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PREFACE TO THIRD EDITION

INCE this book was first issued, in 1926, Rome, under
the vigorous and vigilant direction of Signor Musso-
lini, has undergone many changes, all for the good.

Among the multifarious activities of the Fascist régime
none has been more assiduously pursued than the exca-
vation and restoration of classical and medieval build-
ings of interest. The clearing of the Forum of Augustus ;
the uncovering of the north-eastern hemicycle of the
Forum of Trajan and the discovery thereby of the superb
two-storied building identified as the market of Trajan ;
the restoration of the Temple of Fortuna Virilis ; the
finally complete restoration of the Tomb of the Scipios
on the Appian Way ; the beginning of the clearance of
the Circus Maximus ; the gradual liberation of the Theatre
of Marcellus and also of the Capitoline Hill from the
squalid and parasitic buildings that smothered them ; the
excavation of four temples in a row just opposite the
modern Teatro Argentina; the continuous work still
being carried on at Ostia Scavi—all these and other
archeological enterprises have done much to set off the
priceless heritage of Rome. Among repairs to medicval
and renaissance buildings may be mentioned those to the
cupola of San Domenico a San Sisto Vecchio and to the
Palazzo degli Alicorni in the Piazza Rusticucei.

Nor has the impetus given by the new régime to arche-
ological and town-planning enterprises shown as yct any
signs of diminishing. There is being rapidly pushed on
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vi A WANDERER IN ROME

the work of driving a new thoroughfare between the
Piazza San Bernardo and the Piazza Barberini, which
will not only be of great aid to traffic, but will give the
majestic beauty of the Palazzo Barberini an enhanced
value. There is talk of clearing the Mausoleum of Augus-
tus from its dingy surroundings and even of *‘isolating
the Pantheon in the same way. It is intended to sweep
away the shabby houses along the Lungotevere Marzio,
which are in such contrast with the houses along other
sections of the Tiber embankment. A new artery is to
join up the excavated imperial fora with the Colosscum.
The catacombs are to be further cxplored under the
auspices of the Vatican.

The Times of December 14, 1929, contained sccount
of a very recent discovery made during the demolitions
that are designed to isolate the Capitol. About iwenty
feet below the level of the Via Giulio Romano were found
the remains of “ part of a large building, of which the
facade, still in a good state of preservation, is now visible.
In front of this building and at a lower level the diggings
have brought to view a serics of shops and a window
similar to those found in Trajan’s market. There is
reason to believe that these shops formed the ground floox
of a four-storey building, and that the first floor had above
it a long balcony supported by arches. The work of
demolishing the modern buildings in the vicinity is being
continued, while the surrounding carth is being removed
so that the building may appear to the fullest advantage,
The area will then be railed off and planted with pine trees.”

Of further projects it is rather rash to speak. A good
deal must depend upon the funds available. Rome is
noticeably spreading out suburbs planned on modern
lines, and no doubt if people flock out to these it will be
easier to remould the centre of the city.

Perhaps the most interesting addition to the works
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carried out on the Capitoline Hill has been the creation
there of the Museo Mussolini. The museum has been
constructed upon the site of the Palazzo Caffarelli, the
former seat of the German Embassy, which was partly
demolished after the war in order to lay bare as far as
possible the remains of the Temple of Jupiter Capitolinus.
Whether the results of the excavations justified the demo-
lition is a disputed point. Anyway, one long wall of the
Temple substructure has been cleverly worked into the
west side of the corridor uniting the old * Galleria > of
the Conservatori Palace with the new museum, while part
of the substructure of the Temple terrace may be seen
within a sunken space in one of therooms. These remains
of well-cut blocks of tufa are the oldest Roman masonry
in existence. Many of the works of art now arranged on
the ground floor came from the Antiquario Communale
on the Coelian Hill near the Colosseum. One of the
masterpieces is an Attic fragment of fourth-century work-
manship representing Artemis seated on a rock against a
tree with a stag at her feet. Other specially fine pieces
arc a Greek relief of about the same period representing
Asklepios and Hygicia, and the fragment of a well-known
head adorned with the “ Judgment of Orestes * from the
neo-Attic School of the first century B.c. Perhaps the
finest things, however, are the Roman decorative and
architectural pieces, specially striking among which are
the wonderful festoons ending in sphinxes which probably
adorned ashrine. Thereis a fine fragment of the Claudian
period representing a temple seen in perspective. Of
slightly later date is a beautiful fountain decoration in
the shape of a ship’s prow terminating in a boar’s head.
It was found near the Colosseum and is conjectured to
have adorned a fountain in Nero’s Golden House.
Another specially interesting feature is the group of
Republican statuary, mostly in rough piperino.
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The statues of two flute-players and that of Orpheus
charming the animals are particularly delightful. There
may be seen here the celebrated relief of Curtius springing
fully-armed into the chasm which used to be so familiar
in its previous position on the staircase of the Conserv-
atori. Finally, mention must be made of the magnificent
portrait of Domitian, which is justly considered as superior
to the head from Pergamon in Berlin, and also of the head
of a young girl. This head is one of the most beautiful of
Augustan portraits, and its marvellous delicacy of work-
manship and expression is yet further set off by the quality
of itsivory-like patina. The muscum is not large, but is
well arranged, and is continually growing in intcrest and
importance.

The Villa Farnesina has become the head-quarters of
the newly constituted Italian Academy. The Italian
Academy consists at present of thirty members, but is to
be brought up to sixty by the creation of ten new members
for the next three years. The President is Signor Tittoni,
and among the better-known names are those of Signor
Pirandello, the dramatist, Signor Mascagni, the composer,
Professor Romagnoli, the chief promoter of the recent
representations of classical drama in Syracuse and Pom-
peii, and that champion of * futurism,” Signor Marinetti.
The creation of the Italian Academy was always a pet
scheme of Signor Mussolini, who formally opecned it in
person on October 28, 1929, the anniversary of the March
on Rome. In his inaugural speech the Duce claimed that
the new Italian Academy “ was almost a challenge flung
at those who claimed that the spirit had nowadays been
eclipsed by conquests of a material nature.” The gor-
geous uniforms of the Academicians were specially
approved by Signor Mussolini, who further showed his
favour towards the institution by giving the President a
high precedence on ceremonial occasions.
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Although the Villa Farnesina has been dedicated to the
use of the Academy, it will continue to be open to the
public at certain regular times.

I have left in the body of this seme of the remarks
about tramways, but measures are in hand to rid the
centre of Rome of this form of transport and substitute
the motor-bus. The rule of the road is now strictly
enforced.

A new catalogue of the treasures of the Vatican is in
preparation. A new entrance to the Pinacotheca is being
constructed which will obviate the present long and
devious approach. The gallery is also to be rearranged.

I have to thank Mr. Macartney and Signor Bagnani
for many helpful suggestions towards the present edition.

E. V. L
January, 1930






PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION

OME was not built in a day, and it cannot be seen
in one—at least not thoroughly ; but English

people ought to know that it can be reached
from London in little more than that brief division of
time. Only one night in the train does the journey in-
volve. I doubt if this fact is generally recognized. More
people would go to Rome if it were.

I cannot enumerate the many books which I have con-
sulted in order to write this one. There would not be
space. But I must express my indebtedness to many
predecessors.

E. V. L.

June, 1926

xi






II
III

Iv

VI
VII

VIII
IX

XI

XII
XIIXL
X1V
Xv

XVI
Xvix
XVIIX

CONTENTS

TaE ImpacT OF ROME . . . .
Tae PINCIO AND THE VinLa Mepicr . .

TaE Piazza DI SPAGNA AND THE FONTANA
p1 TREVI . . . . . .

THE Piazza DEL Pororo aAND THE CORSO .
TowarDps St. PETER’S . . .

St. PeETER’S AND 11§ TomBs: I—RicaT
AlsSLE . . . . . .

St. Prrer’sS AND 118 Tomms: II—LEFT
AISLE . . . . . .

Toe VATICAN GALLERIES . . . .
RAPHAEL 1IN RoME . . . . .
MicHARL ANGELO IN RoME . . .

SmaLL PICTURE GALLERIES AND A GREAT
Cnurcu . . . . . .

Tne Parazzo VENEzIA TO THE TIBER .
TRASTEVERE AND THE JANIcUrnuM Hirn .
Tixr CASTLE OF S. ANGELO . . .

S. Maria Sorra MiNerva, Two MrebDIcC
Pores AND A SAINT . . . .

Tue Carrrovive HiLn . . . .
Tue FORUM AND THE PALATINEG . .

Ting ForuM AND TUE EMPERORS . .
xiil

12
19
82

40

52
64
78
88

98
108
119
125

189
145
155
168



xiv

CHAP.
XIX
XX
XXI
XXII
XXIII
XXIV
XXV

A WANDERER IN ROME

Tue COLOSSEUM AND SOME CHURCHES
TeE LATERAN . .

Tee BATES OF DIOCLETIAN

St. PAuL AND HIS CHURCH

Tee VierA Umserto I

TreE ArPiAN WAY AND THE CATACOMBS
AND THE LaAST. .

InpDEX . . .

PAGE
177

186
194
201
206
214
222
225



LIST OF PICTURES

' IN COLOUR
By HARRY MORLEY

FACING
PAGE

St. PETER'S FROM THE JANIcUuLuM Hir Frontispiece

TeE ScALA DI SPAGNA FROM THE Via ConNpoTTI . 2
ViEw FrROM THE PiNcro . . . . . 18
Tre PorTA SAN Paoro . . . . . . 82
Tee FoNTaANA DI TREVI . . . . . 48
TeE P1azza DEL Pororo . . . . . 64
Tae Corso UmBERTO I . . . . ) . 80
TeeE PANTHEON . . . . . . . 96
Tre TEMPLE OF VESTA . . . . . . 112
THE CASTEL SANT' ANGELO AND THE PONTE SANT’
ANGELO . . . . . . . . 128
Tae FORUM LOOKING SoUTH-EAST . . . . 144
SaN LorENzZO IN MIRANDA . . . . . 160
Remains oF TuE TEMPLE OF SATURN . . . 176
Tae CoLossEuM . . . . . . 192
Toe Viera Umsrrro I . . . . . . 208
Toe Toms or CxciLia METELLA . . . . 224

XV






LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

IN MONOTONE

A Bmp’s-EvE View or RoME . Front end-paper
From & Drawing by Harry Morley.

Rome, FrROM THE PiNcro. Corot. (Municipal Gallery
of Modern Art, Dublin)
Reproduced by kind permlssmn of the Ourator.

ANTINOUS AS BAccrUSs. (Sala Rotunda of the Vatican)

DanNagi. Correggio. (Borghese Gallery) . .
Photograph : Brogi.

Sacrep AND ProraNt Love. Titian. (Borghese
Gallery) . . . . . . .

MoNUMENT TO CARDINAL CRISTOFORO DELLA ROVERE.
Mino da Fiesole and Andrea Bregno. (Church of
S. Maria del Popolo) . . . . .

MoNUMENT TO CARDINAL GIROLAMO BaAsSso DELLA
Rovere. Andrea Sansovino. (Church of S.
Maria del Popolo) . . . .

Pierd. Michelangelo. (St. Peter’s)
Photograph : Brogi.

SreerPiNg Comp. (Museo Nazionale) .
Tue Seirrr or AvruMmN. (Museo Nazionale) . .

Music. Pinturicchio. (Borgia Apartments in the
Vatican) . . . . . . . .

Taz STUuarRT MoNUMENT. Canova. (St. Petler’'s) .

SENUS AND THE YOUTHFUL Baccnus. (Sala dei
Candelabri in the Vatican) . . . .
xvii

FACING
PAGH

12
20

24

28

86

50
50

54
60

70



xviii A WANDERER IN ROME

FACING
PAGR

MeNANDER. (Galleria delle Statue in the Vatican) . 76

TeE ArorLOo DEL BELVEDERE. (Vatican) . . 84
TeE DiscoBoLUs OF MyroN. (Sala della Biga in the
Vatican) . . . . . . . . 88
THE SCHOOL OF ATHENS. Raphael. (Stanze of the
Vatican) . . . . . 92
Tue LIBERATION OF StT. PETER. Raphael (Stanze
of the Vatican) . . . . 100

Tue CreaTiON. Raphael. (Loggia of the Vatican) 106

ToeE MapoNNa Di ForieNo. Raphael. (Picture
Gallery of the Vatican) . . . . . 116
Photograph : Hanfstaengl.

TreE TrRANSFIGURATION. Raphael. (Picture Gallery
of the Vatican) . . . . . . 120
Photograph : Hanfsiaengl.

Tee CREATION OF MAaN, chhelangelo (Sistine
Chapel) . . . . . 124

Tae PERSIAN SiBYL. Michelangelo. (Sistine Chapel) 134

Tee PropmErT DaNrEr. Michelangelo.  (Sistine
Chapel) . . . . . . . . 140
Photograph : Brogi.

Pore INNoCENT X. Velasquez. (Doria Gallery) . 150
Jove axDp Curip. Raphael. (Villa Farnesina) . 156
Tue FaunN., Praxiteles. (Capitoline Museum) . 104

Tae DyiNne Grapiaror. (Capitoline Museum) . 170
Photograph : Brog.
Toe Worr wirz RomMurus aND REMUS, (Capitoline
Muscum) . . . . . 180

Derarr spmowiNg ToE Worr wririk ROMULUS AND
Remus. Rubens. (Capitoline Museum) . . 180

Marcus Aurerius as A Yourm, (Capitoline Mu- 186
seum) . . . . . . . .



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS Xix

TACING
PAGE

S. Bruno. Houdon. (Church of S. Maria degli Angeli) 198

TeE VENUs oF CYRENE. (Museo Nazionale) . . 202
ATHLETE WITH STAFF. (Museo Nazionale) . . 212
INNOCENCE. (Capitoline Museum) . . . . 218
Boy witH Birp. (Borghese Gallery) . . . 218

Note.~Except where otherwise acknowledged the photographs are by
Anderson.



2 A WANDERER IN ROME

Emmanuele II Memorial, backing against the ancient
Capitol.

Secondly, obliquely, to the right of the entrance to the
Corso, the Via Ripetta—which in time, and under changes
of name, comes to the Pantheon and so through busy
parts of old Rome to the Tiber, at the Ponte Garibaldi,
and then to Trastevere.

Thirdly, immediately on the right, with an entrance at
each side of the garden, the Via Ferdinando di Savoia,
which at once crossing the Tiber at the Ponte Margherita
runs into the Via Cola di Rienzo and so straight to the
Vatican and St. Peter’s.

And fourthly, the street to the left of the left church
at the entrance to the Corso, the Via del Babuino, which
runs to the Piazza di Spagna and so on to the Via Nazion-
ale through the tunnel beneath the King’s palace and
gardens. From this Via del Babuino, by a deflection to
the left just past the Piazza di Spagna, is gained the Via
Sistina, which runs up hill and down to the great church
of S. Maria Maggiore, or, at the Four Fountains, lets you
into the Via Venti Settembre.

So you see that the Porta del Popolo is a real starting-
point, and, for visitors arriving by road, the most natural
of all. None the less, I am proposing to begin most of
these rambles at the Piazza di Spagna, for the reason
that that is a central spot in itself and also the favourite
meeting-place of English and Americans. English is
heard sporadically all over Rome, whether on St. Petex’s
dome or in the depths of the catacombs, but in the Piazza
di Spagna it may be said to be the only tongue. For the
Piazza di Spagna has the libraries, the tourist bureaus,
the tea rooms ; it is the capital of the artists’ colony ; it
has antiquity shops and apartment agents ; it is close to
the Pincio with its gardens and views, and it is one of the
parts of old Rome nearest to the new Ludovisi quarter
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THE IMPACT OF ROME 8

with the fashionable hotels in the latest manner and the
elegant and sumptuous flats.

From the Piazza di Spagna we will therefore make it
a habit to set forth.

Before we begin, however, I should like to say a word
more about the railway station, lest I may appear to be
slighting it. That is far from the case, for the Rome
terminus is almost unique. No city can divulge all its
secrets instantly to the arriving guest; but some cities
have their railway stations in such remote positions that
you must drive for many minutes before you are in char-
acteristic streets at all ; while some, like London, have a
large choice, each of which is in a different district. Rome,
however, has but one, and no sooner do you step outside
it than Rome, essential Rome, begins: for you have
before your eyes a rémnant of the wall of Servius, begun
in the sixth century B.c. ; and the Terme, or Baths, of the
Emperor Diocletian, dating from the fourth century a.p.,
with the sixteenth-century church of S. Maria degli
Angeli, one of the works of Michael Angelo, rising from
their midst ; while at the opening of the Via Nazionale the
Esedra, or crescent of modern white buildings, is fully
representative of the Roman architecture of to-day. In
the garden in front of the station is an obelisk to the soldiers
who fell at Dogali in Africa in 1886, and here also is one
of Rome’s many high-spirited fountains, with its naiads
and gods and its glittering column of water so often
bent and dispersed by the wind. This fountain and its
buoyant crystal jet illustrate very vividly the mixture
of old and new of which I am speaking. The fountain
dates from 1900; the water comes from the Sabine
Hills along the very aqueduct built in 146 B.c. by the
Praeetor Quintus Marcius Rex.

I don’t say that this astonishing jumble of old and new
is as exciting to the stranger as, at Venice, outside the
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railway station, the instantaneous and magical appearance
of the Grand Canal; but it should be inspiring enough
and the mixed anachronistic character of the first im-
pression of Rome, as one emerges from the terminus, will
persist. Wherever you go in Rome, you will find the
ages in conflict: from B.c. onwards. You will attend
divine service in churches adapted from pagan temples ;
you will eat, at the Ulpia, the food of to-day in the remains
of a basilica built in the reign of Trajan ; you will ride in
tramcars through the gates of the crumbling city wall;
you will smoke cigarcttes in the Colosseum, listen to the
latest music in the Augusteum, now a concert hall, but
originally the mausoleum of the great Augustus, and find
advertisements bearing the names of cinema stars pasted
against stones that Cicero may have seen the builders
setting one on the other.

As to the railway itself, when it was made in the middle
of the last century it cut through very sacred ground, as
you see when you ride along the Viale Principessa Mar-
gherita, the road beside the line, to the Porta Maggiore
and thence into the Campagna. It is just by the Porta
Maggiore that the line pierces the Wall of Aurelian, and,
a little later, Claudius’s aqueduct has to be negotiated.
The decagonal building in the Viale Principessa Margherita
is the so-called Temple of Minerva Medica, a nympheeum
dating from the great Imperial days.

The church on the left before we reach this ruin is
S. Bibiana. Here in the fourth century stood the house
of Flavian, a prefect and a Christian, who with his wife and
two daughters, Demetria and Bibiana, suffered martyrdom
in the brief return to paganism under Julian. The story
is that Bibiana was ticd to the porphyry pillar which is
still preserved in the church, and scourged to death. Her
statue over the high altar is by Bernini.

The shortest route to the church of S. Lorenzo, where,
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as we shall see, Pius IX is buried, is by the road that
branches off just here and goes under the railway.

If the reader of these pages finds that they also are
an undisciplined mixture of old and new he should not
express either surprise or censure, because I have allowed
Rome to call the tune. If Romeis of all ages at once, so
must the record be. I will concede, however, that per-
haps 4 Digresser in Rome would have been a better title.



CHAPTER II
THE PINCIO AND THE VILLA MEDICI

Michael Angelo and Daniele da Volterra—The French Academy-—
Galileo—Corot in Rome—Turner in Italy—The Avenues of Busts—
Rome from the Pincio Terrace—The Costumes of the Seminariste—
And of the Monks.

HATEVER formal expeditions one makes from
the Piazza di Spagna, the habit of informally
strolling in the Pincio gardens must be quickly

contracted. The Pincio is not one of the Seven Hills of
Rome, but for long lay outside the city, its name coming
from the Pincii, a ruling family who had their palace there.

The obelisk at the head of the steps was brought to
Rome by Augustus, engraved with a copy of Rameses II’s
inscription and set up in the garden of Sallust. It was
moved hither late in the eighteenth century, but why it
was set askew I cannot explain. The church behind it,
the Santissima Trinitd de’ Monti, is not as accessible as
most of Rome’s churches are, but visitors are admitted if
they apply at a side door. Its chicf artistic attraction is
a picture by Daniele da Volterra, a bold draughtsman
whose prinecipal title to fame is his close friendship with
that most difficult of men, Michael Angeclo. The sculp-
tured head of the Master in the Accademia in Florence, by
which we know him best, with the broken nose and the
profoundly melancholy eyes, was from Daniele da Vol-
terra’s hand. The two men worked together in Rome.

The Volterra altar-piece has no outstanding merit ; better
(]
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to stand in the pretty cloisters and watch the pupils of
a convent school at their games, for too seldom does one
see Rome in a playful mood.

