquiries in his later life.
“ June 12, 1793.—I made my twelfth expedi¬
tion to Vesuvius, and my third to the source of
the lava, in company with Sir John and Lady L.
and a large party . The day was excessively hot,
the thermometer , which all the month of March
and April had vibrated from 50 to 60, now stood
at 78. A Sirocco wind added to the closeness of
the air, and rendered our excursion tedious and
difficult. We dined at the Hermitage , and then
proceeded up the mountain . Mrs. Hhad
hysteric fits at the second crater , owing to the
great power of the sun and over-fatigue ; never¬
theless, she reached the source of the lava, and
Avas very near killed by a large stone from the
crater that flew by her like a wheel. The guides
were with reason astonished at our females, since,
excepting a few Englishmen who had accompanied
me this year, no person, either male or female,
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had been known to visit the source of a stream of
lava while in an active state .
- '- :
“ It was in the month of February that I went
with a party to the source of the lava for the first
time , to ascertain the real state in which the
lava proceeded from the volcano that created
it . I conducted Lady P . to the second crater , and
then we proceeded by ourselves. I found the
crater in a very active state , throwing out vollies
of immense stones transparent with vitrification,
and such showers of ashes involved in thick sul¬
phurous clouds, as rendered any approach to it
extremely dangerous . We ascended as near as
possible , and then crossing over to the lava at¬
tempted to coast it up to its source. This we
soon found was impossible, for an unfortunate
wind blew all the smoke of the lava hot upon us,
attended at the same time with such a thick mist
of minute ashes from the crater , and such fumes
of sulphur , that we were in danger of being suffo¬
cated . In this perplexity , I had recourse to an
expedient recommended by Sir W. Hamilton, and
proposed immediately crossing the current of liquid
lava to gain the windward side of it, but felt some
fears owing to the very liquid appearance the lava
there had so near its source. All my companions
were against the scheme, and while we stood de¬
liberating , immense fragments of stone and huge
volcanic bombs, that had been cast out by the
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crater , but which the smoke had prevented us
from observing, fell thick about us, and rolled by
us with a velocity that would have crushed any
of us, had we been in their way . I found we must
either leave our present spot or expect instant
death ; therefore, covering my face with my hat . I
rushed upon the lava and crossed over safely to
the other side, having my boots only a little burnt
and my hands scorched . Not one of my com¬
panions however would stir , nor could any persua¬
sion of mine avail in getting a single guide over to
me. I then saw clearly the whole of the scene,
and expected my friends would every moment be
sacrificed to their own imprudence and want of
courage, as the stones from the crater fell con¬
tinually around them, and vast rocks of lava
bounded by them with great force. At last I had
the satisfaction of seeing them retire , leaving- me
entirely alone. I begged hard for a torch to be
thrown over to me, that I might not be lost when
the night should come on. It was then that Andr6,
one of the Ciceroni of Resina, after being promised
a bribe, ran over to me, and brought with him a
bottle of wine and a torch . We had coasted the
lava ascending for some time , when looking back, I
perceived my companions endeavouring to cross
the lava lower down, where the stream was nar¬
rower . In doing this they found themselves in¬
sulated , as it were, and surrounded by two different
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rivers of liquid fire. They immediately pressed
forward , being terribly scorched by the combined
heat of both the currents , and ran to the side
where I was ; in doing which one of the guides
fell into the middle of the red hot lava, but met
with no other injury than having his hands and
face burnt , and losing at the same time a bottle of
Vin de Grave , which was broken by the fall, and
which proved a very unpleasant loss to us, being
ready to faint with excessive thirst , fatigue , and
heat . Having once more rallied my forces , I pro¬
ceeded on, and in about half an hour I gained the
chasm through which the lava had opened itself a
passage out of the mountain . To describe this
sight is utterly beyond all human ability . My
companions , who were with me then, shared in the
astonishment it produced ; and the sensations they
felt in concert with me, were such as can be obli¬
terated only with our lives . All I had seen of
volcanic phenomena before did not lead me to
expect such a spectacle as I then beheld . I had
seen the vast rivers of lava that descended into
the plains below , and carried ruin and devastation
with them ; but they resembled a vast heap of
cinders on the scoriae of an iron foundery , rolling
slowly along and falling with a rattling noise over
one another . Here a vast arched chasm presented
itself in the side of the mountain , from which
rushed with the velocity of a flood, the clear vivid
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torrent of lava in perfect fusion, and totally un¬
connected with any other matter that was not in
a state of complete solution, unattended by any
scoriae upon its surface, or gross materials of an
insolvent nature , but flowing with the translucency
of honey, in regular channels cut finer than art can
imitate , and glowing with all the splendour of
the sun.
“ The eruption from the crater increased with
so much violence, that we proceeded to make our
experiments and observations as speedily as pos¬
sible. A little above the source of the lava, I found
a chimney of about four feet in height from which
proceeded smoke and sometimes stones . I ap¬
proached and gathered some pure sulphur , which
had formed itself upon the edges of the mouth of
this chimney, the smell of which was so powerful,
that I was forced to hold my breath all the while
I remained there . I seized an opportunity to gain
a momentary view down this aperture , and per¬
ceived nothing but the glare of the red hot lava
that passed beneath it . We then returned to
examine the lava at its source. Sir W . Hamilton
had conceived that no stones thrown upon a cur¬
rent of lava would make any impression . We
were soon convinced of the contrary . Light
bodies of five, ten, and fifteen pounds weight
made little or no impression even at the source,
but bodies of sixty , seventy , and eighty pounds,
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were seen to form a kind of bed upon the surface
of the lava and float away with it . A stone of
three hundred weight , that had been thrown out
by the crater , and lay near the source of the cur¬
rent of lava, I raised upon one end and then let it
fall in upon the liquid lava, when it gradually sunk
beneath the surface, and disappeared . If I wished
to describe the manner in which it acted upon the
lava, it was like a loaf of bread thrown into a bowl
of very thick honey, which gradually involves itself
in the heavy liquid that surrounds it, and then
slowly sinks to the bottom . The lava itself had a
glutinous appearance , and although it resisted the
most violent impression , seemed as if it might
easily be stirred with a common walking stick.
A small distance from its source, as it flows on, it
acquires a darker tint upon its surface, is less
easily acted upon, and, as the stream gets wider,
the surface having lost its state of perfect solution
grows harder and harder , and cracks into innu¬
merable fragments of very porous matter , to which
they give the name of scoriee, and the appearance
of which has led many to suppose, that it pro¬
ceeded thus from the mountain itself, being com¬
posed of materials less soluble than the rest of the
lava, lighter , and of course liable to float con¬
tinually on the surface. There is, however, no
truth in this . All lava has its first exit from its
native volcano, flows out in a liquid state , and all
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equally in fusion. The appearance of the scoriae
is to be attributed only to the action of the exter¬
nal air, and not to any difference in the materials
that compose it, since any lava whatever , separated
from its channel, at its very source, and exposed
to the action of the external air, immediately
cracks, becomes porous, and alters its form. As
we proceeded downward , this became more and
more evident, and the same lava which at its ori¬
ginal source flowed in perfect solution, undivided,
and free from loose encumbrances of any kind, a
little farther down, had its surface loaded with
scoriae in such a manner, that upon its arrival at
the bottom of the mountain, the whole current
resembled nothing so much as a rolling heap of
unconnected cinders from an iron foundry.
“ The fury of the crater , continuing to increase,
menaced us with destruction if we continued any
longer in its neighbourhood . A large stone thrown
out to a prodigious height , hung for some time
over our heads in the air. Every one gave him¬
self up for lost until it fell harmless beyond us,
shattering itself into a thousand fragments which
rolled into the valley below. We had not left this
spot above five minutes before a shower of stones,
issuing from the crater , fell thick upon it, covering
the source of the lava, and all the parts about it;
so that , had we waited , as I begged to do a little
longer, every one of us would have been crushed
to atoms.
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“ During my second visit, the appearances were
pretty much the same. I thought the lava flowed
slower, and was less in fusion than before, the sur¬
face appearing tougher and being sooner con¬
verted into scoriae. We dressed our beef steak
upon the lava, as we had done before, no fire
being better calculated for that purpose , owing to
the excessive heat it gives.
“ Upon my third visit of this day, I found the
■
lava had taken a different course, and flowed to¬
wards the Torre del Annonciato, whereas it had
before proceeded in a channel exactly opposite
the cross. The source itself had undergone great
alterations , and bore strongly the marks of an
earthquake .”
“ June 19, 1793.—Went to hear the avocats
plead in the courts of justice . These people are
remarkable for the fluency and passion with which
they speak, far outvying our most boasted orators,
in gesture , voice, and energy . But it is all to no
purpose , since justice is a virtue unknown to the
Neapolitans . From the judge to the sbirri , every
one is actuated according to the nature of the
bribe he receives, and if a criminal can raise
money sufficient to feed the avarice of these har¬
pies, he may prevent his trial from ever taking
place. There are 40,000 lawyers in Naples , great
part of which being half-starved, and out of em¬
ployment , are ripe for any mischief proposed to
them . There never was a government in which
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the police of the law could be worse administered
than at Naples . If a wretch is apprehended for
any crime, he has nothing to do, but bribe as long
as he can ; when after a certain period the whole
affair becomes obsolete, and he is suffered to rot
in his gaol. Lord G told me of a circum¬
stance he had been witness to in coming from
Psestum . Some sbirri had apprehended a poor
boy , and were endeavouring to make him swear
against his mother whom they suspected of coin¬
ing. They first made him drunk , and then pre¬
faced their questions by promising, that if he
proved her guilty , he should ride home with them
in a calash, and have macaroni for his supper.
Thus tempted and bewildered , the poor child said
just as they pleased , and the innocent mother was
hurried to prison , where, having no money to
prove her innocence or buy her food, she will pro¬
bably starve . Sir William Hamilton relates a cu¬
rious fact, also, of Neapolitan justice . Some Eng¬
lishmen, at Yietri , had been compelled to pay an
enormous bill by a rascal who presented his sti¬
letto to their breasts , threatening to stab them if
they refused. Sir W . seldom does much for his
countrymen , but this being so flagrant an instance
of violence, he exerted himself to bring the of¬
fender to punishment . He complained to the king.
Mandate after mandate was issued to no purpose
for a long time, till the villain having no longer
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wherewithal to pay for his liberty , was appre¬
hended and tried . The judge asked Sir W. what
they should do with him. Nothing! said he, let
him go about his business! The king hearing this
was astonished, and asked Sir W . why he made
so much fuss for nothing . If, said SirW ., he had
been taken earlier, according to your promise that
he should, I would have had him punished . At
present he has been punished sufficiently, having
bribed your lawyers , till he is ruined . Why, said
the king, how much do you think he has paid ?—As
much as he was worth, replied Sir W. Ay, said his
majesty , and a great deal more! ! !”
“ June 26, 1793.—In the evening we took our
boat for Amalfi to see, not only what is supposed
to be the finest coast in Europe , but also a very
fine f6te at that town in honour of their patron St.
Andrew , with music, fire-works, pageantry , &c.
The view of this coast is sublime to a degree ; the
lofty mountains, rising out of the bosom of*a vast
expanse of waters , now covered with verdure,
now breaking in enormous columns of the boldest
perpendicular rock, whose tints are of a thousand
varieties. Half way down the sides of this ro¬
mantic coast, I discerned villages scattered thicker
and thicker as the eye descended , till near the
bottom the surface is covered with white houses
and orange groves. On the boldest and most tower¬
ing points, convents, monasteries, and churches
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are placed, and in the deep dales that split the
mountainous ridges,, are jammed the four principal
towns of the coast. The shore is craggy and bold,
turned into many grotesque forms, with dark ca¬
verns, paths , and buildings, hanging in a tremen¬
dous manner over the brow , while beneath lies the
wide surface of the sea, enlivened by crowds of
light skiffs that scud across its surface. Near
Majuri is a large cavern full of stalactites , which,
being broken from the roof, are tossed about by
the waves till they are smoothed and rounded.
They are of a milky whiteness and well polished,
and resemble the concretions called Confetti di
Tivoli. We
passed before Cittori , Majuri, and
Minuri, a smaller town dealing also in macaroni,
formerly the dock yard of Amalfi ; then doubling
a promontory we lay on our oars to contemplate
the town of Atrani , which is squeezed between
two cliffs, joined together by buildings . A road
winds up this valley to Ravello and Scala, two
episcopal cities that hang in a straggling manner,
high over the town of Atrani on the mountain tops.
Turning round another rock or promontory , the
beautiful town of Amalfi opened upon us, in a si¬
tuation similar to that of Vietri , but upon a larger
scale.
“Amalfi is but a shadow

of what it once was,when
it extended over the stupendous rocks that hang
on each side still crowned with battlemented walls
VOL . i.
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and ruined towers . The cathedral is in the least
agreeable of those styles of architecture that were
invented or adopted , when Grecian rules and pro¬
portions were forgotten . There is a great mixture
gra¬
of ancient pillars and columns of red Egyptian
nite , with a tawdry ugly olio of Gothic and Sara¬
cenic arches , which have not even the lightness
usually peculiar to that style of building . Among
some rocks at a part of the coast called Capo
d’Ure&, between Atrani and Cittori , is a cavern
where the sea rushes in with a noise like the roar¬
ing of fifty distant cannons ; no mortal dares ap¬
proach its yawning mouth ; a boat would be sucked
in and instantly dashed to pieces . Cittori looks
extremely beautiful . It has been three times
washed into the sea by the torrents of melted snow
and rain water from the mountains above . The
terrific grandeur of these cliffs perhaps surpasses
the scenery at Lucerne . The variety of colours,
purple , red , blue, and yellow , form so remarkable
a spectacle , that were it represented in a picture,
no one would believe it to be correct . On a spot,
where one supposes no living being could approach
but the falcons of the air, is stuck a convent, which
formerly contained thirty nuns .”
“July 1, 1793.— In passing Vesuvius I plainly
saw the whole outline of Somma as it must have re¬
mained when first the old cone fell in. This ac¬
counts for an observation of the younger Pliny,
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who was at Misenum when the great eruption of
79 began . He says, at first they were at a loss to
know which mountain the smoke proceeded from.

I consider this as a very curious fact, and a very
singular proof of the non-existence of the present
cone of Vesuvius at that period ; because whoever
looks at the amazing size of the mountain in its
present state , and the conspicuous object it forms
from Misenum, will be convinced of the folly of
such an observation , supposing the smoke to have
proceeded from its present crater , which is visible
in a very great degree to all that part of the coun¬
try in which Pliny at that time was. I am of
opinion, that the eruption began in the centre of
the present circle of Somma, as it stood when the
old cone had fallen in, and the mountain had been
dormant for ages, as all writers describe it to have
been so before the great eruption . Whoever has
witnessed the astonishing increase of the cone of
Vesuvius since the year 1784, when it was as
much below Mount Somma as it is now above it,
will not wonder at being told the whole of the
present cone has been formed since that period.
Indeed , it appears to increase in a proportion so
inadequate to the circumference of its base, that I
think it highly probable it will fall in a second
time in the course of three or four years , suppos¬
ing the volcano to continue upon an average as
active as it has been for the last two years . I
l 2
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think Sir W. Hamilton mistakes very much when
he calls Astruri , the lake d’Agrano , la Solfaterra,
&c. &c. the craters of extinct volcanos ; they are
rather the shells or bases of the cones of volcanos
whose craters have fallen in, like the situation of
Vesuvius before the birth of the present cone,
which situation they exactly resemble . I should
think the falling in of a cone, generally , is effectual
in causing a temporary extinction of its volcano,
and the subterranean Jire being partially smo¬
thered , is apparently ’dormant for a length of time,
and then breaks out again with redoubled vio¬
lence : as was the case of Monte Nuovo, thrown
up in twenty -four hours, some ages after the ex¬
tinction of the Solfaterra ; and of Vesuvius, in the
great eruption of 79, which broke forth after
having been inactive for a period almost beyond
record , and in one half hour buried whole cities
with their inhabitants , besides the town of Stabia,
and innumerable villages, driving back the sea,
drying up rivers , and changing the whole face of
the country .”
“ July 17, 1793.—I am much refreshed by sit¬
ting in the cool air of the balcony to my breakfast
room ; and amused with the enchanting prospect
I have now before my eyes . All the bay of
Naples, covered with light skiffs and pleasure
boats ; Vesuvius and Somma receiving the gild¬
ed rays of the setting sun, which tinges all the

EDWARD

DANIEL

CLARKE.

