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THE GARDENS OF ITALY

IN
this land of an old civilisation, gifted with

so transcendent a share of natural beaut'y,

the combination of art and nature is, perhaps,

the most fascinating of all its aspects ; and

so well have the men of the past understood how
to combine the two, that in the villas and gardens

of Italy it is well-nigh impossible to divorce them.

The glades and woodland, the terraces and stone-

work, seem so inevitably to belong to one another,

and each to enhance the others' charm.

The ancient Romans thoroughly understood

villa life, but they differentiated between the villa

rusticana or farm and the villa urbana, a pleasure-

house in the country or on the outskirts of the town.

The pleasure-house, of course, varied with

time. There is a great gap between the villa of

Hadrian, with all its luxury, its gymnasium, its

splendid baths, its lake for mimic fights, its wealth

of statues, its mosaic pavements, and the simple

villa of Scipio Africanus, as described by Seneca,

with dark, narrow baths, its outer walls fortified

with towers, its stone floors and bare walls. That

simplicity passed away in the days of Metellus,

of Lucullus and Cicero. Seneca's descriptions

show us the magnificence and profusion which

obliterated all traces of the simpler life. We read

of the sumptuous refinements, which extended

even to the kennels and the aviary. Pliny the

younger gives us some idea of the kind of villa

that would be possessed by a wealthy Roman,

The first essential was that it should have a

southern exposure. It was generally built with

a body and wings ; a great portico led up to it,

enclosing a garden ; an inner garden or court was

set round with seats and architectural borders
;

galleries or loggie united several dining-halls with

different aspects, so as to ensure being able to have

the sun at different hours and seasons. One hall

v/as warmed by a calorifere^ another was arranged

so as to be fresh and cool through the long, hot

summers. The baths were a little suite, composed

of bathing, heating, and dressing rooms, with a

frigidorium, or cooling apartment. There would

be a subterranean gallery, always cool, even in the

heart of summer, and everywhere, fountains, tumbling

into great basins, cooled the air. On every hand,

the position of the windows was chosen with the

greatest care, so as to have lovely views, looking over

the country or distant mountains, or down into the

gardens. In the gardens were groves of planes and

ilexes, summer-houses, paviHons with couches, marble

seats, more fountains, vast porticoes and terraces.

The farm villa had an outer wall, intended

to keep off robbers and to make it easier to guard

the slaves. The porter's lodge was situated at the

entrance, or the house of the master or steward

(villicus), so that it was easy to overlook all comings

and goings. All the outer court was built round

with workmen's dwellings. There was a vast

common hall, and a large kitchen, where all the

inhabitants of the farm could meet, cook, eat, and

divert themselves.

Burckhardt tells us that, when the Florentines

of the Renaissance revived the classic taste for villas,

they spent so much on their country residences that

their contemporaries looked on them as insane.

Within a radius of twenty miles of the city there

are said to have been twenty thousand estates, with

eight hundred palaces whose walls were built of

cut stone. There were many smaller villas too.

Burckhardt says he loved his own little villa, though

he had but a few fields and an orchard, and a few

rooms where his old mother lived, and where he

often went on horseback to attend to some matter

of the harvest or vineyard with his own hand.

He liked to have good vinegar in the house.

When staying at his villa he was prepared to eat

coarse food, and paid little attention to his dress.

He enjoyed his olives and capers, and kept early

hours. Another writer, who had a villa near Fiesole,

says, of one of his neighbours, " In his villa he

collected his friends. Without the fatigue of com-
pany, without the noise of the chase, thev found

solace in the pages of Boethius and St. Jerome,
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they studied the Gospels and they wrote poetry."

The gifted Pico delLi Mirandola had a retreat

near Fiesole, and the learned Poliziano was his

near neighbour. A letter of Poliziano to the

celebrated scholar, Marsilio Ficino, gives an attrac-

tive picture of their life. "Wandering beyond the

limits of his own plantation, Pico sometimes steals

unexpectedly on my retirement and draws me
from my shades to partake of his supper. What
kind of supper that is, you well know ; sparing,

but neat, and rendered grateful by the charms

of his conversation. Be you, however, my
guest

;
your supper shall be as good, your

wine perhaps better ; for in the quality of my
wine I shall contend for superiority with Pico

himself."

A most complete and delightful picture of the

country life of the fifteenth century comes to us in

connection with the life of the old aristocrat, Agnolo

Pandolfini, who looked on the Medici as an

upstart, and retired to his villa at Signa when
Cosimo came back to power in 1434. This villa

seems to have been a model of hospitality and

comfort. Within eight miles of Florence, on rising

slopes, it overlooks the city, and is surrounded by the

most fertile olive orchards and vineyards. Pandol-

fini had lost his wife while still young, but his

two sons and their wives, his " two loving-

daughters-in-law," did the honours for him. He
was an ardent devotee of literature, and enjoyed

the society of learned guests whom he delighted to

gather round him. He had stables well stocked with

horses, and often mounted a company of eighteen or

twenty friends. Falcons he possessed in numbers,

as hawking was one of the principal sports
; and

there was also hunting of deer and hares, and
plenty of fishing. His sons came from the city

on Sundays and holidays, bringing guests with
them. He lived to be eighty-five, and remained
hale and vigorous to the last.

The revival of villa-building in Rome came
later, and was owed to the wealtli and profusion

of the great papal houses. Almost all the Roman
villas were built by cardinals, beginning with those

of the houses of Este and Farnese in the sixteenth

century, and their magnificent entertaining vied

with the traditions of the days of old Rome.
The result of all tliis varied love of gardens

has been to leave us a marvellous variety of pleasLU'e

houses and grounds throughout Italy in more or

less excellent preservation.

Turn where you will, you meet with places

which merit Cicero's term, "my delights." All

are rich in memories, tl:iere are few of which we
cannot gather some story which enriches some
special moment of that far-reaching past, or awakes
some personality which once made its impression
here

;
and so the impression of these beautiful

gardens to all thinking beings must be enhanced
tenfold, when something is realised of the his-

torical associations with which they are bound up
and vivified.

Evelyn IVfARcn Phillipps.



VILLA ALBANI,
ROME.

ND when the Princess arrived at the palace

she found all the doors wide open, and

she passed through suites of magnificent

rooms, looking out on gardens gay with

flov/ers, but there was not a sign of any living

being." So ran the fairy tale of one's childhood,

and . the words come back as in the hot midday

siesta one passes under the tall portico that divides

the busy street just outside the Porta Salaria from

the grounds of Villa Albani. The garden is aglow

with flowers ;
" the halls are void, the doors are

wide." We seem to have stepped into one of the

enchanted palaces of fairyland, a place where the

Princess might meet the Prince, where all is so

unlike the commonplace scenes of the workaday
world.

Villa Albani differs from other Italian resi-

dences in this—that it was built entirely with a

view to the treasures it was to contain, and that

even to-day, curtailed as those treasures are, it is

impossible to think of it apart from them. The
shining marble rooms, the long terraces, are

peopled by a world of marble men and women,
and they have, and need, no other inhabitants.

To no one in the eighteenth century does

art owe more than to Cardinal Alexander Albani,

whom his contemporaries called the Great Cardinal.

His wondrous collection has rendered inestimable

service to art and arch;i3ology. Since the time

of Winckelmann, the distinguished German pro-

fessor, under , whose care the villa grew, there

has been no student of the antique in Italy who
has not found here a mine of riches on which to

draw for explanation and illustration. No great

writer has been able to tell the history of sculpture

without at every moment quoting from Villa

Albani. The successors of the Cardinal enriched

the collection with a long list of precious paintings

and drawings, and before the French bore away
many of its possessions there were few places in

which were gathered together so many examples

of incontestable value and known history.

The Cardinal from his youth showed a wish

to revive the love of art in Rome, and to turn

back the thoughts of men to the beauties of a

classic past. Pie treated professional buyers and

excavators with the greatest esteem, and paid for

everything really beautiful that was brought to

his notice with regal munificence. In 1757 he

met with Winckelmann, and was soon attracted

by his critical faculty and artistic knowledge ; the

following year he offered him a salary and lodgings

in his palace in Rome. He gave him fine rooms

with beautiful views. His only duties were to

be a cornpanion to the Cardinal, and to look after

his library.
^
He passed his time going with the

Cardinal to examine ruins and to consider the
I J

positions of statues, and became so intimate with

him that he often went to chat at his bedside.

He threw himself enthusiastically into his patron's

favourite pursuit, and it seemed as if he built and

bought for himself

The villa is believed to have been built from

the Cardinal's own designs carried out by Carlo

Marchionni. It consists of a lofty two-storied

palace, with an open loggia on the ground floor,

arcades sweeping away on either hand, at the

back of which are small apartments and alcoves,

and on the other side of the garden a sort of

casino with another curving loggia. " Here is

a villa of exquisite design, planned by a profound

antiquary. Here Cardinal Albani, having spent

his life in collecting ancient sculpture, formed such

porticoes and such saloons to receive it as an

ancient Roman might have done, porticoes where
the statues stood free upon the pavements, saloons

which were not stocked but embellished, and

seemed full without a crowd."

Winckelmann, in his letters, gives us con-

tinual accounts of the rise and progress of this

splendid collection, and speaks affectionately of the

goodness and loyalty of heart of its owner.
" What manner of man is he ? do you ask," he

writes to a friend. " He is a man who to great

talents joins the most amiable of characters.

He is sixty-three, but does not look forty, and he

builds as if he were sure of living for another

twenty-five years. His villa surpasses everything

of modern times, except St. Peter's itself He
has erected the background he needed, and has

been himself the sole architect." " This cardinal

is the greatest antiquary in the world. He brings

to light what has been buried in darkness, and

pays for it with a generosity worthy of a

king." In February, 175B, he writes: "The
palace is adorned with such a quantity of columns

of porphyry, granite, and oriental alabaster that

before they were put in their appointed places

they seemed like a forest of marble," There are,

in fact, one hundred and forty-four. The noble

portico is supported on thirty-six of oriental

granite and forty small ones, beautifully polished.

( I )
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Another writer says that Albani's nobility of soul

made him so beloved that he was often given, or

helped to find, things that might otherwise have
escaped him. Immediately within the entrance

we come upon a series of box avenues, all con-

verging towards a circle formed by eleven splendid

pines, which stand round a space in the middle of

which an antique obelisk is the central feature.

About it there is a curious story. It belonged
to the Prince of Palestrina, who refused to sell

it to the Cardinal at any price. Shortly after

the Prince went on a journey, whereupon the

Cardinal sent a large body of men who entered

the garden by force, bore off the obelisk, and
placed it in the gardens of the Villa Albani.

As the Cardinal was excessively powerful in

Rome, the Prince did not dare to bring an action

against him, but made a joke of the whole
affair, comphmenting him on his exploit and
remaining upon friendly terms. It is now sur-

mounted by the mount and star of the Albani
family, and stands out beautifully against a group
of cypresses and a background of far blue moun-
tains. Close-cut hedges of cypress, set with busts

and terminal figures, screen the approach to the
great formal garden which lies in front of the
villa. The casino opposite is ablaze with masses
of azaleas. " It is roses, roses all the way " in

the long flower-beds, flanked by pots of lemon
and orange trees, noble fountains make a centre

here and there, a river god rechnes under a
portico, for which we can find the original

drawing of Marchionni in an old book on the
table within. In one of his letters Winckelmann
says : " The Cardinal has brought from Tivoli
on a carro drawn by sixteen bullocks a female river
deity of colossal size, well preserved," and here,
sure enough, she is, recHning on the edge of a

marble reservoir. "I write from our villa, which
grows more beautiful every day," he says ; "one
of the last acquisitions is a colossal head of Trajan,
in perfect preservation except the nose." The
nose has been restored, and the colossal bust
looms from a bower of honeysuckle. "The
Cardinal has just brought to his villa the few
last of the best statues left in the Villa d'E^te
at Tivoli."

^
'

The lower storey of the villa is faced by a
spacious open colonnade, which runs its whole
length, and along which stand statues and vases.

In the photograph we can see, midway, a
beautiful reclining statue of Agrippina.

Within doors the rooms are gleaming with
marble, rich with gilding, and are still rich in
masterpieces of painting and sculpture. One of
Perugino's most exquisite panel paintings glows
upon the wall

; above one mantel-piece is framed
the splendid sulky Antinous, crowned with lotus
blossom

;
over another is that most lovely and

delicate bas-relief of the parting of Orpheus
and Eurydice

; archaic Greek reliefs, fine Roman
work, alabaster vases, sarcophagi, statuettes.

frescoes, are placed with thought and care wliich-

ever way you turn ; bits of exquisite classic carving

are let in as overdoors ; everywhere inscriptions tell

us how Alexander Albani built and adorned the

edifice, and how Alexander Torlonia restored it

in I 871.

Winckelmann speaks of many beautiful things

which have since disappeared, 294 of the finest

specimens having been carried off in the French

invasion. He tells us, too, of the Englisli visitors

whom the Cardinal entertained-—-Milady Montagu,
Milady Bute, Ford Baltimore, and " the celebrated

and famous Wilkes of England." He speaks of

the head of a Pallas, which he holds to be the

most perfect beauty under the sun, but which
was snapped up while he was thinking about the

price, and tells us he has become so wrapped up
in the villa that he cannot bear anyone to visit

it without him, and when a German count wanted
to go and visit it with one of his acquaintances,

he said, "No ! j)lump."

There is a charming small casino at the far

side of the garden, which was probably the great

Professor's private apartment. It is easy to

imagine him and the Cardinal exulting over their

new acquisitions, deciding their positions, sauntering

in the gardens, which grew more beautiful year

by year, while Winckelmann wrote his famous
works on art. His patron gave him time and
opportunity for perfecting himself as a connoisseur.