After leaving the church, turning to the right towards
the Pincio gardens, which is the most popular walking
place in Rome for those who like air and open spaces (the
most popular for the Romans themselves will always be
the streets, and chiefly the Corso Umberto I), we come at
once to the famous Villa Medici. Built in the sixteenth
century for Cardinal Ricci, it was acquired by Cardinal
Alessandro de’ Medici, who became Pope Leo XI in 1605,
and thereafter for two hundred years was the property
of the later Medici, the Grand Dukes of Tuscany. Since
1808 it has been the French Academy of Art, and to
mention even the names of the well-known French artists
who have studied here would fill a volume. It has some
original reliefs built into its walls—six from the Ara Pacis,
of which we shall see fragments at the Terme of Diocletian
and of which the Uffizi in Florence has a roomful—but
the collection of casts is the chief possession. Admission
to the casts and to the gardens is given on certain days.
It'was in these gardens that Velasquez, when in Rome in
1680, made the two beautiful—and so very modern—
landscapes that are now among the glories of the Prado.

The principal historical event in the life of the Villa
was the imprisonment here of Galileo, as a tablet records
on a pillar at the entrance to the sloping drive down to
the Porta del Popolo. This was in 1688, when the great
astronomer and mathematician was nearly seventy and
had fallen foul of the Inquisition for the dangerous, anti-
biblical theories contained in his treatise on the earth’s
motion. Galileo, standing in the church of S. Maria
sopra Minerva, had read his recantation, denying that
he was a naughty Copernican; but sentence followed.

The gardens are typically Italian ; very dark boskage,
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mostly evergreen, contrasting with the whiteness of statues
and the yellow wash of walls. Here and there is a studio ;
here and there a tablet commemorating an Art director.
Winners of the Prix de Rome have free study here, but
not a sign of their work do you see. Only the frigid casts
from the antique. A diploma gallery of votive pictures
by all the prize-winners would be an interesting addition.

Immediately in front of the Villa Medici door is a
fountain in a shallow basin set in an opening in the thick
and carefully trimmed ilexes. Standing by the Villa and
looking over this fountain you sce two domes of churches
—one straight ahead, and one more to the right. The
first is S. Carlo in the Corso and the other St. Peter’s.
Many artists have painted this view of St. Peter’s, but
none so well as Corot, who was in Rome from 1825 to 1828. °
The original, of which I give a reproduction, is in the late
Sir Hugh Lane’s collection in his house in Dublin, now
that city’s Municipal Art Gallery.

Corot’s Roman pictures, of which we have one in the
National Gallery, are not very numerous, and they belong
to his harder manner before the mists gathered.  But
his contemporary Turner, who was here first in 1819, and
again in 1829 and 1889, madc thousands of sketches, a
few of which were worked up into paintings, while others
were etched. It was while on the journcy from Rome to
Bologna in a diligence that a fellow-passenger noticed the
“funny little elderly gentleman continuously sketching
at the window, and angry at the conductor for not waiting
while he took a sketch of a sunrise at Macerata, ¢ D—
the fellow !’ he said, ‘he has no feeling’” Some of
Turner’s Italian water-colours are lovely beyond deserip-
tion ; but I think that even more of the romantic feeling
of the surroundings of Rome is to be found in certain work
by his indirect master, J. R. Cozens, whose studies of
Lake Nemi, once seen, can never be forgotten.
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Keeping the upper path by the Villa Medici among
cacti and other sub-tropical plants you come quickly to
the restaurant, a very pleasant spot in summer, in the
midst of a concourse of terminal figures, lining all the
paths hereabout, each bearing the bust of a famous
Italian. This marble Valhalla was the idea of Mazzini.
The earliest hero, I believe, is Julius Cesar ; of the latest
you will know more than I, for this august company of
the distinguished dead is constantly recruited. Among
the new ones are a few dazzlingly white marble heads,
some of young men whom the gods loved too well. The
critics of to-day scribble in pencil on their pedestals ; but
of old they broke their noses. Too many of the ancient
Romans are without that organ ; even Cavour’s has gone.
But after Cavour more respect seems to have comein. In
English churches we expect to find statues thus mutilated ;
but not in Rome, where you would think the nose sacred.

To see now one of the finest views of Rome we should
keep to the path at the edge of the hill, with the pome-
granates below us under the walls, and the skilfully tended
gardens below those, and the ilexes above us, until we
come to the terrace over the Piazza del Popolo. From
many points on her surrounding hills Rome is serene and
impressive, but never more so than here from the Pincio.
St. Peter’s is immense, and at least eight little imitations
of it can be counted. The Courts of Justice are out of
scale, you will notice, and the bulk of the Vittorio
Emmanuele IT monument obliterates too much. Observe
how the strange shallow dome of the Pantheon catches
the eye. The Archangel Michael on his Castello is cut
in two by the horizon.

It is a favourite spot at sunset, and sunsets at Rome
can be very wonderful: * stained with the blood of
martyrs,” someone said.

For the Pincio as a park and promenade Rome has to
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thank Pius VII, who ordained this pleasaunce early in
the nineteenth century. In cold weather it is perfect
to walk in, and in warm weather perfect for repose. Here
beneath the trees the band plays, gaily-clad foster-mothers
nourish babes, nurses gossip while their olive-faced charges
play, elegant young Romans discuss the events of the
hour, lovers keep their happy rendezvous.

But the principal memory that the observant eye
gathers in the Pincio gardens is that of the constantly
recurring little bands of seminarists, with their splashes
of colour, who walk briskly along on their way to and
from the wider spaces of the Villa Umberto I chatting
gaily together. You meet them everywhere in Rome,
but never so steadily as here or on the Scala di Spagna,
descending or ascending according to the time of day, the
wind taking their skirts like those of Niobe’s daughter in
the Vatican. Brightest if not best of these sons of the
church are the Germans—all in cardinal red : the only
ones to get a footing on the picture post-cards.

I subjoin, for the benefit of other normally inquisitive
persons, a list of the principal distinguishing colours.
Thus, when you see all scarlet it is the Germans ; when all
black, the English ; black edged with red and no sash,
the Irish ; a purple cassock with black soprana and crim-
son sash, the Scotch. Americans from the States are black
edged with blue and a red sash ; South Amcricans, black
lined with blue and blue sash; Belgians have a black
cassock and soprana and sash bordered with red; the
French are all black with black soprana fastened round
the neck with long black ribbons ; Canadians are black,
with belt; Spanish, black, with blue buttons and blue
sash; Greek, dark blue with a red sash. The Vatican
students have purple cassocks and crimson sashes, and
those at the Propaganda College, black, edged with red
and red sashes. The umbrella is rarcly left at home.
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Perhaps a list of the costumes of the religious orders
would also be helpful. The Italian Augustinians are in
black with a white cord ; the Irish Augustinians are in
black with a hooded cloak ; the Benedictines are in black
with large sleeves ; the Order of St. Camillus wear black
with a large red cross on the breast; the Capuchins are
in brown with a cape (the colour of café-au-lait, which
therefore is called a * capucino ” in the restaurants) ; the
Carmelites brown with white cloak ; the Cistercians white ;
the Dominicans white with black cloak ; the Franciscans
brown ; the Jesuits black; the Passionists black with
badge of the Passion ; the Redemptorists black with
white collar ; the Servites black with hooded cloak ; the
Silvestrians blue ; the Trinitarians white with large red
and blue cross ; the Brothers of the Immaculate Concep-
tion light blue with white cord.



CHAPTER III

THE PIAZZA DI SPAGNA AND THE FONTANA
DI TREVI

A City of Fountains—The Famous Steps—Flower-stalls and
Artists’ Models—John Keats in Rome—His last Days—S8helley and
Byron—The Protestant Cemetery—Angelica Kauffmann—=Sir Wal-
ter Scott—The AcquaVirgo—The Fontana di Trevi—An Essential
Ceremony.

HE Piazza di Spagna takes its name from the
| palace at the west side, the Palazzo di Spagna,
the Spanish Embassy to the Vatican. Between
the palace and the little piazza opposite (at the corner of
which the tramcars, always of homicidal intent in Rome,
do their best to get you) rises a column celcbrating the
doctrine of the Immaculate Conception of the Virgin,
which the Church of Rome adopted in 1854. The building
at the south end is the Collegio di Propaganda, which
is attended by youths from all over the world whose
destiny it is to spread the Church of Rome’s tenets.
The Piazza di Spagna, like so many of Rome’s open
spaces, of course has its fountain, but this one breaks a
record in being designed not by Lorenzo Bernini, but by
Bernini’s father, Pietro, who chose the emblem of a watex-
logged boat as a hint to the authorities that the supply
of water in his house, close by, at the corner of the Via
della Mercede and the Via di Propaganda, lacked impetus.
Of his son Lorenzo Bernini I shall have much to say later.
Here let me merely remark that in his versatility and his
12
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energy as an architect, if not in genius, he resembled the
great Michael Angelo, whom he succeeded as builder-in-
chief to the Eternal City.

It is probably a good deal due to Bernini that Rome is a
city of fountains as well as of churches, fine buildings and
lruins ; and these fountains, moreover, are always playing.
We have few fountains in London, and how often even
"those are lifeless! In Trafalgar Square, for instance,
*where you would think that, in honour of Nelson alone,
+they might be kept busy, they are seldom in full flow ;
lwhile the Queen Victoria Memorial, opposite Buckingham
.Palace, is often dry. But in Rome there is a gushing
fountain every few yards. For size and spirit and energy
the modern Fontana delle Naiadi, near the station, is
among the best, but the Fontana di Trevi remains longest
in the memory. We will hasten there very soon.

The best known feature of the Piazza di Spagna is of
course its steps : that gracious curved staircase so warmly
| yellow in the evening sun, with the warmly yellow church
' at its summit also cherishing the dying light. From the
>lower end of the Via Condotti, and farther back still, in the

Via Fontanella di Borghese, the twin domes of this church

,often seem to hang in the sky. At the foot of the steps
are the famous flower-sellers with their blossoms. All
the year they are here, with changing blooms, oddly
enough making almost their bravest show when the
weather is coldest. Here used to assemble the artists’
models seeking employers, but they have gone.

All Ttaly is devoted to the umbrella, but no city (and
;with some reason) more than Rome, where rain, when it
| does fall, rains heavily and patiently and pitilessly, and
“where in the Corso Umberto I is an admirable institution
icalled an Albergo Diurno, or daytime inn (with several

branches), at which, for a few pence and a deposit, um-
brellas may be hired for short periods.
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As the number of the Piazza di Spagna steps is said to
be one hundred and thirty-seven, it may be glad tidings
that there is a lift. It is just round the corner at the back
of Miss Wilson’s English library (that home-from-home
for so many Anglo-Saxons in Rome), and, in addition to
supplying motive power to deposit you with an unquick-
ened pulse at the summit of the flight, the custodian will
give you a time-table of the opening and closing hours of
all the show-places of Rome, without which you cannot
arrange your days.

Before ascending, however, we must take stock of the
house on the right of the steps, which has a tablet on its
red wall, with a broken lyre upon it. A tragic house,
indeed, for it was the last home of John Keats.

Keats’s association with Italy began in 1820, when he
was twenty-five and the symptoms of consumption were
distressingly on the increase. Between March 1818 and
the autumn of 1819 he had written his finest work, the
poetry in the ‘‘ Lamia,” “ Isabella” and “ Eve of St.
Agnes ” volume. This was published in 1820, and shortly
afterwards Keats started for Naples, with his friend Joseph
Severn, on the ship Maria Crowther. The date of sailing
was September 18, 1820. ‘The winds being adverse, the
voyage took nearly a month, followed by ten days’
quarantine at Naples, but Rome, where Severn, who had
won the Royal Academy gold medal, was to study painting,
was reached in November. Shelley, who was then at
Pisa, asked Keats to join him there ; but the Eternal City
was the goal.

Lodgings in this house on the Piazza di Spagna steps
had been taken for the friends by Keats’s doctor, James
(afterwards Sir James) Clark, and here almost at once a
relapse set in, from which the poct never really rallied.
Apart from his physical suffering, he was torn by a lover’s
fears and doubts, for the vacillating Fanny Brawne was
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ever in his mind. Severn nursed him with perfect devo-
tion, sometimes reading, Jeremy Taylor being a favourite
author, sometimes playing Haydn’s sonatas. On Febru-
ary 28, 1821, the poet’s ¢ posthumous life,” as he whirnsic-
ally called it, came to a close.

Keats died in the little room looking out on the flower-
sellers, and the house is now a museum filled with books
and papers and pictures relating to the poet and to his
friends Severn, Shelley, Byron, and Leigh Hunt. There
is not much in the way of original MSS. : those are else-
where, in England and America ; but the library is exten-
sive and some personal relics are preserved. Keats is, of
course, the central character; but Shelley, who, when in
Rome, lived in the Corso, runs him very close. A bone
from Shelley’s funeral pyre is here, and strands of his hair
are shown. There is also an original picture, by Severn,
of the author of  Adonais *’ *‘ meditating in the Baths of
Caracalla,” just as a poet should. Byron’s lodgings were
in the Piazza di Spagna, almost opposite. * Cet aimable
boiteux ”” he is called in one of the letters to be seen in
this museum—and how he would have hated it!

The Protestant cemetery in Rome is a long way from
the Piazza di Spagna, but since the graves of Keats and
Shelley make it sacred ground to so many Anglo-Saxon
pilgrims, I think I should say something of it in this place.
You find it by the Porta di S. Paolo, where the road runs
out past factories to the mighty fane of St. Paul. Many
are the graves, of all nationalities, but there are none to
compare in interest with those of the two poets—of
‘¢ Adonais ” and of his celebrant. Beside Shelley, whose
heart alone is here, lies the berserk Trelawney, who, on the
shore at Spezzia, plucked that heart from the burning.
Someone had placed carnations on Shelley’s grave when I
was there; and there were carnations also at the foot of
the stone which marks the last resting-place of the *“ young
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English poet ” whose name was “ writ in water.” It is
odd that the word Keats is absent ; but I had not thought
so until another visitor, standing beside me, asked if I
could tell him who the poor young man might be.

Another English writer, not of the same rank, but a
great bestower of pleasure on the young, is buried here—
‘ Ballantyne the brave ’—but I have never been able
to find the stone. Shelley’s little son, William, who died
at the age of three, also lies in this earth. The pyramid
rising so surprisingly at the edge of the grassy plot where
Keats and Severn lie is the tomb of Gaius Cestius, a tribune,
who died in the first century =B.c.

And now we must go quickly to the Fontana di Trevi.
If you leave the Piazza di Spagna at the south end to the
right of the Collegio di Propaganda, you are in the Via
di Propaganda, which brings you to the church of Sant’
Andrea delle Fratte (St. Andrew of the Fences or Hedges),
with its very memorable belfry. This church was the
natural resort of Scottish pilgrims to Rome in the Middle
Ages ; but it is not now an important place of pilgrimage
except for thosc who remember Miss Thackeray’s delight-
ful novel Miss Angel, for Angelica Kauffmann, R.A. (1741~
1807), is buried here. After a successful artistic, although
chequered emotional, career, in England, Angelica Kauff-
mann settled in Rome and remained there for the last
twenty-five years of her life; and when she died her
funeral was stage-managed by Canova, two of her works
were carried in procession, and all the artists in Rome
followed.

A greater than Angelica, Sir Walter Scott, lodged
at No. 11 Via della Mercede in 1882, one of the reasons
for this journey, so near his end, being to sce the monu-
ment of the last of the Stuarts in St. Peter’s. It is
sad that that very fine record of a great man, Scott’s
Journal, stops at the moment that he reached Rome.
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Next door to St. Andrew’s, on the left of the fagade,
is the entrance to a little cloistered building which, once
a Scottish hospice, is now an almshouse for sailors. One
does not expect to find this in Rome, although years ago
the Tiber was a port for big ships.

If, after leaving St. Andrew of the Hedges, you follow
his street, you will come into the Via del Nazareno. Keep
to the left as far as the Via del Tritone, cross that, take
the Via della Stamperia, and in the piazza at the end of it
pause, because you will now be in one of the most import-
ant spots in Rome, especially to travellers from abroad like
ourselves—for here is the Fontana di Trevi.

Any fountain, so long as it is playing, must be beautiful
—the lithe and silvery stream ensures that; but the
Roman fountains have beauty of design too. This
Fontana di Treviis, however, different from all the others :
in position, built as it is against a palace wall, the Palazzo
Poli; in tradition; in size; and in flow. It is not so
very old, having been completed in 1762, but there had
been an outlet of water here for centuries: the Acqua
Virgo, a stream brought into Rome from the Campagna by
Agrippa in 19 B.c. to supply his baths near the Pantheon.
The Virgo was the country girl at work in the Campagna
who showed Agrippa’s engineers where the spring bubbled ;
the new name Trevi means three ways, referring to the
three main outlets of the fountain to-day: one in the
middle, under the statue of Neptune, and the others
at the sides, beneath the figures of Health and Fertility.
These main streams are broken by the rocks into a score
of minor torrents which in their total exuberance make
one of the coolest and most delicious melodies of Rome.

But not yet have we learned the deepest significance
of this cataract. If you look carefully into the placid
waiter of the pool, you will discern at the bottom (provided
that the expectant urchins have not yet pulled them out)

2
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various small coins. These have been thrown into it in
accordance with the legend which says that the sacrifice
of a coin to the waters of Trevi ensures your return to the
Eternal City. If you wait here a little while (after making
your own oblation), you will see other visitors approach
with the same motive, some furtively, some unashamed.



CHAPTER 1V

THE PIAZZA DEL POPOLO AND THE CORSO

The Northern Gate—Rome’s Obelisks—Raphael’s Chapel—
Tuscan Tombs—Twin Churches—The Corso—The arrogant Roman
—The Tomb of Augustus—S. Carlo Borromeo—The Caffé Nazion-
ale—The Temple of the Sun—S. Silvestro—Marcus Aurelius’s
Column—A Miracle—St. Paul’s Residence—The Roman Palaces—
Velasquez’ Pope—Claude in Rome—A Royal Memorial-—Vittorio
Emmanuele IT-—The Unknown Warrior—Views of Rome—The
Pantheon.

N early walk from the Piazza di Spagna should
take you down the Via del Babuino to the Porta

del Popolo, which was, as I have said, the princi-
pal gateway through which, before the railway came, Rome
was entered. It was built in 1562, on the site of an older
gatein Aurelian’s Wall. Bernini added the Piazza fagade ;
while the Porta’s two side apertures were an affair of
yesterday—1878. Outside the gate you will always find
many of the high narrow wine-carts of the Campagna
with little noisy restless yapping lupetti guarding them
while their owners gossip in the neighbouring inns. These
carts are a feature of Rome and the surrounding country,
and their gay hoods give the streets much of their colour,
which otherwise is supplied chiefly by fruit-shops, scarves,
and the red pompons and tassels on the horses’ harness.
On every road out of Rome you find these high and rickety
vehicles : and after lunch, when the drivers sleep, the
whole duty of avoiding other traffic falls upon their

loyal steeds.
19
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In the centre of the Piazza del Popolo is the fountain
with four lions, with an Egyptian obelisk in their midst,
first set up in the Circus Maximus by the Emperor Augus-
tus, ten years before the birth of Christ. These obelisks
are constantly recurring in Rome’s open spaces, and never
with any suggestion of incongruity, so skilfully have they
been adapted to their settings. Even the little one on
the back of an elephant opposite S. Maria sopra Minerva
seems right.

The church immediately to the left of the gate as you
face Rome, is S. Maria del Popolo, and it is important, not
only for having been built on the site of Nero’s grave, for
the purpose (in which it was successful) of exorcizing the
evil-working demons that collected there, but also as
containing an exquisite chapel designed by Raphael in
one of his rare architectural moods—the Cappella Chigi,
with a statue of Jonah emerging from a very trivial Levia-
than, also by Raphael, in one of the niches by the altar.
The altar-piece by Sebastian del Piombo you cannot sce ;
whercas the altar-piece by Pinturicchio on the opposite
side of the church is both visible and charming. We shall
find this happy painter again in Rome, notably in the
Borgia Apartments at the Vatican, but never quite so gay
as in Siena.

The Agostino Chigi who commissioned Raphael was a
wealthy banker, a Sienese, whose financial assistance more
than one Pope found invaluable. He was a power behind
the scenes through the reigns of Julius II and Leo X.
He died five days after his beloved Raphael in 1520, and
had a funeral almost unsurpassed in splendour. The
carved portrait on his pyramidal tomb shows him to have
been handsome and debonair.

The special treasures of this little church, after Raphael’s
chapel, are the tombs, all of which are of sensitive Tuscan
work too rarely found in this city of baroque, and here are
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in a Bernini baroque setting which, to my eyes, makes
them by contrast the more welcome. The masterpieces
are the tomb of Cardinal Cristoforo della Rovere by Mino
da Fiesole and Andrea Bregno, in the first chapel in the
right aisle (decorated by Pinturicchio), and in the choir,
also decorated by Pinturicchio, the two tombs of Cardinals
by Andrea Sansovino.