J49

coast of Sorrento and the island of Caprea , with a
pale violet, inexpressibly soft and beautiful ; Portici glittering in white splendour over the fatal
lavas that buried Herculaneum seven times be¬
neath their destructive floods ; St Jorio hanging
on the venerable sides of the fertile Somma, amid
vineyards and groves of citron ; the throng of
shipping in the mole, whose masts rise like a fo¬
rest ; the crowded Chiaia, the parade of carriages,
like one vast procession ; the busy Lazzaroni of
St . Lucia, and the idle herd of soldiers in the
opposite barracks ; the rich melody of the evening
band , whose deep swelling notes seem wafted
with the cool breezes from the sea ; the currents
of liquid lava that course each other down the
shaggy cheeks of Vesuvius, and, as the sun sinks
lower, assume a brighter hue which, while I write,
increases to vivid fire : all these form such a spec¬
tacle— so interesting a prospect , and so enlivening
a scene, that it baffles all description , unless one’s
pen possessed the power of pouring forth ‘thoughts
that breathe , and words that burn .’”
“July 24, 1793.—While we were at tea in the
Albergo Reale, such a scene presented itself as
every one agreed was beyond any thing of that
kind they had ever seen before. It was caused
by the moon, which suddenly rose behind the
convent upon Vesuvius ; at first a small bright
line, silvering all the clouds, and then a full orb

150

THE

LIFE

OF

that threw a blaze of light across the sea, through
which the vessels passed and repassed in a most
beautiful manner. At the same time, the lava, of
a different hue, spread its warm tint upon all the
objects near it , and threw a red line across the
bay , directly parallel to the reflection of the moon’s
rays . It was one of those scenes which one dwells
upon with regret , because one feels the impossi¬
bility of retaining the impression it affords. It
remains in the memory , but then all its outlines
and its colours are so faintly touched , that the
beauty of the spectacle fades away with the land¬
scape ; which when covered by the clouds of the
night and veiled in darkness , can never be revived
by the pencil, or the pen, or by any recourse to
the traces it has left upon the mind.”
“July 25, 1793.—My spirits very low all this
day ; a species of malady I have not felt a long
while. In the evening Lord Berwick went to
Naples . I chose to remain at home, and enjoy the
solitude and serenity of the place . I had the ass
saddled, and rode through beautiful vineyards,
and groves of figs, towards the fosse grande upon
the mountain. At my return I drew some sketches
of the pomegranate . The view from my window
by moonlight is beautiful beyond description.
Not a cloud, but what proceeded from the smoke
of Vesuvius, which threw a line across the moun¬
tain, as far as the eye could reach , forming a grand
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arch over the moon, while the lava heightened the
scene by its fiery lustre . Certainly there never
was an object which added so much to the beauty
of a landscape as Vesuvius . The infinite variety
in its tints —the different forms it assumes in dif¬
ferent points of vfiew—the endless changes that
take place from the crater , all help to make one of
the grandest spectacles in the world, still more
interesting . As I rode up it this evening, the
whole cone of Vesuvius was tinged with the most
lively purple , while Somma presented the bright¬
est green, intermingled here and there with shades
of a darker hue . Such a Tyrian splendour covered
the cone, that I am sure no person would believe
it to be natural , could it be faithfully represented
upon canvas.”
Dr . Clarke wrote as follows to his mother and
sister, from St. Jorio, near Naples, his letter bearing
date July 25.
“ My dear mother and sister, —Your letter to
Lord Berwick has put us both into a sad conster¬
nation for either all our letters to England for some
time have been intercepted here, or lost in their
passage . I have written letter after letter to you,
and could get no answer . The same has been the
case with Mr. Tufton ; and also I enclosed to
Mr. D. all my Latin letters to the fellows of Jesus

152

THE

LIFE

OF

College, the fate of which I have never been able
to learn. The last I sent to you was written upon
my birth -day , June 5, I think it was a very long
one, upon a folio sheet . Not having heard from
you so long I began to be seriously alarmed . At
last your letter arrived to Lord B., with a black
seal ; I knew the seal, and snatched it out of his
hand in an agony ; for what could I suppose , but
that my sister was dead, and that he was to break
it to me ? Let me beg of you never to serve me
so again. You have no idea how it frightened him
as well as me. As for my letters , if you have not
now received them, the court here has destroyed
them, for we well know that all letters are opened
before they leave the kingdom ; and if, by chance,
I hit upon any political subject, I suppose they
made it a pretext for suppressing my letters . I
shall venture this once more, and if I have not an
answer in six weeks, which is the regular time, if
you write by return of post , I will get Sir W. Ha¬
milton to state the whole affair to the king , who
is very good to the English , and I know will pay
attention to it . I wrote to you from Rome during
the holy week, but I have never received any an¬
swer. We have now taken a villa in the country,
among the vineyards and the orange groves at the
foot of Vesuvius. This is a great pleasure to me.
As I lie in my bed I hear the mountain groan and
belch ; and last Wednesday morning we had an
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earthquake which lasted five minutes , but I was
so fast asleep I never perceived it . They told us
so much of the great heats we should endure , that
I expected to be melted . ’Tis all a farce ! thin
clothing and sea bathing keep me cool; and as yet
I have never known the thermometer higher than
86, and on that very day I danced the fandango
with Lady P . I have hardly strength to tell
you of it . We are in daily expectation of the
French fleet.”
Although the account of the miracle of St . Januarius has been given by every traveller in Italy,
yet the following description by Dr . Clarke in his
journal , of the scene witnessed by himself, will not
be deemed uninteresting.
“August 11th, 1793.—And now I am on the
subject of processions , I shall describe the famous
miracle of the liquefaction of St . Januarius ’s blood
which I was an eye-witness of, and saw to the
greatest possible advantage.
“ Previous to the anniversary of this celebrated
miracle , I was invited by the Duke di Sangro to
a ball given upon that occasion at his own house.
The sedia in which the miracle was performed was
exactly opposite his balconies. I arrived there
about half after five. The princess of Sweden,
with all her suite , the Neapolitan nobility , and all
the English, were already there . I found the
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streets thronged with carriages , and such an in¬
numerable concourse of people, that I was obliged
to descend from mine some time before I got to
the house . The balconies were already filled, and
as I had a great curiosity to be a nearer spectator
I descended among the throng , meaning to enter
the sedia . Several that I met assured me of the
danger attending it, as they are very apt to suppose
that the presence of heretics impedes the miracle,
and there have been instances where strangers have
been much insulted , and very roughly handled,
when the miracle did not take place immediately.
Curiosity , however, surmounted every consider¬
ation with me, and by dint of hard pushing , I
made way-to the entrance of the sedia . The centinels repelled me rather rudely , and ordered me
to withdraw . I told them I was an English gen¬
tleman , a great believer in miracles, and begged for
the sake of St . Januarius , they would not deprive
me of the satisfaction of beholding one so remark¬
able . A small bribe urged more in my behalf than
all my faith ; and I was directed to mingle with a
procession of Carthusian friars , and pass in. I did
so, and succeeded , notwithstanding the ridiculous
contrast that was offered by permitting an officer
in the English uniform to walk in by the side of
a barefooted monk with his cowl and rosary.
“The sedia was illuminated both within and
without , by an abundant display of lamps and
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tapers . The inside was hung with the richest
tapestry , profusely ornamented with lace. The
grand altar glittered with ten thousand lights,
covered with imagery , and laden with riches of
every denomination . Jewels , gold, and silver,
were lavished, without taste , but in the greatest
profusion. Under the cross, on the right hand,
was placed the bronze bust which is supposed to
contain the head of the Saint . Opposite to this
altar were two extensive orchestras , filled with
upwards of two hundred performers , both vocal
and instrumental . In the space between , a file of
soldiers formed a passage for the grand procession
to pass through , and the rest was filled by a mis¬
cellaneous assemblage of old women, girls, priests,
abb6s, &c. A shout from the populace without
announced the approach of the sacred phials . The
music began . First came a procession from all
the convents in Naples , dressed in the different
habits of their order, and bearing standards before
the image of their patron saint . Each of these , as
they passed , rested their saint for a few seconds,
before the head of St . Januarius . This continued
for some time, and after these appeared the images
of saints; of massive silver, richly burnished , and
as large as life ; each borne on the shoulders of
four men, and each in its turn paying its devoirs
to the head of the Saint . Last of all, with a slow
and solemn pace, covered with a canopy , appeared
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the phials containing his blood. These were in¬
cased in a circular hoop, with two faces of glass,
which being transparent , shewed the phials, to
the greatest perfection . I perceived they were
about half full of a dark purple liquor . A dead
silence ensued as they approached the sacred
head ; the music ceased ; the audience fell on
their knees in an awful and anxious expectation.
It arrived, and rested opposite the head ; but re¬
mained congealed. The Bishop then took down
the small case containing the phials, and turning
them round several times to shew that the blood
still remained in a congealed state , placed them on
the altar, beneath the cross . Five minutes ensued,
the people still quietly waiting for the event . The
bishop then pronounced the words ‘ Ora pro
nobis !’ and all the people repeated them after him.
For five minutes afterward they continued to re¬
peat the words ‘ Ora pro nobis !’ A quarter of an
hour passed, and I observed all the musicians
looked alarmed, and betook themselves to prayers.
Loud murmurs began ; the clamours of the old
women and the populace without grew very tu¬
multuous . They beseeched God Almighty , our
Saviour, and the Virgin, to intercede with St . Januarius in their behalf. I began to feel very un¬
easy, and did not dare to look up, lest some fanatic,
in a fit of zeal, should think proper to rid them of
a heretic . An Abbe stood near me, with his watch
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in his hand, interrupted every minute with my
inquiries as to the time that had elapsed ; twenty
minutes , twenty -five minutes, thirty minutes
passed , and the miracle was not made. If anxiety
would have passed for a mark of faith, no bigot at
that time evinced, more sincerity than I did . The
cries of the old women redoubled . The girls
screamed . The men squalled. I trembled . ‘ St.
Januarius make the miracle !’ was heard from all
quarters . At last , the consternation became ge¬
neral . The abuse they poured forth against their
Saint was of the lowest kind . Among other things,
I heard loud exclamations of—‘ Oh, you yellow¬
faced dog !—you dirty scoundrel !—you ungrateful
rascal !—Is this the way you repay us for all our
services ? we that are your faithful votaries . Are
you not ashamed of yourself, you yellow-faced
hangman VThe old women screamed most bit¬
terly , and, at last , giving a horrible shriek, they
descended from some benches, and rushed through
the soldiers, making their way in spite of every
obstacle towards the Bishop, when to my inex¬
pressible satisfaction , the miracle was proclaimed;
the music again struck up , and all the people
shouted for joy . Nothing now was heard but—
Viva! Viva! San Genarrio—live for ever blessed
best of Saints, the patron and protector of us all!
The Bishop, elevated above the crowd, now held
up the phials to the people , turning them round
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and round , to shew the motion of the blood. I
drew near, and as he held them to every body, I
had a perfect view of the liquefaction . The matter
within the phials, as it began to dissolve, at first
appeared ropy like pitch or treacle , but soon after
assumed an appearance perfectly liquid . The
people were permitted to approach and kiss them;
and those who were afflicted by diseases had the
parts affected touched by them , which they sup¬
pose to be a certain cure. In the evening the
streets were illuminated . The night past in feast¬
ing and rejoicing. I returned to the Duke di
Sangro ’s, where every body seemed to have caught
the general glee. The Princess of Sweden on that
night honoured me with her hand, and we danced
the whole evening.
“ The superstition of the Neapolitans , with re¬
gard to St . Januarius , is astonishing in an age so
enlightened as the present . They suppose that
the Deity has nothing at all to do with regard to
Naples ; that it is the peculiar province of that
Saint to patronize , superintend , and protect the
Neapolitans and that God has promised not to in¬
terfere with his government . During the great
eruption of 1767, the enraged populace tore down
the house of the cardinal Archbishop because he
refused to oppose the relics of St . Januarius to the
fury of the mountain . They were afterward car¬
ried in procession towards the Ponte Maddelona,
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and they tell you that at the moment they arrived
there , the eruption ceased.
“ In commemoration of this instance of the in¬
dulgence of St . Januarius , they erected a marble
statue of him upon the bridge, in which he is re¬
presented , with one hand opposed to Vesuvius,
and the other holding the phials of his blood.”
“August 22, 1793.—There was to-day, a most
singular appearance in the mountain : on opening
the shutters to view it , I perceived the crater to
be in great agitation ; puff after puff, impelling
each other with the greatest violence. I could
perceive thousands of stones and scoriae thrown
into the air, and falling in all directions . The
clouds from the crater were as white as the purest
snow ; on a sudden , as I was looking at these, a
column of smoke rushed impetuously out of an¬
other mouth behind the crater , as black as the
deepest ink, and rising in curling volumes to a vast
magnitude , formed a pillar perfectly unconnected
with the smoke from the crater , and presented a
striking contrast by opposing its jet black to the
snowy whiteness of the other . These appearances
continued at intervals the whole day . It had
been taken notice of at Naples , as some friends
who called this evening, informed me. Sometimes
the two columns of different colours rose together,
as if emulating each other , and striving who
should rise the highest, and display the greatest
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magnitude , but never mixing or interfering with
each other . The mouth of the black smoke I know
very well, as I once descended into it for some
sulphur and vitriolic acid during a visit to the
crater . It lies behind the great crater , and a lit¬
tle below it . The lava during these phenomena
appeared rather diminished.
“ These appearances continued during the whole
day , and at night such a scene presented itself as it
came
is impossible to give the least idea of. Hen¬
he
as
exclaim
to sit with me, and hearing him
tered , I ran to the window , and saw the most
beautiful gleam of light break over the side of Ve¬
suvius, under the long arch of white smoke ; in a
few minutes rose the full moon, which contrasting
its silver light with the red fire of the crater and
the lava, became a spectacle which is not to be
described . Some friends who had left me now
returned , and we placed ourselves round the bal¬
cony to feast our eyes with a picture so singular
and so beautiful . Many people thought they felt'
an earthquake during the whole night . I am almost
sure I did about ten o’clock, which*continued now
and then till I fell asleep. The first symptoms of
it were a shaking at my door, which deceiving
me, I cried out Come in! as I thought somebody
was there . Afterward it shook with so much vio¬
lence that it seemed to atfect the whole house in a
slight degree . However , I should never have called
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these things to my mind, if others had not said
they also were disturbed by the same noises, and
that they supposed it to be an earthquake . Upon
questioning the two laquais de louage, they both
remembered to have been awakened by a great
noise at the window, in the ante-room, as they
were waiting for Lord Berwick ; so much that
they thought a thief was breaking in ; and this
noise corresponded with the time of the greatest
shock I heard, which was about eleven o’clock.
A friend told me since, he was kept awake by these
repeated noises the whole night .”
“ August 30th , 1793.—Returning home we had
a sight that put all such nonsense out of my head.
(He had been describing some artificial fire -works
which he had just seen.) The lava which was last
night so great , this evening suddenly stopped ;
hardly a trace of it was visible. But the crater
displayed such girandoles of fire, such beautiful
columns of bright flame, as I think I never saw
before. Millions of red-hot stones were shot into
the air, full half the height of the cone itself, and
then bending , fell all round in a fine arch . As soon
as I got home, I fixed the telescope . Sometimes
in the middle of the clear flame, another and
another still more bright and glorious displayed
itself, breaking on the eye like the full sun ; so that
the interior was always the most luminous. It is
only now that I lament being confined from passVOL . I.
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ing the night on the mountain . The interior and
bright attendants upon the principal column,
seemed to be lava in perfect fusion, which boiled
and bubbled up above the crater ’s edge ; and,
sometimes falling over it, I could perceive splas'h
upon the cone, and take its course gently down
the side of the mountain . Sometimes , and more
usually , it fell again into the crater . I write this
with the burning mountain now before my eyes.
All the top of the cone is covered with red -hot
stones and lava. The flame at the crater continues
without intervals of darkness as usual . It is
always in flame, or rather the clouds of smoke
tinged with the reflection of the boiling matter
within , are like burnished gold, and as bright
as fire.
“ The atmosphere being clear, and free from
other clouds but those of the crater , rendered this
astonishing spectacle still more sublime . Oh!
that I could give to this paper the power of recall¬
ing to my recollection the vivid splendour of such
a scene as I have now before my eyes . But the
impression remains not. The extreme brilliancy
of it operates upon one sense only . The impres¬
sion is conveyed to the mind, but the effect is
weakened every time it is recalled by the memory;
and thus it is, that we think every succeeding
eruption still more beautiful than the one which
preceded it .”
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“ Sept . 5, 1793.—Vesuvius continues to throw
most superbly ; the lava flows again ; at sun-set
he shewed that Tyrian hue, which he assumes
sometimes , and which has a glow beyond descrip¬
tion . I find I begin to speak Italian , so as to
make myself easily understood , and to comprehend
the bawling in the streets . I had undressed my¬
self, and was prepared to get into bed , when a
violent shock from the mountain agitated the door
of my room, so as to startle me not a little . I
went into my sitting -room, and upon opening the
window towards the mountain , I perceived all the
top of the cone covered with red -hot matter . At
the same time such a roaring was heard , as made
me expect something more than common. In an
instant , a column of lucid fire shot up into the air,
and after ascending above half the height of the
cone itself, fell in a glorious parabolic girandole,
and covered near half the cone with fire. This
was followed, after an interval of about thirty
seconds, by a shock which agitated the doors and
windows , and indeed the whole house, in a most
violent manner ; immediately after this shock, the
sound of the explosion reached us louder than the
greatest cannon, or the most terrible thunder,
attended with a noise like the trampling of horses’
feet, which of course was nothing more than the
noise occasioned by the falling of so many enor¬
mous stones among the hard lava. The shock of
m2
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disturbed many
things I had left on my table , such as brushes for
painting , cups for mixing colours, &c. I dressed
myself again, and remained in the balcony above
an hour , during which time I had the pleasure of
beholdingVesuviusinhis terrific grandeur , and more
awfully sublime than I had ever seen him before.
While I was thus amused , Mr. R . passed under
the window —What do you think of this scene ?
said I . ‘ Why, I think you will not go to bed to¬
night , if it continues .’—Have you ever seen it finer?
‘ I never have ; and the consul, Sir James Douglas,
has just been observing to me that he never saw
the mountain so agitated since the great eruption
of 1779.’”
“ September 26th , 1793.—Went to Naples.
Called on C. the antiquary ; gave my black fluted
vase to be restored . In washing a small glass
vessel, which had been found with the vases in the
neighbourhood of Taranto , as soon as the water
was poured in, a strong offensive vapour exhaled,
which was plainly felt by all of us. C. told me it
is an odour peculiar to most of these ancient ves¬
sels. I did not get rid of the effects of it for
some time.
“ The manner in which the amazing force of
putrefaction is exemplified upon the Greek vase is
wonderful . It is found to surpass ten times the
strength of the purest vitriolic acids . Aquafortis