He was sent to other galleries to see any treasures

they possessed, and gradually acquired a certainty

of eye and taste which made him the greatest

living authority on sculpture. Truth, harmony,
and beauty were his guiding principles, and he
joined to wide knowledge and reading a ready

and tenacious memory. He was an indefatigable

worker, and book after book came from his hand,

on engraved gems, on the state of art and science

in Italy, and his greatest on the history of Greek
art. The revised edition of this was just finished,

in 1768, when the pleasant friendship that had
lasted for eleven years came to an end in dismal

tragedy. Winckelmann decided to go for a tour

to Vienna, to see old friends and to accept some
of the invitations he had received from famous and
learned men. In Vienna he was received with the

most gratifying honours. The King and Queen
loaded him with presents, the Ministers, many of
them great connoisseurs and patrons of art, expressed
their gratitude to the man who had written its

famous history. He passed delightful days in the

old villa of Schonbrun, where the Baron de Spcrges

invited him to meet the Queen and a bevy of

archdukes and archduchesses. On June ist he
left Vienna on his return to Rome, from which he
had with difficulty remained so long away. His
letters written at this time to the Cardinal express

his continual longing to get back. On his arrival

at Trieste he was obliged to wait for a ship for

Ancona, and struck up an acquaintance with a

stranger, who lodged next door to him in the inn.

( 2 )



VILLA ALBANL

Winckelmann, who was of a simple, open nature,

took a liking to the man, talked freely of his

journey, and displayed a gold medal given him
by Maria Theresa, and admitted having a con-

siderable sum of money in his possession. The
stranger was a certain Francesco Archangeli, a

malefactor who had been condemned to death,

but whose sentence - had been commuted to

banishment. One evening as Winckelmann
sat writing in his room, working on the last

references of his forthcoming book, Archangeli
came in, and, with many protestations of regret,

announced his impending departure. He begged
the professor, as a last favour, to show him his

gold medal once more, in order that he might
take away a final remembrance of it, Winckel-
mann willingly agreed, and while he was stooping

down to take it from his trunk the villain stole up
behind him and tried to strangle him with a cord.

He resisted desperately, and almost succeeded in

throwing off the assassin, who thereupon drew a

knife and stabbed him in five places. Archangeli
then fied, without, however, obtaining possession

of the medal. The unfortunate man succeeded
in arousing help, and a doctor was fetched,

only to pronounce at least two of the wounds to

be mortal. Winckelmann lived long enough to

make his will, and the register of the tribunal

records that he died with the firmness of a hero

and the piety of a Christian, resigning himself

without lamentation and pardoning his murderer.

The latter was caught, convicted, and broken on
the wheel. His victim was buried in Rome amaid

universal mourning, and his bust was
in the Pantheon with an inscription recording

all he had done for the cause of art, while

another has been placed by Prince Torlonia, in

the garden that he loved.

The greatest service he rendered to art was

to take the antique once more into the province

placed

ravages which time was

of the artist. Hitherto only antiquaries had
written about it, it was only looked upon as

interesting from a historical or mythological point
of view, but Winckelmann set it forth at once
as the standard and guide, which all artists

should set before them.

The Cardinal lived for eleven years longer,

and died at eighty-nine.. In r868 the villa was
bought by Prince Torlonia, who has spent enor-
mous sums on keeping it up, in improving it,

and in repairing the

beginning to make.

It is a fortunate thing that the great Cardinal's

famous collection has not been dispersed, but
remains a wonderful monument of beauty and
interest, and of the magnificent liberality of those
great art patrons of the past. Small wonder if men
grew selfish, so shut away from the world, and
that the cutting of a cameo, the authenticity of a

bronze, became all-important. The world has
crept nearer, the houses have risen up all round
and shut out much of the beautiful view ; but
sitting out of sight of them in an ilex grove, or
in one of the pavilions, it is easy to forget all that

is not perfect and artistic. How still it lies on a

hot summer afternoon ! The breeze only stirs

enough to carry the scent of orange-flowers. The
silver toss of fountains, the flutter of a white
butterfly, the only movement, the singing of birds
and the plash of water the only sound. The
marble men and women keep v^^atch and ward.
Do the great Cardinal and his murdered friend

ever come back to visit the scenes they
both loved so well ? We can almost believe
they must do so, on some summer night
when the moon is high and the garden is

bathed in silver light, when the marbles gleam
and the shadows lie black under the porticoes
and all is still as death in the enchanted
palace.

( 3 )
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VILLA ALBANL

A MARBLE TEMPL E.
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MARBL E AND STONE.

ROMAN RELlEFS.
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A GARDEN PATH.

THE HEX GARDEN.
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THE EAST TERRACE.

JUNO AND JUPITER.
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VILLA PAMPHILJ DORIA,

ROME.

T makes one's hair stand on end," says Edmond
About in his " Rome Contemporaine," " to

read the figures of the dowries with which
the Jesuit decision, during the reign of

Innocent X., permitted the Pope to enrich the

various members of his House." It was laid down
as his privilege, to assure the future of his family by
his savings from the Holy See. According to this

judgment, the pontiff, without being considered over-

lavish, might spend 400,000 francs a year, and might
give a dowry of 900,000 francs to each of his

nieces. The Pope, therefore, set about founding the

Pamphilj family, and in this laudable work he was
ably assisted by his sister-in-law, Olimpia Pamphilj,

one of those strange personalities which stands out

from the past in a vignette and leaves an impression

fresh and vivid after the lapse of more than two
hundred years.

Olimpia was born in 1594 at Viterbo ; her

father, Andrea Maidalchini, was a man of no

particular importance, and his daughter was at first

destined for a convent, but though taken there as a

child, she had the strength of mind to resist

violently, and finding she could make an impression

in no other way, she accused her confessors of

making love to her, and soon got the character of

a dangerous inmate whom the nuns were thankful to

get rid of. She married Paolo Nini, a noble of

Viterbo. Both he and her little son died almost

immediately. She soon after married Pamfilio

Pamphilj, a soldier, who seems to have been a

rough and unkind husband, and who died in 1639,
leaving Donna Olimpia with three sons. She is

forty-five before we hear much of her, but for many
years past she had been gaining that influence, which
made her fortune, over her brother-in-law, the abbe,

who became Pope five years after Pamfilio's death.

When her husband died, Olimpia was still a

young and beautiful woman, but she gave up

all idea of pleasure, renouncing all weaknesses of sex,

only going into the world when it was politic to do

so, devoting all her energies to becoming a power
and influence in the life of her exalted brother-in-

law and to Innocent X., melancholy, undecided,

her firm, optimistic nature, full of cheerfulness

and sympathy, soon made her absolutely neces-

sary. When the Pope was elected, the people

swarmed according to custom to exercise their

privilege of sacking the Pamphilj palace, and it

was Olimpia who had prudently removed all the

valuable furniture and tapestries, leaving them only

rubbish to prey upon.

From the first she established a splendid

position for herself, only asked the most exalted

persons to share her banquets, and Cardinals and
magnates, say the contemporary chronicles, bowed
before her, as her chair, with a baldaquin over it,

was borne into the halls of the greatest nobles and
the palaces of ambassadors.

She lived in the Pamphilj palace in Piazza

.^^avona, and the diarists of the time record many
of her visits to the Vatican and the Pope's in

return to her. It seems, they say, as if she was
an integral part of his grandeur. After every

event, every ceremony of importance, he would
come and sup with Donna Olimpia, sometimes she

would carry him off to spend the day in the garden
of a villa, together they visited the great artists of

the day. Olimpia was received everywhere, and
even had permission to enter monasteries where
women were not admitted, but where she was
entertained by the monks at luncheon. What
her real relations with Innocent had been in the

past remains undecided and is comparatively unim-
portant. At the time of his accession he was
nearly seventy, and it is easy to account for the

ascendancy of a brilliant, attractive woman, devoting

all her tact and talent to pleasing and helping and
advising the man whose coarse, obstinate, and weak
face is immortalised for us on the magnificent

canvas of Velasquez. The Roman people hated

her for her power over the Pope, for her rapacity

and her ostentatious magnificence, and made many
pasquinades, plays upon her name—Olimpia, impia
(impious Olimpia), representing her occupied
with making hay in the sunshine, arranging mar-
riages for her sons, securing the red hat for her
brother. In one caricature, nailed to her palace

door, Pasquino asks, " Where is the door of Donna
Olimpia ?

" The answer was a witty enough play

on the Italian words : " Che porta vede la porta,

che non porta non vede la porta " ('' Who brings

sees the door, who brings nothing, sees it not").
The Pope's name was found effaced over the
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Lateran, and instead of Iiinocentius Pont. Max.,
was " Olimpia prima papessa." Every effort was
made to find and punish the authors of these

satires, but without success. Still more insulting

was the report in Rome that a play, entitled ''The
Marriage of the Pope," had been played in London
before Cromwell, ending with a ballet of monks
and nuns. It seems doubtful whether such a play
was ever acted, but the report, none the less, enraged
the Pope and his dominant sister-in-law. Parties

were formed against her, and the gazettes of the
time are full of attacks and scurrilous stories ; but,
in spite of occasional reverses, she held on her
way, tenacious, determined to secure solid benefits.

For a time the austere Cardinal Maculano worked
upon the Pope to banish Olimpia from his Court,
where her presence gave such scandal ; but, though
openly withdrawn, she was still believed to pay
secret visits and to watch vigilantly over her
interests. Soon after the Cardinal died, and she
was restored to her position. Gigh, in his amusing
diary, speaks of a visit by the Pope, when lie was
carried in a sedan chair to the Pamphilj palace
to condole with Ohmpia, who had been robbed
of some splendid jewels. An unlucky page was
put to the torture without avail before an audacious
letter was received from the thief, saying she ought
to be thankful for what he had left her. The
Pope, to console her, made her a present of
30,000 scudi. This was in August, 1654.

The last time Innocent left the Vatican was in
December of the same year, when he was carried in
a Htter to Donna Olimpia's garden in the Trastevere.
His health was failing fast, and after this she never
left him. Other ladies who had fought for his
favours tried to see him, but Olimpia fought them
all off, herself locked his chamber door at night, and
every night bore away the gold received during the
day. Every day money was paid in for benefices, for
bishoprics, for negotiations, and she is said in ten
days to have carried off 500,000 francs. Just at the
last the general of the Jesuits forbade her access
to him, but immediately after his death she forced
her way back, and dragged from under the bed
on which the body lay, two cases of gold, with
which she escaped. Then with cold-blooded irony,
as the question arose of who was to pay for the
obsequies of the dead sovereign, she refused to
disburse the cost of even a modest funeral, sayinf>-,

what could a poor widow render in the way of
funeral honours worthy of a great pontiff?

Ohmpia tried in vain to concihate the new
Pope, Alexander VII. She even relaxed her usual
avarice so far as to send him two gold vases, asking
to be allowed to kiss his feet, but the present was
returned with the message that the Vatican vv^as

not a place for women. She soon received an
intimation to leave Rome, a«d passed the rest o£
her hfe in a villa near Viterbo." She is said to have
left two millions of gold scudi, and her heirs
contrived to keep a tight hold of it, in spite of
the attempts of Alexander to recover a part.

Nowhere do so many traces of her remain
to-day as in the magnificent villa erected on the
Janiculum for her son, Camillo, The villa had
become the indispensable adjunct of every great
Roman family. The castles of the Middle Ages,
on the campagna, had fallen into ruin and disuse,

and an outlet was needed from the palaces some-
where, where magnates, cardinals, and ladies could
walk and converse and enjoy tJic frivolous games
and conceits then in vogue. And their idea of
Nature consisted in arcades, in labyrinths, in shaded
walks, in sparkling fountains, in sham-classic temples
to Ceres and Diana, in miniature lakes and water-
works.

The villa erected from the designs of Falda
by Algardi, and filled with memorials of Olimpia,
was second to none in ample magnificence. The
position on the Janiculum is on the ancient site of
the gardens of Galba, and here the murdered
Emperor is supposed to have been buried, a.d. 69,
by his devoted slave Argius. Bartoli says that it

was built over thirty-four classic tombs of o-reat

beauty, forming "a small village with streets, side
walks and squares." It stands high above the
city, and merits its old name of Belrespiro. Of
all Itahan palaces, it most resembles an English
country seat. It is surrounded by a fairly exten-
sive, undulating park, where they make hay in
summer, and which is plentifully timbered with
ilexes and stone pines. Nearer the house a cool,
dark wood is railed off and inaccessible to the
ordinary visitor, and the villa is surrounded by a

finely-laid-out formal garden, with geometrical
beds set in box edging, fountains and sundials,
statues, and lemon trees in terra-cotta vases. In
the little wood remains of classic times are freely
studded about—here, an old sarcophagus, with
flowers rising from it, as the old masters painted
them in their Assumptions of the Virgin ; there, a
green mouldy altar, a mossy faun, a white marble
figure of a Roman matron, a portico with twisted
classic pillars

; while on all sides gleam the blue-
grey shafts of aloes. In one direction the eye
travels over the wide campagna to where Monte
Cavo, with its flat top, the site of the ancient
temple of Jupiter Latiarius, towers above the soft

range of the violet Alban hills, and looking in the
other direction, there is such a view of St. Peter's
as is obtained from no other point. The great
mass of Vatican buildings, surmounted by the dome,
is seen by itself, cut off from the town by inter-
vening hills. Behmd it rises Monte Mario, and
far away Soracte couches dimly on the plain.

These gardens were the scene of fierce fighting
hi the siege of Rome in 1849, and a temple buift
in 1 85 1 commemorates the French who fell here.
A memorial of a different kind catches the eye,
looking to the eastward slopes. The name "Mary''
in huge letters of clipped cypress reminds us that
Lady Mary Talbot became the wife of Prince
Doria in 1835; her sister Gwendoline married
Prince Borghese.
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There are no traces of Donna Olimpia's reign
in the superb Pamphilj palace in Piazza Navona,
where she spent more than half her hfe, but in
the villa which she planned and which her son
built, are inscriptions and busts of her. In the
past there were many more, but the best were
moved for greater security to the Doria palace.
In that gallery we find Innocent X. in marble and
in bronze by Bernini, Pamfiho Pamphilj, Ohmpia's
husband, a fine-looking man in his Spanish ruff
and seventeenth-century dress, and there, too, is

OHmpia herself, no longer young, but still hand-
some, with piercing eyes, marked eyebrows, close-

shut mouth, a strong, resolute, imperious face.