After leaving Raphael’s church we may cross the piazza
and walk along the famous Corso. But first look high up
to the left, where on the terrace above the loggia where
Vittorio Emmanuele II sits his horse, you will always
see a few people showing each other the view. Beneath
them is, among the trees, the winding road to the Pincio,
and on the fountain at the foot of the hill is the first
representation of Romulus and Remus and their foster-
mother which the traveller entering Rome from the north
would see.

The twin churches at the entrance to the Corso are,
on the right, S. Maria dei Miracoli, and on the left, S.
Maria in Monte Santo. Neither has any special treasure.
Both the porticos, each surmounted by a pediment, were
constructed of stone from Bernini’s belfry at St. Peter’s,
which was pulled down. Concerning these churches a
pretty story is told, to the effect that a poor woman in
her will left her few pence towards their completion, and
that Pope Alexander VII, one of the Chigi family, hearing
of this, took it upon himself to see her last wishes more
than carried out.

We now enter the famous Corso, which is so called
because it was once the scene of exciting horse-races, and
even to-day the line of motor-cars is now and then roman-
tically broken by a trotting horse flinging out its feet and
straining at the reins on its way to a country track. As
for the motor-cars, at certain hours they practically touch
each other, all hooting incessantly and with peculiarly
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offensive notes. If you do as Rome does, you will pay
no attention whatever, for the Romans have more than
the usual Latin indifference to noise. Even when trams
clang and clatter and scream through the narrowest
streets, they are unmoved. You never see them hurry
out of the way ; but also you seldom see them run over.
Like the men of Sussex (whose proud boast was perhaps
derived from Julius Ceesar’s invading legions), they
“won’t be druv.”

Motor-cars being allowed in Rome’s narrowest alleys,
there is almost no place safe from them ; and the notice
saying that they must proceed only ‘“at the pace of a
man,” being an official order, is disregarded. The builders
of Rome present, indeed, an odd paradox: they made
palaces for gianis and roads for pigmies.

A reason for the constant hooting is the absence of any
rule of the road in the city. Direction is dependent en-
tirely upon the quickness of the drivers’ brains and their
sense of give and take. No collisions in Rome have I
seen, but I confess to having been made exceedingly
nervous when, in a fast car, the chauffeur has relied solely
upon the arrogant movements of his imperious Roman
head or of his imperious Roman hand to indicate to others
what course he was intending to steer. 'We in England
spend not a little breath in proclaiming our freedom, but
there is a deeper sense of independence and individuality
in Rome than one ever notices in London.

I may say here that the visitor to this city of Seven
Hills who does not walk is in some difticulty of choice
between the over-specded motor-car on the one hand, and
on the other the under-horsed carriage. What Rome—
and indeed every place—now wants is a half-speed car,
the occupant of which has a chance of sceing something,
and the driver of which is sufficiently detached from the
machine to be stoppable on impulse.
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At first the Corso is drab and not in the least remark-
able, except for the fact, so evident in all but the newest
parts of Rome, that behind every door is a crowded past.
For in Rome the past is always present. Every building
either bears traces of previous existences, or you are aware
of them. When the Porta del Popolo, for example, was
known as the Porta Flaminia, the Corso was the Via Lata,
with togas where you now see coats ; while only a few
yards from the main street where we now move was the
mausoleum built by the Emperor Augustus in B.c. 28
which, as I have said, is now a concert hall.

The two churches to which we soon come are modest,
with facades in a line with the houses and shops: on the
left Gesi1 e Maria, where Cardinal Wiseman used to preach,
and on the right S. Giacomo in Augusta, the chapel of the
adjoining hospital, often visited by St. Philip Neri. St.
Philip lived at S. Maria in Vallicella, in the Corso Vittorio
Emmanuele, where his rooms and his tomb and Guido
Reni’s portrait of him may be seen.

A very different church is S. Carlo al Corso, the great
florid edifice on the right to which we now come, dedi-
cated to S. Carlo Borromeo, whose heart is preserved
here. Like so many of Rome’s minor churches, this one
would make a notable show-place in England. The chief
altar-piece, by Carlo Maratta, depicts S. Carlo, or St.
Charles, being presented by the Madonna to her Son.
Maratta (1625-1718) you will find to be one of the favourite
painters in Roman churches, although he and his com-
panions of the decline no longer stand where they did.
S. Carlo Borromeo, I may say, was on very friendly
terms with English churchmen, and was hospitable to
many exiles forced by the Reformation toleave our country.

You will find some essential Rome, overcrowded and
not too clean, at the back of S. Carlo, and in a cell under
the church & cobbler has made his home. Some little
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rooms have even been built high up against the church
wall, as, in England, little pieces of common land used to
be encroached upon by cottagers. In Holland this juxta-
position of church and shop and residence is almost
normal ; but one seldom finds it in Italy.

It is at the Via Condotti, leading up to the Piazza di
Spagna (you will see the steps and the church at the top),
that the Corso begins to be lively. A little farther along,
at the junction of the Via della Vite, was once an arch
corresponding to London’s Temple Bar, and removed for
the same reason : that it interfered with the traffic. This
was the Arch of Marcus Aurelius.

By the time we reach the Caffé Nazionale, or Peroni and
Aragno’s, the Corso is populous indeed, chiefly with men,
for the Bourse and Houses of Parliament are adjacent,
and you will quickly get an idea of the modern Roman
type. Middle-aged and elderly men being for the moment
disregarded, I may say that there is something very
attractive in the typical young Roman’s lean straight
figure, his keen cagle-like features and high sloped fore-
head ; even in his general air of being sure that he is the
best. The likencss of these young men to one another is
very remarkable. Most of them in pairs would seem to
be brothers.

You will soon observe too, no matter how odd may
be your clothes, that the Romans do not resemble other
Latins in the matter of staring at the alien. Either this
is because they are Romans and strangers are negligible,
or because foreign visitors arrive in such numbers that
they have become an integral part of the city’s life.
Whatever the reason, it is comforting.

We foreigners are, I suppose, of value to the Romans
on account of the money that we bring with us ; but there
is no visible sign in the strects that we are wanted. No
Roman gives us any pavement.
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If you turn up the street by the popular Caffé Nazionale
—the Via delle Convertite—you will come to the Piazza
S. Silvestro and the General Post Office. It is always well
to know where the General Post Office is, even although
it does not, as this one does, occupy a site on which once
stood a Temple of the Sun.

S. Silvestro is one of the friendliest of Rome’s churches,
with its pretty green courtyard and, on the walls, relics
of early Christians from the catacombs. You will find
many of these tablets in their original position when you
go to the catacombs themselves, but the inscriptions here
may be taken as a preparation for the Appian Way
excursion.

The church was built and the tablets were brought
hither by Paul Iin the eighth century, after the Longobards
had ravaged Rome. Innocent III rebuilt it early in the
thirteenth century, and as it was the shrine of the head
of John the Baptist, he altered the name to S. Silvestro in
Capite. Other restorations were made later, and it is
now a favourite resort of foreign Catholics in Rome, the
pulpit being the gift of an English lady in 1900. I know
of no other church with, in proportion to its size, so many
votive offerings. St. Anthony’s shrine at Padua itself
is hardly more popular.

Returning to the Corso we come very soon, on the right,
to the Piazza Colonna, the column in the centre of which
was raised in honour of the Stoic Emperor Marcus Aurelius
Antoninus (a.p. 121-180) and of his victories over the
Quadi and Marcomanni. The reliefs which coil round
the shaft celebrate this triumph. Marcus Aurelius never
gave countenance to the Christians, and during his reign
they were still harried. None the less, the miracle
of the Thundering Legion, which you will see illustrated
in relief on the column, was claimed by the Christians
as the result of their prayers. This miracle, occurring
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in the campaign against the Quadi in 174 and leading
to the rout of the enemy, was the sudden outburst of
a storm, which simultaneously restored the parched
Romans with its rain and confounded the foe with its
lightning. A great statue of Marcus Aurelius stood for
centuries on the top of the column, but in 1589 Pope
Sixtus V substituted the present image of St. Paul, the
sculptor of which was Orazio Torrigiani.

The church in the Via Tritone, just off the Corso,
is S. Maria in Via, built over the well on whose surface
a picture of the Madonna was found floating. The
next church on the left, in a little recess, is S. Marcello al
Corso, St. Marcellus being Pope in 808-9. His body is
under the high altar. This church, with its florid facade
and grandiose statues, can be one of the most brilliantly
lighted in all Rome at festival times. Thousands of what
appear to be candle flames, but really little electric bulbs,
make it a kind of fairy palace.

On the right is S. Maria in Via Lata, the crypt of which
is claimed to be St. Paul’s abode for two years when
a prisoner in Rome: chained to a gaoler, but allowed
to write and to see his friends. Historians are doubtful
as to this story, but I must say that the disposition of the
crypt as one sees it to-day, and the convincing words of
the sacristan, make a very good case. St. Paul, provided
that the building is sufficiently old, might well have been
housed here ; it is perfectly conceivable. But no one will
ever make me believe that he and St. Peter, or even St.
Paul alone, ever survived for eight months, or even eight
days, in that pest-hole the Carcere Mamertino.

The magnificent palace against whose side this church
is nestling is the Doria, and, unlike so many of the old
palaces of the nobility, it is still its owner’s residence. Most
of the palaces are shops, offices, flats, or rookeries. The
noble architecture remains, but the spirit has fled. You
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look through the fine gateways and see—washing! A
few, however, are still sacred to patricians, even though
more than one family occupies it. The Embassies have
captured others, such as the Barberini, where the Spanish
Ambassador lives, and the Rospigliosi, where the American
Ambassador is to be found.

Not only is the Doria a magnificent building, but it
contains one of the famous pictures of the world, a por-
trait by Velasquez of Pope Innocent X, painted when
Velasquez was on his second visit to Italy, to buy pictures
for his royal master, in 1649-51. Sir Joshua Reynolds
roundly called it the finest picture in Rome, and certainly
there is none finer. The eyes have an extraordinary
steadiness and penetration, and the arrangements of red
could not be bolder or more subtle. This Pope we shall
see again, splendid in bronze, on his throne, in the Palace
of the Conservatori, and on his tomb in the church of
S. Agnese in the Piazza Navona. The other famous Doria
picture is Titian’s ¢ Herodias carrying the Head of John
the Baptist,” but the crowds gather thickest before
Sassoferrato’s Madonna in a blue robe.

The Doria collection is notable also for its Claudes, and
in particular “The Mill.” This tender artist, who was
born in 1600, settled in Rome early in life as the assistant
of a landscape painter from Perugia named Tassi, from
whom he learned the rudiments of his art. Later he
travelled farther afield in Italy, but at the age of twenty-
seven was back again in Rome and remained there until
he died, in 1682. By reason of his birthplace, in the
Duchy of Lorraine, in the Vosges, and his parents’
nationality, France claims him ; but in essentials Claude
was an Italian artist, and Rome and its surroundings—
at Tivoli, for example, he found many of his loveliest
inspirations—were his true home. One of his views of
Rome will be found in our National Gallery, No. 1319,
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with the church at the top of the Scala di Spagna
in it.

And so we come to the Piazza Venezia, where the road
to the right is the Via del Plebiscito, becoming the Corso
Vittorio Emmanuele and leading to the Tiber and across
it to St. Peter’s, and the road to the left is the Via Battisti,
leading into the Via Nazionale.

All the way along the Corso we have been conscious of
the imposing structure of marble and gold at the end of
it, and now, across the Piazza Venezia, we have its whole
dazzling bulk before us: the monument to Vittorio
Emmanuele II and United Italy. As a symbol it cannot
fail; no one can overlook this gleaming edifice, so
immense as to reach from the level of the Corso to the
very summit of the Capitoline, against which it is built,
and everyone seeing it must know what it represents.
But Garibaldi on his charger on the edge of the Gianicolo
is not less impressive, and Vittorio Emmanuele in his
loggia on the opposite hill, the Pincio, might have touched
the imagination of Young Italy quite as deeply, if not
more so, than such a costly and florid structure. Indeed,
the simple severity of the tomb of the monarch in the
Pantheon is itself a kind of rebuke to all this pomposity.

But the Italians are hero-worshippers with a love of the
dramatic and spectacular ; and they have, in this sump-
tuous edifice, all that they desire, and their taste in the
matter is not really for foreigners to criticize. From all
distant points of view, such as the Pincio and Gianicolo
and the garden of the Knights of Malta, the memorial
strikes the eye as an artistic intruder, cutting the sombre
city in two, as it does, with such a mass of assertive white-
ness. But I heard it defended, and very eloquently, for
this very quality of colour, because, as its champion said,
it shows us what all Rome must have been like in its glory,
before the marble was stripped from the walls. For the
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dingy Colosseum, I suppose, shone once like a lovely
symmetrical iceberg; and until the Forum Romanum
and the Palatine palaces were turned into a quarry for the
rebuilders they must have shone too.

To my mind, the chief fault of the Vittorio Emmanuele
memorial is that it is out of scale. To be huge is not
necessarily to be more than noticeable ; size, as size, does
not inevitably excite reverence or awe. A less imposing
monument might have had more beauty. On the other
hand, however, it is a satisfaction to know that the old
Roman ambition to build big and magnificently is not
extinet. The Vittorio Emmanuele monument has proved
that ; just as the Palace of Justice, which is also out of
scale, proved it a few years earlier.

The golden king on his golden horse, the golden groups,
and the golden angels on their pinnacles, add splendour
to the whiteness. It is needless to say that, in order to
build the Memorial a great deal of ground had to be cleared,
and many landmarks went and are still going. The only
ancient relic that is preserved, situated by the fountain
on the left, is a fragment of the tomb of Gaius Publicius
Bibulus.

Since, not only in Rome but all over Italy, the name
of Vittorio Emmanuele II is continually found, let me say
a few words here as to his reign. His special distinction
is that he was the first King of Italy. When he came to
the throne of Sardinia in 1849, Italy was a country of
small states, Austria was a venomous enemy, Rome was
full of republicanism, and France and Spain were both on
the warpath, with Prussia, never very trustworthy, in the
offing. By 1871 Italy was one. It would be idle to
pretend that Vittorio Emmanuele could have achieved
this end single-banded. Without the political sagacity of
Cavour on the one side, and the personal magnetic genius
and energy of Garibaldi on the other, he might have met
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only with disaster ; for his chief gift was honesty. But
he had the discernment to recognize genuineness and the
simplicity to trust it, and his character attracted enthu-
siasts. He died in 1878.

Say what we will of his Memorial, it was a stroke of
genius to place the body of the Unknown Warrior there.
It lies on the first platform, beneath the figure of Italy,
always guarded, and to this shrine votive wreaths are
continually being carried. I have watched more than
one procession bearing their tributes up the steps, singing
as they go, and it is a veﬁ touching sight.

From the highest terrace of the Memorial one has a wide
view of Rome. It is odd that from this point St. Peter’s
does not seem so much bigger than its competitive domes.
It is only when you are a long way off—for example, on one
of the balconies of the Villa d’Este at Tivoli, twenty miles
away that you realize how lofty St. Peter’s is ; because then
that is all of Rome that is visible. Even the heights of
the Pincio or Celio do not exist ; Rome is just this one
solitary eminence rising from the plain.

From the sides of the Memorial you have glimpses of
the southern parts of the city. The leaning tower of Nero
—the Torre delle Milizie, which tradition makes the altitude
from which the Emperor, fiddling, watched Rome burn—
is close by in the west ; in the south-west, cutting the sky,
are the backs of the great sculptured saints on the coping
of S. Giovanni in Laterano. The Forum is a good
deal hidden by the buildings on the Capitoline hill.

Having seen the King’s magnificent memorial, let us see
his simple tomb. It is in the Pantheon, the only perfect
pagan building which still stands in Rome. The preser-
vation of the Pantheon is indeed marvellous, when we
remember that the centre of the roof has always been
open. The first temple on this site was built in 27 s.c,
in honour of the gods of the seven planets—Apollo,
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Diana, Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter and Saturn—and
you may see inside it the seven niches in which statues of
these deities were placed for worship.

The present temple was built by Hadrian in the second
century A.D., the walls and the dome being exactly as he
decreed them ; and the dome with its diminishing squares
is surely one of the most satisfying pieces of architecture
inthe world. In A.p. 609 Pope Boniface IV transformed
the temple into the Christian church of Sancta Maria ad
Martyres and consecrated it. Twenty-eight waggon-
loads of the bones of martyrs from the catacombs were
brought hither and re-interred.

The Pantheon is now the burial-place of the Kings
of Italy. The severely simple tombs of Vittorio Em-
manuele II and Umberto I are here, with constantly
renewed tributary wreaths, and books always open for
loyal signatures.

Here also lies Raphael.



CHAPTER V
TOWARDS ST. PETER’S

The Smallness of Rome—A City of Churches—The Vastness of
the Vatican—The St. Peter’s habit—St. Peter and Rome—Hagiog-
raphers in Conflict—St. Paul and Rome—The Swiss Guard—The
Piazza of St. Peter’s—Bernini’s Colonnades—The Fagade of St.
Peter’'s—The First Church of St. Peter—Bramante and later
Architects—Michael Angelo’s Dome—Comparative Measurements.

TO the question, Which is the part of Rome that

most visitors wish most to see, or wish first to
see ? the answer probably is, St. Peter’s.

This being the case, I should perhaps have placed St.
Peter’s earlier in this record of perambulations; but so
much mixed Roman history is referred to in my notes on
the Popes buried there that clarity seemed more likely to
be served by postponement.

But for its hills Rome is small enough to be explored
on foot. Time is usually against this method ; but where
time need not be considered, I strongly urge it. Indeed,
one of the surprises that Rome has in store for the stranger
is, howsmallit is. Milan with its factories, Naples with
its teeming tenements, both seem endless in comparison ;
and there is no reason why they should not be more vast,
except that tradition has made Rome the centre of the
universe, and the thought carries with it a suggestion of
immensity. But Rome is small ; and not only small, but
almost provincial too. If the Corso Umberto I is the
heart of Rome, and the Caffé Nazionale is the heart of the

Corso, then it is provincial indeed. Even Florence has
82
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rival establishments; even Venice, where energy and
revolt are not expected. But Rome may almost truthfully
be said to have but one.

Not only does one quickly realize how small Rome is—
how provincial, if you like—but how single is its life.
There are Government buildings ; there are shops ; there
are hotels and sightseers; but the real inner essential
Rome is going on all the while insensitive to them : Rome,
the home of the religion that bears its name ; Rome, the
spiritual mother of millions. It is the city of the Church,
and the city of churches ; churches that were once pagan
temples and churches being built to-day. How many
there are, I have no idea ; but it is difficult, if not impos-
sible, to be in any street and not see one ; while priests and
monks and seminarists are everywhere. Barefoot friars
are as common as policemen. And the churches are not
only myriad, but they are used. Half of Rome seems .
always to be on its knees. )

To return to the smallness of Rome—it is such as to
make walking to most places a pleasant and not fatiguing
task, particularly as there is so much to beguile the eye
no matter where you go. But there are certain parts of
Rome where, when you reach them, the real business of
walking has to begin: and as they are very extensive,
my advice to the visitor is to drive to their gates.

The Forum, for instance, can be explored only on foot,
and the Forum is immense and has a thousand different
levels, some at a high altitude. But the Forum, for all
its size and irregularity, requires, I verily believe, less
pedestrian vigour and endurance than St. Peter’s and the
Vatican galleries.

Everything that I have said about Rome being small is
nonsense when you go to St. Peter’s. When at last you
reach it—that is to say, when you reach the end of the
colonnade where one alights from whatever vehicle has

3
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carried one thither, in order to enjoy the approach on foot
and see the dome gradually dropping behind the fagade
as you near it (which was the one thing that its designer,
Michael Angelo, wished not to happen);—after the cab
has disgorged you, a long journey on foot must be yours
before, having avoided or repulsed the last peddler with
his brooches (or even having, to his persistence, or pathos,
or both, succumbed), you vanish through the portals of
the fane.

St. Peter’s is, I fancy, not only the Roman magnet that
draws every visitor with most power, but the only one
that never fails. We promise ourselves that we will walk
through the Forum, that we will see the Colosseum by
moonlight, that we will descend into the Catacombs, that
we will stand before the Dying Gladiator. And we post-
pone. But our promise to St. Peter’s we keep.

My advice to the stranger is to visit St. Peter’s often.
He will find it more wonderful every time, and more
friendly. The arrogant marble Popes will lose some of
their arrogance, and the humaner marble Popes will
become more human. Pius VI, his pomp laid aside, for
ever supplicating in the crypt, will become a man and a
brother. But forgetting the function of the Church
altogether, could there be a more fascinating place in which
merely to walk ? And the Church of Rome is so tolerant
of walkers. Its own flock when not on their knees (and
at the Scala Santa they walk even on them) walk ever ;
and walking ever themselves, even during services, they
resent not the alien who meanders too. My advice to
the reader who finds himself at a loss in Rome on a wet
day, is to take a cab to St. Peter’s and allow Bramante and
Michael Angelo to provide him with shelter and solace.
Yes, and perhaps the strains of Corelli and Palestrina may
soothe him too.