this explosion was so violent, that
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is as water , when compared to the acid that is
generated by putrefaction . For we observe those
parts of the vases that have lain in contact with it,
that is, that touched the bodies in the respective
sepulchres , have been most amazingly corroded;
whereas the other parts are entire . Now, when
we know that the varnish upon these vases is
found to resist every acid we can apply to them ;
and that , being washed with the aquafortis , they
only appear more perfect and beautiful from the
operation , we cannot but admire the astonishing
power of that acid, which was formed by the pu¬
trefaction of the body , and which was capable of
corroding the hardest varnish of the most beautiful
vases, during the short time that could intervene
between the interment of the body and its subse¬
quent state of dust , in such a manner, as in some
instances which I have seen, to eat through not
only the exterior coating of the vase, but through
the clay itself.
“ The difficulty of being imposed upon in the
article of vases, must necessarily occasion no small
degree of satisfaction to the buyers of them . The
almost impossibility of copying , with any degree
of accuracy , those beautiful designs ; the clumsy
proportions and heavy materials of modern work¬
manship ; the want of brilliancy in the varnish ;
and , above all, the certain impossibility of adding
that hoary and venerable tartar , which is acquired
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only in a long series of revolving ages, which no
art can imitate , nor any ingenuity compose ; these
circumstances alone allow every facility to the
amateur , in determining the validity of his pur¬
chase. But , setting all these aside, and supposing
that people less skilled in discerning the real traces
of time and the hand of ancient artists , wish to be
possessed of these valuable relics without having
a knowledge of the fine arts —without being able
to discern beauty from deformity in the design—
the want of proportion in the workmanship , bril¬
liancy in the varnish, or the real nature of the
tartar , which accrues to the surface ; one simple
inevitable test , easy in the execution and indis¬
putable in effect, will at all times determine the
truth , and distinguish the original from the imita¬
tion. Let a sponge be dipped in the vitriolic
acid, and with this let the whole surface of the
vase be washed . If it be really the genuine work
of antiquity , it will resist the attack of the acid,
and shine more brilliant and more beautiful from
the operation . But if it is a modern production,
not all the ingenuity of the fabricator , nor the
powers of his fire, can defend it from detection.
The sponge will wipe off both the design and the
varnish, and, disrobing it of its borrowed plumage,
betray at once the hand and the workmanship of
a modern mason. So simple and so easy is the
operation , that the power of detecting truth from
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falsehold is, by this means, alike open to all, and
with such instructions , it would appear to me a
matter of surprise if the discernment of a child
should fail.
“ But at the same time it should be mentioned
that , when a person is possessed of a vase, appa¬
rently valuable, care should be taken in the ope¬
ration . The possessor should first see if any white
ornaments are to be found about it , as the strength
of the vitriolic acid will sometimes materially in¬
jure these . In this case he will wash those parts
which are the least liable to be injured , as the trial
of one portion is equally a test for the whole;
supposing the vase to be sound, and to wear no
mark of having been restored . Not that a vase is
always to be considered as without value, or a
genuine vase at all less valuable, for having been
restored . Many of the finest were found broken
into several pieces ; perhaps by earthquakes , or
perhaps originally so placed there . In the king’s
collection is one that has been completely restored,
which was found in above one hundred pieces.
And here again some caution is necessary . A
skilful artist will so restore the scattered fragments
of a broken vase, that they shall appear as perfect
and as beautiful as if they had never been dis¬
jointed . However , this is a deception easily dis¬
covered . If the marks of restoration are not
visible, by striking the vase with your finger, it
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will, if it is perfect , vibrate like a bell, or a vessel
of glass. If it has been restored , it will sound
like a cracked vessel, and thus the cheat is dis¬
covered. But the former test is here as valid and
inevitable as before. The same sponge will re¬
move all the operation of the restorer , and expose
those parts whicfh are really the antique . As in
the curious instance which occurred to Sir W.
Hamilton, who, entertaining doubts with regard to
the validity of certain drapery on a Silenus, which
was represented in a Bacchanalian subject upon a
vase he had purchased at Naples , exposed it to the
test of the sponge, and the whole of the drapery
disappeared . His words are these :—
“ cA vase in my first collection, in the British
Museum, representing a Bacchanalian subject ,was
published by Passeri before it came into my pos¬
session, and whilst it made a part of the celebrated
Mastrillo collection at Naples ; the learned anti¬
quarian has displayed in his dissertation on that
vase, much of his erudition to explain the reason
why a Silenus was represented there completely
clothed, and not naked as in most monuments of
antiquity . When that vase came into my posses¬
sion, having purchased the whole collection, I soon
perceived that the drapery on the Silenus had been
added with a pen and ink, as was the case with
the figures of many other vases in the same collec¬
tion ; the late possessor being very devout , and
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having caused all the nudities to be covered . How¬
ever, as soon as the vase was mine, a sponge
washed off at once both the modern drapery , and
Passeri ’s learned dissertation .’*
“ A circumstance that happened to me not long
ago may serve to illustrate the facility of discover¬
ing the validity of vases.
“ I went from Naples , with a party of English
friends, to visit the antiquities of Cuma. In our
way we passed through Puzzoli, and were detained
there a short time to procure the noted old cice¬
rone, Tobias. He soon made his appearance , with
his red nightcap and bare feet, and brought with
him a host of Lazzaroni, bearing baskets of broken
lamps, bronzes, coins, and fragments of marble
that had been found in the neighbourhood . Among
them I discovered a fellow with a vase in his hand,
of a form I had never seen before, but so covered
with something they had stuck on in imitation of
the ancient tartar that I could not discern the na¬
ture of the design upon it . They had also had the
address to break off the handles, and stick them
on again with wax , that I might suppose it had
been found so dismantled , and that they had since
repaired it. The vase was of such magnitude , and
so light in proportion to its size, and the value they
set upon it so insignificant, that I was hesitating
* Vide Sir W . Hamilton’s collection of Engravings from an¬
cient vases, &c- page 10.
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whether or not it was possible for them to make
such a vase at the price they asked . My reverie
was, however, not of any long continuance , for it
was suddenly interrupted by a person , who ad¬
dressed me in English, but betrayed at the same
time the accent of a nation not a little remarkable
for the swarm of impostors that emigrate from it.
Oh ho ! said I, Paddy , what are you there ? and
at once saw through the whole of the imposition.
He was dressed in the habit of the Lazzaroni,
and as much sun-burnt as the tawniest among
them . ‘ Yes, your honour, I be here ; would
your honour choose to bid for that vase ? its raly
antic ; I saw it dug up myself near Monte Nuovo;
’twas found, your honour, full of ashes and bones ;
upon my shoul, your honour, there is some now in
the vase.’
“ I own I indulged amazingly in this scene, and
could not help humouring the deceit , till Paddy
thought he had convinced me, that vases were found
in a soil recently formed by volcanoes, and that they
contained the ashes of the dead; however , to his un¬
speakable mortification, I at length produced my
sponge and my aquafortis , begging permission to
wipe off a little of the external dust : when away
went the tartar , and away went the figures, and
away went the varnish, to the no small diversion
of our party ; leaving only a poor, paltry , remnant
of pale clay, which I returned to Paddy , for him
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to commence upon with a new display of his taste
and chicanery .”

On the 30th of September , Lord Berwick com¬
municated to Mr . Clarke the plan he had formed
of a voyage to Egypt and the Holy Land , and of¬
fered to submit to him , if he approved of it , all
the preparations for the journey . It will easily be
imagined with what delight such a proposal was
received by him , and with what earnestness and
anxiety he set about contriving and collecting all
the means and instruments , which might contri¬
bute either to secure the accomplishment of their
object , or to render it instructive and agreeable.
For several weeks after the communication was
made to him , his whole time and thoughts seem to
have been occupied in this project , almost to the
exclusion of those speculations which had engaged
him so much before ; and to which even Vesuvius
itself scarcely formed an exception . About the
middle of October , there is an interruption in his
journal of sixteen days , caused , as he expressly
records , by the labour and anxiety in which he
was incessantly involved : and when his pen is re¬
sumed , it is chiefly occupied with the details of
the steps successively adopted for the furtherance
of their voyage , occasionally interspersed with
expressions of prophetic fear and misgiving , lest
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the representations of some, of their acquaintance
at Naples should effect a change in Lord Berwick ’s
intentions , and put an end to his hopes. But at
that time, whatever opposition might have been
contemplated or attempted , there was no appear¬
ance of its being likely to prevail . The prepara¬
tions went on uninterruptedly , and the 1st of No¬
vember was fixed for the commencement of their
voyage. In the mean time, short as the interval
was, he had so effectually exerted himself, with
the aid of the full powers conferred upon him by
Lord Berwick , that before the day arrived , every
thing which depended upon himself, and had been
confided to his care, was complete . He had col¬
lected all the books and maps which were either
necessary or important to their views ; had agreed
with a competent artist to accompany them ; and
had actually engaged a vessel called the Queen of
Naples , properly provisioned and equipped to con¬
vey them to Egypt , and afterward to await their
future motions by sea.
On the 25th of Oct . he writes — “ every thing
expresses
goes on well for the tour to Egyptand
a hope that they will be under sail in a few days.
On the 27th , Lord Berwick was presented to the
king in the gardens of the Favorita , on his intended
voyage ; and from that day to the middle of No¬
vember, there is another blank in the journal,
which is thus explained in it by himself.
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“ November, 1793.—Here I am, in the midst of
the wildest mountains of the Tirol, with snow all
around me, sitting in the common room of a posthouse, at midnight , waiting for my courier , who is
behind with a carriage broken down. When I re¬
flect on my wayward fate, I can but smile. This
day week I left Naples for England , and have not
once been in bed since two days before that time ;
we had every thing ready to a pin's point to go to
Egypt ; I had sent almost all my things on board,
and expected to be under sail in twenty -four hours.
Lord Berwick all at once recollected , that some
living to which he is to present his brother , might
fall vacant in his absence , and be given away from
his family. He determined , therefore , to send an
express to England , and when he had hired his
courier , I offered to go too, that I might see no
time was lost . Loaded with commissions from
all the English at Naples , I set out on Sunday last.
I reached Rome the next morning ; parted with
the cabriolet , and bought a carriage of Pio ; this
detained me all day ; travelled all night , and in the
morning of Wednesday arrived at Sienna ; baited
there an hour or two, and travelled all day and all
night again, arriving at Florence in the evening;
baited about two hours ; saw Lord P . and the two
H’s at l’Aigle Noir , an excellent inn ; arrived at
Bologna about mid-day on Thursday , waited four
hours to have something done to the carriage , tra-
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veiled all night , and arrived at Mantua on Fridaymorning ; travelled day and night , and reached
Trent by daylight on Saturday ; travelled on, and
in the day the spring broke , which detained us
near four hours at Nieumarch ; set out in the dark,
wind and rain incessant —all this in an open car¬
riage ; arrived at Brixen by daybreak on Sunday ;
drank a little tea ; off again, and just before we
reached Mitterwald , the carriage broke down. I
set out to lose no time, in order to get to Inspruck,
and buy another by the time the broken one might
be mended and brought on. My courier , Joseph,
told me it was only two posts to Inspruck ; I
rumbled on in a German waggon, with a surly
swagger to this place ; when finding after two long
posts that Inspruck is still four posts off, and the
night has set in, I employ the time I have to wait
for Joseph , by scribbling in my journal . In this
wild and remote part of the Alps, in a room full of
drunken noisy postillions , all bawling bad German,
I feel myself just as much at home, and as com¬
fortable , as I once used to do at the White Horse,
in Fetter Lane, when I first went to College,
where every thing seemed more strange to me
than this droll scene does at this moment ; so
much does a little wandering rub off that surprise
one is accustomed to feel at new sights . My com¬
panions consist of a groupe of mountaineers , more
eccentric than any Flemish painter ever drew;
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they have been very busy in making one of the
girls of the house drunk , and are now vastly
amused to see her make a fool of herself, and to
hear the old woman, her mother , scold. They
have all on those caps of green plush and fur, and
some of the whitest cotton , which one sees every
where in these parts of the Tirol.
“ It may be well, in the mean time , to say how
the days passed previous to my setting out on this
expedition , since October 27.
“ I was entirely engrossed by preparations for
our eastern tour . I removed my bed to the Albergo Reale, and got every thing in readiness.
The English, with Sir William and Lady Hamilton,
were to have breakfasted on board with me the
morning on which I heard the news of this delay,
and was obliged to put them off.
“ On Wednesday , November 3, I went in Lady
T.’s carriage to the king’s chasse. We breakfasted
with his majesty , who was very civil to us. The
Prince of Kinski was there . Soon after ten o’clock
the chasse began , and a more beastly , bloody,
brutal work, I never saw. The horsemen were
divided into four troops , each distinguished by a
uniform of grey and gold, and the different troops
by a different coloured feather in their cap , and
each one bearing a lance. These, commanded by
the king, took their station on the four sides of a
spacious field or plain of meadow land, round which
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were coppices and woods, containing wild boars,
roebucks , foxes, hares , &c. The peasants , by
shouting and firing guns, soon obliged a drove of
these , consisting of a hog with a sow and three
large pigs, to leave their shelter and enter the
plain . Instantly , dogs half-famished were let
loose upon them, and when the horsemen per¬
ceived the animals fastened upon some of them,
they rode up and plunged a lance into their hides ;
twisting it round and tearing the bowels of these
wretched animals. They then ordered one of their
pedestrian attendants to transfix the animal to the
ground with a spear , while they amused them¬
selves by plunging stilettoes into his body , or cut¬
ting off the tail of the hog as a trophy . A more
insipid or unmanly amusement I never saw. Yet
used to attend these elegant
the Princess of slaughter works, and gloried in plunging her point¬
ed lance in the gore of a poor hog.
“ There

were

about

sixteen

hogs

killed

in all,

which was reckoned wretched sport , as the num¬
ber of swine usually massacred on this occasion
generally amounts to fifty or one hundred . The
only amusing part arose from the pursuit of the
roebucks , foxes, &c., which generally afforded
something like a chace. When these appear , the
dogs are let loose upon them , but nobody rides
after them ; they are considered as affording so
much inferior sport to the glorious pursuit of a pig.
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When the king was sufficiently fatigued , he rode
up to us about four o’clock, and ordered us home
to dinner with him and his courtiers . Lord P.
joked with him a little on his favourite amusement,
when the king laughingly told us : ‘ I know,’ said
lie, ‘ you English think this a very savage kind of
sport , but to tell you the truth , you must know I
am naturally poco sanguinario, and so it suits my
disposition .’ We had a very magnificent dinner,
and after coffee, Sir W. H. desired me to be ready
below with the horse Lord B. intended to present
to his majesty , and he would bring him to see it.
The king came, admired the mare of all things,
joked with me about my whiskers , asked me se¬
veral questions about my voyage, and wondered
why I should be so eager to undertake a journey to
Egypt . He then desired I would mount the mare,
and I rode her round the ring where the races are
held annually , at Carditelli , before his majesty and
his whole court . They all were delighted with
this present to their king, and we parted in the
highest glee.
“ Sir William H. made me acquainted with a
plan of his to-day , while we were looking at the
hunt , which the world is not yet acquainted with.
He has been for sixteen years past engaged with
a poor priest who lives at Resina , in keeping a
journal of the daily revolutions observable on Ve¬
suvius . These are to be represented by a series
vol.