There is a story tliat a fiery horse galloped
through these gardens on April nth, 1655,
hertdding the death of Innocent X. In 1760 the
last heir male of the house of Pamphilj died, and
the property passed to that of the Borghese, into

which he had married, and was carried by them
to the Dorias.

In the last century, Silvagni, in his " Corte
Romana," recounts a love-tragedy, in which a son
of the House of Pamphilj Doria was one of the
principal actors. The delightful gossip and historian

describes a funeral he witnessed when a child, when
the body of a beautiful young girl, dressed in white,
her long hair streaming round her, her head
crowned with roses, was borne on an open bier

through Rome. The flaming torches in the
evening twihght, the suppressed emotion of the

crowds, the waxen pallor of the face upon the bier,

made an impression the child never forgot. The
cortege stopped under the walls of the Doria palace,

the murmur of the crowd grew loud and deep,

and threats and imprecations were uttered. The
lovely maiden was A^ittoria Savorelli, who had died

for love of Don Domenico, second son of Prince
Pamphilj Doria, and all Rome was alight with
indignation.

The story was a sad and simple one. Vittoria

was a lovely and accomplished girl, of a romantic,

excitable temperament, full of strong religious

enthusiasm, and would have a large fortune.

Suitors were not lacking, but she showed no
inclination towards any of them until, at the age
of nineteen, in the winter of 1836, she met at a ball

Don Domenico Doria, who was just twenty-one.

He was a good-looking young fellow, a fine shot

and rider, a beautiful dancer, but already dissipated

and frivolous. He was much attracted by Donna
Vittoria, sought her out, and distinguished her in

every way, and her letters show very innocently, how
irresistible she found him, and how she gradually

gave him her whole heart. The son of the

Pamphilj Doria was an excellent match, and no

obstacles were thrown in the way of his suit.

Vittoria tells how she celebrated a Triduo to the

Virgin, and on returning home was rewarded by

finding that the young man had sent his

ambassador to her mother. " I had no doubt they

were speaking about me," she writes. " Never did

I find the society of iny young cousins so weari-

some, but I was forced to endure it, and when they

departed, mamma immediately called me, and said

that the Marchese had come, m the name of

Cuccio " (diminutive for Domenico or Domenicuccio)
"to make a formal request for my hand." Shortly

after the engagement was announced, a fearful

visitation of cholera in Rome separated the lovers,

the Savorelli going to Castel Gandolfo, and the

Doria taking refuge in their villa. This gave
occasion for an ardent correspondence, and when
the lovers met again they grew every

attached. In his letters, Domenico
betrothed by the pet name of Tolla, and
in his expressions of passionate fidelity.

tell her warm and loving nature responds to his

appeals, she looks forward to the future in confidence

of perfect bliss. Like an eager, jealous child, she

asks about every movement, gives him
about curling his hair, tells him what
wear, and how to occupy his time.

All seemed to promise well, but
influence was at work. A Cardinal

day more
calls his

is profuse

Her letters

directions

clothes to

a smister

uncle of
Domenico, who had never approved of the match,
persuaded his nephew to go on a journey to

England, whither his elder brother was bound, to

marry Lady Mary Talbot. Queen Victoria's corona-
tion was also to take place, and the Doria princes

started, though Vittoria was inconsolable at the

prospect of a long separation. Don Domenico left

her with renewed protestations, gave her a ring, and
bemoaned his hard fate at being parted from one
whom, he took God to witness, he held already as his

wife. By a sort of presentiment she wrote to a

trusted friend :
" He is gone, and I am a prey to

all the terrors caused by a long absence, and the fear

of losing him forever. I am almost reduced to

despair. I imagine myself abandoned, dishonoured,
the talk of the city." For some time his letters

were long, frequent, and tender. He describes the
coronation, and says that he loves to see everywhere
the dear name of Victoria. His last letter ends :

" My paper fails, but my heart does not follow suit,

and is full of the most tender love for my Tolla.

Yours eternally, Cuccio." Only eight days later he
wrote very coolly from Brussels, both to Vittoria and
her father, saying that as his uncle opposed the

match, he thought it his duty to break it off, and
hoped they would soon forget him.

The distracted parents, who felt that the
sorrow would crush their child, made every effort

to induce him to redeem his promise
; but his

unscrupulous uncle sent him as companion a man
who worked on his weak nature, led him into

the wildest excesses, what httle good he had in

him was swamped in evil, and he entirely

renounced his confiding love.

For a whole month the terrible truth was
from Vittoria, though day by day
more sad and anxious, as no letters

at length it was broken to her. She
one more letter, and when no reply

kept

she

back

grew
came ; but

wrote him
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came her health failed rapidly. Her father and
mother persuaded Cardinal Odescalchi to exert his

influence with the Doria Cardinal, but all to no
purpose ; he remained inexorable, and Don Domenico
himself was deaf to every entreaty.

Vittoria pined away. She still kept her
faithless lover's portrait ; but when all hope was
gone she consecrated her ring to the Virgin. On
September 25th, 1838, she wrote Domenico a last

letter, and traced some loving words of forgiveness
on the back of his picture, and a week after she
died.

When the city realised the news, a storm of
indignation arose. Her biography and letters were
published, verses were composed, the great public
funeral marked the popular sympathy, Edmond

Domenico ran high.

About gave the name of Tolla to one of his

heroines in ' her honour, and feeling against

He, meanwhile, was in

Venice, where he received the news of her death
with every mark of profound indifFerence. He
waited a year before returning to Rome, and then
appeared at a party given by the French Ambas-
sador. He soon found, however, that he had
miscalculated the tenacity of the public memory,
and that it was unsafe for him to remain. He left

Rome for ever, and settled at Genoa, where, ten
years after Vittoria's death, he married a Genoese
lady. He hved till 1873. His memory is still

execrated, while that of the fair young girl whom
fate used so cruelly, is still dear to the hearts of the
Roman people.

>,. >
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THE SOUTHERN ASPECT.
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ST. PETER'S FROM THE CARRIAGE-DRIVE,
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TERRACE OF THE CASCADES.
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THE VATICAN GARDENS,
ROME.

A LTHOUGH the Vatican hill was not sur-

/ \ , rounded with walls until the ninth century,

I \ the ground now occupied by the gardens

has been a sacred spot from prehistoric

times. The earliest legends speak of it as the abode

of a god. It was the fourteenth of the fourteen

regions into which Augustus divided the city.

Gardens such as those of Agrippina, and the still

more famous ones of Domitian, were situated here.

Here was the circus of Caligula, which was rendered

conspicuous by the lofty obelisk which now adorns

the Piazza of St. Peter, the one obelisk which eniovs
"

. • < -rr- J -J

the distinction of never having been levelled to the

ground, and which towered over the spwa of the

circus. Here was the sepulchre of Scipio, the

young destroyer of Carthage, and that of Honorius
and his wife Maria, daughter of Stilicho, the last

great Roman general. Here stood a temple dedicated

by Nero to the memory of Romulus, one to Mars,
and one to Apollo. Pliny speaks of them, and all

ancient writers concur that they were the most
sublime of edifices.

F

As time wore on, this part of outlying Rome
was deserted, and shared the general decay. Writers
in the eighth century characterise the Vaticanum
as " the detestable fields," from the superstitious

and licentious rites carried on there, and from its

generally evil reputation. In 848, when Leo IV.

was Pope, the dreaded Saracens appeared for the

second time at Ostia, when a battle and a great

storm led to their confusion and defeat, and numbers
of slaves were brought to Rome and set to labour

at restoring the walls. Leo's most celebrated under-
taking was the fortification of the Vatican district,

an event in the history of the city, for out of

this fortification the Civitas Leonina, or Leonine
City, arose, a new quarter of Rome, and a new
fortress destined to be of great importance in later

centuries.

At the time that Aurelian had enclosed the

city with walls, the necessity for including the

Vatican had not arisen, and it remained open and
outside the city.

St. Peter's, and after convents, hospitals, and dwell-

ings had grown up round it, the necessity for

building walls for its protection had not occurred

to any Pope till the time of Leo III. He began

the

He
the

Even after the buildinp- of

to build, and had he carried out his idea, the sack

of the basilica by the Saracens could never have

taken place. The work had been suspended, and

the materials of the partially constructed walls had

been carried off again for other purposes. Leo IV.

revived the project, and, with the help of

Emperor Lothar, worked hard to carry it out.

distributed the expense so that every town in

ecclesiastical state, the convents, and all the domains

of the Church bore a part.

The walls were begun in 848 and finished in

852. They stretched from Hadrian's Mausoleum,
up the Vatican hill, then making a bend, crossed

the hill and came straight down the other side.

They were nearly 40ft. in height, and were
defended by forty-four strong towers. One of these

strong round corner towers still stands on the top

of the Vatican hill, and is called the Saracens'

Tower. The line of Leo's walls may still be traced

along almost their entire route. For centuries Rome
had witnessed no such festival as that which on

lune 27th, 852, celebrated the dedication of the

Leonine City. The entire clergy, barefoot, their

heads strewn with ashes, walked in procession

singing round the walls. Before them went the

seven Cardinal-Bishops, who sprinkled the walls

with holy water. At each gate the procession

halted, and each time the Pope invoked blessings

on the new quarter. The circuit ended, he dis-

tributed gifts of gold and silver and silken palliums

among the nobles, the populace, and the colony of

foreigners. The walls were afterwards rebuilt by

Pius IV., in the sixteenth century, and the earlier

fortifications were almost entirely obliterated.

It was Sixtus IV., the Pope to wliom we owe
the Sistine Chapel, who first laid out the grounds

extending up the hill as the gardens of the Vatican.

The taste for gardens was just reviving, and the

building of mediaeval castles was giving way to that

of fascinating and luxurious villas ; and as Pope
Sixtus created the garden, it remains in great

measure to-day. It has been enlarged from time

to time, and in 1845 the grounds of the Hospital

di San Spirito, a religious institution dating from
the eighth century, were absorbed. A piece of the

facade of the Hospital, with its double cross, still

stands against the walls. Pius IX. laid out the
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carriage drive and built some supplementary walls
during his so-called "imprisonment."

The gardens are entered from the Museum of
Sculpture at the back of St. Peter's, and for more
than a_ cursory gHmpse of them a special permit
IS required. This is obtained from one of the
Cardinals, and requires to be vised by the major-
domo, who is to be found near the entrance to
the Scala Regia. Armed with this, a dehcious early
morning wander can be enjoyed. The gardens are
cleared at twelve, when the Pope generally walks or
drives there.

They are of horseshoe shape. On entering, a
noble terrace stretches away and goes round two
sides of a large formal garden. This terrace, which
has a beautiful view of the great dome, is the place
where Leo XIII. so often sat, and where the well-
known picture of him, surrounded by his Cardinals,
was painted. It is sheltered by a high close-clipped
wall of greenery, in which statues are set at intervals;
beyond, are dropping terraces with walks dark and
shady under bowering ilexes, and openings cut here
and there, in which fountains fling high their silver
showers.

At the end of the first stretch of terrace
the carriage road mounts up the hill and encircles
the grounds

;
but more tempting than the wide,

well-kept drive, is an irregular opening in the green
wall, through which you pass into a bosky wood,
wild and shady, exquisite in the spring-time when
the elms and birches are fresh with tender green,
the ground starred with blue and white anemones
and rosy cyclamen and bluebells, and the blackbirds
and nightingales sing in every bush. The httle
woodland glade is dotted about with relics of
antiquity, remains of the masses of marble and stone
works which must have once adorned this spot.
Here is a little votive altar half hidden in feathery
green, there a graceful figure of a nymph stands
m the flickering sunlight, or a tall, worn stone cross,
a rehc of early Christian days, towers above an old
sarcophagus. If it were not for these documents
in stone, we might fancy ourselves in some lovely
English wood

;
but they carry us back to a remote

past whose sequence with to-day has never been,
broken.

At the top of the wood the ground opens out,
and upon the crest of the hill is a small vilhi with
plainly-furnished rooms, and a httle chapel, built as
a summer residence for Leo XIII. Beyond it is a
vineyard with a broad walk leading to the ugly
modern grotto of the Madonna of Lourdes, and
further on, to a large enclosure for wild animals • a
sort of menagerie. Here are ostriches, pelicans,
and other foreign birds, and various kinds of deer.
The present Pope often walks here, and comes
to watch them through the bars. The long wall
here, with the Saracenic tower, was that held by
the Roman volunteers who fought so well against
the French in 1849. The sculptor, W. W. Story
speaks of his visit during the defence. " As we
looked from the wall on this the third day after

the battle, we saw the monks under the black flag

looking for the unburied dead who had Men in
the ditches or among the hedges. The French had
retreated without an effort to bury their dead, and
a YiViwg, wounded man was found on this third
day with the bodies of two dead soldiers lying across
him." A little belov/ this we come to a tiny
summer-house, in which is a gilt chair where His
Holiness may rest after the climb uphill. A shady
pergola of vines stretches' in front of it, under which
the light is golden green on the hottest summer
day, and this is a favourite promenade of the present,
as it was of the late. Pope. Not far off is Pope
Leo's Httle writing house, in which he used often
to Tansact business with his secretary. During the
great heat Leo XIII. often went up to the garden
at nine m the morning, after saying mass, and spent
the whole day in the garden, receiving everyone
there, dining in the garden pavihon, guarded by
the Swiss, to whom he generally sent a measure
of good wine, and in the cool of the day he would
take a drive, and not return to the Vatican till

after sunset. The road passes near his little summer-
house, and it was at this point that on his last drive
the aged pontiff stopped the carriage, and raising
himself, looked long over the Eternal City lying
below him, with the Alban Hills rising far beyond.
Pius IX. used to ride here on his white mule, and
the present Pope walks here nearly every day.