The history of the St. Peter’s that we are now to enter



TOWARDS ST. PETER’S 85

begins with the sixteenth century ; it is thus a little, but
not much, older than our own St. Paul’s, its most dis-
tinguished derivative. The first stone was laid in 1506,
the architect being Raphael’s friend, Bramante. But
for many centuries before that there had been a church
here, the earliest being built over the reputed site of St.
Peter’s martyrdom. We shall see as we move about the
city various spots which tradition associates with St.
Peter in the flesh. We shall be shown his actual home,
not long since excavated ; we shall be shown his prison ;
but historians differ as to whether he was ever here at all.
There is no absolute proof. Yet his actual presence is
by no means impossible, and indeed it may be considered
even probable, especially as references to his sojourn here
and martyrdom here begin in patristic writings as early
as the end of the first century. It is even said that it
was in Rome that St. Mark had from St. Peter’s lips the
recollections of Our Lord which formed the basis of St.
Mark’s Gospel.

The tradition of the Church, of course, is, that St. Peter
founded the church of Antioch in the year 86 or 87 and
remained there as bishop for seven years. In 48 he came
to Rome and presided over the Church as its head until
his martyrdom under Nero in 67 or 68.

A branch of the argument that St. Peter was in Rome
is that St. Paul was, their names being so often united.
And of St. Paul, of course, we know more and are in no
doubt. We know that having “ appealed to Ceesar * after
his examination by Felix, he was brought here by a cen-
turion for his first trial, when, although chained as a cap-
tive to a soldier, he was allowed such privileges as to live
in his own lodgings, to see friends, and even to preach.
St. Mark was one of his visitors, and Timothy was con-
stantly with him until he left for Asia.

Under his permission to write, St. Paul composed in
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Rome the Epistles to the Ephesians, to the Philippians
and to Philemon.

The trial, which had been postponed, came on at the
close of the year 61, and Paul was acquitted. There then
followed four years of travel and propaganda, of which
we know very little, and then in the year 65 he was a
prisoner in Rome again, this time much more rigorously
treated, although not prevented from writing the Second
Epistle to Timothy, which some think his best work.

Tertullian, writing in the second century, named
the exact spot on the Ostian Way, close to the church
of S. Paolo fuori le Mura, where the executioner’s sword
fell when St. Paul was decapitated. But of this more
later, when we visit that amazing church.

Advancing towards the Piazza of St. Peter’s you will
have on your right the great and uncomely bulk of the
Papal apartments, rising hugely above the colonnade.
That is the Vatican, in which the Pope lives, in which the
Sacred College meets, in which are Raphael’s frescoes and
the galleries of sculpture, and from which you gain the
Sistine Chapel to see Michael Angelo’s ceiling and Last
Judgment. Such a mixture of magnificence and domesti-
city is it that on the roof you will probably catch sight of
washing. The chief entrance to the Vatican is under the
colonnade to the right, where the Pope’s Swiss Guards
stand. Two or three are always looking out of a window
here. The Popes, as we shall have reason to know, once
had immense armies. To-day they have the Palatine
Guard, 450 ; the Noble Guard, 100 ; the Gendarmes, 111 ;
and the Swiss Guard, 180.

The obelisk in the centre of the piazza where we are
now standing was brought to Rome by the Emperor
Caligula (a.p. 87—41), and set up in the circus which he
constructed round and about this spot. When moved
to its present position, in 1586, it was moved intact.
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In the museum of St. Peter’s, at the end of the left colon-
nade, are models showing how the transport and erection
were effected. Around the obelisk are tablets in the
pavement indicating the points of the compass and also
the divisions of the Zodiac.

We will now consider the glorious colonnades spreading
away from the sides of the cathedral facade, with four
rows of columns in each, and each column five yards
in circumference. This splendid creation, the work of
Bernini, was being carried out in 1655-1667, while Eng-
land was getting rid of Puritanism and welcoming Charles
II. I have said that there are four rows of these pillars
in each colonnade ; but if you stand on a little round plain
stone, of which there are two, one on either side, between
the obelisk and the fountain, you will find that these
four melt into one and the colonnade is composed of
single pillars. I think the ends, or openings, of Bernini’s
colonnade, at the extremity of each arc, are among Rome’s
noblest architectural inspirations.

I have not counted the Saints and Fathers who strike
exemplary attitudes along the colonnade on each side,
but there must be hundreds. Rome, on its secular build-
ings as well as religious, is partial to these guardians of
the roof, who look over the city from the copings in every
street.

We may now turn our attention to St. Peter’s itself,
which rises at the head of steps guarded by St. Peter and
St. Paul, but is from its piazza commanding rather than
beautiful. We are too near. You want to see it from a
distance, from the hills around Rome, from the Capitol,
from the Castel S. Angelo from the Pincio from the
Janiculum, along the streets, even through the keyhole
of the gate of the Knights of Malta’s garden. There is
a very remarkable view of it from the Lungo Tevere, at
the end of the bridge of Umberto I, where it is absolutely
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symmetrical, with the light showing through the cupolas
at each side. Every time that you catch any of these
distant glimpses of St. Peter’s, it will be more imposing
and memorable.

The first St. Peter’s, built here in memory of St. Peter’s
martyrdom, was consecrated in the year 826. The actual
sponsor of the new building which developed into the
sublime St. Peter’s as we now see it, was Pope Nicholas V,
who in 1452 began the tribune; but fifty years passed
before thereal task was undertaken, under Pope Julius II,
who intended to lie there when he was dead, but as it
happens does not. It is significant of the splendid ambi-
tions and autocracies of the Popes of the Middle Ages,
and of the Renaissance, of which we are to see so much,
that this supreme building was principally to exist as the
tomb of a single pontiff.

Lazzari Bramante, Donato d’Agnolo, who had been a
painting pupil of Fra Bartolommeo, was in 1506 a man of
sixty. He died in 1514, having made much progress with
the building, towards the end being assisted by Raphael.
The two Sangallis and Peruzzi continued the operations,
and then in 1547 came Michael Angelo, to add the dome.
Michael Angelo died in 1564, before it could be completed,
but left very full plans for Giacomo della Porta to carry
out. The fagade, which Michael Angelo would never have
tolerated, was added by Maderna in 1612, and Bernini
put the finishing touches. Among these was a campanile
which quickly had to be pulled down again. The day
of consecration was November 18, 1626, under Pope
Urban VIII.

It should be borne in mind that although Bramante was
followed by other hands, all no doubt not unwilling to
chop and change, the main structure of St. Peter’s is his,
and it was upon this structure that Michael Angelo set
his incomparable dome. Brunelleschi, the architect of
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the Duomo at Florence, had shown the way ; but it was
Michael Angelo, adapting Bramante (whose dome was to
have been shallower, like that of the Pantheon), who
created the magical, now solid, now aerial, thing which
stands, and for long has stood, as the symbol of Rome.

A few figures may be given ; St. Peter’s covers 18,000
square yards ; St. Paul’s in London 9,400. The height
of St. Peter’s, from pavement to cross, is 485 feet; St.
Paul’s is 865. The cupola of St. Peter’s, if removed and
set up again on the ground, would make a very tolerable
church all by itself,
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AVING passed within the portico (which you are
H at liberty not to admire), look back on the
entrance wall for the * Navicella,” Giotto’s
famous mosaic known by this name, depicting St. Peter’s
disastrous attempt to walk on the sea. It is over the
central opening and opposite the bronze doors, and there-
fore, being against the light, not easy to study. I have
always thought it impartial and human of the authorities
to lay such emphasis, here, on the Apostle’s failure.
Inside the church we shall find the incident recorded
again, as an altar-piece.

The door on the extreme right is the Porta Santa,
which is opened only in Holy Year. It was formally
closed by the Pope on December 24, 1925, as these eyes
can testify, and will not be opened again until December
24, 1949.

All strangers in Rome, when the opportunity arises of
seeing a great festival of the Church, should seize it: ; for
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there is nothing like it anywhere else. On this occasion,
the most precious relics are exhibited (at the gallery altar,
high on the S. Veronica pier); but it is the procession,
heralded by the papal march played on the silver trumpets,
that one remembers most vividly.

The Pope’s chamberlains moving about the church in
their capacity as ushers, are medieval enough, in their
Spanish costume, with ruffs and capes and knee-breeches,
with dazzling sword-hilts ; but clothes are mere acces-
sories, whereas faces are facts, and the true Middle Ages
arrive with the procession itself and the countenances
of the princes, prelates, priests and monks of the Church,
For these faces do not change. There is not one, among
all the sumptuously attired company, that one has not
seen before, in this picture or that, Ghirlandaio’s famous
kind old bottle-nosed priest in the Louvre alone being
absent.

Some of the clerics are in purple, some in black, some
in cowls; some austerely robed in white, with a caba-~
listic design. One or two are bearded. Many are
incredibly old ; almost none look happy, care-free ; many
are lined and marked by anxiety. And then the cardinals,
in their dazzling white, bringing with them murmurs and
scents of the infinite Dumas; and then, carried high
above all the rest, by servitors in red, and accompanied
by two bearers of lofty feather fans, the Holy Father
himself, seated in his chair, with a great yellow mitre
on his venerable head, and softly waving his hand from
right to left in blessing.

Nothing in the great cathedral seems to change except
that St. Peter’s right foot is always being kissed into
greater deformity. Although made of endurable bronze,
the toes have not endured. This strikes me as a great
mystery, because if one were to take a photograph of the
foot after every kiss—and the kisses are not such passion-
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ate affairs either—it is probable that no difference would
be distinguishable ; and yet the detrition is going on all
the time. This figure of St. Peter, by the way, which is
to be found at the end of the right wall of the nave, close
to the baldacchino, is nearer life-size than almost anything
in the cathedral, where a gigantic scale has been followed
by architects, sculptors and painters alike. The Founders
of the Spiritual Orders set in niches in the nave and
the transepts are giants. Ignatius Loyola, for example,
on the wall opposite St. Peter, declaiming from a book
while Satan, frustrated, writhes at his feet, is a colossus.
The cherubim who, on the walls, in pairs, display medal-
lions of the Popes, are little mammoths ; the doves with
the olive branch in their beaks, occurring rhythmically
among these cherubs, are as big as turkeys. Oversize is
the note—vastness—and vastness made more vast by the
emptiness of the floor, which, except on special occasions,
has no chairs. It is when the rich red hangings cover
the white marble and the gold that St. Peter’s condescends
a little. Vastness, emptiness, these may be the first
impressions ; and amid them you are conscious of the
golden lambency diffused by the Holy Spirit at the far,
far end. Whatever the weather or the time of day, this
symbol has its own effulgence.

But if the vastness and coolness repel rather than
allure, and St. Peter’s is more suggestive of strength than
sweetness, there are still two refuges for the chilled or
frightened visitant. In the first chapel on the right as he
enters he will find that most tender and beautiful and
pathetic group, the Pieta of Michael Angelo, which seems
always to grow in beauty and tenderness and pathos,
and which is more easily seen than that other Pietd
from the same hand, his last work—as this is almost
his earliest—in the Duomo at Florence. And just to the
left as you enter, beyond the Baptistry, you will find the
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Jacobite monument by Canova, with the lovely mourning
figures beneath the medallion of the fated Stuarts.

I should like here to quote the account of the Pieta
given by Michael Angelo’s friend and biographer, Vasari :
“To this work let no sculptor, however rare a craftsman,
ever think to be able to approach in design or in grace,
or ever to be able, with all the pains in the world, to
attain to such delicacy and smoothness or to perforate
the marble with such art as Michelagnolo did therein,
for in it may be seen all the power and worth of art.
Among the lovely things to be seen in the work, to say
nothing of the divinely beautiful draperies, is the body
of Christ ; nor let anyone think to see greater beauty of
members or more mastery of art in any body, or a nude
with more detail in the muscles, veins and nerves over
the framework of the bones, nor yet a corpse more simi-
lar than this to a real corpse. Here is perfect sweetness
in the expression of the head, harmony in the joints
and attachments of the arms, legs, and trunk, and the
pulses and veins so wrought, that in truth Wonder herself
must marvel that the hand of a craftsman should have
been able to execute so divinely and so perfectly, in so
short a time, a work so admirable ; and it is certainly a
miracle that a stone without any shape at the beginning
should ever have been reduced to such perfection as Nature
is scarcely able to create in the flesh.

“ Such were Michelagnolo’s love and zeal together in
this work that he left his name—a thing that he never
did again in any other work—written across a girdle that
encircles the bosom of Our Lady. And the reason was
that one day Michelagnolo, entering the place where it
was set up, found there a great number of strangers from
Lombardy, who were praising it highly, and one of them
asked one of the others who had done it, and he answered,
‘Our Gobbo, from Milan.’ Michelagnolo stood silent
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but thought it something strange that his labours should
be attributed to another ; and one night he shut himself
in there, and having brought a little light and his chisels,
carved his name upon it.

“ From this work he acquired very great fame and
although certain persons, rather fools than otherwise,
say that he has made Our Lady too young, are these so
ignorant as not to know that unspotted virgins maintain
and preserve their freshness of countenance a long time
without any mark, and that persons afflicted as Christ
was do the contrary ? That circumstances, therefore,
won an even greater increase of glory and fame for his
genius than all his previous works.”

Let us make a tour of the floor, beginning with the
Michael Angelo chapel in the right aisle. Next to this
is the monument to Leo XII (1828-1829), and opposite
that is the monument to Maria Christina of Sweden,
daughter of Gustavus Adolphus, and a convert to Rome.

Where only the monument exists, I should say, the
actual tomb, simple and severe, is in the grotto beneath
the nave.

Before we examine the tomb of the first of the long
line of Popes, all of whom are in some way or another
commemorated here, let me borrow from Macaulay’s
essay on Von Ranke’s history a melodious passage that
shall serve as an overture or introduction: * There is
not, and there never was on this earth, a work of human
policy so well deserving of examination as the Roman
Catholic Church, The history of that Church joins
together the two great ages of human civilization. No
other institution is left standing which carries the mind
back to the times when the smoke of sacrifice rose from
the Pantheon, and when camelopards and tigers abounded
in the Flavian amphitheatre. The proudest royal
houses are but of yesterday when compared with the
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line of the Supreme Pontiffs. That line we trace back in
an unbroken series, from the Pope who crowned Napoleon
in the nineteenth century to the Pope who crowned
Pepin in the eighth ; and far beyond the time of Pepin
the august dynasty extends, till it is lost in the twilight
of fable. The republic of Venice came next in antiquity.
But the republic of Venice was modern when compared
with the Papacy ; and the republic of Venice is gone, and
the Papacy remains. The Papacy remains, not in decay,
not a mere antique, but full of life and youthful vigour.
The Catholic Church is still sending forth to the farthest
ends of the world missionaries as zealous as those who
landed in Kent with Augustine, and still confronting
hostile kings with the same spirit with which she con-
fronted Attila. The number of her children is greater
than in any former age. Her acquisitions in the New
World have more than compensated for what she has
lost in the Old. Her spiritual ascendancy extends over
the vast countries which lie between the plains of the
Missouri and Cape Horn, countries which, a century
hence, may not improbably contain a population as large
as that which now inhabits Europe. The members of
her communion are certainly not fewer than a hundred
and fifty millions ; and it will be difficult to show that
all other Christian sects united amount to a hundred and
twenty millions. Nor do we see any sign which indicates
that the term of her long dominion is approaching. She
saw the commencement of all the governments and of all
the ecclesiastical establishments that now exist in the
world ; and we feel no assurance that she is not destined
to see the end of them all. She was great and respected
before the Saxon had, set foot on Britain, before the Frank
had passed the Rhine, when Grecian eloquence still flour-
ished in Antioch, when idols were still worshipped in the
temple of Mecca. And she may still exist in undiminished
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vigour when some traveller from New Zealand shall,
in the midst of a vast solitude, take his stand on a broken
arch of London Bridge to sketch the ruins of St. Paul’s.”

Leo XII, before whose monument we are now standing,
succeeded Pius VII, the Pope whose reign had covered
the period of Napoleon’s greatness and fall, and who,
with the Church, had suffered at his hands. Collectors
of coincidences may be interested in reading that Leo
came to the throne a sick man and in 1824 was given up
by the physicians, but on Bishop Strambi of Macerata
offering his life in his stead, began to rally. The Bishop
it was that died : the Pope survived until 1829.

We come now to the first altar-piece—and here let me
say that many of St. Peter’s altar-pieces are mosaic
copies, the originals having been removed—and none are
very remarkable. The best pictures are in the Pontifical
Gallery, which we shall soon visit; St. Peter’s is for
sculpture and architecture. This altar-piece, the Martyr-
dom of St. Sebastian, is a copy of the original by Domeni-
chino, now in Santa Maria degli Angeli. In the right
niche of the arch that we now pass through is the tomb
of Innocent XII. His reign (1691~1700) was not epoch-
making, but in person he was beloved for his benevolence
to the poor and afflicted, as the sculptor means to suggest
by the figure of Charity at the left and of Justice at the
right, both very happy creations.

Opposite the tomb of Innocent XII is a monument to
the Countess Matilda of Tuscia by Bernini. The large
chapel where suppliants kneel at the gate, is that of
the Holy Sacrament. It was in this chapel that Pope
Sixtus IV (1471-1484) had his tomb of bronze ; but in
1925 it was moved to the Museum of St. Peter’s, just off
the piazza. Let me, however, assume that it is still in
its old place, and say something of this pontiff, who exer-
cised a determined will in turbulent times and left an
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indelible mark on Rome : Francesco della Rovere, known
as Sixtus IV, and the uncle of Julius II. A large part of
his reign was occupied in a feud with the Medici, which
led to civil war here and there in Italy, until the invasion
of Sicily by the Turks united these brotherly foes. The
story belongs perhaps more to Florence than Rome.

Sixtus IV built the Sixtine, or Sistine, Chapel, which we
are soon to see, and from his hated Tuscany brought
to Rome Botticelli, Luca Signorelli, Perugino and other
famous artists to beautify it. Later Michael Angelo added
the ceiling, under Julius II. Sixtus also gave Rome its
Ponte Sisto. His superb bronze tomb by Antonio del
Pollaiuolo we shall see in the Museum ; while in the
Vatican Picture Gallery is Melozzo da Forli’s fresco of
this Pope, with Julius II, then a Cardinal, kneeling to him.

In the next arch, on the right, is the tomb of Gregory
XIII (1572-1585) bearded and authoritative, from a
design by Michael Angelo. This was the Pope Gregory
who gave his name to the Gregorian Calendar. During
his reign occurred the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, in
memory of which he ordered a medal to be struck. The
Quirinal, now the palace of the King but for centuries
one of the palaces of the Popes, was built by him.

Next, on the left, is the tomb of Gregory XIV (1590—
1591) without any statue. This Pope, who came to the
throne in 1590 and reigned only ten months, was chiefly
occupied in enforcing the excommunication of Henry of
Navarre, who, however, two years afterwards, solved many
problems by becoming a Catholic.

Here we turn to the right, the altar-piece opposite being
another copy of Domenichino, the Communion of St.
Jerome. The turn to the right is caused by the great
pier, against which is the Domenichino altar-piece.
These piers are four in number and are allotted to St.
Longinus (this one), St. Helena, St. Veronica and St.
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Andrew. It will be remembered that St. Andrew was
also crucified, St. Longinus was the Roman soldier whose
spear pierced the side of the dead Christ, St. Helena after-
waxds found the Cross and brought it back to Jerusalem,
and St. Veronica lent the Saviour her handkerchief, on
which the imprint of His features remained. This hand-
kerchief, St. Longinus’ spear, the head of St. Andrew or
a piece of his cross and a portion of the true Cross, are
kept in reliquaries and displayed on special occasions.
Resuming our perambulation of the right aisle, we find
on the right the tomb of Gregory XVI, who came to the
throne in 1881 and died in 1846, and who was so reaction-
ary as to forbid the construction of railways in the Papal
States and in many other ways to wield Mrs. Partington’s
mop. Under him the Church of Rome, already crippled,
lost much of its power. Ifind in a pleasant book of travel
now out of print, entitled 4rt and Nature under an Italian
Sky, by M.J.M.D., an English lady, first published in 1852,
an interesting account of an interview with this Pope,
which has a reference to his dislike of the Iron Horse :
‘“We were directed to courtesy three times as we
advanced, which we did with all due solernity. He re-
ceived us very kindly, and, «: it was a private reception,
with little of form or ceremony. We were told he rather
enjoyed seeing English ladies in this quiet way, especially
if they are introduced by any of his personal friends.
Our names being repeated, we advanced near him, and
he addressed us individually. He never speaks but in
Ttalian, so that it was rather awful, considering my but
recent renewal of acquaintance with that language, to be
obliged to answer his queries. Fortunately, he took most
of the conversation upon himself. He asked me, however,
whatI thought of Rome, of St. Peter’s, and of the Miserere,
which had been performed the previous day; questioned
me of my home ; how we had performed the journey from
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England, and such-like. I named the railway among
other modes of travelling, and was glad I had done so,
as it called forth the most characteristic expression of
opinion with which we were favoured. In the most
energetic manner he declared his dislike of railways;
adding, that though he doubted not when he was ©sotto
terra’ railways would speedily be introduced into the
Papal States, yet that as long as he lived not one should
be permitted.