r .
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of drawings , which already amount to several vo¬
lumes folio. He says, he intends to publish them
soon, and place the originals in the Royal Aca¬
demy ; that if any one hereafter , more young and
more persevering than he is, chooses to carry it on
upon a larger scale, they always may refer to
them . Thus, I see a poor priest will be the
author of this great work , as Talinski was of his
book on Greek vases. Sir William does nothing
towards the work except publishing it, and put¬
ting his name to it when it is finished . How easy
it is for a man of fortune to be numbered with the
literati ! However , Sir William has this merit,
certainly , and it is a very great one, that although
he was not the matrix , in which the egg was ge¬
nerated , he was at least the sun that fostered and
brought the embryo to light.
“ Guutsberg near Augsburg , November 20.—
Our carriage , which I bought of Pio , and in which
he cheated me most prodigiously , broke down for
the third time, about half a post from Augsburg;
we patched it up to hold to this place . What time
we have lost with this cursed carriage ! at least a
day in all, if not eighteen hours . I should have
been now at Manheim . The cold I suffer in the
night is very severe, and prevents me from enjoy¬
ing the little sleep I should otherwise have in the
carriage . Here I am now sitting in a little stink¬
ing room of the common post -house , where the girl
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the room thought it a great theft to pilfer a sheet
letter paper out of my portfolio. I caught her
in the fact ; she let it fall in her fright, I picked it
up , and gave her a quire with it ; I believe she
thinks I am mad, she stared so. A Jew teases me
to give him eight ducats for a gold watch, and it
looks very well ; it is amazing how they could
make up such things for that money. He speaks
only German . There are Jews of all countries,
all over the world.
“ N.B. We got no farther than Brenor on Sun¬
day night . Monday we reached Inspruck , and
coming out of the town, I met Sir Gilbert Elliot,
going to Toulon, stopping to change horses with
his second carriage ; a gentleman in it, I believe
his secretary , told me he came home to England
from the West Indies in the Duke . By enquiry,
I find my brother George was among the number
on board , and that he is now in England.
“ Tuesday .—Breakfasted at Fiiesen , and reach¬
ed Augsburg just as it grew dark ; the Three
Kings, quite a palace of an inn, but very dear. A
Major L’lsle there attempted to get some money
of me, but did not succeed ; the gudgeon would
not
take his bait. His directions about my route I
accepted of and thanked him, but would take none
of his hints about lending him money, although
he
threw out some very broad ones ; such as letters
not being arrived—wanted just six louis d’ors, &c.
of
of

n 2
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&c. All would not do ; but I promised to deliver
knows who he is;
a letter from him. The Lord
t
if a gentleman , I ask his pardon sincerely.
“ London, Warren ’s Hotel , Dec. 1,1793 .—From
Guutzberg , I proceeded with all possible expedi¬
tion to Ulm, where I dined and bought a pair of
fur boots , and saw the funeral procession of an
officer, with the sword and scabbard crossed upon
his coffin, and all the soldiers with their arms re¬
versed , drums muffled, &c. The next morning,
November 21, I breakfasted at Constat , having
travelled all night , and went on the whole day,
through Etlingen , Bruchsal , &c., to Manheim,
where I arrived on the morning of the 22d, having
travelled all night on the 21st . I breakfasted and
bought a pipe for Lord Berwick , which I left there
against my return , and proceeded to Mayence ; the
roads , all the way cut up by the armies , were so
bad, that I did not arrive before night . I wished to
go by water to Coblentz , but they will not permit
boats to pass during the night -time, and the roads
were so dangerous , that I stopped the whole night
at the Hotel de Mayence , an inn like a palace ; in
the morning I walked about and saw the ruins of
the houses , churches , and palaces ,that had suffered
during the late siege. From the Dominican con¬
vent , I brought specimens of the effect of the fire;
there were the bread , nails, glass, mortar , and
stone, all mixed as if they had been in fusion to-
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gether . The master of the inn gave me also some
of the money of the siege, which the French had
struck from the bells of the convents and churches.
Between Mayence and Coblentz , I was over¬
turned in the night ; Joseph was under me, but
neither of us was hurt . I reached Coblentz early
in the morning, and immediately hired a boat for
Cologne . An emigrant offered a horse for sale,
which he had rode from the Prince de Condi ’s
camp ; horses sell for mere nothing , owing to the
quantity the emigrants dispose of from necessity.
Pas-sed down the Rhine to Cologne ; arrived late
and stayed the night , and part of the next day, for
want of horses . Bought a piece of Monsieur
Hardy ’s wax work , and some Cologne water.
Overturned again between Cologne and Aix-laChapelle —fell down a bank—not hurt . At Aix
the emigrants begging in the streets . Came from
Aix through Juliers to Liege, and from thence to
St . Tron where I slept , it rained so hard . Came
on the next day to Bruxelles ; saw Lord and Lady
C. and Miss F. Went with them to the theatre ;
saw Mrs . L. and her lovely daughters : went home
and drank tea with them . Left Bruxelles at mid¬
night and came on to Ostend , through Ghent,
Bruges , &c. ; Ostend garrisoned by the English.
Passed the night there at Morrison’s hotel. Early
in the morning went on board a packet for Eng¬
land . Left Ostend with a fair wind for England.
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“We had been out of the harbour about three
hours , when I perceived Captain Hammond verybusy with his glass, looking out to sea, and talking
to his mate with an appearance of great anxiety.
I could overhear him say, ‘ She's a rogue, Tom, we
we learned that a
’
had better sheer off/Presently
French privateer from Dunkirk was bearing down
upon our broadside , with all the sail she could
make. The captain advised to put about for
Ostend , and we readily agreed ; but finding that
she still gained upon us in every tack , he proposed
to make for the nearest port of the emperor ’s
coast, and run the ship aground . Even this we
soon found we could not attain . Our papers and
dispatches were all delivered up, with those of the
king’s messengers who were on board ; and the
mail and they were fastened to four 501b. weights,
ready to be thrown overboard , in case they should
come along side. Finding it impossible to escape,
the captain proposed to put about, fire a lee gun,
and run right at her . Every man had his musket
and ammunition given him, all the guns were set,
and we were quite ready for action . Some emi¬
grants on board were terribly frightened , and
Joseph , my courier , with difficulty prevented one
of them from shooting himself. One of the king’s
messengers also took out his pistols, and declared
he would die by his own hands sooner than be
conducted to their dungeons a prisoner . For my
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part , I continued very cool, and pulling off my
cloak, placed myself upon the stern with my mus¬
ket ready to do the best I could for the defence of
my life and liberty . Joseph did the same, and sat
by me. We fired our lee gun at her forecastle;
whether it did any mischief, or whether she was
without guns, or whether she mistook a packet
that now appeared in our stern for a king’s cutter,
I don’t know, but within four minutes after our
fire she put about and made off, and thus ended a
very unpleasant affair. I was landed at Dover, on
the morning of November 30.”

After spending two or three days in London,
to execute the commissions with which he was
intrusted , he proceeded for Shropshire , and ar¬
ranged the principal business which had brought
him to England . He then immediately set off on
his return to London ; and, travelling without rest,
arrived at the hotel again, between eleven and
twelve o’clock at night . “ As soon as I arrived,”
he says, “ fatigued and half worn out with all the
exertion and care I had used on Lord Berwick ’s
account , having caught a cold by the night air, and
wishing for one night of peaceable repose, I hur¬
ried to my rooms, and found a letter from .”
In this place several pages of his journal are
torn out ; but from other documents it appears,
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that the letter in question was from Lord Berwick
at Naples, and that the information contained in it,
was nothing less than the sudden postponement,
or in other words the abandonment , of that voyage,
on which he had now so long and so fondly
reckoned ; and for the sole purpose of facilitating
which, his rapid journey to England had been
made.
It would require a very intimate knowledge of
the sanguine character of Mr. Clarke, and of his
passionate desire for seeing Egypt and Greece, to
appreciate adequately the effect of this communi¬
cation on his mind ; but it may suffice to say, that
the disappointment was felt by him more bitterly
than any which he had ever before experienced in
his life ; that for many years it was ever breaking
out in his letters and conversation, and that it
could never be said to be entirely overcome till
under other auspices, and at a maturer age, he had
been permitted to drink freely of that cup which
was at this time unexpectedly dashed from his
lips. It was not only the failure of a favourite
project which he had to regret , though that was
grievous enough, but there was a strong impres¬
sion upon his mind, that the change had been
brought about unhandsomely or maliciously, by
some persons at Naples , who, from views of their
own, had opposed the expedition from the begin¬
ning ; and who finding other means ineffectual, had
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taken advantage of his absence to poison the mind
against himself. At all events, it was
evident that a considerable burden of labour and
anxiety had been thrown upon him, without due
consideration ; and, as matters turned out, without
any object or advantage whatsoever . But , what¬
ever ground there might have been either for his
complaint or suspicion, it is honourable to him to
state , that every allusion to the names of these
persons , and indeed every strong expression of his
disappointment , was afterward carefully erased
from his journal with his own hand ; and that the
only record which now stands in its pages, relative
to this part of his engagement , is a handsome ac¬
knowledgment of Lord Berwick ’s liberality to him
when their connexion was dissolved.
For the next three weeks , Mr. Clarke remained
in London, preparing leisurely for his return to
Naples , and gravely engaged in an occupation,
termed by himself the least enviable in the world,
and it may be added , from the way in which it is
often set about , the least profitable too ; namely,
that of dissipating his cares . He complains that
his mind was uneasy, his spirits depressed , and
that he was altogether unfit to do any thing as he
ought to do ; and having found some of his old
friends in town, he endeavoured to drown the sense
of his disappointment in their society,
During the latter part of this short residence in
of his friend
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England , and about the end of December , at the
pressing instance of his old friend the Bishop of
Gloucester , he paid a visit to Jesus College, Cam¬
bridge ; induced chiefly by the propriety suggested
to him of presenting himself to the master and fel¬
lows, and of keeping alive his interest , with a view
to a future vacancy in the fellowships ; but not
without a hope of meeting in those well-known
scenes some of the companions of his earlier years.
But the visit, which seems to have been paid with
some reluctance , was productive of little else but
disappointment and regret : for whatever remote
advantage he might hope to derive from it , with
regard to his prospect of a fellowship , he was
much more alive to the utter failure of his imme¬
diate expectations with respect to the society : the
time which had elapsed since he had quitted Jesus
College as a residence , was now about four years;
a period quite sufficient to have removed all the
persons about whom he was interested , but not
enough to deaden the strength of his own feeling^
or to lead him to calculate on such a change : and
his, it will be remembered , was a character much
more likely to feel keenly the disappointment , than
to reason coldly upon its cause. Under these cir¬
cumstances of his visit, the reader will be more
amused than surprised at the following extract
from a letter to a college friend ; which, however
highly coloured by his own enthusiastic spirit , and
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distinguished by circumstances peculiar to himself,
cannot fail of presenting to the mind of every one
who has been placed in similar circumstances , a
resemblance more or less striking of something he
himself has felt.
“ Hoop Inn , Cambridge

, Jan . 2 , 1794.

“Brutus , thou sleep’st! awake!—What has caused
such an alteration ; that I, who am running half
the world over, distracted with a million of unin¬
teresting occupations , can find time to write to an
old friend, while he, dozing in retirement , neglects
to kill one hour of solitude by paying me the tri¬
bute of a short reply ? I have epistolized thee in
half the countries of the globe—dost thou live,
and shall I never hear from thee ?
“ You are surprised to find me here . So am I.
I can’t tell a rigmarole tale of my adventures . I
was going to Egypt three weeks ago : I am now
going to Naples, and there ’s the difference. Per¬
haps I shall be here again in the spring . Our tour
to the East is postponed , and if it is quite given up
I shall take my leave of his Lordship , and withdraw
to my native land again. I came to England on
the wings of the wind. I shall return to Italy
more deliberately . My business here was to ar¬
range matters for the better progress of our Le¬
vantine scheme. Lord Berwick has written to
say he has postponed it for a time, I fear for ever;
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and if so, I return to England again. But how
came I at Cambridge ? Why , the Bishop of Glou¬
cester sent me here ; for what purpose I can hardly
say ; but I believe to mortify me, by shewing me
the changes that have taken place since my ab¬
sence. You have been here, they say, and have
beheld a divided people ; a College gone to the
dogs ; old friends with new faces • and a host of
strange quizzes all at loggerheads together . Why
did I come here ? Instead of meeting my old com¬
panions ; instead of being welcomed by those I
left behind , what is here ? People I never wish to
see, and who do not wish to see me. I have been
here forty-eight hours, and twelve more shall find
me many a mile off.
“ It was near dark when I arrived . Not alight
in any of the rooms. Not one cheerful sound—■
not one friendly welcome. Some pestilence , I
thought must have destroyed them all. I walked
in the cloisters—nothing to be heard but the
sound of my own footsteps . I strolled into the
ante -chapel—a simple monument of white marble
caught my eyes, which reflected the scattered rays
of the sexton ’s candle. It was to the memory of
our poor friend William Beadon. At last the hor¬
rid clang of a dismal bell called a few straggling
sinners from their cells to chapel. I addressed a
yawning freshman, and enquired after a few of
those I hoped might still exist among the living.
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*O. jun r. sir ! is gone to dine with Dr . T .’ ‘ O.
jun r. ! !!’ said I , giving a spring that alarmed him
*is it possible that he can be in the University ?
Who the devil is Dr . T . V An odd place, thought
I, for him to dine at ; but away I ran full of the
idea of seeing you ; and just as I cleared the col¬
lege gates, a tall figure in black came towards me.
I could have sworn it was you ; so, seizing the
poor fellow by both his arms, I pinned him with
his back against the wall, when, by the dim light
of an opposite lamp, who should stare me full in
the face, but that pale miscreant G. the attorney!
I was ready to kick him for disappointment . At
last I got to Dr . T .’s. ‘ Is Mr. O. jun r. here ?’
‘ Yes.’ I hid behind the door—‘tell him to come
out .’ Gut he came, but not the O. jun r. I ex¬
pected to see, but a different person, whom I had
never before seen.”
Mr. Clarke returned to London on the 3d of Ja¬
nuary , 1794 ; and the preparations for his return
being completed , he set off for the Continent on
the 20th of the same month, having first paid a
short visit to his mother and sister at Uckfield, and
to his friends in that neighbourhood . For the
account of this journey , the reader will be again
referred to his journal and the letters.
“ January 20th, 1794.— Left London. Arrived
at Dartford at seven, the roads being very heavy.
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I had ill company Mr. M. a young man of nineteen,
brother to the person whos&carriage I am to con¬
vey to Naples . Going out of Dartford , very little
before we came to the turnpike , we were stopped
by five footpads , all armed . At first I attempted
to fire, but finding such a number against us, I
thought it prudent to desist , having only one small
pocket pistol loaded, which might miss, and then
I had ten or twelve horse pistols against me, every
villain carrying his brace . Two of them seized
our two postillions, threatening to murder them,
if they looked back . The others attacked us in
the carriage , and with cocked pistols to our
breasts , making use of dreadful imprecations by
way of bravado ,demanded our money, our watches,
and pocket books. From poor Sani, my courier,
they took his favourite and excellent old watch;
from Mr. M. his watch , pocket book, and twenty
guineas in cash. I gave them only six or seven
guineas, out of some money I had in my waistcoat
pocket , and threw my watch , and my pocket
book, in which was near 100/. in notes, under my
feet. The villains searched and examined the
bottom of the carriage ; and one in particular,
who had forced himself in, did, I believe, put his
hand upon them , but through his agitation did not
perceive them . When they had finished, they
made off, and as they left us, said to somebody,
4 Go on, John f which made me think our postil-
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lions were in the secret .

However , their names
were Frank and Thomas, but it was as likely that
they said Tom as John, the confusion preventing
me from hearing distinctly . I have since wished I
had fired, but what could one pistol do against so
many ? Sani had the other pocket pistol loaded
behind him, in the holster , which he could not
use, as when the door was opened, he was obliged
to conceal it from the footpads with his back.
When the villain got into the carriage , I could
easily have dispatched him with the one I had,
but it is most likely the other four would have
dispatched me . We slept that night at Sittingbourne .”
Extracts from two letters to his mother and sister.
“ Ostend

, January

24 , 1794.

“ My dear mother and sister .—We arrived yes¬
terday morning . We have now just finished our
breakfast , and to give you an idea of the immediate
difference between my beloved country and the
Continent , I’ll tell you what our conversation was
over our tea—‘ Well, Mackinnon, good morning!
thank God, I had a decent bed , and slept well.’
‘ Had you? by the Laird,’ replied my little Scotch¬
man, a native of the northernmost point of the
Western Hebrides , £I wish I cud say as much, for
mine ain self f Why , what was the matter? was
the bed damp ?’—£ Nay , the bid was wall enoof for
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matter, but I found three lairge leece upon the
pellow.’ For
‘
Heaven’s sake don’t tell me of it
till after breakfast !’ ‘ Op, but ’tis true enoof, for I
pecked’em oof with my ain bonds, and there they are
noo in the -/
! !' This was too much; I rose
from the table to take a walk, having had more
breakfast than I desired ; and felt quite convinced,
that if such craters as leece were to be found, a Scotch¬
man wud disarm them mooch sunner than oni other
parson!
“ Our waiter is a black; one of your true
Mungos, look at him !—(Here is a sketch of the
man’sface.)—a most tropical nigerity of expres¬
sion ! He talks to me of the wars, and at this
moment if you attend to him, he is relating to me
the siege of Valenciennes. He professes himself
to be a friend of the Duke of York’s ; has, with his
own hands , set fire to above five hundred villages,
and so forth— Vivent les gens de soldi.
“ To-night I shall go to sleep, for an hour, over
a French opera ; performed by some descendants,
I believe, of the Uckfield strollers : they are much
such a crew. To-morrow I go to Ghent ; the day
after to Brussels . Then to Liege, Tirlemont , Aixla-Chapelle, Cologne, and so on up the Rhine .”
that

“ Cologne

, February

1, 1794.