Past a rough grotto fountain on the slope of
the hill, the road leads downward to the lower and
more formal part of the garden, past a fine wall
fountain, where the water spouts in jets and stars

over the brown lip of a basin fringed with maiden-
hair fern. As we look at the water gushing from
the rocks we may recall that it was brought here
in its plenty by Trajan, after a terrible inundation
led him to restrain and turn the Tiber. This,
according to Falda's old book of gardens of 1640'
went by the name of Fontana delli Torri, and from
it the path winds to the entrance to a httle palm
garden, which of old was the garden of the simples.
Immediately below is the entrance to the nucleus,
the most beautiful spot in the garden, the Casino
of Pius IV., the Villa Pia, the chef d\mvre of the
famous architect Pirro Ligorio, built with material
taken from the stadium of Domitian \\\ Piazza
Navona.

A stone-paved courtyard is set round with low
walls and seats, above which are ranged stone vases,

in which grow stiff yet graceful aloes
; at either

end is a beautiful porch-like recess, the arch of
which is filled by a great, graceful shell decoration,

and the sides have busts set in niches, the whole
decorated in the rich and fanciful style of the

Renaissance with delicate painting and stucco-work.
On one side is a large garden-house, airy, yet wdth
a certain stateliness, its fa9ade rich and dainty with
wreaths and bas-reliefs. The walls within are

painted with gay medalHons by Zuccaro, Baroccio,

and Santi di Tito. Here are two ancient mosaics,

one representing a hunt, the other a bacchanalian
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dance, rjid some old terra-cotta pictures, which
once adorned tlie Borgia apartments and were placed

here by Canova. Among the antiques is a Hermes,
a little statue of j^^sop, a helmeted Minerva, busts

ot emperors, and a sleeping Genius. Ch arming pNIII

ride sea-horses on the balustrade, and a fountain in

the middle is flanked by two more playing with

dolphins. Over all looms the great dome, filling

the eye and the mind with its overwhelming size

and significance. It is such a summer garden as

the old painters loved to place their monks and

Fathers in, holding a sa/ita conversazione in the

evening of a soutliern suinmer. Here Pius IV.,

who loved an easy, simple, outdoor life, used to

converse with his nephew and chief adviser, S. Carlo

Borromeo. Here he assembled round him all the

men of his time who
their virtue and talents, and held those

Vaticane " meetings at which at first poetry and

philosophy were discussed, but which, after the

necessity for Church reform became apparent both

to the Pope and S. Carlo, were entirely devoted

to the discussion of sacred subjects. Wiien the

luxurious court of Leo X. was the centre of artistic

were distinguished for

Notte

and literary life, the witty and pleasure-loving Pope

held banquets and gave concerts in these gardens,

and a circle, to which ladies were admitted,

listened to music and recitations of poets on these

benches and beneatli the shade of the pines and

ilexes.

Leaving the palazzetto by a broad flight of

steps, more box-clipped hedges and long walks lead

to a huge formal garden, to which Falda assigns the

somewhat inappropriate name of the "secret garden."

It is laid out with box-edged flower-beds, statues,

lemon and orange trees in terra-cotta vases, and has

four large fountains.

A more interesting spot is the inner garden, or

the Giardino della Pigna, which is entered by a

door at the end of the long gallery of the Museo
Chiaramonti, but its shrubs and flowers have been

destroyed to make room for a column to the Council

of 1870.

In front of the semi-circular niche of Bramante

is set up the famous pigna, or giant fir cone,

lift, high, which was beheved to Iiave formed

the apex of the mausoleum of Hadrian, or, as

some antiquarians hold, was the central ornament

of a fountain, perhaps of the Lake of Agrippa in

Camipus Martins. Pope Symmachus early in the

sixth century placed it over the fountain he had

made, in front of the ancient basilica. It vv^as still

a

the

there in the time of Dante, who, describin

giant's head which he saw througli the mist in

last circle of hell, says : .

" La faccia mi parea longa e grossa,

Come !a pina di S. Pietro in Roma."
—/;;/. xxxi.,

It bears the name of the bronze-founder who cast

it, " P. Ciucivis, P. L. Calvivs, fecit." The marble

pedestal on which it stands is a much later work,

though also Roman, and very probably was brought

from the Antonine baths of Caracalla.

The two graceful bronze peacocks, which stand

on either side, mav have belonged to the tomb of

a Roman empress. The peacock, the bird of Juno,

was the symbol of the apotheosis of an empress, and

one was loosed when the funeral pyre was lighted,

as an eagle, a bird of Jove, for an emperor.

Behind the pigna is placed the splendid base

of the column of Antoninus Pius, found in 1709 at

Monte Citorio, with a bas-relief of a winge'd Genius

guiding the emperor and Faustina to Olympus.

This column was a memorial erected by the

emperor's two adopted sons, Marcus Aurelius and

Lucius Verus.

Returning to the great garden, and traversing

the broad terrace, we come to still other long walks,

tunnelled in close-growing ilex, dark and shady on

the hottest day. Here is an aviary with peacocks

and gold pheasants, and an enclosure where great

black mountain goats bound out. Tall iron gates

lead to a narrow terraced garden running round the

palace. Here are greenhouses and rows of watering-

pots, bearing the initials P. P. M. (Pius Pontus

Max), newly painted, and flights of steps, above

whicli wistaria flings its lilac arches, and belovv^ the

Belvedere is the entrance to the gently sloping

passage, up which Pope Julius II. used to ride his

mule to the upper storey of the palace. Here, in a

wide fountain basin, is set Bernini's beautiful bronze

ihip, executed for Paul V. It is still in good

preservation ; its hull is decorated with mermaids,

and cupids play in and out of the I'igging. Its

flag flies gaily, and an admiral gives orders through

a speaking trumpet on its deck. The little cannon

grin through the portholes, but its sails are furled.

The ship of the Church, it has lain quietly at

anchor here for more tlian 200 years. It has seen

the impertinent new buildings outside climb up to

look over into its sacred enclosure, for here we
are close above the town, and the Kingdom of the

Vatican comes to an end v/ith this long wall.
^
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VILLA BORGHESE,
ROME

THE end of the sixteenth and beginning of

the seventeenth centuries in Rome saw

the creation of the greater part of the

modern aristocracy. With the one excep-

tion of the Farnese, no Pope of the Renaissance had

founded a great family, but now came the period

of nepotism, and each successive Pope was ambitious

of founding a princely House. Great Roman
families were established, and the magniticent

palaces and villas required by these, with their

unbounded taste for pomp and display, spread

over vast sites, till then covered by mean build-

ings or gardens and vineyards. The family of

Borghese was one of the earliest to rise into

splendour. It was in 1605 that Camillo Borghese

was raised to the papal throne as Paul V., and the

splendid patron of art to whom we owe the villa

was born in 1 576. Scipione Caffarelli was the

Pope's nephew on his sister's side. He had been

brought up at Perugia, where his wit and versatility

raised the highest expectations, and immediately

on his uncle's accession he was sent for to the

Vatican. The Pope formally adopted him, giving

him the name and arms of the Borghese ; he was

created a Cardinal, and at once assumed the superin-

tendence of the palace, the direction of politics and

management of State affairs. In April, 1608, the

State archives notice that Cardinal Scipione Bor-

ghese intends to establish a grand villa outside

Porta Pinciana, and in the following years we more

than once find Pope Paul giving him " another

vineyard " to add to it.

The nucleus was a small vineyard lying along

the long western wall, called Muro Torto, which

had belonged to the family before Camillo's acces-

In the year 1612 the church benefices

conferred on the Cardinal were computed to secure

him an income of 150,000 scudi. , The Pope

loaded him with presents, jewels, vessels of silver,

and magnificent furniture. It is only fair to recol-

lect that he and the Pope rivalled one another in

acts of generosity and munificence towards others.

Cardinal Scipione was deeply beloved. His

gentleness and courtesy, his kindness of heart,

gained him the title of " the delight of Rome."

The gossiping archives of the time constantly

mention instances of his goodness and his popularity.

sion.

A lady, whose daughter is shamefully ill-treated

by her husband, appeals to him in heartrending

distress, another lays before him all the details of

a lawsuit, poets dedicate their works to him, ambas-

sadors come to see his latest acquisitions. He was

one of the earliest and most generous patrons of

Bernini, who has left us two splendid portrait busts,

of him, which are now in the Accademia in

Venice. Here we have the great prelate of the

seventeenth century, as he swept through the marble

halls of his palace m robe and /?/retta of crimson

silk : the urbane, pleasure-loving patron of the fine

arts, the easy, courteous host. Here is his ample

face and form, his dignified bearing; the eyes are

small and piercing, yet good-tempered, the nose

coarse, the mouth large and genial, the countenance

has a look of power and large kindliness.

His first idea in making the villa seems to

have been the wish to have a place of his own

outside the city to which he could invite Court

personages and distinguished foreigners. He had

already acquired an estate at Frascatl, and had there

built a superb villa; but as Secretary of State, he

found it dIfHcult to go' there frequently, much more

so to transport there the ecclesiastics of the Sacred

College, the Roman nobility, the foreign ambas-

sadors, and the Court ladies who made up the

society in which he dehghted. He designed it

also in a measure for the benefit of the Roman
people, to whom It was often opened.

Scipione Borghese died in 1633, leaving all his

possessions to his brother, Marc Antonio, who had

been created Prince of Sulmona. In succeeding

years there are continual records of vineyards and

pieces of land being bought and thrown into the

grounds. The Borghese princes always reserved

the right to close it on certain days, but about

1828 it became looked upon almost as a public

resort. In that year its owner complains of damage

done to the fountains, and it was closed for a time,

but was again opened at the urgent request of

Cardinal Aldobrandini. In 1832 permission was

given to open a restaurant, splendid public fetes

were held there, and by 1865 it was thrown open

on six days of the week. When an attempt was

made to close it in 1884 the public rebelled, and

the papers declared that the populace, citizens,
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artists, strangers, the Court, the King and Queen,
were all mortified and inconvenienced. For some
tinic it was subject to capricious regulations, and
It is a matter for congratuhition that the largest
and most splendid garden of Rome, which bounds
the whole of one side of the city, is at length
freely thrown open as the property of the nation.^

Among those persons who succeeded the old
Cardinal, the best remembered is, perhaps, Pauline,
the sister of JNapoleon '

I., who married Don
Camillo Borghese in 1803. Silvagni, in his " Corte
Romana," gives us a vivid description of her, her
passion for dress, her beauty, white and transparent
with Greek profile, hair done in curls a la Grecque,
her sylph-like form. In spite of her frivolity she
was full of wit and dehcacy, and all smiles and soft
words, and was universally beloved. Her statue
by Canova as Venus Yincitrice, almost unclothed,
is conspicuous in the villa, and at the time was
declared to be worthy of Phidias. The story is

well known of her being asked if she had not
found posing in " the altogether " very disagreeable,
and her reply, " Why should I ? The room was well
warmed!". The Duchess d'Abrantes, who knew
her well, declares in her memoirs that she was
quite as beautiful as the statue.

Early \n the nineteenth century Charles IV.,
the abdicated King of Spain, had rooms in the
villa, a miserable creature, with a wife of whom
the Duchess d'Abrantes writes that ''she knew not
how to be wife or guilty woman, or mother
sovereign."

A more sympathetic memory that haunts these
halls and woods is that of Lady Gwendohne Talbot,
who in 1835 became the wife of a later Caimllo
Borghese, and whose charity, simphcity, culture,
and kindness made a deep impression on Rome,
where she was worshipped during her short mar-
ried hfe. Silvagni gives a charming description of
her. Fair, with great brown eyes, delicate profile,

smiling mouth, and masses of chestnut hair. She
helped the poor, befriended and found dowries for
orphans, work for able-bodied women, and her
courage and charity during a visitation of cholera
were long remembered. She was the delight of
her husband and the admiration of society, which,
corrupt as it was, was still able to appreciate her
angelic purity. In October, 1840, the villa was,
according to custom, thrown open to the people,
and a fete was held there. Lady Gwendoline was
full of life, superintending the games, her delightful
smile ready to greet all her friends. The following
day she had a sore throat, but after two days'
illness was sufficiently recovered to sit up in bed
^and breakfist with her husband, whose anxiety was
quite reassured. Later in the day the doctor came
and found mischief hitherto unsuspected, and it

was broken to her that she had only a few hours
to live. In the midst of the anguish at parting
with her husband and her four little children, she
kept up his courage and her own and showed the
utmost resignation. Rome was in consternation.

or

and the mourning for her was universal. Her
husband was beside himself with %y\'^'^, and the
tragedy was not complete ; in a few days three
o{ the children had followed their mother the
last was with difficulty saved.

In later days the Borghese family was ruined
by building speculations, and, after three hundred
and eighty years of sumptuous splendour, the villa

was sold to the State for 3,000,000 lire. A writer
in 1700, MontelaticI, says that the grounds were
divided into four parts : The Giardino Boscareccio,
which embraced the whole piece from the entrance
at Porta Pinciana to the Fountain of Horses and
included the palace itself; the piano della Pros^
pettina, the stretch at the back of the villa, where
there is a fine view towards Tivoh ; the park, or
middle part, including the Giardino del Lago ; and
the garden of Muro Torto, reaching to the west wall
and going down to the Piazza del Popolo entrance.
Broad, smooth carriage-drives make a complete
circuit of the grounds and traverse them at intervals.
Casinos, of two storeys, are placed in various parts
and serve as park lodges, and there were many httle
buildings scattered about which have disappeared.