“. .. We were told rather an interesting anecdote
concerning this Pontiff, which I have good reason to
believe true. A lady, more full of zeal than discretion,
left England and went to Rome, with one fixed object
in view,—the conversion of the Pope. She sought and
obtained an interview with him, and, by way of over-
whelming him at once, put before him the infinite pre-
sumption of which he must be guilty in setting himself
up as the infallible teacher of Christendom. He listened
to her calmly for some time, and then said ‘I thank you,
madam, for your zeal on my behalf. Believe me, not a
day of my life passes that I do not humble myself before
my God, feeling and knowing myself to be a sinner, and
asking forgiveness. But having said this, allow me to
ask you if your own spirit is a right one, and if the mission
you have now undertaken shows yourself to be possessed
of that true humility, which, as you have well said, must
be the foundation of Christianity.’ It is not difficult to
believe what was added,—that the romantic lady was so
melted by the meekness and forbearance of His Holiness,
that she herself became a decided convert to Popery ! ”

The next altar has, set in the midst of precious marbles,
the representation of the Madonna del Soccorso, from the
old church of St. Peter, one of Rome’s tutelary saints.
The early Father, St. Gregory Nazianzen, who died in

the fourth century, is buried beneath this altar.
4
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The next tomb on the right is that of Benedict XIV
(1740-1758), and in its florid way it is, I think, one of the
best. The pontiff so gaily commemorated by the sculptor
was a Bolognese, a scholar, author and wit, but he was
so severe upon certain laxities in the Church that he was
called the * Protestant Pope.” He was sufficiently a
Jacobite to have a medal struck in memory of Maria
Sobieski, the wife of the Old Pretender, calling her
‘“ Queen of Britain.”

We now reach the right transept, at the end of which
are three altars with very dark paintings, the third being
after Nicholas Poussin, the great French artist who settled
in Rome in 1648 and died there. Re-entering the right
aisle, we come, on the right, to the papal monument which
many critics think the finest of all—that of Clement
XIII by Canova. Of Canova Ishall say something later ;
here merely remarking that, both he and the Pope being
Venetians, there was a peculiar reason for the choice of
the sculptor and for the Venetian symbolism on the tomb.
Clement XIII (1758-1769), a member of the Rezzonico
family, from which Doges had sprung, had a chequered
career as Pope, owing to the hostility of the Catho-
lic Powers to the Jesuits, whom he favoured. The
Pope resisted all demands for the suppression of the
Order, although his successor, Clement XIV, had to
concede it. Clement XIV is not buried here but at the
church of the Apostles, his tomb also being by Canova.

The altar-piece opposite, against the wall of St. Helena’s
pier, again depicts St. Peter faltering on the water.

The last section of the right aisle is called the Chapel
of the Archangel Michael, the altar-piece being after
Guido Reni. Under the arch we find on the right the
monument to Clement X (1670-1676), and on the left
an altar-piece of St. Peter raising Tabitha. Clement X,
whose tomb has some charming touches, was one of the
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Altieri family of Rome. Coming to the throne in his
eightieth year, he exercised no great personal power.
The angels by Bernini on the Ponte Sant’ Angelo were
commissioned by him, and one of the two fountains which
we saw in the Piazza of St. Peter’s he also decreed.

Enclosed in the bronze gallery above the tribune altar
is the actual ivory throne on which St. Peter is said to
have sat.

Two Popes lie in the tribune choir—on the right Urban
VIII and on the left Paul III. Urban VIII (1628-1644),
a member of the Barberini family, although a poet and
friend of learning, was sufficiently afraid of enlightenment
to support the Inquisition in its treatment of Galileo.
His statecraft was not conspicuous, but he did what he
could to make Rome more beautiful, even though, in the
task, he destroyed much that was old and precious.
When the great French landscape painter, Claude, came
to Rome, Urban VIII was his first patron. It was he
who gave the baldacchino over the high altar, the work
of Bernini. The Barberini bees, which you will find in
the bronze, are indeed everywhere in Rome, and of course,
at the Barberini Palace another of Bernini’s efforts for
this Pope.

Paul IIT (1584~1549), whose tomb is opposite that of
Urban VIII, was also of noble family—one of the Farnese
of Rome—and it was he who began the Farnese Palace,
which is still one of the most magnificent of Rome’s
renaissance buildings. His reign was troubled by disorders
within the Church, the Counter-Reformation being then in
progress, with Henry VIII a sharp thorn in Rome’s side.
Paul IIT was painted both by Raphael and Titian. The
famous portrait of the old man with his long beard and
thin features (like a ghost) with his two grandsons beside
him, is one of the glories of the Naples Museum.



CHAPTER VII

ST. PETER’S AND ITS TOMBS:
II—LEFT AISLE

Leo the Great and other Leonine Popes—Alexander VII—Con-
fesgion in seven Tongues—A Roman Dwarf—Giotto in Rome—
From Circus to Sacristy—St. Gregory the Great and the English
Youths—S8t. Augustine—Pius VII and Napoleon—Innocent VIII—
The Old Pretender—Bonnie Prince Charlie—A King in Exile—
Canova—Pius VI and his Statue in the Confessio—Pius IX—
8. Lorenzo fuori le Mura—Ewvangelists in Mosaic—The Museum of
St. Peter's—Models and Plans.

E now proceed on our way to the left aisle

\)s; through an arch which on the right has the

tomb of Alexander VIII, and, opposite, an
altar-piece, against the St. Veronica pier, representing St.
Peter and St. John healing the Lame Man., Alexander
VIII (1689-1691), who was of the Venetian family of
Ottoboni, came to the throne in his eightieth year and
made little mark.

In the chapel of the Colonna are altars dedicated to
four early Popes—on the right, St. Leo the First, and on
the left, St. Leo II, St. Leo ITI and St. Leo IV. St.Leol,
one of the wisest and most powerful of the Popes,
known as the Great, reigned for twenty-one years from
440 to 461 He had peculiar difficulties to contend against
both within and without the Church. The Manicheans,
who believed Satan to be co-equal with God, had to be
suppressed, and then Eutyches, the founder of the

Monophysites. The Roman Emperor, Valentinian III,
52
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was also a problem on account of his turpitude, and such
was his cowardice that when the terrible Attila fell
upon Rome and the Emperor had fled, it was the Pope
who had to confront the Hun in person and arrange a
peace.

The next altar contains the remains of three other
Leonine Popes, also Saints : St. Leo II (682-688), St.
Leo III (795-816) and St. Leo IV (847-855). Of St.
Leo II there is little to tell. The sanctity of St. Leo III
is not accepted by all historians. His reign was marked
by disturbances in Rome, in one of which he was taken
prisoner and maltreated ; he also had acrimonious
passages with Charlemagne. St. Leo IV was the builder
of what is known as the Leonine Wall round the Vatican
Hill. When Alfred the Great, at the age of five, was
sent to Rome to be blessed, this was the Pope who blessed
him. If ever there was a Pope Joan—as legendary lore
likes to believe—it was after the death of Leo IV that
she ruled.

The next monument, on the right, is that to Alexander
VII (1655-1667), one of the family of Chigi, of Siena,
an carlier scion of which had been Agostino Chigi, the
banker and Raphael’s patron. He is the Pope whose
election is described in Jokn Inglesant. Alexander’s reign
was not brilliant, as he embroiled the Papal States with
France and preferred scholarly and poetical pursuits to
administration. The tomb is by Bernini.

We now enter the left transept, where there are three
altars, and confessional boxes for seven tongues. None
of the altars, however, has a picture of the Building of
Babel, The tomb in front of the middle altar is that of
Giovanni Pier Luigi da Palestrina (1526-1594), the com-
poser of some of the loveliest church music that we hear
in this city. The pictures are too dark to be studied.

We come now to the entrance to the Sacristy, over
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which is the monument to Pius VIII (1829-1880), who,
in poor health, throughout his brief reign had few chances
to impress himself.

On my way to the Sacristy on a recent visit I met the
smallest woman I have ever seen, free. She was very old
and wrinkled and dressed entirely in black, and I doubt
if she could have measured more than three feet six
inches. Rome has many dwarfs, but this was the cham-
pion. By an odd chance the church was that day being
inspected by a music-hall giant, with a retinue of gapers.
He crossed the Piazza in a tall hat of pantomime dimen-
sions, looking, as he entered the atrium, almost life-size.
But St. Peter then took him in hand and diminished him.

An attendant will lead you to the inner room where
the Giottos are. These, which are among the earliest
conscious works of art in paint, are interesting not only
for their age, but because they would still be very delight-
ful if done yesterday, grim though their subjects be. One
represents the martyrdom of St. Peter, being crucified head
downwards and one the decapitation of St Paul. Giotto
has so composed and painted that one loses sight of the
tragedy and thinks only of the artist’s charm. The
colours are still gay. This early artist, who was born
in 1267, was in Rome in 1298, making for St. Peter’s the
mosaic of the ‘ Navicella ” and these pictures, and, a
little later, for the Lateran, the fresco of Boniface VIII
which we are to see. But for Giotto’s best work Assisi
and Padua must, of course, be visited.

Standing in the Sacristy we are on the very centre
of the site of Caligula’s circus, where Christians were torn
to pieces by lions, and even burned as human torches, for
Nero’s gratification.

We now recede into early papal history again, the tomb
before us on the right, in the chapel of St. Clement, being
that of St. Gregory the Great (590-604), perhaps the most
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imposing figure in the whole long line of Popes, and one
of peculiar interest to the English because it was he who
sent Augustine to England with the tidings of Christ-
ianity. The story is often told that St. Gregory, who was
renowned not only for piety and diligence but for his
pleasant wit, seeing in the slave market in the Forum some
blond youths and asking where they came from, was told
that they were Angles. ‘Not Angles, but Angels,” is
the ordinary version of his comment. But the conver-
sation, as I find it in Father Chandlery’s most informative
work Pilgrim Walks in Rome, is longer.

Thus, on the dealer replying “ From Britain,” St.
Gregory asked if that land was Christian or still in pagan
darkness ? ““ Still pagan,” said the merchant. ‘ What
a pity,” said St. Gregory,  that the Author of Darkness
should own such fair faces, and with such outward grace
of form they should lack inward grace.”

On learning that they were Angles, St. Gregory said,
“True; they have angelic faces and should be co-heirs
with angels in Heaven.”

On learning that the name of the province in Britain
from which they had come was Deira, St. Gregory said :
“Yes; deira: snatched from ire and called to the mercy
of Christ.”

On learning that the name of their king was Alla, St.
Gregory said, ‘‘ Alleluia! The praise of God must be
sung in those parts.”

It was in 596 that Pope Gregory sent us Augustine
(afterwards Saint and the first Archbishop of Canter-
bury) with his monks, as every schoolboy knows. Some
idea of the energy and zeal which Gregory displayed
in his office may be gained from the vast mass of his corre-
spondence that has been preserved. It was, of course,
from him that the Gregorian chant was named.

The saint’s remains were moved from time to time,
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always with extreme reverence, and finally came to rest
here in 16806 under Paul V. He has his own church in
Rome, S. Gregorio on the Ccelian Hill, in which his cell,
moved from his ancient Benedictine monastery of St.
Andrew, may be seen. There, also, is a representation
of the Pope witnessing the apparition of the Archangel
Michael on the summit of the Castel Sant’ Angelo.

It is told of this very human Pope that one day, con-
templating the ruins of Trajan’s Forum and remembering
the good acts of that Emperor, he interceded in prayer
with the Almighty and obtained the release of Trajan’s
soul from Purgatory.

The next papal tomb, close by, is that of Pius VII,
who came to the throne as recently as the year 1800, and,
living till 1828, had the misfortune to coincide with
Napoleon, who treated him with little respect. Napoleon,
in fact, wished to be Pope as well as Emperor. From
1808 until 1814 Pius VII was a prisoner in France. After
Waterloo a certain amount of political re-adjustment
occurred, but the Church of Rome was never again so
powerful as it had been before Austerlitz. As for Napo-
leon’s loot from Rome, much of that will probably never
be restored. This tomb is by Thorwaldsen, the Danish
sculpter.

We come, on the left, against the wall of St. Andrew’s
pier, to an enlarged copy of Raphael’s Transfiguration in
mosaic, the original being in the Pontifical Gallery near
by. This work, made in the Vatican mosaic studios
(which may be visited), took ten men nine years to piece
together.

In the passage between the Chapel of St. Clement and
the Choir are two papal tombs : on the right Leo XTI, and
on the left Innocent XI. Leo XI was one of the Medici
family of Florence, whose principal work had been to
restore the Catholic religion to France after Henri IV
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had entered the Church of Rome. His reign as Pope
did not last through the year 1605.

Innocent XI (1676-1689) was more important, exer-
cising a strong will within the Church, but his ceaseless
quarrel with Louis XIV of France and everybody French
led to costly strife.

Now comes the beautiful Coro, or chapel of the Choir,
where one so often finds a service being celebrated ;
feasts both for ear and eye. The stalls date from the
reign of Urban VIII (1623-1644).

Two other papal monuments remain, confronting each
other, one of the fifteenth century in dark bronze and the
other of the twentieth in glistening marble: on the left
of the passage-way after the Choir being the Pollaiuolo
brothers’ beautiful tomb of Innocent VIII, and, opposite,
Pius X, who died in 1914, and whose body is in the
Grotto of the church in a plain sarcophagus.

Innocent VIII had an inauspicious reign. It was he
who tempted fate (had he known) by making young
Giovanni de’ Medici a Cardinal in his sixteenth year, for
this boy was one day to be Pope Leo X. The head of
the spear with which St. Longinus pierced the side of
Christ on the Cross came to St. Peter’s as a gift from the
Turkish Sultan during Innocent VIII's reign.

Pius X (1908-1914) was a gentle creature, greatly
beloved.

We now come to an object of poignant historic interest
to English and Scottish visitors—Canova’s monument to
the three luckless Stuarts, which Sir Walter Scott, late
in life, journeyed to Rome expressly to see. I have
already referred to the beauty of the mourning figures.

The three Stuarts who are commemorated here are
James Francis Edward Stuart, the “ Old Pretender,” his
elder son, Charles Edward, or Bonnie Prince Charlie, and
his younger son, Henry, Cardinal of York. The “ Old
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Pretender,” whose life was one long series of frustrations,
was the only son of James II by his second wife, Mary
of Modena, and was born at St. James’s Palace in Lon-
don in 1688. The suggestions of fraud that at the
time surrounded his birth are now dispelled. His early
years were spent abroad, and meanwhile William of
Orange had become William III of England and sat on
the throne with his Queen Mary. On the death of
James II in exile in 1701, the boy was acclaimed by his
partisans king—as James III of England and James VIII
of Scotland—but without avail, and in the same year
a law was passed to preclude the male line of Stuarts
from ever becoming kings of England again. Then
began that series of Jacobite plots and campaigns but
for which English romantic fiction would be poor indeed.

In 1702 James’s half-sister Anne came to the throne,
but showed him no friendliness, and in 1714, when the
throne was vacant again the Hanoverians made their
appearance. Under the title of the Chevalier, James
took some part in fighting with the French. In 1716 he
was actually crowned in Scotland, but having neither the
personality nor power to inspire his followers to any
tremendous effort, he fled before the constitutional army
and took refuge on the Continent, where, roving here and
there and always intriguing, most of his life was spent.

In 1719 he was married by proxy to the Princess Maria
Clementine Sobieski, of the ruling Polish line, whose
monument in St. Peter’s is opposite his own. Her he
treated badly, and, in consequence, she retired to a nun-
nery : not, however, before his sons, Charles Edward and
Henry, were born.

James was now a resident in Rome, and kept some kind
of court there for Jacobites. The last effort to gain his
rights was the tragic adventure of the 45, the brunt of
which was borne by his elder son. The Old Pretender
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died in 1766, and with his death came to a close one of
the most futile and pathetic careers in history. Thomas
Gray, the poet of the Elegy, when travelling in Italy,
found in him a likeness to James II, but says he was
awkward and ill-made, with a most unpromising counte-
nance, and that he had the look of an idiot, particularly
when laughing or praying. “ The first he does not often ;
the latter continually.”” The Old Pretender lay in state,
wearing his crown, for three days, in the Church of the
Twelve Apostles. His tomb was paid for either by
George IIT or George IV when Regent.

Charles Edward Stuart, the Young Pretender, who is
also buried here, was born in Rome in 1720. Of his life
in the years immediately following the débécle of the ’45,
little is known, but in 1756 he was living at Basle, and in
1766, after his father’s death, when he called himself King
of England, he too settled in Rome, and (after a sojourn
in Florence with his illegitimate daughter, whom he created
Duchess of Albany), died there in 1788.

A word may be said here as to Canova, the sculptor of
the Stuart monument, who, although a son of Venetian
soil, did much of his work in and for Rome. Antonio
Canova, born in 1757, was brought up by his grandparents,
who early discerned his ability and fostered it in every
way possible. The story goes that the model of a cow
in butter which the boy produced (the same medium in
which the Prince of Wales was moulded at Wembley)
attracted the notice of one of the princely Faliers of
Venice, who thereupon became the boy’s patron and saw
to it that he was properly instructed. Canova reached
Rome in 1780 and flung himself into the rapture of
studying the sculpture in its galleries and profiting by
the lessons conveyed.

His first masterpiece was the tomb of Clement XIV,
which we shall see at the Twelve Apostles; his second,
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the tomb of Clement XIIT, which we saw just now in the
right aisle of St. Peter’s. But the work of Canova which
wins the popular vote is the nude recumbent figure of
Napoleon’s sister, Pauline, who became the Princess
Borghese, in the Casino of the Villa Umberto L.

Canova’s studio was near the Corso Umberto. He died
in 1822, full of honours, and was buried in the Frari in
Venice in the lovely tomb which he had designed for
Titian’s second funeral.

The last, or first, chapel in the left aisle of St. Peter’s is
the Baptistry. For the ascent to the Dome you apply
at the door under the Sobieski monument ; but I advise
you not to adventure on a windy day.

There remain to be mentioned two other Popes com-
memorated in St. Peter’s: Pius VI (1775-1799), whose
kneeling figure by Canova is in the Confessio praying
for evermore ; and Pius IX, whose portrait is over the
figure of St. Peter in the nave. Pius VI, who had no
wish to become Pope, began with financial reforms and
did much to enrich the Vatican art galleries ; but the
French Revolution sounded his knell and he died a
prisoner, under Napoleon Buonaparte’s orders, in Valence,
leaving behind him a despoiled Church and a despoiled
Italy.

,Why this Pope should have this unique position in the
Confessio I have not learned. Perhaps because of this
simple piety and in recognition of the unhappiness and
frustration of his reign. His is indeed the place of honour.
Seventy or more perpetual flames surround him, and
immediately before his eyes is the chapel containing the
sarcophagus of St. Peter himself.

Pius IX was born in 1792 and elected Pope in 1846.
His reign lasted until 1878 and thus coincided with some
of the most turbulent passages in Italian and European
history, which proved too much for his ability to deal
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with ; and in the end he had to see the loss both of the
Papal States and of the Quirinale, and thus became
the first Pope to accept voluntary * imprisonment > in
the Vatican. During his pontificate the doctrine of the
Immaculate Conception of the Virgin was adopted by
the Roman Church—in 1854—as celebrated by the
Column and bas-reliefs-in the Piazza di Spagna. Under
an unclouded sky Pius IX might have been a great Pope.
As it was, he won both respect and affection, and his
jubilee as a priest, in 1877, brought world-wide recognition.
His reign was longer than that of any other Pope, including
St. Peter.

Pius IX has no other memorial in St. Peter’s than this
portrait. He wished to be buried among the poor, and
you will find his grave, a very modest one, at S. Lorenzo
fuori le Mura (St. Lawrence outside the walls), a church of
which he was particularly fond and which he did much to
beautify. It is a long excursion and not a very cheerful
one, for the road, through the Porta San Lorenzo, leads
to the Campo Santo, and there seems always to be a
funeral in progress in Rome, where the pomps of dis-
solution are tawdry and inexpressibly dreary.

The church beside this vast enclosure of tombs and
cypresses is one of the most attractive of the old basilicas
of Rome, with its columned portico, containing a most
complete series of primitive frescoes illustrating the life
of the saint, and its rows of columns inside, its sombre
roof, its mosaics and its richly decorated pulpit. But
for the bad new glass it would be almost perfect. St.
Lawrence, who was roasted on a gridiron during the
persecutions under Valerian in 258, is the principal
influence here, but the body of St. Stephen was also
brought hither, and the two saints lie side by side in the
crypt. A marble slab on which the body of St. Lawrence
rested and bled is shown. These are the church’s proudest
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treasures, but the tomb of Pius IX has many worshippers
to kneel by it.