“ My dear mother and sister .—Come, take a.
chair on each side of this little green table, and
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enjoy the beautiful scenery I have now before me.
’Tis only to rouse your fancy . See what a lovely
sight ! Not a cloud in the sky . The Rhine full
before us, rich with accumulated waters from the
melting snows, rolls his vast tide along ! See what
innumerable vessels are floating upon his surface !
Look how commerce spreads her canvass to the
winds ! What a throng upon the quay ! How
busy they look, not one idle being among a thorn
sand ! See what the ingenuity of man is capable
of performing, who, finding the rapidity of the tide
too great to admit a bridge of arches, has converted
even its violence to utility , in forming a flying
bridge of boats , which owe all their convenience
to the force of the stream!
“ We will shut the windows and draw round
the stove ; the air is keen. I have hired a large
boat , and am to be carried up the river . We
embark to-morrow. It is to be drawn by horses.
I shall by this means avoid roads almost impas¬
sable, and perhaps another overturn . I mean to
go in this manner, as far as Mayence, and if I can
to Manheim ; but the French are encamped so
much on both sides, that I fear I must give them
the slip by going to Francfort .”
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Extracts from
“ February

his

OF

journal.

2 , 1794 .— Having

got

all our

bag¬

gage on board over-night , we rose at six this
morning, to proceed in a covered boat up the
Rhine . The weather the most delightful that can
be conceived . We had a stove on board, so that
we breakfasted , dined, and drank tea, in great com¬
fort, amusing ourselves with the English papers.
There is nothing worth seeing on the banks of the
Rhine from Cologne, until you get to Bonn. The
river itself is broad and fine, but the country is
bleak and melancholy , very flat, and without any
other ornament than a few stunted willows, such
as you see by the side of water in all low coun¬
tries . The view improves very fast as soon as
you leave Bonn.
“February 3.—Rose at five o’clock ; break¬
fasted very comfortably in our boat. The views
on each side growing very fine. In particular we
passed under the noble ruins of a castle they called
Anvert , on the left hand . Soon after, another
almost as picturesque , though not so striking and
so lofty, appeared on the right . A little island
soon after made its appearance , and the retrospect
of these three objects combined formed the finest
scene imaginable . The clear silver light of the
morning, contrasted with the bold outlines of the
ruins , and the indistinct masses of rocks, covered
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with trees and vineyards , from the water ’s brink to
the mountain ’s brow , were excessively beautiful.
To these were added the smooth surface of the
water below, the white cottages of the villages
upon its edge, with their spires peeping one above
another , and the little island spread in the front
of the whole with its trees and churches . Slept
at Andernach.
“ February

4 . — Rose

at six ; breakfasted

in the

boat . The Rhine has no particular beauties from
Andernach , until you come to Coblentz . Then
the castle , which has been so often compared to
Gibraltar , makes its appearance , and nothing can
be more grand , just at the conflux of the Rhine
and the Moselle. From the top of the castle you
may distinctly perceive the different colours , of
the two rivers, which seem as if jealous of each
other and refuse to unite.
“ February 5.—We continued to proceed up
the Rhine , in the most delightful manner imagi¬
nable . Nothing was wanting , but more interest¬
ing society , to render it the most agreeable voyage
of my life. Never was weather more favourable,
or scenery more sublime. All the way from Cob¬
lentz , we had the greatest variety of objects, and
these combined and thrown into such views, as
made them quite enchanting . No part of the
Rhine is ever equal to the views between Coblentz
and Mayence. The mountain scenery continues
o2
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from Coblentz until you come to Bingen, and then
the mountains gradually disappear , and present
in their place, a flat open country , in which the
Rhine flows broad and important enough, but
never accompanied with the imposing and majestic
scenery below Bingen. We had a small stove in
the boat , upon which we dressed our dinners,
heated our kettle , and toasted our rolls. Indeed,
accustomed as one is to expect little desagremens
upon water excursions , I had never reason to be
more satisfied. A warm, covered boat, with a
clean room, and a good fire, hot rolls, chocolate,
tea, rum, milk, and eggs, beef steaks , old hock,
and the English newspapers , were a collection of
luxuries , that one would hardly expect in going
up the Rhine, where the magnificence of the
scenery is alone a gratification sufficiently satis¬
factory for the little trouble the voyage requires.
“ We slept the first night after leaving Coblentz
at a fortified town, situated among the most ro¬
mantic and striking objects of all the views upon
the Rhine . An old German soldier came to take
our names, country , and intentions , to the com¬
mandant ’; he had served in America, and gratified
our patriotism , by addressing us in English.
“ Feb . 6.—Continued our passage up the Rhine,
winding through vineyards and among vast rocks
of slate . These mountains which form the banks
of the Rhine , and through which the river flows,
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as if they had agreed to divide and form a bed for
its waves, are cultivated in the most extraordinary

manner , from their very tops to the water ’s edge.
The whole country , bordering on the river, is
covered with grapes . Wherever the rugged and
fantastic form of the rocks permits the approach
of a human footstep, they have planted grapes,
and indeed in some places the neatest little vine¬
yards appear where it seems impossible for any
one to tread , or for any cultivation to take place.
“ The changes that constantly take place in the
scenery as you proceed, are like the variations in
a theatre . New objects rapidly succeed each
other . You scarcely lose sight of a village or a
fortress , ere some old ruin, town , or castle makes
its immediate appearance ; and so quick is this
alteration in the scenery around you, that not
being able to enjoy sufficiently any one object,
you pass by them all with regret . It seems
as if one was passing from one lake into ano¬
ther , since at every turn , the water appears com¬
pletely land-locked . Slept at a village beyond
Bingen.
“ February 7, 1794.—The approach to Mayence
is very grand . That noble bridge of boats cuts a
fine appearance across so broad a river . We ar¬
rived about three o’clock. Discharged our boat.
The Hotel de Mayence is a very large inn, and a
very good one. The accommodations are clean,
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and their famous wine of Johannisburg is alone
worth coming for. This is from vineyards more
famous than those of Hocheim . I found it uncom¬
monly strong , and full twice as intoxicating as
Rhenish in general, which is the smallest recom¬
mendation it has.
“ February 8, 1794.—I walked this morning in
the square , which at present is perfectly the place
d’armes—officers, soldiers, French prisoners , can¬
nons, baggage-waggons, powder -carts, —all war.
If the French should again visit Mayence , I believe
they will meet with a warmer reception than they
had before. One thousand men are reviewed on
parade every morning at ten o’clock. The effects
of the late siege are becoming every day less visi¬
ble . A stranger would not discern that Mayence
had ever suffered from a bombardment . Among
the soldiers I observed several with gold and silver
medals round their necks, the badges of honour for
valour and exploits . They were chiefly of the
regiment of Prince Henry of Prussia , uncle of the
present king, and brother of Frederic the Great.
“ It remains I should say a few words of the
people du bas Rhin. For my own part , I like them
better than any of their neighbours . They are a
hardy , industrious , clean, open-hearted , rude , but
honest race of men. They are neither Flemish,
Dutch , nor German . If I were to give my opinion
exactly , they are a compound of all three . They
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have the cleanliness of the Dutch , and use as
much tobacco . They have the hardy , rude out¬
side of the Germans , with the dress , features , and
manners of the Flemish . From being constantly
accustomed to hard labour upon the water , they
become sturdy and industrious . They unite very
much in family interests , and you seldom see a
party of labourers , or a set of boatmen , but two
out of five will be brothers ; and often one sees
father , sons, and daughters , all at work at the
same bench, of oars, as was the case with me
when I went down the Rhine in November . The
women are, without exception , strong and ugly. I
never saw a pretty face among them . They pay
great attention to the duties enjoined by their
religion . They are fond of national songs, and
generally delight in hearing mendicant performers
on a small harp , which they accompany with their
voiceAI listened with great attention to several
of their songs. They were very characteristic of
the people, and generally consisted of the delights
of drinking good wine, in a warm simmer, as they
call their little rooms, when heated almost to suf¬
focation by a stove . Low ribaldry finds a large
share in their songs. Indeed , when one considers
the similarity of language, and of many customs
still prevalent in these countries one can but be
struck with the great analogy there is between
the present Germans and the English in their days
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of yore. The use of wooden shoes is common
both to men and women.
“ February 9.—We receive intelligence that a
very powerful army of the French are advancing
rapidly towards Manheim and Worms . This im¬
pedes my progress that way ; however, as the
accounts are very vague, I shall go to Francfort,
and decide upon my route , after I have consulted
with the bankers there.
“It is impossible to help remarking the want
of eyebrows among the Germans . They have
either none at all, or they are so light, that the
face loses the chief feature of expression ; and
thence it is, that Germans have universally , or at
least with few exceptions , a stupid vacant phy¬
siognomy.”

Extract of a letter.
“ In

our

Carriage

, going

up the

Rhine,

Feb. 3, 1794.

“ My dear mother and sister .—My pen runs
as fast as the river, whose current we oppose , I
shall tire you with my letters . We are enjoying
the most delightful voyage you can conceive. Our
carriage is in the boat , from its windows I see the
banks of this delightful river . The morning is
just dawning, and I dedicate half an hour before
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breakfast to you . I shall finish this at Manheim
or Francfort . By all the intelligence we can gain,
the French will not interfere with us. Oh, I can¬
not write . Look what a scene !
(Here he gives a sketch with his pen of the scene.)
“ There

Ann , is a little

for

your

eyes , and

a

great deal for your imagination. The genius of
poetry must help you to conceive from such a
paltry outline something more adequate to the
grandeur of the original. Greasy paper , bad ink,
a bad pen, a rolling boat, and a bad painter , are
but sorry materials to do justice to such scenery
as the Rhine presents at every turn . The little
island in front , is in the middle of the river. The
lofty ruins on the brow of a mountain to the right,
are the remains of Anvert castle . Those on the
left are of more remote antiquity , and their name
is forgotten . Oh, could you see how the clear
silver light of the morning contrasts itself with the
bold outlines of its broken walls, you would be in
raptures ; qnd, perhaps , have as good an appetite
as I have ; so, if you will excuse me, I will go to
breakfast.
“ Manheim, Feb . 12, 1794.—I have had great
difficulty in penetrating to this place. The French
have, for a long time, been established all along
the western banks of the Rhine , between Mayence
and Manheim, at Worms, Oppenheim , &c. By
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keeping on the other side the river I escaped , and
got within this town .”
Extracts from
“ February

his

journal.

10 , 1794 .— As soon

as you

arrive

at

a German inn,you are left in the middle of the yard
by the postillion to find your way in as you can.
The best houses have never any carpets to the
floor, which is covered with sand . The furniture
is old : the chairs unsteady , straight in the back,
like those in England two hundred years ago:
they defy all hopes of rest after fatigue . When
you are shewn into your bed -room, which is the
only room you have both for eating and sleeping,
you must first open the window to expel the fusty
smell that has been acquired from long want of
fresh air . A full hour is required to heat the stove,
which, if you are not used to it , will cause a vio¬
lent headache . Your bed will be short and narrow,
stuck against a cold white -washed wall, with the
plaster falling about your eyes . The sheets never
cover your feet, for if they are long enough for that
purpose , the German mode is to leave the feet
uncovered, and as soon as you get into bed, you
will find your feet exposed to the air. In winter,
a thick covering, or cushion of eider down is laid
upon you . This first heats you, and then falling
off in the night , makes you catch cold to a cer-
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In their diet , the Germans are very fond
of sour vegetables , which are very wholesome, and
always pleasant to those who are accustomed to
use them . They also use a great deal of sour
sauce.”
“ Feb. 12.—Left Darmstadt . The roads worse
and worse : obliged to have six horses to the last
stage to Manheim . Patroles passing every where
among the villages. Arrive at Manheim.
“ February 13.—Went to the observatory to
see if the French troops were visible in the vil¬
lages ; saw some cavalry, but could not possibly
say if they were the French advanced guard, or
the German patrole . The keeper of the observa¬
tory told me they were certainly French . Bought
a pipe and some tobacco : began to smoke. Saw
the parade . The Austrian hussars , and those
called Seaton’s hussars , Prussians , are the bravest
troops in the world . Sixteen of these drove three
hundred French out of Deux Ponts.
“February 14. — Alarmed by a cannonade.
Looked out of the window and saw the soldiers
all running to arms, and the people in confusion.
The waiter came in and said, ‘ Gentlemen ! the
French are at our gates !’ They said bombs had
fallen upon the town in the night . Went to the
observatory , the French were in the same village
I saw them in before ; but the weather so hazy
could see nothing . The Germans made a softie
tainty .
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to attack them . All the artillery was in motion.
Left Manheim ; came to Bruchsal ; slept there .”
The following passage on the diversity of national
customs , &c., occurs in this part of his journal :
“ That extraordinary diversity of character is
not confined to states alone ; among the Italians,
it subsists often in the same town , where a river, or
a bridge , or a difference of parish , occasions the
most implacable animosity between the parties,
and often a distinction in manners and dialect, as
well as features . At Rome, the Transtiberini , or
those who inhabit that part of the city behind St.
Peter ’s, will not suffer their children to intermarry
with the popolani, as they call all those in the
vicinity of the Porta del Popolo . They consider
themselves as of a superior race, and the only
descendants of the ancient Romans . They are
hardier , more industrious , and possessed of a
greater degree of strength . They pretend that
one of the Transtiberini is at any time able to
combat with at least three of the other inhabitants
of the city . Nay , to such excess do they carry
their pride and animosity , that they will some¬
times fight as soon as they meet, and especially
when inflamed by the potent fumes of their orvieto.
At Florence , the different parishes form distinct
and separate bodies of men ; that of San Lorenzo,
being the largest , considers itself of the greatest
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consequence , and every individual of it piques
himself upon his local importance . When the
Grand Duke abolished the galleys, and adopted in
their stead that edifice at Pisa , called II Bagno,
for the reception of the slaves, the parish of San
Nicolas happened to be the first that furnished a
convict to inhabit it, upon which account the rest
of the parishes have always considered the people
of San Nicolas as the most contemptible of all the
Florentines . They do not like to associate with
them , nor on any account will they permit their
children to form connexion among them . If such
an affair should happen , the person , whoever he
is, that weds a girl of San Nicolas, is upbraided
with his violation of the ancient animosity, and
the old story of II Bagno is immediately revived.
“ At Naples, these local distinctions are still
more remarkable . What can be more striking:
than the wonderful difference between the Lazzaroni and the rest of the Neapolitans ? Yet even
this is not all ; even these Lazzaroni are again
divided , and the inhabitants of St . Lucia differ as
widely from the Lazzaroni of the Mole Piccola,
and il Ponte della Madalena, as they in their turn
differ from each other . Add to all this , the extra¬
ordinary difference throughout all the districts and
petty divisions of the kingdom of the two Sicilies.
The inhabitants bordering on the metropolis have
all their different distinctions , and are marked by
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separate modes of dress . How various are these
costumes . The people of the Campagna Felice
have their particular habit ; the people of Capri,
Ischia , Procida , have theirs ; the inhabitants of
Pozzuoli, Sorrento , &c. have theirs . And, what is
of all things the most singular, the women of Posilippo, a small part of the town of Naples , are
distinguished by a head-dress, and a habit per¬
fectly distinct from the rest of their fellow-citizens.
Thus it is that the variety in the costume of these
parts is so extended , that the painters of Naples
sell to strangers a collection of different modes of
dress, each peculiar to some particular district of
the Neapolitan dominions.
“ How

singular

is the

ceremony

of marriage

in

the province of Isernia ! There , when a young
man wishes to pay his addresses to the woman he
loves, he must first obtain permission by the follow¬
ing curious mode, which is called la Cipponata.
He makes up a bough with all the ornaments of
flowers, ribands, &c. which they call II Cipponi;
and the larger this bough is, the stronger the proof
of his attachment . In the night he places it at her
father’s door, and retiring to some convenient dis¬
tance, with his musket in his hand, and his poniard
in his bosom, watches it till the morning dawns,
and woe betide the presumptuous mortal that shall
dare to meddle with or remove the pledge of his
affection. In the morning the Cipponi is dis-
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covered . The father comes to the door, and with
a loud voice demands , ‘ Chi ha cipponato la figlia
mia VThe lover then elopes from his hiding place;
declares his passion, and begs permission to pay
his addresses in form ; saying in answer, ‘ Lagio
i, ciponato io !’ If the parents approve of the match,
he is immediately admitted ; if not, the father
says , ‘ Agi pazienza, figlio mio ! O sangue mio
colo tuo , non si confai !’ [N. B. This is written as
it is pronounced , with the Patois .] and without
farther ceremony the lover retires , patiently bear¬
ing his disappointment , nor ever again exerting his
influence to produce an alteration in the senti¬
ments of the relations . Should he succeed, and be
admitted to an interview , the day is soon fixed for
the nuptials . On that morning the bridegroom
first repairs to the church , and may be seen for
some hours before his bride arrives, walking im¬
patiently beneath the arcades , and looking every
moment to see if his beloved is upon the march.
At last she appears . He flies to meet her, and thus
addresses her : ‘ Ben venuta , madama ! ben torata !’ She replies , £Torata sono et torata mi poi
chiamare!
“ Instead of considering the people of Italy as
the inhabitants of one country , all actuated by
a similarity of modes and caprice , and possessing
the same manners , dialect , and laws, there is no
portion of territory upon the whole face of the
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globe, where in an equal extent is found so great
a variety of laws, government , manners , dialect,
features , dress , and customs . A few miles create
in Italy as great a change as one finds in Europe,
upon leaving one nation for another infinitely more
remote . The borders of the Rhine and the Ganges
do not present a wider contrast than those of the
Arno and the Tiber ; so striking is the distinction
between a Florentine and a Roman. The same
remarkable difference is found in all the other
states of Italy ; Genoa, Turin , Milan, Venice, Flo¬
rence , Rome, and Naples , have all a people pecu¬
liar to themselves, and marked with various de¬
grees of dissimilarity . Each of these are moreover
infinitely subdivided ; nor does a stranger , in the
towns of Italy , pass from one street into another
without perceiving some alteration in the people
that inhabit them .”
The narrative of his journey is thus continued:
“ Came from Cierla, through Inspruck to Steinach . The situation of Inspruck is the most beau¬
tiful of any in the Tirol, and it is viewed to ad¬
vantage from the mountains as you descend in
coming from Italy . It brings strongly to one s
recollection Dr . Johnson ’s beautiful description of
the vale of Abyssinia . High mountains rise from
it on all sides perpendicular , and the wolf, as he
ranges their hoary tops , looks down without dis-

EDWARD

DANIEL

CLARKE.