The slopes are rich in woods, here park-like
meadow stretches, groups of oaks and elms, there
close, fine turf under pines and cypresses. We
find all the union of art and nature which gives
to Italian pleasure-grounds their peculiar fascination.
"The ilex trees," says Hawthorne in "Transforma-
tion," " so ancient and time-honoured are they, seem
to have Hved for ages undisturbed. It has already
passed out of their dreamy old memories that only
a few yea^rs ago they were grievously imperilled
by the Gaul's last assault upon the walls of
1^*=^'^^

• • never was there a more venerable
quietude than that which sleeps among their shel-
tering boughs

; never a sweeter sunshine than
that which gladdens the gentle gloom which these
leafy patriarchs diffuse over the swelling and
subsiding lawns.

"In other parts of the grounds the stone
pines lift their dense clumps upon a slender
length of stem, so high that they look hke green
islands in the air, flinging down a shadow on the
turf so far off' that you scarcely know which tree
has made it . . . there is enough oi human
care bestowed long ago and still bestowed, to
prevent wildness growing to deformity, and ' the
result is an ideal landscape, a woodland scene that
seems to have been projected out of the poet's
mind. If the ancient Faun could reappear any-
where, it must surely be in such a scene as this."

Imitation classic ruins are constructed here
and there out of the ancient materials which
abounded everywhere. The woodland is broken
up by groups of interest. Mounting up from the
Piazza del Popolo you reach an open space, guarded
by two obelisks of red Egyptian granite, stone seats

are set round against a low wall, a stone lion keeps
guard above, and one tall cypress stands sentinel.

Here is the entrance to the " Garden of the Lake "
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the most popular corner of the groutids. The
enclosure is gay with flowers, hrilUant in the spring

with purple Judas trees. Tlie lake itself is very

pretty, with its swans and its pseudo-Greek temple

reflected in the water. Fine sarcophagi and tombs

are placed under the old trees, and in spring the

glades are blue with ground ivy and bluebells.

From the side of the lake a bridge crosses

the road, far below, to a wild bit of the garden

wdiere there is a beautiful grove of stone pines,

and where once was the " seraglio of the lions,"

and there the keeper's cottage is still in use.

Opposite the entrance to the garden, a long

avenue leads to a beautiful little Tempietto, its

slender columns and cupola gleaming silver grey

against the dark foliage. The valley below is

filled by the circus, a model of a Roman race-

course, set round with rows of stone seats rising

one above another. Here, under the shadow of

immemorial pines, the Roman populace gathers to

watch races and contests. Many thousands are easily

accommodated, and on a lovely spring day there

are few pleasanter ways of enjoying an open-air

show. Usually, however, it is quiet enough,

nurses and children, or quiet walkers stray under

the trees, or a group of young priests play football

in the arena.

Delightful fountains are scattered through the

woods ; one of the most conspicuous is " the

Horses," placed where several broad roads converge.

The tiers of trickling basins are supported on the

heads of horses tossed backwards, with flowing,

curly manes and dolphins' tails, and the water

spouts in bold carves from between their moss-

grown fore feet and falls into a broad basin. This

is the fashionable drive, and motor-cars gather

here, and the smart carriages of the Roman ladies

roll past through the long spring afternoons.

Only a stone's throw off, down below, under giant

ilex avenues like cathedral aisles, is a tall, slender

fountain, set in a dim, religious light, where,

even on a bright day, the sunlight can only strike

through in shafts. The banks around are blue

with sweet violets when March begins, and the

nightingales sing under the rich, green velvet

branches of the old trees.

In this part of the hoscareccio and in the

adjoining " park " were formerly situated the

" seraglio of the tortoises," the " seraglio of the

gazelles," the " wood for hunting thrushes," and

the " Ragnaia," or enclosure for coursing hares.

Numbers of animals were kept in the park :

deer, goats, Indian pigs, ostriches, peacocks, swans,

and ducks, and small birds were as legitimate an

object of the chase as they are to-day in Italy.

And so we mount up to the nucleus of it

all, the casino or pleasure-house which the princely

Cardinal built to entertain his guests in, but which

was yet only a summer-house and never a home,

for the dread malaria forbade its being dwelt in,

save very occasionally. " If you come hither in

summer and stray through these glades in the

golden sunset, fever walks arm-in-arm with you,

and death awaits you at the end of the dim vista,"

The gay house of the courtly prelate is some-

thing of a fairy palace. It is set in a courtyard,

with flights of steps, balustrades of travertine and

fountains, and everywhere we see the dragon and

the crowned eagle, the arms of the " most excellent

House of Borghese." We must try to forget the

act of vulgar vandalism, by which the original

balustrade was torn away to adorn a millionaire's

villa on the Thames and an imitation substituted.

The villa, built from designs by Giovanni

Vasanzio, or Fiamingo, the Fleming, is a stucco

edifice with two small square towers and a fa9ade

enriched with moulded garlands, niches with busts

and statues, projecting eaves and a fine wrought-

iron grille. Passing to the left you reach a gateway

where tall iron gates admit to the garden front.

On either side of the entrance are two long

enclosures which were called " the secret gardens."

Each has an aviary at one end, now falhng into

ruin, silent fountains and moss-grown fruit trees,

and nowhere do the violets cluster so thickly. It

is painful to record that this year the old walls

are torn down, the secret gardens thrown open,

and modern iron railings placed round them.

The stretch beliind the villa was that called the

Prospettina, and through old ilexes scattered on

the grass you come to a quaint pleasaunce which

it is easy to believe was a favourite resort of the

Cardinal and his guests. A semi-circular space is

bounded on the north by a long ornamental wall,

built with pillars, niches, vases, and bas-rehefs from

old sarcophagi, and reached by flights of steps are

windows through which to view the distant "pros-

pect," where Soracte shows blue against the horizon.

This spot is approached by an ilex avenue guarded

by stately terminal figures, and raised seats are placed

round, for the place was a sort of open-air theatre.

We can well imagine the courtly gallants, the laughing

ladies in be-ribboned brocades, the purple and rose-

red of ecclesiastical robes against this background

of rich grey-green. So, too, on the wide greensward

under the garden front of the villa, we can picture

that old-world life. Here the grass is still fresh,

and signs of care remain. A fountain, guarded by a

dejected nymph, plays languidly into an immense

shallow basin, on the edge of which cactuses grow

in stone vases. Round about, against a circle of

ilexes, are placed some forty or fifty pedestals,

bearing ancient wine-vases, statues, antiques or

copies, and terminal figures. Many of the fountains

have disappeared. Gone is the great fountain of

Narcissus, with a life-size figure of the youth in

bronze, copied from an antique marble. Clumps

of oleanders make a rosy gleam in summer, other-

wise the effect of the crumbling grey stone against

the dark foliage is soft and solemn. What groups

have gathered here in the hot summer days !

Ladies, such as Bronzino shows us, with their

cavaliers, beaux in powder and patches, of Goldoni's

and Pietro Longhi's day, Pauline and her friends in
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tlicir scanty, short-waisted Empire frocks, and the

men in Jacobin costumes, Robespierre hats, and long
hair and canes. Lingering here at sunset, when
all is hushed, for a moment you may still see

the wave of feathers and fans, may hear the rattle

of scabbards, the echo of light laughter, the click

of high-heeled shoes, and catch a glimpse of those

bowing, smiling, vanishing visions, which the

statues seem still to watch with their blank eyes.

There is no space to tell of the marble halls

within, frescoed by Zucchero or Archita of Lucca,
a favourite artist of the day. The old museum was
sold to Napoleon I., and the antique statues collected

by Cardinal Scipione, when every dealer in Rome
brought him his best trouvaille^ made the chief

nucleus of the Louvre gallery. Much of the present

collection has been transferred from the Borghese
palace. There still remain the groups ordered from
Bernini, the rising young sculptor about whom all

Rome was going wild. Pauline is here as Venus
Triumphant. Upstairs are gems of Perugino and
Francia, none sweeter than that little panel of

St. Stephen kneeling in robe of vivid carmine which

+

copyists toil after in vain. The Cardinal bought
Raphael's famous Deposition from the monks of

San Francesco, in Perugia, in spite of the expostula-

tions of the descendants of the Baglioni, who had
placed it there. Last and best of all, we come to

that noble masterpiece of Titian, one of the most
famous pictures of the world, a picture for which
Prince Borghese could have got as much, had
free sale been allowed, as he was paid for the villa

and all its contents.

Call it what you will, Medea, sacred and
profine love, Art and Nature, it remains the very
embodiment of the religion of beauty. The rich

Italian sunshine bathes the country-side, the foun-

tain sparkles against the mellow marble, the rose

leaves drop lazily one by one, the cupid frolics

with the water, the little censer burns away in

the blue and breathless air, the fair women dream
for ever of love in idleness. It breathes the whole
spirit of Italy and the very air of the Renais-

sance ; dreamlike, joyous, sad, with the remem-
brance of things long past, its possession is a fittin'*-

crown to the enchantments of this enchanted palace.
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GARDENS OF THE QUIRINAL,

ROME.

THE long, central garden, of which passers-by

can catch a glimpse beyond the guarded

gates, runs the whole width of the grounds,

and is flanked on either side by towering

walls of close-clipped box and bay. These must

be at least thirty feet high and of great width,

with shady roads cut within them. Huge old ilex

trees p-row at intervals and throw their distorted

black arms in all directions. These are more than

three hundred years old, and are part of the garden

which was originally planted here by Ippolito,

Cardinal of Este, adjoining his town house ; his

country seat being Villa d'Este at Tivoli. These

long and lofty bocages map out the garden, and

between their ranks are lawns and parterres and the

most goodly show of palm trees to be seen any-

where in Italy, unless it may be in Villa Pamphilj

Doria.

clasp their trunks. The garden is full of old Roman
and Renaissance remains—sarcophagi, garden figures,

and vases. A ^v\^ old marble sundial is conspicuous

in one of the square gardens, and in another part

there is a large low basin and a fountain where

water nymphs sport upon the rocks, and eight or

ten groups of arums make a circle round them,

among the goldfish. A great part of the garden

has been turned into a riding-ground, which of

course cannot be anythino- but unsi2;htlv, and

The larger ones would take two men to

looking upon this is the paiaz-zina in which are

the apartments occupied by the Royal Family, at the

opposite end of the garden from the palace proper.

The garden is bounded at this end by a high erection

of wall with balconies, along the facade of which
are ranged long terra-cotta flower-boxes, from which
hang masses of rose-coloured ivy geraniums, forming

a brilliant curtain upon the creamy background.

It is absolutely quiet in the Royal garden.

Nothing can be heard, to tell that it is in the heart

of a great capital. The distant chime of bells,

the twittering of birds, are tlie only sounds that

reach one's ears. In the grounds are several

casinos ; a pretty, bark-covered summer-house has

lately been built for the Royal children, who pass

a great part of every day playing in the garden.

They keep their toys in a simply-furnished room
opening on a stone piazza, which is evidently a

favourite play-place, to judge by the debris left

lying from the morning's games, the whips and

bricks and the dolls' feast laid out on a bench

and decorated with berries and birds' feathers. A
charming little parterre runs along the terrace,

which overlooks the distant town and is fenced

in by rose hedges on one side and on another by

masses of sweet peas trained to make a thick

wall of shaded colour. From the terrace, on which

are groups of garden statuary, one seems to look

over all Rome, with St. Peter's towering on the

Vatican hill, and the fortress of Monte Mario
rising to the west. If you lean over the balustrade

the remains of a huge grotto is to be seen in the

courtyard below with an organ fountain, evidently

a relic of the old pleasure-ground of Cardinal

d'Este, and which recalls the similar erections with

which he decorated the slopes of Tivoli.

Felice Peretti, when he quarrelled with all the

monks of Naples in the sixteenth century, came
to Rome, and, being very learned, was set to expound

the Fathers to the Abbot of SS. Apostoli, the

monastery which lies just below the hill. He
remained a long time as his guest, and the abbot

and the imperious monk formed a firm friendship.

No doubt they often walked in the Colonna

Gardens, and Peretti, when he became Sixtus V.

in 1585, had learned to love the high, healthy

air of the Quirinal hill. Gregory XIII. had

already begun building there, and Sixtus carried

on and extended his plans, and so built the palace

in which till 1870 the Popes lived for a part of

every year. It was already a favourite site for

gardens. Besides those of Cardinal d'Este, Cardinal

part of where
Via XX. Settembre now runs. It was Carafa

who first recognised the beauty of the group
known as Pasquino, and set it upon tliat pedestal

to which those witty lampoons and satirical

epigrams were affixed, which have made the name
of the statue famous in every language. It

,
soon

after became the fashion to build summer palaces

on the Quirinal hill, as being healthier than low
Rome, and safer than going beyond the walls.

Sixtus V. died here, and since his time twenty-one
other Popes have died at the Quirinal, each making
the curious bequest of his heart and viscera to

the Church of SS. Vincent and Anastasius.

Carafa's gardens stretched along
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THE GARDENS OF ITALY.

It is strange to think how quiet these gardens
were lying on the day when Pius IX. made his
famous proclamation from the great balcony of the
Quirinal. It was in 1846, and men are still living
who' recall the frenzy of joy and hope and enthu-
siasm which his announcement of a political
amnesty aroused. The piazza in front of the
palace was thronged with a vast crowd, whose
shouts of ."Viva il Papa Re !" must have penetrated
to these shady walks. As still and peaceful it lay in
the midst of the excited city, with the birds singin^'-

r

in its ilex groves, on that great day in 1870, when
a detachment of soldiers, with a smith and his
assistants, marched to the doors of the palace, and
with only a few scattered spectators looking on,'

forced the doors and took possession for the King
of Italy. What angels of Hope and Justice
and Liberty entered with them ! May they
guard the little black-eyed great-grandson, who
will soon be toddling underneath the ancient
shades_ and feeding the goldfish in the time-worn
fountains.

. /
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A FEATURE OF THE GARDEN.
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V LLA MED CI,

ROME.

THERE is no building in Rome more familiar

dian the great cream-coloured villa, with
its two small square towers, which rises

on the Pincian hill against the rich green
background of ilex and stone pine, and looks out
over the city, across the close-cut grove, under
which the fountain splashes into its wide, brown
basin, and where St. Peter's is framed in that

famous sunset view, the purple dome against the

flaming sky.