But we are wandering far from St. Peter’s. Let me
say finally that each of the four piers that hold up its
dome has the statue of its patron saint, and below it a
chapel dedicated to the saint. High above are mosaics
of the four Evangelists : St. Matthew, St. Mark, and St.
Luke, pen in hand, each thinking of a word, and St.
John triumphantly closing his book.

It was under the pillar of St. Veronica that the founda-
tion stone of this St. Peter’s—Bramante’s St. Peter’s—
was laid, on April 18, 1506, by Julius II, who at once sat
down and wrote to Henry VII of England to tell him
about it. A number of new coins were buried in a casket
beneath the stone.

The lofty baroque baldacchino, or covering for the
high altar, was, as I have said, designed by Bernini for
Urban VIII. The bronze came from the Pantheon and
is thus a contribution from Paganism to Christianity.
Some say that the figure of St. Peter himself, with the
sacred foot so worn away by the devout, is really a
representation of Jupiter from a heathen temple. Who
shall disentangle the roots of Rome ?

The museum of St. Peter’s, to the left of the left colon-
nade of the Piazza di San Pietro, facing the cathedral,
contains many interesting articles connected with the
history of the structure, and some beautiful relics. There
are several models, one of St. Peter’s itself, in little, a
perfect ecclesiastical dolls’ house, to what minute scale
Iknow not, which you may walk inside. This reproduces
the plan of Antonio da Sangallo. Elsewhere you can see
bhow the dome gradually grew in height from Bramante’s
design, through Antonio da Sangallo’s and then Michael
Angelo’s to the final dimensions of Giacomo della Porta.
But Michael Angelo must always have the credit.
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Among other possessions of special interest are an angel
in mosaic from Giotto’s hand or design; the marble
sarcophagus of Paul II (1464—1471), very beautiful ; and
the bronze tomb cover of Sixtus IV (1471-1484). Among
the pictures are the four saints who support the dome,
performing their sacred acts, by A. Sacchi (1598-1661),
in which Longinus is given, not a spear, but a sword :
a foolish exchange of weapons, considering that the
original spear-head is preserved among St. Peter’s major
relics.
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chief art treasures of the Vatican are statuary

I and frescoes, with a few priceless pictures in

the little Pinacoteca. From St. Peter’s, as I

have hinted, it is a long journey to the gallery entrance,

largely uphill, and not lightly to be taken on foot. On

your way, past the various ecclesiastical offices, do not

fail to look up at St. Peter’s walls. Grim and sombre,

with beautiful blind pedimented windows, they are like a
carved cliff.

No single volume could do justice to the marmoreal
glories of the Vatican collections, through which each
visitor must wander with independent taste. AllthatIcan'
doistoindicatea fewof my own favourite figures or groups.

The first room is the beautiful Croce Greca, built by
Pius VII, famous for the mosaic floor in the midst and
the two great carved porphyry sarcophagi, one at each
side. That on the left was made for St. Helena and her |
husband Constantius Chlorus, the parents of Constantine
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the Great. At what date it ceased to serve its original
purpose, I cannot say, but Pope Anastasius IV (1158-1154)
moved it to San Giovanni in Laterano to be his own tomb,
while St. Helena’s remains are now at the Aracceli.
The other sarcophagus was made for Constantine the
Great’s daughter, St. Constantia, whose church of St.
Agnes, built for her by her father, may be visited outside
the Porta Pia. Nearitis the little chapel of St. Constantia,
converted from her mausoleum by Alexander IV (1254~
1261). The catacombs of St. Agnes, who miraculously
healed and converted the Emperor’s daughter, are par-
ticularly interesting.

This sarcophagus also was the object of papal envy,
Paul IT the Venetian (1464—1471) having actually removed
it to San Marco just before he died; but Sixtus IV
(1471-1484) had it carried back. It was Pius VI who
established it here in 1788.

Other treasures in this room include a statue of the
Emperor Augustus in the act of making a speech, and
some very attractive bas-reliefs.

In the next room, built by Pius VI, we find more
mosaics in the centre, with a marvellous porphyry basin
posed upon them, and the famous golden figure of Hercules
—really bronze, gilt—dominating all. The theory is
that, having been an object of worship, this statue, when
the Twilight of the Gods set in, was overturned : hence
certain damage. It was found in an underground cell,
as though hidden there by one of the faithful, and bought
by Pius IX. The most superb statue in the room is,
however, that of Antinous, the youth whom the Emperor
Hadrian adored; but where all is so fine it is difficult
to choose. The famous head of the Father of the Gods
is here ; and from the busts we are able to form an idea
of what this Emperor and that, who moved about Rome
and helped to make it marvellous, were like,

5
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We come now (I am following the order of the official
catalogue) to the Room of the Nine Muses, who are found
to be more vivacious and modern than one would expect.
Thalia, for example, could in a few minutes be made
quite of our own day by a coiffeur and modiste. I like a
Silenus here, No. 491 ; and the bearded orator, No. 580,
called Lycurgus, is very real.

The Room of the Animals is popular, and justly so,
because here the learned and the simple can equally be
pleased. For some of us the Greek ideal of perfection of
human form may be too lofty, too frigid, too remote from
our own experience, but we all are capable, cultured and
ignorant alike, of pleasure in the fact that a chisel working
on a block of marble has evolved a recognizable grey-
hound which might, in real life, answer our whistle,
I have noted a few numbers : 288 a goat and kid, 194 a
sow and litter, 180 a goat, 116, 117, 169 greyhounds,
155 a puma in grey marble, 154 a panther in oriental
alabaster with its spots of black and yellow marble,
158 a shepherd among his goats asleep, 115 a bitch with
a puppy, and Nos. 282 the Minotaur, and 182 Bottom the
Weaver, or words to that effect.

Just as we leave, we find No, 138, a centaur returning
from hunting, with Eros riding on his back. He has
caught a hare. This group was found under the earth
of a garden in the Lateran : a circumstance which again
leads to surprise that more amateur excavators do not
buy plots of land about Rome for the fun of digging in
them. Digging is tedious toil, but any drudgery would
be well repaid by the discovery of a centaur.

The Room of the Animals leads to the Gallery of the
Statues and Busts, which is a cul-de-sac, and you see at
once on the left the Sleeping Ariadne, one of its principal
glories ; but had I the offer I should choose the seated
figure of Menander at the other end. The history of the
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Ariadne is not known, but Julius II brought it to the
Vatican. Many people who have never been to Rome
may know it from the bronze replica in the Louvre.

The riches of this gallery are in such profusion that no
book would hold their praises. No. 258 a Triton, or sea-
centaur; No. 264 Apollo Sauroctonus, after Praxiteles ;
the drunken Satyr, No. 267; and the Roman and his
wife, from a tomb (perhaps Cato and Portia), No. 388,
should be looked for. And of course the Menander.

The little Room of the Masks, opposite the door near
the Ariadne, has the Satyr in rosso antico with the gleaming
eyes, whom we shall find again at the Capitoline; the
Dancing Girl; and a porphyry chair and vase. The
name, the Gabinetto delle Maschere, comes from the
mosaic of masks on the floor, brought here from Hadrian’s
villa at Tivoli. Even the fiercest foe to mosaic must be
charmed by the delicacy of these pictures.

The catalogue now takes us to the Octagonal Courtyard,
designed by Bramante. Turning to the right, between
the two dogs, we come soon to the Laocodn room, in which
is the famous group of Laocodn, depicting the priest of
Apollo and his sons being attacked by serpents. This
statue, e genuine Greek work of the first century B.c., is
the subject of Lessing’s great book on the esthetics of
art, which might well be read by intending visitors to
Rome who care for sculpture. Julius II acquired the
group on its discovery in a Roman garden, and Michael
Angelo, who was one of the first persons to see it, pro-
nounced it marvellous. When I was first in Rome, in
1895, it wag covered by pencilled autographs. But either
trippers’ manners have improved or the custodians are
more vigilant, for there are none to-day.

On the wall of the passage to the next room is a relief
from the Ara Pacis, or Altar of Peace, which the Senate
built for the Emperor Augustus in 18 B.c., the peace
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being that following his campaigns against the Spanish
and the French. The position of the Altar was just off
the Corso Umberto I, near the site of the present Houses
of Parliament. In the Uffizi in Florence is the greatest
assemblage of portions of this memorial ; others are in
the Terme of Diocletian. The fragmentary figure in the
central niche, of a draped woman, recalling the Winged
Vietory in the Louvre, is supposed to be Greek and to
represent the daughter of Niobe escaping from the anger
of Apollo.

The next room has the Belvedere Apollo, which also
was acquired by Julius II: a triumphantly beautiful
statue. The hands, which were new, have been removed.
This is a copy of a bronze Greek original. In the next
room we find Canova attempting to be a Greek scupltor
of the same period. Just before we enter the Hermes
room, note the open door of the nether world in the wall
relief from a sarcophagus.

The beautiful Hermes was discovered in a garden in
1548 and acquired by Paul IIT. Nicholas Poussin called
it the most perfect example of the human male body.
The marble is of peculiar brilliance. The bas-reliefs in
the walls of this room are full of life. In this room the
Apoxyomenos of Lysippus has now been placed, a Greek
copy of a bronze which used to be in the Portico of
Agrippa, near the Pantheon. This statue was found
as recently as 1849.

We now cross to the Round Vestibule and look out of
the window for a view of Rome and her mountains.
The plain sarcophagus here came from the family tomb of
Cornelius Scipio Barbatus beside the Appian Way.

The massive and powerful torso in the third and last
of these little rooms is authentic Greek work of the
first century B.c. Clement VII brought it to the Vatican.

We now pass through the Chiaramonti Museum to that
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perfect gallery, the Braccio Nuovo. The variety of
objects on the way is too great for any enumeration.
Pius VII now becomes the controlling pontiff, with Canova
to assist in arrangement.

The Braccio Nuovo was designed by a Roman architect,
Rafaelle Stern, in 1817, and it is among the most charm-
ing of modern structures, with priceless ancient accessories
worked in, such as two columns in giallo antico from the
tomb of Cecilia Metalla, and ancient mosaics in the floor.
The statues are largely of Roman Emperors, of which that
of Augustus with a gesture of command is one of the finest.
Here also are the Silenus with the infant Bacchus ; and the
Faun of Praxiteles ; and the Doryphorus of Polycleitus ;
and an imperial Domitian ; and the well-known group
called the Nile, with the old river-god of Egypt and imps
clambering over him ; and behind this group a number of
smaller classical figures of great charm. It is odd that
Rome should have the Nile, while we should have to go
to the Louvre to see its companion group, the Tiber.

The Egyptian Museum, which we enter from the Croce
Greca room, comes not only as a sﬁrprise, but almost
as an affront. Why, we ask, should there be Egyptian
sculpture too? Here? In the Vatican? The answer
is simple. Because Gregory XVI was an enthusiast for
Egyptian art and he had the co-operation, when founding
the Museum, of Ungarelli, an expert. My advice to
readers of this book is to keep the study of these rooms
for a separate day. They are full of beautiful sombre
things, of which a figure of Isis is not least, while the Nile,
in shining basalt, makes the symbolic marble group which
in the Braccio Nuovo seem trivial, if not even vulgar.

Leaving the Egyptian rooms we ascend the stairs to the
top floor, where there is another museum, founded by
Gregory XVI, this being Etruscan. Here are tombs and
urns, objects found in the tombs, reconstructed chariots,



70 A WANDERER IN ROME

bronze mirrors and other implements, jewels, and tomb
paintings, and, in particular, vases: in fact, a complete
synthesis of a lost civilization. But the Etruscan collec-
tion housed in the Villa di Papa Giulio, outside the Porta
del Popolo, is finer.

At the entrance to the Vatican Etruscan Museum is a
copy of the Venus of Praxiteles in the temple of Cnidos.
The head belongs to another figure. This statue is very
beautiful, but my allegiance is pledged to the headless
Venus in the Terme of Diocletian.

The Room of the Biga has some very noble things in it.
The biga itself, a chariot with its prancing horses, is
a triumph, but it does not give me the pleasure that I find
in the contemplation of the Dionysus as a youth, the
Apollo Citharcedus, the Roman Sacrificing, the Phocion
and the Discobolus.

We now enter the long Gallery of the Candelabra,
where there is too much to see and nothing so good as the
marvels that we have left behind. This was once an
open loggia, but Pius VI enclosed it. The ceiling paint-
ings are modern. At every step there is something charm-
ing, many of the little statues being of children, but I
have no space to specialize, except in the case of No. 148,
where we find a satyr carrying the youthful Bacchus
on his shoulders a group found in 1869 in so unlikely a
place as the foundations of the apse of San Giovanni in
Laterano.

We enter now, after having already walked seemingly
several miles—with the prospect of several more before
the blessed word “ Uscita’ beacons forth again—the
gallery containing the tapestries designed by Raphael
for Leo X and executed in Brussels to be hung in the
Sistine Chapel. The series depicting scenes from the Acts
of the Apostles are of especial interest to English visitors,
because seven out of the ten original cartoons now hang
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in the Victoria and Albert Museum at South Kensington,
a loan from the King, to whom they belong. It was
Rubens who found them in Brussels in 1680 and induced
Charles I to buy them.

In the adjoining Corridor of the Maps you should make
a point of looking through the windows on both sides,
even if a venal attendant does not draw your notice to
them. On your right, advancing towards the Stanze of
Raphael, you will see the Vatican gardens, with their
fountains, temples and exotic trees, covering the hill-side
to the observatory. On the other is the stable court of
the Vatican, with its great plashing basin in the midst
and no horses visible. Ducks and fowls you will see,
servants in blue linen, children perhaps; but no horses.
Yet what a scene of equine activity it must once have been,
especially in the days when Leo X did not seruple to have
a hunting lodge! The Vatican, vast and inscrutable,
containing more rooms than anyone can compute, rises
from the courtyard like a massive yellow rock.

The rooms of mediocre modern pictures leading to the
Sistine Chapel and the Stanze of Raphael are now before
us ; but these should be kept for another day, or avoided
altogether, and Raphael and Michael Angelo should also
be approached with fresh untired eyes ; but the best way
out being through the Borgia Apartments and the Library,
I may say a word here about both, though by this time
one begins to long for the litters of Pompeii. But vast
distances to traverse are still before us.

The Borgia apartments, made sinister by the names of
Pope Alexander VI and his son, Cesar Borgia, are on a
far lower level of this vast palace. This was the Pope
who was reigning when, on October 12, 1492, Columbus
sighted America. The apartments consist of a series of
rooms begun by Sixtus IV (1471-1484) and completed by
Alexander VI (1492-1508), who brought Pinturicchio here
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for the purpose of beautifying them. Their frescoes and
other decorations are their chief value, but various articles
of interest have been added, and some very fine armour.
Pinturicchio’s representation of Alexander VI on his
knees, witnessing the Ascension of Christ from the tomb,
may not convince as history, but the painter always had
a very attractive way with him. Another of the frescoes
shows St. Catherine reasoning with the Emperor Maximus,
the saint being a comely girl with long hair and rich bro-
cade; but the prettiest pictures are the meeting of the
Virgin and St. Anne and the group called Music. The
marble doorways of these rooms should be noticed.

The Library is too large to attack, but the room with
the ancient wall paintings found in old Roman houses
during excavations must on no account be missed, because
these early frescoes, more distinguished than any at
Pompeii, have a curious fascination. The largest, known
as the ““ Aldobrandini Nuptials ” and reproduced in all
the print-shops, is of the most delicate colouring, remind-
ing one of Albert Moore and of Whistler’s pastels. The
theory is that it is a Roman copy of a Greek original
of the fourth century =.c.

If it is fine and warm and you have a permesso, you
might now rest awhile in the Vatican gardens, that hilly
pleasaunce behind the buildings. Here are many more
of Rome’s myriad fountains, but what gave me most
pleasure on the clear keen day on which I was last there,
was the Pope’s oranges and lemons against the lucid blue.
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Raphael for Julius IT and Leo X it might be well
to say something of the Roman career of this
youthful genius, who was cut down at an age when other
men have hardly come to their full strength.
Raphael’s life falls very simply into three periods, the
first being from his birth in 1488 to his twenty-first year,
during which time he was growing up about the Court of
the Duke of Montefeltro (whose palace was at Urbino and
who greatly esteemed Raphael’s father, Giovanni Sanzio,
both as a man and a painter) and later as apprentice to
Pietro Vannucci, called Perugino, after his home, Perugia.
The second period was from 1504 to 1508, when the youth
was in Florence, studying the frescoes of Masaccio and
Masolino, painted long since, and the contemporary
cartoons which Michael Angelo and Leonardo were
making in rivalry for the Palazzo Vecchio ; and receiving
great kindness and encouragement from many of the
leaders of culture and art in that city, notably Fra Barto-
73

BEFORE we examine the frescoes painted by
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lommeo the painter, and Baccio d’Agnolo the architect.
Before he finally left Florence, at the age of only twenty-
five, he had completed such masterpieces as the “ Madonna
del Granduca ” now in the Pitti, the ‘ Madonna del
Cardellino ” now in the Uffizi, the ‘ Ansidei Madonna >
now in the London National Gallery, and ‘“ La Bella
Giardiniera *’ now in the Louvre. In 1508, when the
third and last period begins, came an invitation to Rome
from Bramante, the architect, a fellow Umbrian who was
then at work on St. Peter’s for Julius IIL.

Already in Rome working for the Pope was Raphael’s
master, Perugino, and among the other artists that Julius
had assembled were Luca Signorelli, Pinturicchio, Lorenzo
Lotto and Michael Angelo himself, all doing work for the
Pope and for his friends, among whom was Agostino
Chigi, the banker, for whom, as we have seen, Raphael
was to design a chapel at S. Maria del Popolo, the family
church also of the Della Rovere family to which Julius II
belonged.

Raphael’s sweetness and simplicity of character brought
him only affection; in spite of his competitive valour,
there seems to have been entertained for this brilliant
youthful stranger, with the faultless hand, no resent-
ment, no rancour. He was welcomed, and remained
popular, even though Julius II sacrificed old frescoes
by Piero della Francesca, Luca Signorelli, Andrea del
Castagno, and others, in order to provide space for the
new recruit. Raphael viewed their destruction with
repulsion ; but Popes must be obeyed. He was able,
however, to save the Peruginos, as we shall see on the
ceiling of the Stanza dell’ Incendio.

Pope Julius II, under whose caprice and dominance
Michael Angelo, a less flexible character than Raphael,
suffered so deeply, died in 1518, and then came Giovanni
de’ Medici to be Pope, as Leo X, whose patronage of
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Raphael was as warm as his predecessor’s ; who consented
to Raphael being appointed Bramante’s first lieutenant
as architect of St. Peter’s; and who commissioned him
to decorate the Loggie with those scriptural scenes which
are known as “ Raphael’s Bible.” Meanwhile Raphael
had also decorated Agostino Chigi’s new villa on the
banks of the Tiber, now known as the Villa Farnesina.
Chigi did not require the Bible ; he preferred Lempriére ;
and Raphael’s frescoes (as we shall see) are the gayest and
most brilliant scenes in the stories of the loves of the
gods.

Raphael also found time to paint portraits—the Julius II
is one of the best known—and various ‘‘Madonnas,”
large and small, such as the *“Madonna of Foligno,”
which we shall find in the Vatican Picture Gallery, the
little “ Garvagh Madonna > in the London National
Gallery, and the famous “ Transfiguration,” also at the
Vatican, which he began in 1517, for the cathedral of
Narbonne, but did not live to complete. At the same
time Sebastiano del Piombo was painting, for the same
church, the immense picture of the * Raising of Lazarus,”
which is now No. 1 in the London National Gallery.

Raphael’s life in Rome was a series of splendours and
triumphs, but he did not allow them to go to his head.
His house, now destroyed, was the Palazzo di Bramante,
near St. Peter’s, and his two favourite pupils, Giulio
Romano and Gianfrancesco Penni (who completed his
¢ Transfiguration ), shared it with him. Another of his
unfinished works was completed by his master, Perugino,
who lived on till 1528.

Raphael had been betrothed to Maria Bibbiena, the
niece of Cardinal Bibbiena, but she died before him and
her epitaph will be found on his own monument. Roman-
tic rumour has made him the lover of his baker’s daughter,
‘ La Fornarina,” but there are no facts.,
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Raphael died on Good Friday, 1520, aged thirty-seven,
and lay in state in the studio, with the * Transfiguration »
beside his bier, while all Rome paid homage. The upkeep
of his tomb was provided for in his will, from the rent of
a house which you may see at No. 122 and 1238 Via de’
Coronari. The couplet on the tomb was composed by
Cardinal Bembo, a friend of the artist. In English it
might run thus:

Nature, who feared the unequal strife
With Raphael in his glorious life,

Was smitten with a deeper dread

That she might die when he was dead.!

The frescoes in the Stanze are not easy to see even when
you can adapt your position so that the light comes from
behind you; but those on the walls through which the
principal light comes—on the left, as you pass through—
are almost invisible. And this circumstance is the more
to be deplored, because they are in the best preservation,
and I fancy not the least remarkable. It is impossible
indeed to imagine any portrayal of a miracle more vivid
and persuasive than that in which the angel delivers
St. Peter from prison.