•2oy

may upon the crowded streets of the town . The
river Inn meanders through it, and a long extent
of valley makes the scene enchanting . There are
good inns, and very clean, all through the Tirol.
“ February 22, 1794.— Came from Steinach to
Brixen , through a fine romantic country . Saw
there a cabinet of natural history , extensive , and
full of trash . Breakfasted at Brennor , the highest
part of the Tirol ; after which we continually de¬
scend towards Italy , as usual, by a river, which
takes its source there . It is called the Eisac , and
falls into the Adige at Bolzano.
" Feb . 23.—Came from Brixen to Branzol. The
carnival every where prohibited , on account of
the French troubles , and the death of the late king
of France . At Colmar, we breakfasted ; I believe
there is hardly any where a cleaner, or a better
inn. The scenery very fine ; narrow valleys along
the torrent ; bold rocks and precipices , over whose
brinks are seen convents, hermitages , and monas¬
teries . At Bolzano, the people were amusing
themselves with firing bullets at a mark . Per¬
ceived our vicinity to Italy the moment we arrived
at Branzol, by the horrid stench of our room, and
the miserable, tattered furniture of our beds . To
complete the disgust , an Englishman had pencilled
the wall with a history of the bugs he had found
in the very room we were in. We left Branzol
very early, came through Naimarch , Salurn , and
VOL . i.
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Lavis, to Trent . They begin to speak Italian at
Branzol , and one gradually loses German modes,
dress , and language , till you come to Trent . The
inn at Trent is good. From Trent I proceeded
into Italy , by a new route to Venice . It is much
shorter than the road by Verona, more curious,
and better kept . Except one stage from Premulan to Bassano , it is excellent . We came from
Trent to Pengine , Borgo di Valsugaro , and to Premulan , where we slept ; the accommodations
execrable . Left Premulan at two o’clock the next
morning ; came through Bassano, Castel -Franca,
and Treviso , to Mestre , where we hired a boat for
Venice . The road from Premulan to Bassano
contains in a high degree all those sublime objects
which are ever attendant on Alpine scenery . Part
of it seemed like an epitome of the passage by the
St . Gothard . Just before you arrive at Bassano,
you leave the Alps entirely , and looking back may
see them at one view in a line, as when you enter
the Tirol, at Fiiesen , from Suabia . The country is
quite flat afterward , and as you approach nearer
to Venice is highly cultivated . At Bassano , we
breakfasted , a mob assembled with as much eager
curiosity to see our carriage , as when I passed the
St . Gothard . Castel -Franca is a small town full of
poor wretches lounging in the long Italian manteau . At Treviso I saw the first appearance of
the grand carnival , a number of people walking
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about in masks, and some only with large noses.
I should have noticed the mode in which they
celebrated the approach of spring at Premulan.
Some men paraded up and down the village, beat¬
ing a warming -pan and the top of a porridge -pot,
singing, ‘ that the power of winter is gone, and we
may soon go about half naked, without shoes and stock- *
ings, viva! vivaf The road from Treviso to Mestre
is full as fine as the broad high turnpike leading
into London. The vines on each side are culti¬
vated in festoons, and a variety of fantastic forms.
The villas of Venetian noblesse with their gardens,
parterres , covered walks, statues , &c., abound all
the way.
“ They were so awkward , and so long in em¬
barking our carriage that we did not reach Venice
before midnight . We came to Pedrillo ’s, an ex¬
cellent inn, on the grand canal, near the Rialto.
There never was a place I have been so desirous
of seeing as Venice, and I find it in every
respect
answer my expectations . We had the good luck
to arrive during the last days of the grand carnival,
which are always the most magnificent. I do not
know how dull Venice might grow during a long
residence , but , I am sure , to a stranger , upon his
first arrival, it presents one of the most singular
spectacles of any city in Europe . Canals instead
of streets , gondolas instead of carriages,
form scenes
so new, that they must be interesting . Add to
e2
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this , the infinity of invaluable pictures , by the first
masters of the Venetian school, the superb edifices
of those celebrated architects , Palladio , Sansaviro,
Scamozzi, &c. The public entertainments , the
riches, the government , all are striking .”
“ February

27 .— At Venice

you

have

no occa¬

sion for a laquais de louage . The Gondoliers are
accustomed to act that part , and they are well
adapted for such an office. Went in our gondola
to the Place di St . Marco : saw a collection of
figures in wax, representing the most celebrated
men of antiquity , Plato , Aristotle , Cicero , Scipio
Africanus, &c. &c. ; also the judgment of Solomon,
taken from a picture of Raphael ’s at Rome . They
were astonishingly well executed . I never saw any
so good before. The King of Naples was so like
the original, that it made one start . Of all other
groupes , the best was the artist himself at work,
with his wife, and his servant holding the candle.
Saw a collection of wild beasts . We then went to
the top of the tower , from whence you have a view
of all this princely city , the sea, the opposite
shores , &c. From the tower w$ went to hire a box
near the Doge, to see the spectacles ; they asked
three sequins , I would not give it, but went to the
palace , and hired one in the window of the coun¬
cil-chamber for one sequin . We then saw the pa¬
lace, which is full of fine pictures . From the pa¬
lace I went to walk in the grand place, where there
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was a promenade, and all the world in masquerade.
This seems very ridiculous to a stranger , as most
of them take no pains to disguise themselves, ex¬
cept by wearing a nose ; and you see them talk¬
ing politics , transacting business , &c., with all the
gravity in the world, considering their mask, or
their paper nose, as nothing more than a fashion¬
able appendage to their dress.
“ About two o’clock, we went to take our places,
and the spectacles began . The throng of people
was beyond any thing I ever saw. I think it ex¬
ceeding even the benediction at Rome . First of
all came a procession of butchers , with oxen.
These were placed opposite the Doge, and the
trial was to see who could strike off the heads of
these poor animals at one blow, with an enormous
sabre. Some of them succeeded . The next thing
was an exertion of strength , which they call ‘ The
force of Hercules .’ It consisted of a pyramid of
men formed upon one another ’s shoulders. The
base was made of sixteen , which rose diminishing
to one, and on his shoulders stood a little boy, who
formed the point. There were two stages of these
pyramids . After this came the mogt astonishing
feat it is possible to conceive. A man ascended
by a rope from the Place di St . Marco up to the
top of the tower , and from thence down on the
other side, with a nosegay in his hand, which he
presented to the Doge. From thence he mounted
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again to the tower , and then down again with as¬
tonishing velocity to the spot from which he ori¬
ginally started . They say there never was but one
accident remembered in Venice from this feat , and
that arose from the man’s attempting to play tricks,
when he fell down and was dashed to atoms. Since
that time it is forbidden to attempt any thing
more than the common mode of going up and
down. However, this made me shudder ; for the
man chose to amuse the populace, by twisting
round and round the rope, and once he stuck so
that I expected to see him come down upon the
heads of the people. There was, besides this , a
representation of gladiators , which was neatly
done, but had little effect. The pyramids were
repeated six or seven times, and at last the whole
closed with a grand display of fireworks, but they
chose to let them off by daylight , so that all their
beauty was entirely lost . After all this , I went
to see some excellent rope dancing, where there
was the best clown I ever saw : there was also
very good tumbling , and a pantomime well con¬
ducted . I then came home to tea, and at ten
o’clock we went in our gondola to the opera, at il
Teatro San Benedetto . It was Nina; Madame
Bruni , the first singer. The ballets were not ex¬
traordinary . In the middle of the second act, a
shower of sonnets, with pigeons, turkeys , and
fowls, were thrown through the ventilator into the
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parterre . They were intended as a compliment
to Madame Bruni , and the first male singer, Signor
Viganoni. The audience were chiefly masked . It

did not finish before four o’clock in the morning
of February 28, 1794 ; at which hour I came
home, and am employed
In noting, ere they fade away,
The little lines of yesterday.