Twice a week the heavy gate turns on its

hinges to admit visitors ; the surly old guard, a

French ex-soldier, passes you in. You are on
French territory, and you pass up the shadowy
way, dark even on a summer's day, the guest of the

French Academy. To approach the villa, a broad

walk runs along a terrace, bounded by a low wall,

which in spring and summer is a mass of pink
monthly roses. Part of it is now shut in by over-

grown trees, but part is kept, as no doubt it all

was originally, as a sort of quarter-deck from
which to enjoy the prospect to the full. The
view from the Villa Medici is not more magni-
ficent to the eye than it is suggestive to the

mind. It is the centre of a panorama of

Rome, and from it almost every point of

interest may be discerned—monuments, palaces,

and churches, the Colosseum in the distance,

even the far-ofF aqueducts and the horizon line of

mountains. The seven hills may be counted, the

columns marked, and Hadrian's mausoleum ; and,

above all, your attention is claimed by the dome,

which seems to be of the city, yet always to rise

above every other building. The most beautiful

position in Rome was well chosen by Lucullus, by

Domitian, by Sallust, for their pleasure gardens.

A votive _^tablet discovered in 1868 proves that the

site of the villa formed part of the gardens of the

Acilii Glabriones, a family conspicuous in Roman
history from the time of the battle of Thermopyke,

and of whom two, Maximus Acilius and Priscilla,

embraced Christianity about a.d. 152, and were

buried in the Catacomb of Priscilla on the Via

Salaria. In the e'li'dens of Lucullus, avenues of

carefully-cut ilexes, bay, and cypress over-shadowed

fountains, and were grouped round temples, shrines,

and porticoes garlanded with roses and jasmine.

There stood that marvellous Hall of Apollo,

wherein Lucullus once feasted Cicero and Pompey
at a cost of 50,000 drachms. Near by, it was,

that Messalina took desperate refuge, and heard

the garden gates behind her being broken down
by the centurion Euodus, who came to make an

end of her. On the site of the gardens of

Sallust, the millionaire historian, the statue ot the

dying Gaul was found.

On the eastern side, the villa garden is built

upon the very walls of Rome, those walls of

Aurelian which were stormed at this point by the

Goths, and a gate opened by traitors, when the

villa of Sallust was given over to fire and sword,

and when its flaming towers gave the light to

guide the conquerors to the first sack of Rome.
On the south, the ground slopes down by gentle

degrees in gardens and terraces, and adjoins that to

which long ages ago the old senator, Pincius, gave

his name, and which is still the favourite promenade
of the Romans. From the height of the eastern

wall we look down on those slopes where Alaric

marshalled his army of Goths, and where on a later

day was pitched the camp of Beli sarins and the

Byzantine host. Procopius says, " The greater part

of these buildings remain half-burnt, even now in

my time." The beauty of those famous gardens

perished in 410.

In the fifteenth century the ground on which
the villa now stands was partly in the possession of

Catherine de Medici and partly in that of Cardinal

Ricci of Montepulciano, and the deed by which
Catherine made it entirely hers is still in the

possession of the Ricci family in Rome, In 1540
Ricci had laid the first stone of the new building,

but its accomplishment was left to Ferdinand de

Medici, one of those ecclesiastical princes of the

Renaissance whose dearest occupation it was to

collect the precious remains of antiquity to adorn

those delicious villas which remain among the chief

charms of Italy. Ferdinand finished it, adorned it

with antiques, with paintings and sculpture, planted

groups of ilex and myrtle, added fountains, and
finally gave it his name.

This prince, who afterwards succeeded his

brother as Grand Duke of Tuscany, was one of

the mos.t remarkable persons of his ' age. He
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was made a Cardinal at fifteen, and as he grew
up so used the influence of Jiis position that lie

practically governed the papal states during the

reign of Gregory XIII. When Ferdinand left

Rome for Tuscany, the historian Galluzzi writes

ot him : " If Florence rejoiced at the coming of

her prince, Rome groaned at losing him. His
kindness, his humanity, his devotion in the time
of public calamity, the emulation which his

generous actions woke in all around, had made
him the object of the people's love and reverence.

His disinterested character, his far-seeing intelli-

gence, made him- looked upon as the most
powerful personage in Rome. No one knew
better how to combat the indolence of Pope
Gregory, or to moderate the impulses of Sixtus V.
His noble air and natural gaiety made him
universally beloved. There was always room at

his table for men of letters, who he recompensed
generously." He established in Rome a hbrary

'

and a printing-press for Eastern literature. He
was one of the principal patrons of Gian Bologna,
the famous French sculptor, who worked in Italy,

and whose beautiful bronze Mercury used to stand
in the vestibule of the villa. This great prince,

who, after a happy and glorious reign, died in

Florence in 1608, at the age of fifty-nine years,
was one of the best examples of those ecclesias-

tical lords who headed the movement in favour
of arts and letters in the sixteenth centurv.

In a work dated 1750, Pietro Rossini gives us
a description of the villa, when it was probably
much in the same state as when Ferdinand died.
He tells us of the colossal statue of Rome, that
statue which, it is supposed, was one of those which
the flames spared when Sallust's villa was burnt, and
which, through all changes and vicissitudes, has
presided over the garden as it does to-day. He
speaks of "fourteen statues representing the story of
Niobe" (he means the fiimous " Niobe and Her
Children," now in the Pitti Palace). He speaks of
the wood of ilexes through which you ascend to

that height, which tradition says was once the
Temple of the Sun

; and the sixty steps are still

there, though the fountain constructed by the Duke
of Tuscany no longer exists. Of the splendid lions

which stood there, and are now in Florence, one is

an antique and one from the hand of Flaminia
Wcca. Under the loggia stood statues and the
famous Medici vase. The great hall contained a

Ganymede, an Apollo, two Venuses, a table designed
by Michael Angelo, and among the pictures were
a Titian and two by Andrea del Sarto. Another
gallery had forty-five antique marbles, busts, and
statues. Above the balcony window was an
alabaster bas-rehef of Constantine the Great.
Another writer tells of an obelisk, a porphyry
bath, and reports that the ceilings of the second
storey were decorated by Sebastian del Piombo.
In this chamber to-day are only wooden panels,
but in others the paintings, less precious, of
Tempesta and the Zuccari still remain.

tect,

capitals

gallery

Annibale Lippl seems accepted as the archi-

and has borrowed some ideas—the Ionic

of the garden loggia, the garlands, the

•from Michael Angelo. The loggia is

untuio-

upheld by six antique columns, two of granite and

four of dpoUino^ of such beauty tliat it is difficult

to match them, even in Rome.
The outside of the villa, fronting the city, has

granite columns, and the great door has a casing

of beaten Iroii, fastened with a thousand round-

headed nails. In this sturdy envelope may be

descried three deep holes, which it is said were
made by bullets fired from the Castle of St. Angelo,

not in time oi war, but as a joke, by order of
Queen Christina of Sweden, who had promised to

awake the master of the villa by " knocking at

his door " to hid him make one of a h

party.

In the villa, above all, once stood the famous
Venus de Medici. She w^as exiled to Florence in

1665. It was the one memorable act in a x^v^w of

one month of Innocent XL, who was persuaded
that the statue was inimical to morality, and ought
to be removed from the eyes of Rome. We can

imagine a little what the villa was like in its great

days by saying that what we now see are the

remains of one hundred and twenty-eight statues,

fifty-four busts, eight urns or sarcophagi, twenty-
eight bas-reliefs, and thirty-one columns of marble.

The little chapel of St. Gaetano, which to-day
is occupied as a studio, in the north-west corner,
received its name from the founder of the Order of
Oratorians, who, in the fifteenth centurv, took refuge
here with his disciples during the sack of Rome.
Discovered by the Spanish soldiers, who were
hunting for treasure, he was terribly tortured at

their hands. They then seized the Father Paoletto,
and hung him by the hair from a tree in the
garden. He attributed his preservation to a vow
which he made to St. Fran9ois de Paul.

I'^ ^ ^33-34 f'le palace served as an asylum
to the immortal Gahleo, at the time when he had
to give an account of his system before the
Inquisition. When he discovered

,
the sateUites of

Jupiter he had given them the name of " Stars
of the Medici," and so earned the gratitude and
powerful protection of the House. Marie de
Medici, afterwards Queen of Henry IV., passed here
a part of her youth. Her room was on the second
storey, with windows looking south upon the town.
In 1770 the Emperor Joseph 11. and his brother,
the Grand Duke Leopold of the House of Lorraine,
sojourned here for a time, but it was no longer
owned by the Medici, and Lorraine and Austria
were masters of Tuscany when the great House of
Medici flickered out in 1737.

Long before this its splendours had diminished.
All depended on one family, and followed the
fortunes of its destiny. Towards the end of the
seventeenth century the splendour of the Medici
concentrated on Florence, and as one Grand Duke
succeeded another he thought less of the villa, or
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VILLA MEDICI.

only thought of it to despoil It. Niobe and her
children were taken to Florence

; the two lions
went to the Loggia dei Lanzi ; the Mercury, the
Cleopatra, the vase, all the most precious treasures
vanished. In 1798 the Neapolitans pillaged its

halls, and the little that was left became less. In
1 80 1 it passed by negotiation to the Grand Duke
of Parma, and two years later it became the
property of the French Academy, the Directors of
which have done much to restore its beauty.

At every step you come across some beauty
of Nature or of Art. Tlie whole shrubbery and
.garden is set in marvellous hedges of chpped box,
above which towers the dark velvet of stone
pines, sarcophagi serve as basins to the fountains,
crumbling stntues gleam from niches cut in the
thick greenery, huge ancient receptacles for oil or
wine stand on pedestals, vases and tubs of lemon
trees are placed on richly-carved capitals of broken
columns. In front of the garden entrance is a

broad gravelled court, in the midst of which is

set a fountain overgrown with arum lilies
; beyond

it lies a formal garden, where oleanders glow rosy
in the summer and magnolias make the air heavy
with perfume. A charming statue of a dreamino-

Eros is placed here upon an old tomb. At the
entrance to a long alley, between two columns,
supporting an architrave, which once sheltered a

famous statue of Cleopatra, is now placed an antique

statue ot Apollo, which has been restored by the

addition of a most beautiful head, said to be of

Meleager, and attributed to the hand of Scopas

himself. Standing beneath the graceful canopy,

with roses rioting all round it, and the dark ilexes

as a background, this statue is one of the most
striking features of the garden. Velasquez has left

two interesting sketches, which are now in Madrid,

of the long gallery in the garden, and a fountain

with ilexes.

Within the villa it is possible to descend a stair

to the depth of 80ft., to where, beneath a heavy

vault, tiow the crystal waters of the Acqua Virga,

Vv'hich rises eight miles trom Rome, and feeds many
ot the fountains.

For a hundred years the history of the villa has

been bound up with that of the French Academy.

A tine bronze bust beneath the gallery commemo-
rates M. Suvee, the Director at whose suggestion

the villa was bought. The Act is dated May i8th,

1803, and Is signed for France in the name of the

First Consul oF the Republic. M. Suvee writes at

the end of the year :
" I have just transferred the

establishment to the new palace ; nothing is ready

for us, but the impatience of the students, as well as

my own, made It impossible to put it off longer."

The French Academy was founded by
Louis XIV. in 1 648 at the Instigation of the

great Minister Colbert. Its annals show a long list

of famous names, among them Gaspard and Nicolas

Poussain, Horace Vernet, Boucher, Fragonard,

David, Ingres, Corot. To-day it maintains twenty-
four students who have gained the Prix de Rome,
and who live here for four years, with a studio and
an ample allowance, besides extra sums for materials

and travelling. All the students dine together In a

large hall, hung with portraits of the former
members for a hundred years past. The splendid

library is hung with exquisite Gobelins tapestry, the

gift of Louis XIV., and his statue and that of

Louis XVIII. stand in one of the salons. The
tapestries, which are from designs by Raphael and
his pupils, had long lain in some obscure corner, but
were unearthed by the painter Ingres, and it was
Ingres who fastened to the walls so many classic

fragments, and who placed plaster models of the old

statues upon the pedestals. Copies of the lions and
of Gian Bologna's Mercury have been placed where
the originals formerly stood.

During the last two years special Interest has

been reawakened m some of the bas-reliefs which
are sunk in the fa9ade of the villa. Three of these

are fragments from the Ara Pads, the celebrated

altar of Augustus, which is now being excavated
from beneath a palace in the Corso. Antiquarians
are not without hopes that when the altar comes to

be, as far as possible, reconstructed, these fragments
may find their way back to their rightful position.

A short stair leads up to the roof of the garden
gallery, from which a fine view is obtained of the
villa, with Its stone pines, and in the distance the
heights of Monte Mario and the dome of St. Peter's.