In the first room we see, distinctly, on the wall opposite
the window, the scene of the fire in the Borgo, as the
district about St. Peter’s is called. The time was the
reign of Leo IV (847-855), the builder of the Leonine Wall,
who is seen in the balcony at the back making the gesture
which extinguished the flames. The group at the left
represents—as a symbol rather than a fact—the pious
Zneas carrying Anchises on his back and leading his son
Ascanius from the sack of Troy. There was a good
Roman reason for introducing these historic figures, as
we shall see in the chapter on the Capitoline. Raphael’s
draughtsmanship was never stronger than here, except

1By Mr. C. L. Graves.
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for the nude out-of-scale figure on the left. The painting
was almost wholly the work of his favourite pupil, Fran-
cesco Penni. The ceiling is by Perugino.

The other wall frescoes, drawn by Raphael, but executed
by his pupils, represent scenes in the reigns of Leo IIT and
Leo IV, such as the victory of Leo IV over the Saracens ;
but as the commission was given to Raphael by Leo X, it
is Leo X who is represented as the conqueror. With him
is Cardinal Bibbiena, to whose niece Raphael became
affianced. In the fresco of the Coronation of Charle-
magne we find Leo X again, but this time in the place
of Leo III. Flattery takes strange turnings ! Note the
pretty little figure kneeling on the steps. As a com-
position this drawing is a masterpiece.

The next room, the Stanza della Segnatura, has the
masterpieces, wholly from Raphael’s hand. To the right
is the lovely scene called the * Disputa,” which means,
however, nothing acrimonious, but merely an amicable
theological discussion. You detect nothing but accord
among the Saints and Fathers grouped so sweetly about
the altar, with the hosts of heaven floating only just above
their fortunate heads. This suave company of holy men
against the placid tender landscape haunts the memory
long after the Vatican and all its treasures are far behind.

Opposite is the * School of Athens,” where the Master’s
ease and grace are again at their most winsome. The
picture has extraordinary charm : indeed the word per-
fection may perhaps be used without fear. Probably
every figure was meant by Raphael to represent either
an ancient philosopher or a modern friend of the artist or
of the Pope—in this case Julius II, for this fresco was
earlier than the Leo X series; but only a few can be
identified with confidence. There seems to be no doubt
that the old man on the steps who cares for nobody is
Diogenes. On the far right is Raphael himself with
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either Sodoma or Perugino. The tall youth on the left, in
blue, with the regular, rather girlish, features, would seem
to be the same as the first standing figure on the left in
the “ Disputa ” opposite. The architectural background
gives hardly less pleasure than the figures and the arrange-
ment,

I am tempted in this room to repeat what I once said
elsewhere, that no one who has seen Raphael only as a
painter of altar-pieces and Madonnas has any true idea
of his genius, or any right to utter opinions as to his
powers. Had he remained with Perugino the world
might still have some exquisite works, but they would
be marked by a certain insipidity. It was Rome that
made a man of him; Rome and Julius II

Perhaps it is in the * Parnassus,” also in this room,
that Raphael’s ingenuity in filling odd spaces is most
noticeable, for he had to contend with a lunette with a
rectangular gap in it. By an inspiration he made this
gap serve as a kind of pedestal for the additional glorifi-
cation of Apollo, the central figure. The old man lifting
his sightless eyes, on the left, is Homer; and at his right
side, laurel-crowned, is Dante; on the other side, Virgil.
The symbolic figures on the ceiling, also wholly Raphael’s.
are Theology, Philosophy, Poetry, and Justice.

To my mind the masterpiece of the next room, the
Stanza d’Eliodoro, is the St. Peter to which I have
already referred ; but you can see it only with difficulty,
if not pain. The Expulsion of Heliodorus from the
Temple shows us again Raphael’s triumphant power of
hand and sense of composition. The vista of arches
culminating in the landscape is like balm to the eyes, and
there seems to be nothing incongruous between the
arrested movement of the flying figure in the foreground
and the quiet old man—the High Priest—praying at the
back. At the left is Pope Julius, Raphael’s patron. Of
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the last room, devoted to events in the life of Constantine
the Great, and painted by Raphael’s pupils, I speak in
another chapter.

We now come to the decorated Loggia known as
‘ Raphael’s Bible,”” where a number of scenes from the Old
Testament and two or three from the New are gaily
depicted, amid Pompeian patterns. Raphael here was
chiefly draughtsman, his pupils, and particularly Giulio
Romano, being the colonists. But there is nothing here
to compare with the “ Disputa ”” and *‘ School of Athens.”
Of the joint labours of the same master and pupils at the
Farnesina I shall say something in a later chapter, when
we cross the Tiber.

Since Raphael is the peculiar glory of the Vatican
Picture Gallery, let me speak here of that admirable col-
lection, the present housing and arrangement of which
were due to Pius X, although to Pius VI belongs the credit
of forming it. Pius VII, the Pope whose misfortune it
was to be on the papal throne during the Napoleonic era,
had the pain of seeing the hundred best pictures of his
church removed to enrich the Louvre. He had, however,
the satisfaction of welcoming them back after Waterloo
—but not all. One hundred were taken; only seventy-
seven were disgorged.

The first room gives us church painting in its infancy,
one step beyond the Byzantine altar-pieces. It is simple
and often crude, but marked by gaiety and a sense of
illustration. These early Sienese and Florentines were
indeed far better illustrators than their more self-con-
scious and mature successors ; and the result is that this
room and, in part, the next, are really a pictorial version,
often very vivid, of the Lives of the Saints. The work
of Sano di Pietro should be looked for ; also Nos. 17 and
18 “in the manner of Lorenzo di Nicold,” an Annuncia~
tion and a Nativity; and for freshness, gaiety and an
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unaffected charm, Nos. 127 and 128, the “ Banquet of
Herod ” and * Salome receiving the Head of John the
Baptist.”

And of course you will look for the Fra Angelicos. But
the place, in Rome, for this painter is the chapel of Nicho-
las V, adjoining Raphael’s Stanze, where his hand is
stronger than in any of these pictorial beatitudes. It was
while working on them that he died, and that is why
Rome has his body in its keeping in the church of the
Minerva, just across the road from Raphael’s tomb in
the Pantheon.

The Annunciation panel of the predella, beneath the
Gozzoli altar-piece, No. 128, is also delightful : the news
being broken in a Florentine garden. It is in this room
that the Melozzo da Forli studies and his portrait of
Sixtus IV are to be found ; but his sophistication seems
to jar after the happy impulses of the primitives.

A greater contrast is obtained by comparing the careful
colouring of Cossa’s scenes in the life of St. Vincent with
any of those earlier recorders. Simple, devout illustration
has gone out: conscious art has come in.

The unfinished picture of St. Jerome with his lion, so
different from the meek, unleonine, and often cross-bred
animal that too often accompanied this saint, may be by
Leonardo da Vinci, as the catalogue suggests. I see no
reason why it should not be.

The Venetian room has a very interesting putative
Giovanni Bellini, a Pietd, as strong as his brother-in-law
Mantegna, but softer too; and, next it, a Crivelli, a
painter who leaves you in no possible doubt as to the
authorship of his works. And there is a mellow Doge
with Titian’s name. In the last room the English visitor
comes, with a kind of shock, on a big courtier-like portrait
of George IV by Sir Thomas Lawrence, who was a per-
sonage in Rome towards the end of his brilliant career.
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And now for Raphael’s room, in which are his * Trans-
figuration,” his last work, finished by his pupils, his
“ Madonna da Foligno,” his * Crowning of the Virgin,»
and some lighter works. To my eyes the most pleasing
is the “Madonna da Foligno,”” which was painted for
Sigismundo, Conte da Foligno, to celebrate his escape
from a bomb, and at first was placed over the altar at
Santa Maria in Aracceli. Then it went to a church in
Foligno, and then was conveyed by Napoleon to the
Louvre. All Raphael’s perfect drawing, skill in com-
position and seraphic sweetness are here.

In the * Transfiguration * Raphael seems to have had
thoughts of trying conclusions with Michael Angelo. The
kneeling woman in the foreground could not have been
done better by that Master.

This is the picture which Raphael desired to be placed
beside his death-bed. It was commissioned by Cardinal
Giulio de’ Medici, afterwards Clement VII, and given by
him to S. Pietro in Montorio, where it was the chief altar-
piece until Napoleon thought it would look better in the
Louvre.

Raphael’s pupils, Giulio Romano and Francesco Penni,
completed the °‘ Transfiguration.”” You see how they
painted, when independent, in their version of the
Madonna’s vacated tomb; so much more commonplace
than Raphael’s with its single lily. You see here also
the likeness of Raphael’s master, Perugino, to his pupil,
until his pupil found wings.

On our way back we might pause at the Pantheon to
pay homage to Raphael’s tomb. If we stop on the way
at the church of S. Maria della Pace we shall find one other
sacred fresco by the Master—the Sibyls. S. Maria della
Pace is one of the most comely of the smaller churches
of Rome, calm and imposing, with a fine lofty dome and
a massive colonnade ; but it is hemmed in by very dirty

6
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houses. It was built by Sixtus IV in 1484 and completed
by Alexander VII (the Chigi Pope), the peacefulness of
whose reign (1665-1667) its name commemorates. The
first chapel on the right was the gift of the same Agostino
Chigi for whom Raphael painted the mythological series
and for whom he designed the Chigi chapel at S. Maria del
Popolo. Behind the faded curtains which the sacristan
pulls aside is the fresco of the Sibyls, one of the Master’s
suavest works. You will note again his genius for filling
odd spaces and his affection for rich yellows. As a con-
trast to Raphael’s bland sweetness, ask the sacristan to
show you the cloisters, so severe and cool, of the young
painter’s friend and patron, Bramante.



CHAPTER X
MICHAEL ANGELO IN ROME

The Omnipresent Hand—A Masterful Pope—Vasari’s Lives—
Preparations for & Papal Tomb—The horned Moses—The Ceiling
of the Sistine Chapel—Artist versus Pope—A wheeled Couch—
Vasari’s Criticisn—The Last Judgment—The Portrait of Michael
Angelo—Shakespeare’s Birth.

O much of the Rome that we admire was the work
of Michael Angelo—the Sistine Chapel paintings
not the least, although perhaps the least permanent

—that this is a fitting place to tell his story.

His greatest contribution to the Eternal City was the
dome of St. Peter’s, but to him it owes also the Pieta in
that church, the Christ in S. Maria sopra Minerva, the
tomb of Julius II with the figure of Moses, portions of the
Farnese palace, the Piazza of the Campidoglio, the church
and cloisters of S. Maria degli Angeli transformed from
the Baths of Diocletian, and the Porta Pia. The Master
was also behind the scenes in many another architectural
work, while among the many minor activities attributed
to Michael Angelo is the design of the Swiss Guard’s
uniform. But on this matter of Michael Angelo’s variety
and ubiquity the last words were said by the author of
The Innocents Abroad.

‘When Michael Angelo came to Rome from Florence, in
1505, at the bidding of Pope Julius II, who had heard of
the genius of the artist and desired a marvellous tomb
from his hand to be set in the place of honour in the

88



84 A WANDERER IN ROME

new church of St. Peter which he was projecting, he was
thirty. At the moment of the papal summons he was
busy with the cartoons for the Palazza Vecchio, of which
I have just spoken ; but Popes must be obeyed, and par-
ticularly this ambitious, energetic and changeable-minded
one, to whose autocratic whims Michael Angelo, as it
turned out, was to sacrifice so much peace of mind and
possibly so many masterpieces.

The story of the conflict of wills between the Pope and
the man of genius is one of the most interesting in the
annals of art, and we have good authority for it in Giorgio
Vasari’s pages. That writer, the biographer of the great
Italian painters and himself a fair practitioner with the
brush, may too often give credence to information gained
at second-hand and from untrustworthy sources, but the
statements in his memoir of Michael Angelo, or Michel-
agnolo, can be relied upon, because he was a confidant and
disciple of the Master, and worked in his studio. I quote,
by permission, here as elsewhere in the book, from a new
translation of the Lives, by Gaston Du C. de Vere.?

Vasari tells us that Michael Angelo began his work for
Julius by visiting the quarries of Carrara. *‘There, in
those mountains, he spent eight months without other
moneys or supplies ; and he had many fantastic ideas of
carving great statues in those quarries, in order to leave
memorials of himself, as the ancients had done before him,
being invited by those masses of stone. Then, having
picked out the due quantity of marbles, he caused them
to be loaded on board ship at the coast and then conveyed
to Rome, where they filled half the Piazza di S. Pietro,
round about S. Caterina, and between the church and the
corridor that goes to the Castello. In that place Michel-
agnolo had prepared his room for executing the figures

1 Lives of the Most Eminent Painters, by Giorgio Vasari
In 10 volumes. The Medici Society.
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and the rest of the tomb ; and, to the end that the Pope
might be able to come at his convenience to see him at
work, he had caused a drawbridge to be constructed
between the corridor and that room, which led to a great
intimacy between them. But in time these favours
brought much annoyance and even persecution upon him,
and stirred up much envy against him among his fellow
craftsmen.

‘ Of this work Michelagnolo executed during the life-
time and after the death of Julius four statues completely
finished and eight only blocked out, as will be related in
the proper place ; and since the work was designed with
extraordinary invention, we will describe here below the
plan that he adopted. In order to produce an effect of
supreme grandeur, he decided that it should be wholly
isolated, so as to be seen from all four sides, each side in
one direction being twelve braccia and each in the other
eighteen, so that the proportions were a square and a half.
It had a range of niches running right round the outer
side, which were divided one from the other by terminal
figures clothed from the middle upwards, which with their
heads supported the first cornice, and each terminal
figure had bound to it, in a strange and bizarre attitude, a
naked captive, whose feet rested on a projection of the
base. These captives were all provinces subjugated by
that Pontiff and rendered obedient to the Apostolic
Church, and there were various other statues, likewise
bound, of all the noble arts and sciences, which were thus
shown to be subject to death no less than was that Pontiff,
who made such honourable use of them.

“On the corners of the first cornice were to go four
large figures, the Active and the Contemplative Life, St.
Paul, and Moses. The structure rose above the cornice
in steps gradually diminishing, with a frieze of scenes in
bronze, and with other figures, children and ornaments
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all round, and at the summit, as a crown to the work,
were two figures, one of which was Heaven, who, smiling,
was supporting a bier on her shoulder, together with
Cybele, the Goddess of Earth, who appeared to be griev-
ing that she was left in a world robbed of all virtue by the
death of such a man ; and Heaven appeared to be smiling
with gladness that his soul had passed to celestial glory.
The work was so arranged that one might enter and come
out again by the ends of the quadrangular structure,
between the niches, and the interior curved in the form
of an oval after the manner of a temple, in the centre of
which was the sarcophagus wherein was to be laid the dead
body of that Pope. And, finally, there were to be in this
whole work forty statues of marble, without counting the
other scenes, children, and ornaments, the carvings cover-
ing the cornices, and the other architectural members of
the work.

“ Michelagnolo ordained, to expedite the labour, that
a part of the marbles should be conveyed to Florence,
where he intended at times to spend the summer months
in order to avoid the malaria of Rome; and there he
executed one side of the work in many pieces, complete
in every detail. In Rome he finished entirely with his
own hand two of the captives, figures divinely beautiful,
and other statues, than which none better have ever
been seen; but in the end they were never placed in
position.”

That was the magnificent scheme! The realization,
such as it is, we find in the church of S. Pietro in Vincoli
(St. Peter in chains), high on the Esquiline hill, not far
from the Colosseum. The Moses is there to saveit. Says
Vasari: “ He finished the Moses, a statue in marble of five
braccia, which no modern work will ever equal in beauty ;
and of the ancient statues, also, the same may be said,
For, seated in an attitude of great dignity, he rests one
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arm on the Tables, which he holds with one hand, and
with the other he holds his beard, which is long and wav-
ing, and carved in the marble in such sort, that the hairs
—in which the sculptor finds such difficulty—are wrought
with the greatest delicacy, soft, feathery, and detailed in
such a manner, that one cannot but believe that his chisel
was changed into a pencil.

‘To say nothing of the beauty of the face, which has
all the air of a true Saint, and most dread Prince, you
seem, while you gaze upon it, to wish to demand from him
the veil wherewith to cover that face, so resplendent and
so dazzling it appears to you, and so well has Michel-
agnolo expressed the divinity that God infused in that
most holy countenance. In addition, there are draperies
carved out and finished with most beautiful curves of
the borders ; while the arms with their muscles, and the
hands with their bones and nerves, are carried to such a
pitch of beauty and perfection, and the legs, knees and
feet are covered with buskins so beautifully fashioned,
and every part of the work is so finished, that Moses may
be called now more than ever the friend of God, seeing
that He has deigned to assemble together and prepare his
body for the Resurrection before that of any other, by
the hands of Michelagnolo. Well may the Hebrews con-
tinue to go there, as they do every Sabbath, both men and
women, like flocks of starlings, to visit and adore that
statue ; for they will be adoring a thing not human but
divine.”

We will ignore details of the various differences of
Michael Angelo with the Pope and the papal officials, and
come now to the painting task to which the impulsive
Julius suddenly deflected his sculptor : the decoration of
the vaulting of the new Sistine Chapel. Says Vasari:
¢ Michelagnolo, who desired to finish the tomb, believing
the vaulting of that chapel to be a great and difficult
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labour, and considering his own want of practice in colours,
sought by every means to shake such a burden from his
shoulders, and proposed Raffaello for the work. But the
more he refused, the greater grew the desire of the Pope,
who was headstrong in his undertakings, and, in addition,
was being spurred on anew by the rivals of Michelagnolo,
and especially by Bramante ; so that His Holiness, who
was quick-tempered, was on the point of becoming enraged
with Michelagnolo. Whereupon Michelagnolo, perceiving
that His Holiness was determined in the matter, resolved
todo it ; and the Pope commanded Bramante to erect the
scaffolding from which the vaulting might be painted.
Bramante made it all supported by ropes, piercing the
vaulting, which, having perceived, Michelagnolo inquired
of Bramante how he was to proceed to fill up the holes
when he had finished painting it, and he replied that he
would think of that afterwards, and that it could not be
done otherwise.
‘ Michelagnolo recognized that Bramante was either
not very competent for such a work or else little his friend,
_and he went to the Pope and said to him that the scaf-
folding was not satisfactory, and that Bramante had not
known how to make it ; and the Pope answered, in the
presence of Bramante, that he should make it after his
own fashion. And so he commanded that it should be
erected upon props so as not to touch the walls, a method
of making scaffoldings for vaults that he taught after-
wards to Bramante and others, whereby many fine works
have been executed. Thus he enabled a poor creature
of a carpenter, who rebuilt the scaffolding, to dispense
with so many of the ropes, that, after selling them (for
Michelagnolo gave them to him), he made up a dowry for
his daughter.”
After assembling a number of assistants, Michael
Angelo dismissed the lot, deciding to work single-handed ;
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and, alone and grim he did it. Says Vasari: * Now,
when he had finished half of it, the Pope, who had subse-
quently gone to see it several times (mounting certain
ladders with the assistance of Michelagnolo), insisted that
it should be thrown open, for he was hasty and impatient
by nature, and could not wait for it to be completely
finished and to receive, as the saying is, the final touch.
No sooner was it thrown open than all Rome was drawn
to see it, and the Pope was the first, not having the patience
to wait until the dust caused by the dismantling of the
scaffolding had settled. Thereupon Raffaello da Urbino,
who was very excellent in imitation, after seeing it straight-
way changed his manner, and without losing any time, in
order to display his ability, painted the Prophets and
Sibyls in the work of the Pace; and at the same time
Bramante sought to have the other half of the chapel
entrusted by the Pope to Raffaello. Which hearing,
Michelagnolo complained of Bramante, and revealed to
the Pope without any reserve many faults both in, his life
and in his architectural works ; of which last, in the build-
ing of S. Pietro, as was seen afterwards, Michelagnolo
became the corrector.

“ But the Pope, recognizing more clearly every day the
ability of Michelagnolo, desired that he should continue
the work, judging after he had seen it uncovered, that he
could make the second half considerably better; and so
in twenty months he carried that work to perfect com-
pletion by himself alone, without the assistance even of
anyone to grind his colours. Michelagnolo complained at
times that on account of the haste that the Pope imposed
on him he was not able to finish it in his own fashion, as
he would have liked ; for His Holiness was always asking
him importunately when he would finish it. On one
occasion, among others, he replied, ¢ It will be finished
when I shall have satisfied myself in the matter of art.’
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‘But it is our pleasure,” answered the Pope, that you
should satisfy us in our desire to have it done quickly ;’
and he added, finally, that if Michelagnolo did not finish
the work quickly he would have him thrown down from
the scaffolding. Whereupon Michelagnolo, who feared,
and had good reason to fear, the anger of the Pope,
straightway finished all that was wanting, without losing
any time, and, after taking down the rest of the scaffolding,
threw it open to view on the morning of All Saints’ Day,
when the Pope went into the chapel to sing Mass, to the
great satisfaction of the whole city.