Under the name of a republic , and boasting of its
liberties , there is not in Europe a more despotic
government than that of Venice.
“ We went all over the arsenal . They call it
the finest in Europe . This is not true ; once,
perhaps , it was so, but those days are gone. The
armoury is, I believe, longer than that in the
Tower : it is in several rooms. There are arms
for 80,000 men, all ready at a moment’s notice.
The ships are all built under cover. We saw the
tawdry heavy vessels, in which the Doge goes to
wed the Adriatic ; all covered with gold, and as
long as an eighty -gun ship. The model room was
pretty enough. The whole of the arsenal is two
Italian miles and a half round ; two thousand five
hundred men work in it daily . It seems poor and
naked when compared to Portsmouth or Plymouth.
From the arsenal we went to the church of San
Giorgio Maggiore, and saw there some architecture
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of the famous Palladio , of which Venice is full.
He built the Rialto . They shewed us a noble
picture by Paul Veronese ; the marriage at Cana
in Galilee. In it were portraits of all the most
celebrated Venetian painters . Paul himself, Titian,
Tintoretti , Bassano, See. See. Walked in the Place
di St . Marco, and saw the church of that name ; a
Gothic edifice, of great antiquity , the inside of
which is covered with Mosaic paintings . Intrigue
is carried to such a pitch in Venice, that the gon¬
dolas are formed, and furnished with every conve¬
nience for that purpose . It is usual in Venice, to
see a lady with her cecisbeo in one box, and in
the other her husband with his mistress ; and you
will see the lady leaning over to compliment her
husband ’s mistress, while he is bowing to the
cecisbeo.
“ In the evening we went to the noblest and the
neatest theatre I ever saw. The scenery was be¬
yond any thing excellent ; by Mauri ; a celebrated
artist . The last ballet was very fine. The women
of Venice are, generally speaking , all handsome.
They dress better , the men look cleaner, and every
thing seems upon a better footing than either at
Rome or Naples , where the women are all ugly,
vulgar, and dirty ; and the noblesse look like a
party of strolling players.
“ The Rialto , of which so much has been said,
is in my opinion very little deserving of its fame.
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It was built by Palladio , is of unpolished marble,
consists of one arch, and is loaded with houses,
having three streets passing over it parallel to each
other . The bridge of Pont y Pridd , in South
Wales, is in every respect superior , which was
built by a common mason of Glamorganshire.
“ There were eight theatres open while we were
here . They were nevertheless all full every night.
The oath of the Venetians is always a bloody one :
Sangue di Dio, sangue di Cristo, sangue di Ma¬
donna, are the usual expressions . The oaths of
Italy vary in every state . At Rome they are the
most shocking of all. There you will see a pos¬
tillion, or one of the lower class, when in a passion,
fall down upon his knees, and blaspheme against
heaven, the angels, the saints, and the virgin. A
Russian gentleman was once in a post -chaise when
a Roman postillion’s hat blew off and fell in the
river . The fellow coolly descended from his horses,
and instead of trying to get it out, fell on his knees
by the side of the river, saying, ‘ Managio a tutti
Cristo , a Virgine Maria ! Oh anima mia, managio
a tutti di paradiso et tre milia torno !’ ‘ But , my
friend,’ said the gentleman, f what makes you con¬
clude your imprecation with tre milia torno ?’
The fellow replied , while every limb of him was
convulsed with passion, ‘ Perche sapete , eccellenza, che ogni santo, in questo bell’ giorno, e
andato a camminare, voglio prendere tutti !’ At
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Naples, the oaths are more moderate , at leas; to
English ears. The worst they make use of in
their own opinion, is when they blaspheme St.
Januarius . It is then that a Neapolitan despiirs
of ever obtaining absolution, as the priests , mating
use of every method that may serve to support the
holy fraud, endeavour to impress the minds of
their votaries, with the most perfect abhorrence
of any violation of the honour of their patron.
“ During the carnival, it is usual for every per¬
son to enter the theatre masked . Soon after tiey
generally take them off, and the men stick tlem
in the corners of their hat.
“ Speaking of oaths—Four Neapolitan monks
once engaged with a vetturino to conduct them to
Naples, but made it an article of their contnct,
that he should not make use of an oath the wlole
way . Coming into a deep sandy road , he be^an
to flog his mules and grunt and scold, but all tc no
use. ‘ Eh vedete signor,’ said he to the monks,
‘vedete ! il mulo non vuo’andar . Se non volete res¬
tare cosi, lasciatemi fare una sola !’ ‘By no means,’
said the monks, ‘ whip ’em !’ However , at list,
finding they were likely to remain there all cay,
and being worried with his intreaties , they limited
him to a single oath. ‘ Grazia, padre mio ! mcnagio il primo di Novembre !’ The cunning rascal
chose to damn the first of November , of all olher
days, because it was consecrated to all saints;
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and by this means he thought in one comprehen¬
sive oath to be of as much service, as if he had
been allowed to swear during the whole journey .”
“ March 1, 1794.—Went in our gondola to the
little island of Murano, lying off Venice. Nothing
could be more pleasing than the view opening to
the sea, as we passed under the bridge at the end
of the canal di Mendicanti , to go towards the
island ; the Alps rising to the right with their
white tops , the sea covered with gondolas and
little skiffs, while every object was softened by the
silver mist peculiar to Italy . Our object was to
see the glass manufactories, but , it being Saturday,
very few were at work, and those who were em¬
ployed were only making window glass. We
then saw the three palaces of Pisani , Barbarigo,
and Palazzo Farsetti . In the first was rich furni¬
ture , and a fine picture by Paul Veronese. In the
second a number of Titian ’s works, who lived in
this house four years , and died there . We saw
the last picture he ever painted , which he did not
live to finish, St . Sebastian ; it hangs in the very
room where he died . All the parlours are paved
with schiola. We then saw the church of St.
Giovanni e Paolo, famous for a picture of the
martyrdom of St . Peter . Venice is famous for its
gold workmanship, velvets, wax, glass, combs, &c.
“ In the evening I went first to the theatre of
St . Cassano . The ballet was fine, a Madame Bal-
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Ion danced with great spirit and much grace" $
From thence I went to St . Samueli. To describe §
what I saw there is impossible. The coup d’ceil |
was beyond expression . I found a crowded au¬
dience of very genteel people, in a theatre of the
most splendid description . The boxes and ail the
theatre were hung with light blue damask, orna¬
mented with a rich border of silver fillagree. The
fronts of the boxes were of white satin, upon
which hung festoons of roses . The very curtain
at the door of the parterre was of blue danask
!
and silver. It was illuminated with tapers of ;
Venetian wax, three feet long, in sconces of glass.
All round hung chandeliers of the same. At the
end of the opera the whole of the stage was dis¬
covered, ornamented similarly to the rest of the
house. Over it was a painted plafond, which
answered to that over the parterre ; all round f
were columns hung with damask and silver. At
the end of all were pier glasses from the top to
the bottom , so that the whole theatre , with its
f*
numerous chandeliers, tapers , &c. being reflected, ,
seemed of an infinite length . Before the pier
glasses hung chandeliers, and from the columns
were suspended tapers , as in the rest of the
theatre . There was then a Festo di Ballo. Every
dancer had a rich dress given him, and the meanest
figure dancer wore satin and silver. As soon as I
saw all this, I was at a loss to account for it. A
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Venetian told me that it was all done at the ex¬
pense of a Spanish grandee, who had a mind to
surprise them , and that the whole was finished in
one night . It cost him 20,000 sequins, about
10,000/. sterling . I believe, and every body
seemed to think the same, that there never was
so magnificent a theatrical spectacle ever seen in
Europe . The boxes were full of characters;
among others a man, as an infant, with a rattle
made a great noise.
Notwithstanding the despotism of the Venetian
noblesse, one perceives some traces of the bene¬
ficial effects of a free government visible among
the people . They have not the liberty they boast
of, because they are ruled with a rod of iron, but
they are infinitely less servile, than the lower
classes of the rest of Italy . Beauty is found in
females of the lower order, a circumstance rarely
met with in the other Italian states , where poverty
seems attended with every evil, filth and ugliness
being constantly at her side.
“ Justice is administered in a very rigid way at
Venice. They do not neglect to pursue her dic¬
tates , but then it is done in so mysterious and ab¬
solute a manner, that the injured party has seldom
the satisfaction of knowing whether he is redressed
or not. An English gentleman once lost a great
part of his clothes and some valuable trinkets , at
an inn at Venice. Every search was made after
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them to no effect, and the gentleman gave them
over as lost, saying aloud at the same time, ‘ Ay,
these are the blessed effects of your Venetian
laws . If I had been in a country where there was
a shadow of justice , I should, at least , have been
assisted in my endeavours to recover them.’ In
about an hour he was sent for, by the officers of
the police, and carried to the tribunal . ‘ You are
the gentleman, Sir, ’ said the chief magistrate,
‘ that has lost some clothes ?’ ‘ Yes, I am.’ £And
you have not been able to recover them ?’ ‘ No.’
‘ Upon which you thought proper to arraign the
laws of our Republic , and accuse it of injustice.
Beware how you offend a second time by pro¬
pagating an erroneous opinion. Behold (said he,
drawing aside a curtain behind which hung the
dead bodies of three men), behold these are the
persons who have robbed you. They have atoned
for their crimes, and offer to you a lesson of our
justice and severity . Get back to your inn, the
things you have lost will be there before you.
Settle your affairs, and leave Venice immediately;
it might be dangerous for you to remain where
justice acts so quickly and with so much vigour.’
“ The laws and government of Venice, the cus¬
toms of the people, the peculiarity of the town it¬
self, its form and mode of construction , all contri¬
bute in some measure to the progress of intrigues.
The gondolas are made use of as the usual mode
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of assignation , and the state , to equip them better
for that purpose , has ordained that they should
be black , ornamented in the same manner, and
having no difference either of ornament or colour,
that may distinguish them from each other . The
gondoliers are chosen men ; all skilful in their
office, and possessing talents aptly fitted for the
purpose of intrigue ; a strict adherence to secrecy;
a knowledge of the windings and intricacies of the
canals ; an appearance of simplicity , and inatten¬
tion to what passes before them . Active and
intelligent in emergencies , and faithful to the
highest degree in the discharge of their duty , no
one is diffident in confiding to their care the secret
offices of illicit amours. A number of these fel¬
lows are under the pay of government , and act as
spies to the Republic . Yet they manage in such
a manner as to satisfy all parties , and if employed
by twenty people at the same time , would please
all without betraying to one party the secrets of
the other . They have an acquaintance with all
the duennas and gouvernantes ; are well read in
the private histories of every family ; will expedite
an elopement , and provide rope ladders , false
keys , 'and scale walls, with equal punctuality and
alertness.
“ March 2.—We hired a boat at Venice to take
us to Ancona. The weather was serene and beau¬
tiful, and as I left the town , I hesitated for a long
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time in deciding which to prefer, the environs of
Naples or Venice. We arrived in the evening at
Chiozza, and passed the night in the most miserable
hole I ever was in during all my excursions. From
Chiozza, a small place, peopled only by sailors, we
came the next day , after a delightful voyage.
“ March 3.—To Ravenna . Much cannot be
said of the accommodations at Ravenna . It com¬
municates with the sea by canals.
“ March 4.—Saw this morning the tomb of
Dante . It stands in the public street , under a
small rotunda , at a corner of the Franciscan con¬
vent. The tomb of Theodoric is also without the
town, who once made Ravenna the seat of empire,
under the Goths . Ravenna is famous for its mo¬
saics, antique marbles, columns, and many remains
of antiquity , both Greek and Roman. At present
it is a poor Lazzaroni-looking place.
“ From Ravenna, we embarked for Ancona, but
sea sickness and want of wind made us put in at
Savio, a small place kept alive by salt manufac¬
tories , from boiling sea water , and by its fisheries.
“ March 5.—When we left Savio, such a crowd
assembled to see us go off as was surprising . It
was like what one sees in St . James ’s Street on a
birth -day . While I was at breakfast , a tribe of
monks, &c., came in ; I was startled at first, and
thought they came to apprehend us through some
mistake or other , but was convinced of my error,
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by the polite reply of their superior to my rude
demand of what business they had with me:
‘ Niente , Signor, solamente per fare 1complimenti, bon viaggio,’ &c. After all, I believe they
acted as spies to discover if we were French or
not . We had to send five miles for horses, from
Servio, and went through Rimini to Pesaro where
we slept at an excellent inn, and I bought some
pictures . We entered Rimini over a bridge built
entirely of blocks of white marble , in the times of
Augustus and Tiberius , and left it passing under
a triumphal arch erected in honour of Augustus.
“ March 6.—Ill of a sore throat , caught by the
sudden change in the climate. The weather sul¬
try hot . Came from Pesaro to Ancona, all by the
side of the Adriatic , through a beautiful country,
the roads and the inns excellent . The Albergo
Reale, at Ancona, superb and clean, two things
that seldom go hand in hand in Italy or in Ireland.
The view of the sea and port of Ancona from the
windows is beautiful to a degree . The approach
to Ancona may be ranked among the first sights ; it
is something like Naples . The people in this
country look ruddy , strong , and wholesome. The
women are pretty . The roads were full of pil¬
grims. One poor lame wretch , with his family,
told me it was his fifth journey to the Santa Casa;
he came from the Tirol, and had been three times
across the Pyrenees to Saragossa and Madrid , and
VOL . i.
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twice to Rome . ‘ And wherefore, ’ said I , ‘ do you
inflict such a severe penance on yourself ?’ ‘ ’Tis
for my poor father , Sir,’ said he, ‘ who is dead. He
would be of the reformed church, and I hope to
save his soul from being damned .’ His daughter
with him was barefooted and very handsome.
“ March 7.—Came from Ancona to Loretto.
From Camerano, the finest view I ever saw;
among other objects, Loretto upon the top of a
distant hill. I felt a momentary sensation of de¬
votion. We saw Loretto all the way, during this
last post —the road mountainous , you absolutely
climb into Loretto . It is a poor wretched place,
supported entirely by priestcraft and foreigners.
The little shops full of rosaries and crucifixes . I
bought some, and carried them to the Santa Casa
to be blessed, where they were put into the bowl
the holy family used to eat out of. I have just
now been to see the glorious prospect from the
tower of the cathedral with the setting sun, the
mountains , the sea, &c.
“ In the medicinary belonging to the friars of
the Santa Casa, there are three hundred and
twenty porcelain vases, given to them by the
illustrious family of Urbino . Raphael made the
designs for them, and it is said, Luca Giordano
copied from the vases. The treasury is a blaze of
jewels , gold and silver being the meanest articles
in it . I saw a single diamond there , weighing
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seventy -two grains, and others of various dimen¬
sions ; rubies , pearls , emeralds , &c. Nothing
could be more curious than a specimen of natural
history preserved there . It was a lump of eme¬
ralds , in their matrixes , all in their natural state.
It was as large as a man’s body , stuck full of
emeralds like a plum cake : some were of the size
of a hen’s egg . Nobody can estimate its value, as
no one can say what the internal part of so large a
mass may contain , which from its external appear¬
ance, is evidently full. The holy house is too well
known to be described . I chipped off some small
pieces from the inside, and scraped away a little
of the dust . I asked the lackey to do it , but he
said if the sentinels observed him, he should be
condemned to the galleys for life. He said the
pilgrims were so eager to procure even a particle
of its dust , that if they were permitted to take
any, the holy house would soon make another
voyage from Loretto , and be as much dispersed as
the cross of our Saviour . However , taking ad¬
vantage of the general devout enthusiasm of those
within , who were all gaping at the Madonna, and
the nonchalance of the sentinels without , I desired
my party to draw round me, and thus concealed,
I bore away some of its precious walls.
“ A report was circulated all over Loretto , of a
wonderful Madonna that had been discovered five
miles off, within these fifteen days, who was found
ft 2
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under ground, and worked miracles every hour,
by dozens. The people of the house told me,
that she got up in the night , and rang the bells of
the church to call the people together , and had
since given sight to the blind, speech to the dumb,
made the lame walk, &c. ‘ Una cosa spaventosa,
Signor !’ said the master of the house, ‘ all the
world is there .’—It was quite out of my way, so I
did not go ; besides it might be dangerous , for I
am certain it would be difficult to preserve the
composure of one’s features at such holy impos¬
tures . The inns at Loretto bad and dear.
“ March 8.—Came through the finest country
in the world, with the best roads, to Tobatino,
a small town ; tolerable accommodations at the
post .”
A chasm here occurs in the journal . Mr. Clarke
passed through Terni in his way to Rome ; and,
after a very short stay at the latter place, pro¬
ceeded to Naples . There was naturally some
awkwardness in his first meeting with Lord Ber¬
wick , after the change of plans and the disappoint¬
ment which had taken place ; and there is reason
to believe that attempts had been made during his
absence to supplant him in the good opinion of
his friend and patron ; but it is remembered to
this day , by a gentleman then resident at Na¬
ples , how soon his admirable good humour,
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ability , and propriety of conduct recommended
him to every one, and enabled him to assume his
wonted influence and distinction in the society of
the place.
His residence at Naples , after his return , did
not continue more than three weeks. He finally
quitted that city with great regret , in company
with Lord Berwick , on the 29th of March, and
arrived at Rome on the 1st of April . Writing to
the author of this memoir, about a week before his
departure , he says:
“ I have just finished a melancholy excursion
to all my wonted haunts , along the delightful
shores of Baia, and through the Elysian Fields,
by way of bidding them farewell. We are going
to leave this place for ever, and to exchange its
warm sunshine for the cold palaces and marshy
catacombs of Rome . In four days we go to Rome.
Adieu, dear beloved Naples —queen of the Sicilian
sea—beauteous bright Parthenope . To-morrow,
I go up Vesuvius with a large party for the last
time, and shall pillage the crater of some of its
contents . I have long been a cicerone to the
English , in shewing the wonders of our volcano,
and to-morrow I am to conduct Lord and Lady P.
&c. &c. to the mouth of the mountain . I have
models of vases enough to load a ship .”
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The following are extracts from his journal,
written during his stay at Rome :
“ April 16.— Saw the remains of the temple
of Hercules , the villa of Maecenas , the villa of
Adrian , &c . Nothing can be more interesting
than this excursion to Tivoli , and if it is extended
a few miles farther to the villa of Horace , it is en¬
chanting . The fine ruins of the villa of Maecenas
are suffering extremely from the barbarous hands
of the Pope ’s masons , whom we found busy in
converting them to a cannon foundry , or , as they
said , restoring them . By all appearance , it will
soon be very difficult to trace out the original fa¬
bric , encumbered and lost as it will be , with these
modern additions . There are still to be seen lofty
chambers with painted stucco , and almost all the
original form , the whole being situated delightfully
upon an eminence commanding a view of Soracte,
and all the plains as far as Rome , which was itself
visible from the lofty terraces of the villa at eighteen
miles ’ distance.
“ Fortunately for us , we arrived in time to
profit even by the depredations his holiness is
making ; for in the progress of his foundry he has
had occasion to excavate a square , which has
laid open a beautiful court surrounded by pillars
of the Doric order , without bases , and standing
simply on a double plinth . These pillars were
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semi-columns, and composed of brickwork . They
are not of the most ancient Doric order , nor yet of
the improved : and this is singular, as it was
during the age of Augustus , that the improvement
in the Doric was introduced . The most ancient
order of the Doric was without neck or base, as
we see at Psestum . The modern improvement of
Vitruvius was exactly the contrary.
“ Maecenas’s villa had directly before in the
plain below, the beautiful temple of the Cough, or
as it is called, II Tempio della Tussa , the ruins of
which still form one of the most picturesque ob¬
jects about it . It is very like the beautiful ruins
of the temple of Venus on the coast of Baia.
“ The villa of Adrian is perhaps one of the most
powerful proofs that we have of magnificence of
the ancient Romans . It is more like the ruins of
a city , or of many cities , than of a villa. It con¬
tains four or five theatres , numerous temples,
baths , mosaics, every sort of grandeur . In the
vaulted plafond of one of the chambers , belonging
to the baths , is the most exquisite specimen of
ornamented stucco in relief, that has been left us,
of the finest ages of Rome. Athenian Stewart,
and many others , took all their ideas of elegant
borders from this room.
“ In this vast enormous villa, Adrian endea¬
voured to comprise the riches and splendour of
the whole world . He travelled over his empire,
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and collected from all parts of it the magnificent
things that were afterward combined in his villa.
Not a country in the world but sent something to
adorn it. Asia, Greece, Egypt , Macedonia, all
afforded their contribution to it . There he erected
temples to the deities of all nations, and celebrated
the rites of all the religions of the earth . The
priests of each were dressed in the habits peculiar
to their country , and all the attendants wore their
native costumes . Thus decorated and arranged,
it represented an epitome of all his travels . At one
part of it he might fancy himself in Egypt , at
another in Greece, and it became the emporium of
arts , displaying at one view the riches of his whole
empire.
“ The excavations that have been made here,
have of course been more productive than any
others . The artists say it seemed as if the earth
would never cease to yield up riches . Almost all
the finest mosaics, marbles, and statues , were found
here . Among others , that beautiful Grecian pave~
ment , described by Pliny , of the pigeons, which is
now preserved in the Capitol.
“ The execution of criminals in Rome is carried
on with a vast deal of solemnity, and it is very rare
indeed to see an instance of what is called in
England , dying hard . The most hardened villain,
broken by long confinement, and"the natural su¬
perstition of the country , approaches death dis-
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pirited and repentant . I remember , however, one
instance to the contrary.
“ A bricklayer was, by some means or other,
cheated out of his property by a priest and a law¬
yer , the last of which was his relation . He made
the usual application for justice , which was fol¬
lowed, as usual , with no redress . For some time
he bore his misfortune with firmness, and without
complaint ; at length , however, the sense of his in¬
juries bore so hard upon him, that he became des¬
perate , and incensed almost to madness . In this
state of mind he went one day into the church of
St . Giacomo, in the Corso, when the priest was
officiating, and shot him dead at the altar . He
was apprehended , condemned, and led to ex¬
ecution ; every means had been used to prevail on
him to confess his fault, and receive absolution,
but in vain. The fatal cord was fastened to his
neck ; the most celebrated friar in Rome had been
selected to attend him : the last moment ap¬
proached , when the friar once more begged he
would make confession of his sin. ‘ Upon one
condition I will comply with your request, ’ said
the undaunted criminal, ‘ let me but have a slap at
the lawyer , and then I will confess both my sins
at once.’ At this instant he was launched into
eternity , when the friar approaching to the side of
the scaffold, called out to the people, saying, ‘The
soul of this man is gone instantly to hell, on no aecount
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Marias be said for him /’
The
beatification
of the poor bricklayer is on this account , at this
hour , suspended in Rome.
“The mode of execution for parricide is ex¬
cessively shocking. The criminal is seen kneeling
on a scaffold, opposite his confessor, while ropes
are passed over his legs and held by the sbirro be¬
neath , who endeavours to engage his attention en¬
tirely by prayer , and watching the moment when
he seems entirely occupied with devotion , and off
his guard , he makes a sign to the executioner,
who at one blow knocks him down ; then jumping
on his body , he, with a large knife, cuts off his
head, his arms, and his legs, and hangs them on
different parts of the scaffold.”
let Ave