Behind this terrace lies a deep, dark ilex wood, a

haunt for fliuns and dryads, and through its shades

.
you mount up to where the Temple of the Sun
once stood, and where now all Rome goes sooner or

later to watch the glorious sunsets. All round the
little belvedere the ilexes are clipped into a

marvellous hocage, which stretches away in a smooth
green dome. The sky grows golden and scarlet and
fades into clearest green, and before you descend the
first lights begin to twinkle among the purple depths
of the city lying far below.
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THE COLONNA GARDENS,
ROME o

ONG before the orio-InalC\Lt
Derore the original stronghold of the

Colonnas was built, almost on the site of
theh- present palace, the " Little Senate

"

was established here. It was a woman's
senate, instituted by Elagabalus, an assembly of
the fashionable Roman matrons of the day, presided
over by the mother of the Emperor. They met to

determine how every matron in Rome might dress,

to whom she was to yield precedence, by whom
she might be kissed ; deciding which ladies might
drive in chariots and which must content themselves
with carts, whether horses, mules, or oxen were
permitted, which ladies might wear shoes adorned
with gold or set with precious stones. We can
imagine the shrill discussions, the gossip, the

jealousies of the "Little Senate." Aurelian swept
it away fifty years later, when he built his Temple
of the Sun here to record his triumph over Zenobia,
Queen of Palmyra. The temple was enriched with
gems, and with fifteen thousand pounds in weight
of gold. Much of it was still standing in the

seventeenth century, and it is still doubtful whether
the pieces of gigantic cornice which lie on the

upper terrace formed part of it, or belonged to a

portico of a later period. From this spot started

the long procession, memorable even in the annals

of Roman triumphs, with the proud and beautiful

Queen, decked with jewels and chained with golden

chains to her chariot. From the mediaeval palace

of the Colonnas, Isabella d'Este looked down upon
the sack of Rome, and on these terraces in the late

years of the Renaissance, the good, the beautiful,

the learned Vittoria Colonna walked and conversed

with Cardinal Bembo, with Ariosto and Bernardo

Tasso, and above all with Michael Angelo. Here
for five years, in the height of her beauty and

happiness, and in the heyday of her husband's

triumph, she held her court and gathered round

her all that Italy had of choice to offer, and here,

too, she came back, a widowed, childless, heart-

broken woman, to die, with the great Florentine

her hand,

helping her to recollect her last prayer, her

faithful servant to the last, in what Condivi calls

" that most pure and beautiful friendship."

Torquato Tasso ran about these gardens as a

little boy, for his father writes that he does not

painter sitting by her bed, holding

wish the children to go into the country in the

summer as they get too hot, but that the duke
has lent him the Boccaccio vineyard, as it was then

called, "and we have been here a week and shall

s tay all the summer in this good air."

There is another woman who is recalled by the

wide gates, the courtyard, the gardens as they are

to-day. She who was mistress of the splendours of

the palace in the eighteenth century—Maria
Mancini, niece of Cardinal Mazarin, and wife of

Lorenzo Colonna, Grand Constable of Naples. A
woman whose life was full of romance, stranger

than fiction.

When Mazarin went to Paris and became
the Minister of the young Louis XIV., and the

adviser and passionate lover of the King's mother,

Anne of Austria, he sent for his nieces, Maria,

Olympe, and Hortense, and proposed to arrange

good marriages for them. Maria has left an

account of her life, " La verite dans son jour,"

vvdiich gives interesting and entertaining details of

her history.

Less beautiful than Hortense, afterwards

Duchess of Mazarin, Maria was clever, spiritut

and fascinating in no ordinary degree. Beginnin

by being thin and brown, her looks improved,
and a miniature by Mignard represents her with
large, sparkling dark eyes, crisp, curling black

hair, an csp'iegle expression, and exquisite shoulders,

exposed in the most fiasarde fashion of the day.

Louis XIV. fell in love with her. He had
at first been attracted by her sister Olympe, but
when she became Comtesse de Soissons in 1657,
his continued visits to the Comtesse were prompted
by his growing affection for Maria. The young
girl's influence over the young King became
daily stronger. She was even then one of the

most cultivated women of the time, and she

made him read and share all her tastes and ideas.

They met continually in the easiest manner. In

Paris she was foremost in all the most brilliant

fetes, the King always at her side, and when he
was seized with a dangerous illness in camp the

following summer, her anxiety and affection could

not be concealed. During his convalescence they

rode and walked for hours together, and Maria,
who had been described in memoirs of the day
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as hardie et rude^ became soft and gay as

everyone tried to please her, and burnt incense

before the rising star. It was in the midst of her

happy dream that the Cardinal and Queen-mother
urged on the King an alliance with the House of

Savoy. With a very ill grace the King allowed a

non-committing meeting with the Duchess of Savoy
and her daughter to be arranged at Lyons, and

Maria rode with the Court. The meeting had
no result, and all could see the reason. That
was Maria's hour of triumph. The Kin^- never

left her. He rode by her side, himself saw to

the choice of her horse and the safety of her

saddle, surrounding her with an atmosphere of

love and tenderness, and after long, animated
conversations with her, showed himself coldly

averse to the proposed marriage. It was on the

return from this expedition that he formally asked

Mazarin for his niece's hand. Mazarin, who had
the interests of France sincerely at heart, was
uncompromising in his refusal ; but the King
declared his devotion to Maria herself and his

determination that she should be his wife and
Queen of France. It was now that he bought
for her the famous string of pearls, which
belonged to the exiled Queen of England, with
which she never parted during her life, and which
may be seen to-day on the neck of her descen-

dant, Princess Rospigliosi.

The Queen and Cardinal were absolutely

determined against such a pohtically undesirable

marriage, and Maria and her youngest sister were
exiled to a convent at Brouage. She parted from
the King with the memorable words that Racine
puts into the mouth of Berenice :

'' Ah Sire, vous
etes roi

; vous pleurez et je pars." From Brouage
she kept up a long and ardent correspondence
with Louis, even after he had been persuaded
into a betrothal with tlie Infanta of Spain.

That Maria was his truest, purest love is not
to be doubted. She had something y^vowA^ farouche^

chaste in her nature, which then and always
preserved her from any less honourable connection.

The King, urged on by public exigency,, married
the Inf nta, and Maria suffered terribly from dis-

appointed love and from the mortification of her
position. She listened now to her uncle's wish to

arrange a marriage for her, and the young Prince
Charles of Lorraine was first thought of. Her
enemies persuaded the King, on his return from
Spain, that she had already transferred her affec-

tions to the Prince, and the unhappy girl was
met by him with a cold contempt which aggravated
her sorrow.

The King himself had left his dull, sandy-
haired bride on the homeward journey from Spain,

to make a pilgrimage to Brouage, to sleep in the
room Maria had occupied so long, and to weep
bitterly through the night over her loss. The
Cardinal decided that it was too dangerous to let

her remain in France, and a marriage was speedily

arranged with the young and handsome Colonna,

who was attracted by the account of her charms
and the rich dowry given by her uncle. She had
never seen him, but all fates seeming alike, she

allowed herself to be married by proxy, and set out

to Milan to meet him. Before departing, however,
she had a violent and agitating interview with the

King, in which they poured out all their hearts,

and Louis endeavoured to persuade her to throw
aside all claims and to remain with him ; but the

woman who had hoped to be his wife and Queen
refused to accept such widely differing terms. She
left Paris, taking with her his promise of life-long

protection, and thus closed the first act of Maria
Mancini's stormy life.

The second opens on her arrival at Palazzo

Colonna. She had been attacked durin? her

i

journey by brain fever, and had lain ill for some
time at Loreto, and as she recovered she was
brought by easy stages to her new home by the

husband who had met her at Milan. The great

reception prepared had had to be abandoned, but
all the household was drawn up to welcome her.

She confesses that her first feehng at sight of the

palace was one of disappointment, the courtyard
not being particularly imposing. When, however,
she passed into those spacious halls, splendidly

decorated by Pintoricchio, the Carracci, and Guido
Reni, cooled with fountains and hung with fine

pictures, she was much struck, and, in spite of her
weakness, was full of admiration of the rooms
prepared for her. She was so tired that she had
to go at once to bed, but she sent to the Constable
to beg him. to share her meal ; so he dined by her

bedside, and she seemed more kindly disposed to

him than she had yet shown herself

As her health reasserted itself, she received

the visits of all the great Roman ladies. Her
husband allowed her to live with the freedom of

P'rench society, much to the vexation of other

Roman husbands, w^hose wives were accustomed
to lead almost cloistered lives. Prince Colonna
surrounded her with care and attentions, and she

has left a charming picture of their amusements.
One hot evening he asked her to walk to see a

lake. As they turned a corner, they found them-
selves in Piazza Navona, which had been flooded

and illuminated and covered with gay boats, their

flags flying and some having musicians on board.

A larger one, a bower of dowers and lights, awaited

the princess
; a concert, fireworks, and waterworks

were organised to remind her of the gay fetes she

had left at Fontainebleau.

The Constable, who at this time adored his

beautiful young wife, was always planning some-
thing new. As the heat of the day declined, he

would take her \\\ a light carriage, drawn at a

gallop by six matchless barbs, to the Villa Borghese,

which Prince Borghese had lent him. Strolling in

those wonderful gardens, listening to soft music,

Maria drank in all the intoxication of the Roman
nights. She was only twenty, and, with a charming
and devoted lover whispering in her ear, her warm
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and affectionate nature awoke again to love and
happiness. The five following years were the
happiest of her hfe. She had three children, she
lived a gay and brilhant life in the beautiful palace,
she gave fetes in the gardens. Six weeks after
her first son's birth she received visitors, sitting up
in a wonderful bed made hke a golden shell,

supported by sea-horses and with httle loves
back curtains of cloth of gold. She

herself was dressed in fine lawn and Venetian
point, her rippling black hair caught up with
gems and with a necklace by Benvenuto Cellini
round her throat. The despatches of the time
are full of allusions to the lovely Connestabilessa
and her marvellous bed.

holding

Suddenly all was changed
; from tenderness

towards her husband, she becoiiies cold, and only
long after do old documents unveil the truth,
that she discovered an intrigue in which he was
engaged with a Roman lady. From that time
they drifted apart. Enough transpires to show
how keenly Maria suffered, for his first infidelity

was not the last by many. Yet she kept up the
old gaiety with something of the power of
enjoyment which never left her. Her lovely and
reckless sister, Hortense, Duchess of Mazarin, joined
'her, and a young Frenchman, J^icques de Belbceuf,

gives us a vivid description of the balls and
masquerades, the dinners, the music and conversa-
tion which made up a society where all was ease

and variety, and where the Princess Colonna and
her sister won all hearts and turned all heads.

Yet all the time her quarrels with her husband
were increasing. In the spring of 1671 she was
several times seized with violent illness, and was con-
vinced that he was trying to poison her. Though
it seems probable that the suspicion was unfounded,
it became so strong that she at length resolved to

escape and claim the protection that Louis XIV.
had offered her, and she and her sister fled from
Rome with one or two trusted servants. It would
take too long to tell lier adventures and disappoint-

ments, for when, after incredible hardships by sea

and land, she reached France, Louis refused to

receive her. He wrote kindly, he placed a hand-

some allowance at her disposal, but his recollection

of her influence was too strong, and he would not

risk the reopening of an old wound.

In vain her husband urged her return. She

was impressed, apparently not without some reason,

with the certainty that he purposed to avail him-
self oi the excuse of her dight to shut her up in one

of his lonely castles, where she would never be heard

r

of again. Such things were not uncommon, and a

letter from Cardinal Cibo, hinting at such imprison-

ment, fell into her hands. She passed the next

twenty years of her life in one convent or another,

sometimes in France, sometimes in Spain. For a

time she lived at the Court of Savoy, where its

Duke, the chivalrous Charles Emmanuel, was
sincerely and devotedly attached to her.

There is a delightful account of her arrival

at what was then one of the most brilliant Courts

of Europe, and the stupefaction of the Duke at her

appearance when he went to m,eet her shabby
carriage. Her costume consisted of a red petticoat,

trimmed with torn lace, a drab cloth coat, and, to

keep out the cold, an ugly little woollen shawl,

which she had put over her head and tied on with
a blue scarf, and out of this frame looked a hce
of intense pallor illumined by two large dark eyes

;

but soon those brilliant eyes, her smile, her beau-
tiful teeth, her thrilling voice enchanted the Duke,
and he was taken captive by this wayward, fanciful

woman, who passed every moment from tears to

gaiety, from laughter to despair.

Her husband came to Spain, and they met
" like lovers," but she would not trust him or risk

her freedom. He even made one desperate attempt
to kidnap her, and when that failed he went home
and relapsed into profound melancholy. It is

impossible not to feel for his desolated life. He
seems to have been a good father to his three

sons, and on his death-bed declared that through
all his irregularities he had loved Maria the best.

After his death, the woman, who all her life loved

and suffered and enjoyed with such passionate

vitality, came back to Rome and walked again in

these gardens, overcome for a time by remorse at

her hardness towards Jier husband. She would not
stay in Rome, but went back to Madrid, though
she often visited Italy and quarrelled with one
daughter-in-law and adored another, and gave
presents to her grand-daughters of fans and muffs
of the last fashion in England.

She kept her looks and her charm till late in

life. When she was growing old, Louis XIV.
sent a message permitting her to come to Versailles,

but she refused to go, saying that her beauty was
destroyed, and she never saw him again. She died
at Pisa in 1706. She left exact directions to her
son. Cardinal Colonna, and following these, she was
buried in the place she died in, in the Church of
the St. Sepulchre, and her epitaph is only :

" Maria Mancini Colonna.
Dust and Ashes."
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THE ASCENT.

THE EOWER TERRACE.
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PALAZZO BORGHESE,
ROME «

durino-

IT
is impossible for modern ideas of grandeur to

compete with those of the Renaissance and the
seventeenth century in Italy. The Borghese,

the years of their power, acquired
eighty estates in the Campagna of Rome. Cardinal
Scipione, having a villa at the gates of Rome as

magnificent as the chief palace of most great nobles,

kept it as a summer-house and lived chiefly in the

immense palace in the town. It was begun in

1590 by Cardinal Deza from the designs of Martino
Lunghi, and finished by order of the great Borghese
Pope, Paul v., by Flaminio Ponzio. The archi-

tecture still has something of Renaissance beauty.

The courtyard is surrounded by a colonnade, and

an airy loggia arc]"ies across tlie garden entrance,

such as one might see in a fresco by Pintoricchio.

Under the cloistered granite columns, against which
are set several ancient colossal statues, we pass into

the little garden. It is screened from the court-

yard by pedestals set in pairs, on which stand small

Roman statues ; we can fancy the connoisseur

Cardinal deciding that they were poor works, not

worthy ot gracing liis choice collection, but that

they would do well enough for the garden. Two
low fountains play on either side of the wide iron

gate through wdiich you enter the garden. It is

locked now and no one passes down the shallow

steps, and the garden is the emporium of a dealer

in antiquities. In the old times it must have been

the ideal of a little town garden, shut in with high

walls, into which are built three huge fantastic

fountain pieces in the baroque style—^tasteless

things, yet not wdthout a certain barbaric grace.