 Michelagnolo desired to retouch some parts ¢ a secco,’
as the old masters had done on the scenes below, painting
backgrounds, draperies, and skies in ultramarine, and
ornaments in gold in certain places, to the end that this
might produce greater richness and a more striking eftect ;
and the Pope, having learned that this ornamentation was
wanting, and hearing the work praised so much by all who
had seen it, wished him to finish it ; but, since it would
have been too long a labour for Michelagnolo to rebuild
the scaffolding, it was left as it was. His Holiness, often
seeing Michelagnolo, would say to him that the chapel
should be enriched with colours and gold, since it looked
poor. And Michelagnolo would answer familiarly, ¢ Holy
Father, in those times men did not bedeck themselves
with gold, and those that are painted there were never
very rich, but rather holy men, on which account they
despised riches.’

* For this work Michelagnolo was paid by the Pope
three thousand crowns on several occasions, of which he
had to spend twenty-five on colours. The work was
executed with very great discomfort to himself, from his
having to labour with his face upwards, which so impaired
his sight that for a time, which was not less than several
months, he was not able to read letters or look at draw-



MICHAEL ANGELO IN ROME 91

ings save with his head backwards. And to this I can
bear witness, having painted five vaulted chambers in
the great apartments in the Palace of Duke Cosimo, when,
if I had not made a chair on which I could rest my head
and lie down at my work, I would never have finished it ;
even so, it has so ruined my sight and injured my head,
that I still feel the effects, and I am astonished that
Michelagnolo endured all that discomfort so well. But
in truth, becoming more and more kindled every day by
his fervour in the work, and encouraged by the proficience
and improvement that he made, he felt no fatigue and
cared nothing for discomfort.”

The paintings are not easy to see, unless one defies public
opinion and, following the painter’s example, lies, face-
upwards, on the floor. As I have written elsewhere,
although the mirror which the attendant supplies is a
help, only a couch on wheels, like a stretcher-chair, on
which one might lie on one’s back and be slowly moved
and turned hither and thither, would really solve the
problem. Perhaps the Pope has such an article for
personal use? If I lived in Rome I should crave per-
mission to bring one to the chapel with me. Thus placed,
and thus only, one could rightly study the superhuman
wonders of this feat of decoration and realize how, in every
department of painting, Michael Angelo could, had he
been less of a colossus and less disdainful, have succeeded.
The scene in which Adam is tempted is, for example, such
a piece of tender romantic landscape as we associate with
the name of Giorgione.

Each visitor to the Sistine Chapel—and visiting it
should become a habit—will find his own way among the
designs, but the good Vasari is so enthusiastic that I
should like to quote him a little more: “ This work, in
truth, has been, and still is, the lamp of our art, and has
bestowed such benefits and shed so much light on the art
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of painting, that it has served to illuminate a world that
had lain in darkness for so many hundreds of years. And
it is certain that no man who is a painter need think any
more to see new inventions, attitudes and draperies for
the clothing of figures, novel manners of expression, and
things painted with greater variety and force, because he
gave to this work all the perfection that can be given to
any work executed in such a field of art. And at the
present day everyone is amazed who is able to perceive
in it the excellence of the figures, the perfection of the
foreshortenings, and the extraordinary roundness of the
contours, which have in them slenderness and grace, being
drawn with the beauty of proportion that is seen in beauti-
ful nudes ; and these, in order to display the supreme per-
fection of art, he made of all ages, different in expression
and in form, in countenance and in outline, some more
slender and some fuller in the members; as may also be
seen in the beautiful attitudes, which are all different,
some seated, some moving, and others upholding certain
festoons of oak-leaves and acorns, placed there as the
arms and device of Pope Julius, and signifying that at
that time and under his government was the age of gold ;
for Italy was not then in the travail and misery that she
has since suffered. Between them, also, they hold some
medallions containing stories in relief in imitation of
bronze and gold, taken from the Book of Kings.

“ Besides this, in order to display the perfection of art
and also the greatness of God, he painted in a scene God
dividing Light from Darkness, wherein may be seen His
Majesty as He rests self-sustained with the arms out-
stretched, and reveals both love and power. In the
second scene he depicted with the most beautiful judg-
ment and genius God creating the Sun and Moon, in which
He is supported by many little Angels, in an attitude sub-
lime and terrible by reason of the foreshortenings in the
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arms and legs. In the same scene Michelagnolo depicted
Him after the Blessing of the Earth and the Creation of
the Animals, when seen on that vaulting as a figure
flying in foreshortening ; and wherever you go through-
out the chapel, it turns constantly and faces in every
direction. So, also, in the next scene, where He is
dividing the Water from the Earth ; and both these are
very beautiful figures and refinements of genius such as
could be produced only by the divine hands of Michel-
agnolo.

*“ He then went on, beyond that scene, to the Creation
of Adam, wherein he figured God as borne by a group of
nude Angels of tender age, which appear to be supporting
not one figure only, but the whole weight of the world ;
this effect being produced by the venerable majesty of His
form and by the manner of the movement with which He
embraces some of the little Angels with one arm, as if to
support Himself, and with the other extends the right
hand towards Adam, a figure of such a kind in its beauty,
in the attitude, and in the outlines, that it appears as if
newly fashioned by the first and supreme Creator rather
than by the brush and design of a mortal man. Beyond
this, in another scene, he made God taking our mother
Eve from Adam’s side, in which may be seen those two
nude figures, one as it were dead from his being the thrall
of sleep, and the other become alive and filled with anima-
tion by the blessing of God. Very clearly do we see from
the brush of this most gifted craftsman the difference that
there is between sleep and wakefulness, and how firm
and stable, speaking humanly, the Divine Majesty may
appear.”

Of the Isaiah, Vasari says: °‘‘The Prophet Isaiah,
wholly absorbed in his own thoughts, has the legs crossed
over one another, and, holding one hand in his book to
mark the place where he was reading, has placed the
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elbow of the other arm upon the book, with the cheek
pressed against the hand ; and, being called by one of the
boys that he has behind him, he turns only the head,
without disturbing himself otherwise. Whoever shall
consider his countenance, shall see touches truly taken
from Nature herself, the true mother of art, and a figure
which, when well studied in every part, can teach in liberal
measure all the precepts of the good painter. Beyond this
Prophet is an aged Sibyl of great beauty, who, as she sits,
studies from a book in an attitude of extraordinary grace,
not to speak of the beautiful attitudes of the two boys
that are about her. Nor may any man think with all his
imaginings to be able to attain to the excellence of the
figure of a youth representing Daniel, who, writing in a
great book, is taking certain things from other writings
and copying them with extraordinary attention; and as
a support for the weight of the book Michelagnolo painted
a boy between his legs, who is upholding it while he writes,
all which no brush held by a human hand, however skilful,
will ever be able to equal. And so, also, with the beautiful
figure of the Libyan Sibyl, who, having written a great
volume drawn from many books, is in an attitude of
womanly grace, as if about to rise to her feet ; and in one
and the same movement she makes as if to rise and to
close the book—a thing most difficult, not to say impos-
sible, for any other but the master of the work.”

So much for the ceiling. The other work by Michael
Angelo, the Last Judgment on the end wall, belongs to a
much later date. After the completion of the Sistine
ceiling in 1511 or 1512, Michael Angelo was again busy
with Julius’s tomb, now less magnificent in scheme, and
was sufficiently harassed ; but when in 1518 Julius died
his worries were increased, because the Pope’s heirs wished
to diminish the tomb still more and spend far less money,
and the artist was already heavily out of pocket.
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The death of Julius in 1518 was by no means the end of
Papal influences in Michael Angelo’s magnificent if melan-
choly and frustrated career. Julius’s successor, Leo X,
one of the Medici, whom he had known as a boy, sent him
to Florence, and one of Leo’s successors, another member
of the Medici family, Clement VII, kept him there. We
may be glad that they did so, for the beautiful and sub-
lime Medici chapel was the result ; but the tomb of Julius
was to suffer.

It was not until 1584 that Michael Angelo was again in
Rome, when a further effort upon the Julius tomb, still
more reduced in scope, would have been begun, had not
the new Pope, Paul IIl, insisted on “The Last Judg-
ment >’ being added to the Sistine Chapel, although not
forgetting that the Farnese palace, then being built,
should receive attention too. For seven years the artist
worked at it, and in 1541 it was unveiled. Says Vasari:
* Wherefore he who has judgment and understanding in
painting perceives there the most terrible force of art,
and sees in those figures such thoughts and passions as
were never painted by any other but Michelagnolo. So,
also, he may see there how the variety of innumerable
attitudes is accomplished, in the strange and diverse
gestures of young and old, male and female ; and who is
there who does not recognize in these the terrible power
of his art, together with the grace that he had from
Nature, since they move the hearts not only of those who
have knowledge in that profession, but even of those who
have none ? There are foreshortenings that appear as if
in relief, a harmony of painting that gives great softness,
and fineness in the parts painted by him with delicacy,
all showing in truth how pictures executed by good and
true painters should be ; and in the outlines of the forms
turned by him in such a way as could not have been
achieved by any other but Michelagnolo, may be seen the
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true Judgment and the true Damnation and Resurrection.
This is for our art the exemplar and the grand manner
of painting sent down to men on earth by God, to the end
that they may see how Destiny works when intellects
descend from the heights of Heaven to earth, and have
infused in them divine grace and knowledge.

““This work leads after it bound in chains those who
persuade themselves that they have mastered art; and
at the sight of the strokes drawn by him in the outlines
of no matter what figure, every sublime spirit, however
mighty in design, trembles and is afraid. And while the
eyes gaze at his labours in this work, the senses are numbed
at the mere thought of what manner of things all other
pictures, those painted and those still unpainted, would
appear if placed in comparison with such perfection.
Truly blessed may he be called, and blessed his memories,
who has seen this truly stupendous marvel of our age!
Most happy and most fortunate Paul III, in that God
granted that under thy protection should be acquired the
renown that the pens of writers shall give to his memory
and thine! How highly are thy merits enhanced by his
genius ! And what good fortune have the craftsmen had
in this age from his birth, in that they have seen the wveil
of every difficulty torn away, and have beheld in the
pictures, sculptures, and architectural works executed
by him all that can be imagined and achieved ! ”

Although the artist was old and tired, the Pope did not
allow him to remain idle, and first set him upon designing
the fortifications of the Borgo and then completing St.
Peter’s, which had become a happy hunting ground for
venal contractors ; and that glory of the world, its dome,
was the result.

And what was the creator of these marvels like ? Here
is Vasari’s description of him in later life : ““ He was of
middle stature, broad in the shoulders but well pro-
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portioned in all the rest of his body. In his latter years
he wore buskins of doeskin on the legs, next to the skin,
constantly for whole months together, so that afterwards,
when he sought to take them off, on drawing them off the
skin often came away with them. Over the stockings he
wore boots of cordwain fastened on the inside as a pro-
tection against damp. His face was round, the brow
square and spacious, with seven straight lines, and the
temples projected considerably beyond the ears; which
ears were somewhat on the large side, and stood out from
the cheeks. The body was in proportion to the face, or
rather on the large side ; the nose somewhat flattened, as
was said in the Life of Torrigiano, who broke it for him
with his fist; the eyes rather on the small side, of the
colour of horn, spotted with blueish and yellowish gleams ;
the eyebrows with few hairs, the lips thin, with the lower
lip rather thicker and projecting a little, the chin well
shaped and in proportion with the rest, the hair black,
but mingled with white hairs, like the beard, which was
not very long, forked, and not very thick.

“Truly,” Vasari adds, “his coming was to the world,
as I said at the beginning, an exemplar sent by God to
the men of our arts, to the end that they might learn from
his life the nature of noble character, and from his works
what true and excellent craftsmen ought to be.”

Michael Angelo died in 1564, the year in which Shake-
speare was born.



CHAPTER XI

SMALL PICTURE GALLERIES AND A GREAT
CHURCH

The Palazzo Barberini—Beatrice Cenci—The Four Fountains—
The Tunnel—The Quirinale—Guido Reni—The two Poussing—S.
Maris. Maggiore—August Snow—A Bethlehem Relic—Rome and
America—The Marquis of Nigritia—Pius V and Sixtus V—Clement
VIII—St. Praxed’s—Two pious Sisters—S. Martino ai Monti—
Browning’s Bishop.

F we bear to the right, at the top step of the Scala
I di Spagna, we come at once to the beginning of the
Via Sistina, which runs direct downhill, uphill and
so forth, undulatingly, to the great church of S. Maria
Maggiore, changing its name, in the Roman manner,
two or three times on the way. The first change of
name is at the Piazza Barberini on the Quirinal hill,
where the fountain of the Triton stands, one of Bernini’s
masterpieces, and here the street becomes the Via delle
Quattro Fontane.

A little way along on the left we come to the entrance
of the Palazzo Barberini, another work of Bernini’s, built
for the same Pope, Urban VIII, who gave St. Peter’s
its baldacchino. Here is a picture gallery, with a few
notable works init. But very few. Rome’s best pictures
are the frescoes on its walls. The gallery has a vogue
on account of Guido Reni’s famous head of Beatrice
Cenci, and the “ Fornarina *’ of Raphael. Both descrip-
tions are, however, doubtful. The Fornarina may be
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anyone but the baker’s daughter of romance, and the
Beatrice Cenci is probably one of the sibyls. At any
rate, there are sibyls by the same painter who might
easily belong to the same series, wearing the head-dress
assigned to them by tradition. We have one in the
Wallace Collection. On the other hand, the picture post-
card shops in Rome sell a popular reproduction of a
modern work by an artist named Leonardi, of Guido
Reni actually in the act of making this portrait, visit-
ing Beatrice in her prison cell for the purpose, while
warders look on. Beatrice is at her crucifix, and her
head unmistakably wears the turban of the paintings.
So what shall we say ?

A good Andrea del Sarto and Diirer’s curious repre-
sentation of the Boy Christ among the scribes remain
in the memory. Two pieces of statuary are noteworthy :
the ““ Suppliant,” a genuine Greek work of the fifth cen-
tury B.c. in Room 2 and in the garden a statue by Thor-
waldsen, the Danish sculptor (1770-1844), who worked
for many years in Rome, and whose house was close by
at No. 48 Via Sistina.

At the Four Fountains themselves (which are not
bravely set in the midst of an open space, but fixed to
the walls) the street comes to the point where the Via
Venti Settembre branches off to the left and the Via del
Quirinale to the right. The Via Venti Settembre, which
we will not now take, named in honour of the day on
which Rome was joined to the Kingdom of Italy, in
1870, is the Whitehall of Rome, for it contains the great
Government departments.

The Via del Quirinale leads to the Royal Palace, and
if we were to turn down this street we should come, on
the left, to the church of S. Andrea al Quirinale, built
for the Noviceship of S. Andrea from designs by Bernini.
The adjoining house of the Noviceship is now Govern-
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ment property, but the sanctity of S. Stanislaus Kostka
is still cherished there, while in the church is his shrine.
The church should be peeped into for its beautiful columns
of red marble and white Sicilian jasper. Next it is a
public park with a statue of the father of Vittorio Emman-
uele IT in its midst, while opposite is the Royal Palace,
with its green garden stretching behind, glimpses of
which you get through an open doorway. It is under
this pleasaunce that the Tunnel runs, through which every
Roman cabman too often takes you. This Tunnel nomin-
ally was made as a short cut between the Via Tritone and
the Via Nazionale, but actually (I suspect) because the
Romans did not find any of their existing thoroughfares
noisy enough.

The palace of the Quirinale began its existence as a
papal residence in the sixteenth century under Gregory
XIIT and so continued until 1870. Its proudest tenant
was Paul V (1605-1621) the Borghese, who made it magni-
ficent and added its Chapel of the Annunciation. Urban
VIII (1628-1644), who died here, built the Balcony of
Benediction and the new entrance, Bernini being, as
usual, his architect. Alexander VII (1655-1667) also
called in Bernini to help with extensions. Pius IX (1846—
1878) was the last Pope to live here and to pronounce
public blessings.

The glorious horse-tamers who guard the obelisk origin-
ally stood in front of Constantine’s baths, which were
situated on this hill ; the obelisk itself is from the mausol-
eum of Augustus. From the terrace in front of the piazza
of the palace, looking towards St. Peter’s, you have a fine
view of Rome. The huge, sombre buildings of the steep
and narrow Via della Dataria, which takes you down to
the Corso, were once papal offices, and are now barracks.

The Royal Palace and the royal stables, which are
diagonally opposite, are shown on fixed days, but I have
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never entered them. The great palace in a courtyard to
the left of the Via del Quirinale is the Rospigliosi, where
Guido Reni’s “ Aurora,” a ceiling painting, is found.
Guido Reni’s hand we see in many churches in Rome,
but this is perhaps his best work and certainly his most
pleasing. Not a painter of the first rank—or, at any rate,
not an artist of the first rank—he was, in his time, one
of Rome’s favourite decorators. Born at Bologna in
1575, he worked in Rome for twenty years and left only
through a quarrel with one of his Cardinal patrons. Ruskin
found in him a “few pale rays of fading sanctity.”
Although it is possible to miss even those, I have seen
masterly drawings from his pencil.

The garden on the other side of the Via del Quirinale,
facing the Rospigliosi palace, is that of the Villa Colonna,
the palazzo being reached by bridges over the Via della
Pilotta. The palace itself adjoins the church of the
Twelve Apostles, and since we are so near I might say a
word here about the Colonna pictures, which are largely
Venetian and not of the highest order, but which include
a series of landscapes by Gaspard Poussin, pupil and name-
child of the great Nicholas.

I have said something of the attractions of Rome to
Claude Lorraine. To his contemporary, Nicholas Poussin
(1598-1665), who reached the Holy City in 1624 and
remained there until 1640, it was equally potent. A
brief and illustrious interlude in Paris followed, when he
was made court painter to Louis XIII, but in 1648 he
was back in Rome once more, and, like Claude, he died
here. Poussin’s tomb is in the church of S. Lorenzo in
Lucina, just off the Corso; his ‘‘ Metamorphosis of
Daphne ” (Bernini’s subject in sculpture at the Villa
Umberto I) hangs in this gallery. Gaspard Poussin
(really Gaspard Dughet, a brother of Nicholas’s wife)
was born in 1618 and worked in Rome and its neigh-
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bourhood all his life. At the National Gallery we have
many of his fine Italian oils ; the Colonna treasures are
in water-colour.

And now we will resume the broken walk towards S.
Maria Maggiore, to gain which, after leaving the Four
Fountains, we must cross the Via Nazionale, always
keeping straight ahead.

Santa Maria Maggiore, on the Esquiline hill, is yet
another of the incredibly vast churches of Rome, placed,
as so many of them are not, in an open space, so that its
external proportions also can be grasped. Before we
enter it, let me say that the column in the piazza is one
of eight from the basilica of Constantine, that huge ruin
in the Forum with the three gigantic arches.

The church of Santa Maria Maggiore, according to the
legend, was built here in obedience to a vision which
came simultaneously to Pope Liberius and to a godly
Roman named Johannes, on August 4, 852, in which the
Virgin, manifesting herself to them, bade them establish
a church on that spot in Rome where, on the next day,
they should find snow. Snow in Rome in mid-winter
is exceptional ; in August it is sufficiently rare for ordinary
sinful men, even thus celestially forewarned, to go to
sleep secure in their minds against another builders’ bill.
But Pope Liberius and Johannes had virtue, and, knowing
the rules, eredulity, and no doubt when they awoke the
next morning were not surprised to find the ground white.
As it happened, on that particular night snow had fallen
just here, and so the church began. A mosaic of their
vision will be found on the facade, while the high altar
is reputed to be Johannes’ tomb.

As we now see it, the church is the result of rebuildings
and extensions under various Popes, whose tombs are
here; and magnificent is the only word. Gregory IX
added the campanile. The chief treasure of Santa
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Maria Maggiore is a portion of the identical manger in
which the Infant Christ lay in the stable of the inn at
Bethlehem ; and one Christmas Eve, at midnight, I saw
this sacred relic being carried round the church in pro-
cession, by candlelight, to solemn music. Another treasure
is a portrait of the Virgin by St. Luke, who was both
painter and physician. This you will find over the alter
of lapis lazuli in the Borghese chapel in the left transept ;
other pictures by St. Luke are to be seen elsewhere in
Rome, placing him among those artists who are pious
rather than masterly. Another treasure in the Borghese
chapel is a miraculous image of the Virgin, one of the
special protectors of the Roman people.

The gold on the sumptuous ceiling of the church is said
to be the first brought from America. Indeed, Columbus
himself is credited with having presented it. Little can
it have been guessed at that time, at the end of the fif-
teenth century, that one day the Americans would possess
in Rome a church all their own, as they have in the Via
Nazionale, or that the Ludovisi quarter would become
a suburb of New York.

Among Rome’s myriad churches eighty are dedicated to
the Virgin, and of these S. Maria Maggiore is, as it