The travellers set out from Rome on their return

to England , on the 30th of April . Some extracts
from the journal , referring to this part of the tour,
are subjoined.
“May 1, 1794.—Came from Civita Castellana,
through Narni , where we saw the fine ruins of the
bridge built by Augustus . Arrived at mid-day at
Terni , and saw once more the finest cascade in the
world . We went first through groves of orange
and myrtle , along the side of the Nera to the bot¬
tom of the fall, and stood upon a point that com¬
mands*the whole. The view from the bottom is
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more picturesque , but less striking . We then
crossed over a rude bridge of two poles, and
ascended by a wild craggy little path over the
rocks, up the side of the mountain , till we came to
the square building at the top . Here you com¬
mand the effect of this vast torrent , the foam of
which is so violent that it throws a mist up above
the top of the cascade , and spreads in a beautiful
manner over all the objects around . The principal
chute is 800 feet ; but the height of the cascade from
the top to the bed of the river Nera beneath is
1364 feet. That of Niagara is only 150 feet. This
is formed by a chute of the Yelino into the Nera,
by a canal cut in the rock in the year of Rome 480.
The scenery all about the cascade is of the grandest
style , and more wild and picturesque than any
other I know of. The views are every where
great , varied, and extended ; and that , so much in
the boldest style of Claude, which you see from
the highest point of the rock as you descend from
the cascade towards Terni , over the village of
Papignio , is by much the most sublime of any
I know ; far exceeding any idea I can form of those
I have not seen, from the paintings of the first mas¬
ters . It comprehends an amazing extent of terri¬
tory , and yet the objects which compose it are so
grand , the masses of light and shade fall so for¬
tunately upon the different parts of it, that it has
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none of the diminished, insignificant appearance of

a bird ’s-eye view.
“ The situation of Pistoia , in a fine valley, is de¬
lightful. All this road is pleasing . The views
among the Apennines, at this season of the year,
when a rich verdure covers them entirely , and the
evening sun throws his broad masses of light and
shade upon the prospect , are really enchanting.
I have,heard people remark that there is always a
coldness in the appearance of these mountains
when compared with those of the Alps. But this
depends on the time of the year at which they are
seen, and I think such observations fall chiefly from
Englishmen who travel through them in the winter,
when nothing is to be seen but the triste foliage
of the olive, and the leafless stumps of those trees,
which in summer support the vines in so many rich
and various festoons. A drawing master would
tell you, that the Apennines are always a demi-tint
darker than the sky ; that the Alps are in the same
proportion lighter , owing to the snow upon them.
“ The Apennines recall to my mind those de¬
lightful vales in Argos, where the Grecian shep¬
herds fed. their flocks, and the heroes that after¬
ward shone with so much lustre in the plains of
Troy , bred a noble race of horses . They seem
particularly calculated for peace and serenity.
“ May 11.—Made a long journey from St.
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Marcello to Reggio . The first two posts from
St . Marcello, Are ascended the whole way to
Bosco-lungo, which is upon the highest part of
the Apennines ; the snow was still lying upon the
tops . From Bosco-lungo, to which place Lord
Berwick and I walked, we ran down to Pieve
Pelago , and continued along the tops of the
Apennines for some time overlooking them all,
as upon the waves of a troubled sea. The mo¬
ment we left Penna di Mazzoni, we beheld the
vast extended plain of Lombardy , the finest, the
most fertile, of any in the world . It appears
exactly like the ocean, and seems to rise from the
eye like the sea. Indistinctly , at a distance , we
saw the Alps skirting the utmost limits of the
plain to the north , and may conceive the rapture
of Hannibal and his soldiers, in the contemplation
of such an enchanting garden . It may be com¬
pared to the delightful residence of our first pa¬
rents , where the whole is so like a paradise , and
the Po and the Tessin emulate the mazy windings
of the Tigris and the Euphrates . It is laden with
the choicest fruits , abounding in corn, oil, and
wine ; a land flowing with milk and honey. The
Campagna Felice, that delightful and fertile spot,
is but insignificant in comparison with the plain of
Lombardy . But after all this, how melancholy
are the reflections that arise in passing over it.
The poor peasant of these rich domains, whose
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cottage is surrounded with all the luxuriance of
abundant harvest , whose little garden overflows
with the purple vintage of the grape, and who
sleeps each night amid the choicest productions of
the earth , has not a morsel of bread to support his
children from famine, nor one drop of the wine he
gathers to moisten his parched lips. See him,
poor unhappy man, without one ray of joy,
through all the years of his servitude , to interrupt
the continued tenor of despondency . See how he
toils to bring his harvest to perfection , and see him
among the foremost in conveying it away to the
crowded granaries of his master . See him busy in
clearing away every part of the produce his hand
has cherished and brought to perfection , and then
see him call together his poor miserable family, and
sitting on the bare ground , distribute among them
a few crude olives, a hard unwholesome diet , to
alleviate the bitter pangs of hunger.
“ No pipe is heard there to gladden the valley,
neither is the festive board once cheered by the
enlivening accompaniment of the song or the
dance . One severe, uninterrupted poverty con¬
tinues throughout these fertile, luxuriant plains.
So unerring are the shafts of despotism , so op¬
pressive their weight, so blighting their influence.
Oh, happy Britain ! these are scenes that make us
look to our country with delight . Throughout all
Europe , in all the countries of the world, there is
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not a people so protected by their laws, and so
fortunate in their government as ours. They say
living at home fills us with prejudice ; they mis¬
take , it is travelling makes John Bulls of us all. It
is experience of the miseries abroad that makes us
proud of the blessings at home.
“ From Serra we ran down into the plain to
St . "Venanzie, and from thence , leaving Modena to
the right , struck across, in a delightful evening, by
the way of Sassolo, to Reggio , the dirtiest and
most filthy hole I ever was in.
“ May

16 .— We

came

from

Ivrea

to

Aousta,

through a narrow pass among the mountains , the
road always romantic , wild, and beautiful . On
the road we met with some French prisoners,
whom the Piedmontese were conducting to Turin.
One of them was brother to the French general,
and being on horseback , I mistook him for a
Piedmontese , asked him the news, and where the
French were . When I found him a Frenchman,
I was not a little startled , thinking it might be the
enemy ’s patrole . We arrived at Aosta without
difficulty or interruption . Soon after, I applied
to the Piedmontese general De Robilant , for per¬
mission to see the camp, which was granted with
great politeness . I found him drinking coffee,
surrounded by his aides-de-camp and officers, in
the palace . He asked me several questions with
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regard to England , and spoke highly
cidre, ’ as he called it.
“ All

the

cabarets

at

Aousta

were

of

the ‘ vin de
filled

with

soldiers. The room we slept in beggars all de¬
scription . Bugs and vermin, innumerable . Be¬
sides, it was a public passage . We walked all
over the camp, and were near being apprehended
as spies ; but producing our permission from the
General, all was well. There were 10,000 men
under arms. The mountains on all sides were
planted thick with soldiers, at so great a height
we could not discern their tents . A trumpet
from the French was led to the General this even¬
ing on horseback , with his eyes covered.
“ May 17.—Could not succeed at all in bar¬
gaining with the muleteers for the passage of St.
Bernard . They asked fifty louis. Upon this we
set off with one servant , and a portmanteau , to
walk to St . Remy , ten miles higher up at the foot
of St . Bernard . By the way we stopped at the
cottage of a muleteer , and refreshed ourselves with
his wine and bread , under the shade of a spread¬
ing vine that hung over his door . We prevailed
upon him to take us to St . Remy.
“ The view of the valley d’Aousta from above is
very fine, and the city at the feet of these immense
mountains looks highly pleasing . A narrow , craggy
path , winding between the mountains , conducted
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us to St . Remy . A few miles from Aousta we saw
a small camp of the Piedmontese hanging upon
the side of a mountain , in a little green meadow,
with a frightful precipice in front, and inaccessible
heights behind . It commanded entirely the little
pass we were in, and seemed itself impregnable.
Higher up were planted the advanced guards, and
the piquet , who was just visible from the glitter¬
ing of his musket in the sun.”

From St . Remy Mr. Clarke wrote in the follow¬
ing terms to his mother and sister.
“ St . Remy , May 17th , 1794.

“ My dear mother and sister .—St . Remy ! you
will say, where is St . Remy ?—I believe all the
maps you can find will not tell you . It is a petit
bourg, built entirely of deal boards, and stands by
the side of a foaming torrent , formed by the river
Batteglio , as it falls from the high tops of St . Ber¬
nard . We are in the wildest part of the Alps, the
snow lying at our door, and enjoying ourselves by
the side of a rousing fire. The climate here is
perpetual winter . Nothing can be more sublime
than the scenery now before my eyes . Conceive
me in a little wooden house, at a little wooden
table , in a little wooden chair, looking through the
crevices of a little wooden window, not bigger
than a pigeon-hole, by the side of a wooden fire,
VOL . I .

R
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jammed in, as it were, among rocks, and woods,
and waters , and yet elevated in the very regions
of ether , high above all the countries and kingdoms
of the earth :—
‘ Where ’midst the changeful scenery, ever new,
Fancy a thousand wondrous forms descries
More wildly great than pencil ever drew;
Rocks , torrents, woods, and gulfs , and shapes of giant
size,
And glittering cliffs, on cliffs, and fiery ramparts rise !’

What a parcel of mites ye all are ! creeping about
in the world below. Ye have no idea of the severe
grandeur of the Alpine mountains , whose hoary
tops drink the aerial solitude of the skies, and pour
forth all the rivers of Europe . Here on one side
rushes forth the Rhine . There the Danube , roar¬
ing, tumbles headlong, a torrent all foam and fury.
See there the Tessin, and the Reusse , at first all
noise and clamour, till, as they advance into the
plains, they become wedded to the Po and the
Rhine , and flow peaceably into the sea.
“ Yet do not suppose that all are agremens
among these regions. What a miserable picture
of human nature in the wretched inhabitants 1
Ugly, deformed, famished, filthy, and ragged!
Their throats laden with immense tumours , the
horrid effects of drinking snow water . The French
breaking in upon them from all quarters , and tear-
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ing from them the little that nature has allowed
them . Whole families separated , and ruined . The
men all drained for the wars, the women toiling in
the field, and the children alone at home, crying
for their parents and for bread.
“ But I must talk of other things . I hope to
be in England almost as soon as this letter . We
shall be in Switzerland to -morrow . Perhaps at
Lausanne, perhaps not . We mean to go from here
to Yevay, and from thence to Basle, and so down
the Rhine . We have lost a great deal of time
since we left Leghorn, which hurries us very much.
I was in hopes by this time to have been in Ger¬
many . However , sooner than not be home in
time , we propose to travel night and day . It is
these mountain journeys that delay us more than
we expected . We have met with no danger from
the French , they are encamped within twenty -five
miles of us at the bottom of the petit St. Bernard:
the mountain we are to cross is called the Grand
St . Bernard , and lies at some distance from the
other.
“ If you wish to see where I am, you must look
in a large map for Milan and Turin, and then be¬
tween these two, a little to the north , you will see
a place called Aousta, that is at the bottom of the
mountains , about fifteen miles below me, and I
am at the bottom of the Grand St . Bernard , about
ten miles above me ; which mountain we pass
r 2
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over to-morrow, and then descend into Switzer¬
land, to Vevay and Lausanne. If I should go to
Lausanne, I will endeavour to call on Severy.
“ Yesterday I saw the different camps belonging
to the King of Sardinia, which are stuck up and
down on the mountains, in the most picturesque
manner you can conceive. Instead of the shep¬
herd ’s pipe, one hears nothing now among these
rural scenes, but the drum and the trumpet . All
is war and anarchy . I think there is little doubt
but all Italy will revolt before two more years are
past . The French carry every thing before them;
where they cannot conquer, they bribe, and that
has more effect.”
At last , with some difficulty, they passed the
Great St . Bernard , and descending into the valley,
arrived at Geneva, on the 23d of May ; thence by
Lausanne and Berne, to Basle. Here they were
compelled to leave the usual route on the banks
of the Rhine , on account of its being commanded
in many places by the French artillery , which
rendered it dangerous even to travellers . They
turned off therefore through Fribourg and Radstadt , which were then occupied by the troops of
the Prince of Cond6, to Manheim ; thence , to
Mayence, where they embarked upon the Rhine
for Cologne. Passing through Cleves, Utrecht,
and Leyden , they came to the Hague ; embarked
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at Hellevoetsluys , and landed at Harwich on the
8th of June , where the Journal ends.
Before this Italian journey is dismissed from the
mind of the reader, the Editor is tempted to pre¬
sent an extract from the Letters on Travel, already
alluded to, which were written by Mr. Clarke
during this tour , and were manifestly begun with
a view to publication , although now found in an
imperfect state . They are addressed to the young
Nobility of England , and are designed to excite
them to a wider field of enterprise and research in
their travels . It is remarkable that he should
have directed their attention in such earnest terms
to those very countries (Greece, Egypt , and other
parts of the East ), in which he himself afterward
exerted , with such success, his own ardent spirit
of research , and where so many others have since
reaped a most abundant harvest of interesting
discovery.
“ — It is usual,” he says, “ to dedicate a certain
portion of your time to foreign travel . Fortu¬
nately , the systems of English education unite in
embracing so excellent a mode of acquiring exten¬
sive knowledge . But , let me ask, have your
continental expeditions been attended with that
advantage , which it is natural to suppose would
result from the lavish contribution , both of time
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and treasure , which has been exacted to complete
them ? A painful witness of the contrary , it is with
deep concern I call to mind, the shameful manner
in which they are frequently accomplished . Roam¬
ing about the Continent , in almost proverbial
apathy , becomes your characteristic . For what
purpose do you travel ? Is it to associate promis¬
cuously with adventurers ?—to be immured in
gaming-houses ?—to be seen all the morning at the
billiard table ; and all the evening intoxicated ; or
at the faro bank ?—to become the object of con¬
temptuous ridicule in every country you visit ? Is
it for this Albion pours forth her sons upon foreign
ground ; in the vain hope of obtaining ornaments
to her senate , honours to her state , understandings
enlarged , prejudices corrected , and taste refined ?
“ - - Italy , exhausted by a long and success¬
ful scrutiny , is unable to supply new gratification,
either in art or antiquity . But in other countries,
removed from common observation , new fields of
enterprise open an extensive prospect of pleasing
research ; as the desolated shores of Greece ; the
peaceful islands of the iEgean ; the interesting
plains of Asia Minor ; the lakes, the ruins, and
volcanoes of Syria ; and the long, hollow valley
of Egypt.
“ These are the countries to which I would
invite your attention . Among these scenes I
would lead you to rescue from indiscrimate ruin,
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the marvellous profusion of antiquities which lie
scattered in promiscuous devastation , and yield a
daily tribute to the wants or superstition of the
inhabitants . The difficulties and dangers that have
long been supposed to separate us from a con¬
nexion with them , I will set aside. The loss which
the fine arts have suffered from the want of such
an intercourse , I will endeavour to delineate ; the
advantages that would result from a more intimate
acquaintance with the productions of ancient
genius it is needless to portray . Instead of
being harassed at Rome , by a perpetual cabal of
antiquarians and artists , whose intrigues and dis¬
cord pervade all the avenues of inquiry , and
interrupt the progress of your studies , I will strive
to withdraw you to those delightful scenes, where
imposition has not yet dared to intrude ; where,
fearless of her snares, you may investigate the
ruins of empires, whose inventive genius first pro¬
duced , and then carried to perfection , those arts,
which Rome in the zenith of her glory could only
imitate.
“ I invite you to extend the sphere of your
ideas , that reflection may cast off the yoke of pre¬
judice , and break the bonds by which custom has
enchained the flights of human reason ; to walk
among the sequestered pillars of Athens , or trace
the mystic labours of Egypt upon the pyramids of
Memphis ; to mark the chisels of Praxiteles and
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Phidias , among the mouldering fabrics of Greece,
or drop a tear to literature over the august ruins
of Alexandria : impressed with the noble fire of
enthusiasm, to behold the lofty tempies of Pal¬
myra, or contemplate with awful veneration the
colossal majesty of the Theban Memnon, among
the sepulchres of Osymanduas ; to snatch from
dissolution the precious relics of expiring taste,
and to rescue the inestimable monuments of anti¬
quity from the jaws of everlasting oblivion.
“ Inasmuch as Greece was the mistress of the
fine arts, and Rome only her disciple ; inasmuch
as Greece supplied the originals, and Rome the
imitations ; and the imitation never approached to
the perfection of the original ; the antiquities of
Greece demand every investigation that the man
of taste can appropriate to scenes of instruction
and delight . The Romans themselves, when mas¬
ters of the world, did not scruple to acknowledge the
superiority of the Grecian artists . It is particularly
remarkable , that whenever their authors chose to
celebrate any exquisite production of art, it was
the work of Grecians . Did architecture display
peculiar traces of the sublime ? It bespoke the
divine talents of Ictinus , Callicrates , or Mnesicles.
Was any thing among them famous in sculpture?
It was attributed to Polycletus , Alcamenes,Myron,
Phidias, Scopas, or Praxiteles . In painting ? to
Polygnotus , Apollodorus, Zeuxis, Parrhasius,
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Timanthes , Pamphilus , Euphranor , or Apelles.
Works of genius were invariably attributed to
those celebrated men, who had flourished in Attica,
beneath the liberal patronage of an immortal Peri¬
cles, and were never allowed to be the production
of artists who had worked at Rome, or had lived
nearer to their own times than the age of
Alexander .”