The canopies supported by young men, crowned

with baskets of fiowers, cupids rioting wdth ropes

aughter of the

of flowers, goddesses holding out alluring arms,

are florid but etFective. The banksias fling their

careless foliage over the walls, and the arums grow
thick and tall in the old sarcophagi ; but inside

the palace the rooms still retain their painted

mirrors, their cupids by Ciro Ferri, and their

wreaths by Mario di Fiori, though the celebrated

pictures and statues have been taken away.

Cardinal Scipione, the stately, genial art patron,

lived and died here, and how manv others of his

house ; but, perhaps, the vision that comes most
clearly before English eyes is of the lovely and
beloved Princess Gwendoline, a d

noble house of Talbot, wedded in 1835 to Prince

Camillo Borghese, and dying five years later, after

three days' illness, of diphtheria. She was buried

in the Borghese Chapel in S. Maria Maggiore, and
half Rome followed her to her grave. Tlie piazza

outside the palace could hardly contain the crowd
assembled, when at midnight the great gates were
thrown open and the funeral procession issued.

Forty young Romans in deep mourning took the

horses from the funeral car and, yoking themselves

to it, drew her up the hill. A great cortege of

rich and poor folio v/ed, " so that it seemed as

though a whole people were bearing her to her

last resting-place," and from all the windows, as

she passed, flowers were showered down upon her.

The mourning was universal, but the horror and
pity redoubled when, within a few days, three of

her children were laid beside their mother, leavino-o
only one little girl. Poor husband, poor father,

poor motherless babe, left alone in the splendour

of the palace. The recollection seems to make
its vast dreariness seem vaster and more dreary.
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FOUNTAIN OF TREVI
^

ROME o

RKVI, which
f(

*- *- LC

gives Its name to one of the

of Rome, m^.ins th

but the great sea-god, the

Trourceen regions or i-^ome, m^ans tne

cross-roads. In Imperial times the long

street leading straight from the Forum of

Trajan struck across the street now called Tritone,

by the arch of Claudius. The place was called the

Fountain of Trevi long before the present splendid

fountain was built. The name is connected now with
the fountain, for wlio, hearing it, thinks of anything

plunging horses, the

ceaseless rush and gush of the Virgin Water below
that splendid fa9ade ? From the days of Agrippa the

water has borne its name—given it in memory of a

maiden who, meeting a tired and thiisty troop of

Roman soldiers, marching between Palestrina and
Tivoli, led them to a secret spring, hidden in the

hills, fresh and ice cold, known only to the

shepherds. Agrippa in yi^i^ first brouglit it to

Rome to feed his baths near the Pantheoii, when its

advent was celebrated by fifty-nine days of feast-

ing. It originates on the old Via Collatinus,

halfway between Tivoli and Palestrina, and was
brought into Rome by a subteranncan channel

fourteen miles long. The aqueduct passes near

Ponte Nomentano, crosses the Via Nomentana and

Via Salaria, and, having traversed Villa Borghese,

divides at the foot of the Trinita dei Monti into

two streams, one of which flows under Via

Condotti, while the other debouclies at Trevi.

In later Roman times it suffered much from
being turned aside to feed the Roman villas out-

side the walls. It was no one's business to

preserve its aqueducts for a time, and it lost its

old reputation for purity, which, Pliny says,

caused it at one time to be ranked higher than

the famous Aqua Marcia. Under Trajan the

raids on it were put a stop to, and the water, in

nineteen aqueducts, was dispersed over a great part

of the town. Rome, which was accustomed to

flood vast spaces for naval combats, and to use

millions of gallons in the public baths, was poorly

provided in private houses. In the time of the

Empire, and long after, water was carried about

by water-carriers. Sixtus V, was the first to

inaugurate that system of fountains for which

Rome is so famous, and wliich Paul III. com-

pleted by carrying the waters of Bracciano to the

Janiculum. The water of Trevi has been pro-

nounced in analysis to be of great purity, and in

1 819 it was still carried in barrels to many
houses and convents in the town. Clement VII.,

Paul III., and Gregory XIII. would never drink

any other, and took it with them on journeys,

even out of Italy.

It is thouo-ht that in classic times a fountain

must have stood near where the famous one is now
placed, for an inscription was found in the immediate

neighbourhood which evidently belonged to one :

" Nymph of this place, guardian of the sacred stream,

I sleep, watch o'er me, while its murmur fills my dream.

O, you who approach this fount and tread its marbles,

Disturb me not, if you bathe or drink, be silent."

^o up it for some distance.

Nicholas V. had already begun a fountain
;

by three aqueducts, through three masks, the

water flowed into a marble shell. This was the

work of Leon Battista Alberta, and we cannot

help giving a sigh to one of the beautiful lost

works of the Renaissance. At that time, as

Vasari tells us, it looked towards Piazza Poli, but

Urban VIII. turned it round, as it is at present.

In Via Nazzareno may be seen the low door which

gives access to the aqueduct. It is large enough for

a boat with two men to g
The archives relate that on July 8 th, 1643,

Pope Urban left the Vatican and went to stay at

IVlonte Cavallo, and stopped on his way to see

the Fountain of Trevi, which had just been

turned about. Above it were the arms of

Pope Urban

threw down the houses that had stood behind it

and made a "piazza, so that it could be seen

from Monte Cavallo, and the pressure of the

v/ater being increased, it rose much higher than

before. This Pope proposed to erect a grand

fountain, and, with Bernini's co-operation, planned

to adorn it with statues taken from the tomb of

Cecilia Metella ; but the popular outcry against

dismantling this splendid relic of antiquity was so

strong that the Pope thought it prudent to

abandon his project". Pope Urban laid a very

unpopular tax upon wine, and Pasquino wrote

the following couplet upon him :

"Urban having raised the tax upon wine,

f
Regaled the people of the Quirinal with water." .

i

Nicholas v., who had restored it. rope
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It -was reserved for Clement XII I. , in the

eighteentli century, to inaugurate the fountain as

we now see it ; an edifice which throws all other
^

fountains of Rome almost into the shade. The
origin of its design has been much disputed. Tlie

art of constructin^ these o-randiose fountains seemed

to have died with Bernini, and it is difficult to

believe that we do not here see his inspiration. It

has all his fantastic impetuosity, his vigour, and his

feeling for decoration. It is satisfictory that the

researches of Sign or Fraschetti have gone far to

establish Bernini's claims to its conception. More
than one diary of the time records that Bernini

was planning a great facade for Pope Urban's new
fountain, and Prince Doria possesses a sketch signed

by Bernini and stamped by Innocent X., which has

evidently been the design for the central group.

It has the figure of Neptune grasping the trident

and rising from a shell, the sea-horses, the dolphins,

and the merman sounding his wreathed horn.

Bernini always made numbers of sketches for every

work he iandcrtook. The first design of Salvi,

w^hose nominal work it is, and who had the

principal direction of it, is much nearer the Doria
sketch than the ultimate execution, and in an

account of him in the Vatican library his study of

and reverence for Bernini's work is specially dwelt

upon.

The ornamentation of the fountain was
carried out under Benedict XIII. In February,

1730, a mass of marble for the statues w^as

landed at Ripa Grande, and Domenica Fontana
and other sculptors were at w^ork on them. In
October, 1732, they began to pull down the old

fountain, and the Vatican archives are full of notes

of progress and payments. V/hat was meant to be

the last sum was adjudged in 1735, for the central

crown, but a little later another fifteen thousand

crowns was offered for the final decorations.

Niccola Salvi died, old and paralysed, before it was

finished, which was not till 1762. It seems

probable that he unearthed and modified the design

of the great sei-ccnto artist, biit we cannot credit

him with tlic originality and decorative feeling

which he showed in nothijig else. The design is,

indeed, to some extent spoilt by alteration, for

Prince Doria's sketch Is far more spirited. The
god of the ocean is more majestic, the horses are

more wild and graceful, and the fountain group

looks cold and mannered by contrast. It is

curious that public opinion, without troubling

itself to enquire, has always attributed the fountain

to Bernini.

Memoirs of the time relate how fond Alfieri

the poet was of Trevi, and how he would come
tlicre at dnyhrcak on a summer morning, from his

house near Diocletian's baths, and sit on one of the

low benches fashioned out of the rock, close to the

water's edge, and stay there dreaming and listening

to the water, till the noise and bustle of the wakinp"o
town drove him away. How many people have

stopped to drink of the water, half-mocking at,

half-believing \\\^ the superstition that says it will

bring them back to Rome ? It is a spell that

has little force in these days of easy travel, when
a run to Italy for a few weeks is a thing of yearly

occurrence. It was different in the days when it

was one of the great events of a lifetime, and when
comparatively few could hope to make the lonti

and costly journey a second time.
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A GROUP OF GARDENS

N the heart of the Corso you turn into the

courtyard of the Doria palace, most magnifi-

cent of private palaces. It used to be said

that a thousand persons lived under the roof,

exclusive of the gallery and private apartments,

which alone surpassed in extent the majority of

Royal residences. Here, in the cortile^ built by
Valvasori and Pietro da Cortona, there is a R-ardcn

with tall palm trees, stiff and stately, as befits the

surrounding architecture. Near Porta Pia are the

beautiful gardens of the English Embassy, rich in

tall cypresses and dark ilexes, and gay with the

flowers which a succession of English chatelaines have

encouraged there. In one part we come upon

a vista, wild with red poppies or purple

foxgloves, rising round a broken column, in

another a formal garden spreads its gay pattern.

The garden is bounded by the walls of old Rome,
and on the top of tlicm a walk has been made,

from which there is an exquisite view over the

campagna and the Sabine and Alban hills seen

through the interstices of rose-covered pergolas.

Every visitor to Rome knows the imposing

entrance to the Barberini palace, but few penetrate

beyond Bernini's splendid gates and palace, and

mount the circular stair that leads to the old garden

lying on the slopes beyond. It lias been encroached

on, upon either hand, by streets, but there still

remains a considerable stretch, a fine retaining wall

with balustrades decorated with rococo figures, and

where a gateway formerly opened, is a noble

umbrella pine.

No visitor is ever admitted into the precincts

of the AldobrandinI palace, but its wealth of

;reenery and the flush of its Judas trees in the

springtime, can be descried from the Via

Nazionale. The Brancaccio palace has the largest

gardens in Rome, with a beautiful show of palms.

They enclose several old ruins, remnants of the

Golden House of Nero, and the reservoir which

served the baths of Titus and of Trajan. From

these slopes a fine view is obtained of the

Colosseum, with the campagna beyond. The old

vineyards of the Esquiline have been turned into

shady walks, orange trees have been planted, and

lawn-tennis grounds laid out for gay young Romans

and Americans.

One of the comparatively little-visited villas is

that belonging to the Barberini family at Castel

Gandolfo, the grounds of which take up the whole

side of the hill reaching to Albano. Tlie villa

g

garden is fu?i of vestiges of antiquity, and is an

example of the way in which the buildings of the

modern world were superimposed upon the decaying

sites of the classic era. This is believed in the later

times of the Republic to have been part of the

possessions of Claudius and of Pompey. Certainly

the Emperor Domitian had a magnificent country

house here, where he passed much of his time and

held assemblies of men of letters. The Amphi-
theatre where he used to behold the destruction

of a hundred wild beasts in a day, joined his gardens,

and the ruins of it can still be traced in an adjacent

vineyard. The upper part of the Barberini gardens

consists of three long walks, between which are

square hedges—at one end a flower garden. The
wall to the right is continued along a terrace,

raised over an immense gallery, which, no doubt,

is part of that of Domitian, that gallery described

by ancient authors, where he used to dispute with

his courtiers on political and historical subjects.

Some scraps of ornament still remain, fragments

of stucco and gilding. The general style is that

of the Temple of Peace in Rome, built by his

father, Vespasian. It is easy to make out, by

following the vestiges of a wall which evidently

bounded the gallery, that it must have been at

least a mile in extent. The avenues of the great

Cardinal, who revived the traditions of this villa,

are, in their way, nearly as striking. They are

shaded by noble ilexes, open to the west wdnds

and the setting sun, and it is impossible to imagine

more delightful walks,

columns, antique marbles, and porphyry are found

in all directions, and small square pieces of glass,

or rather of paste, abound, and are remains of the

numberless mosaic pavements of the villa. At the

extremity of the walk is an antique statue of a river

o-od. and below is a g-rand old avenue of stone pines.

The picturesque stairway illustrated here is in

the garden of the Villa Borghese at Frascati. The
villa lies immediately below Mondragone, and is the

one which Ferdinando Taverna, Governor of Rome,

presented to Paul V. It was built for Cardinal

Borghese by the Roman architect, Girolamo Rai-

naldi, and a grand avenue of cypresses leads from

it to Mondragone. It has passed into the

possession of a family named Parisi, who now call

it by their name.

Villa Sciarra, on the Janiculum, which for

generations belonged to the Sciarra branch of the

great Colonna family, has lately been bought by

Fragments of cornices,
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Mr. _ Wurts, an American, who is passionately

fond of gardening and garden decoration.

Italians do not usually understand growing flowers,

and prefer such roses and flowering shrubs

as need little care ; but in such a chmate,

when an enthusiastic gardener takes matters

in hand, the very perfection of floriculture may
be expected. Already in the grounds of the

Villa Sciarra, sheets of colour catch the eye at every

turn, rose- rhododendrons tower aloft, rare and

interesting plants fill tlie borders. The owner has

been fortunate in securing some excellent garden

stonework—in one little garden where pansies of

every shade make a brilliant carpet, twelve

picturesque stone figures, representing the months,

are set in a semi-circle, against close-clipped hedges,

with the happiest effect.- From an old villa of the

Viscontis comes the beautiful fountain illustrated,

where the most charming of putt/' play games with

The villa itself

is a true summer-house, with a labyrinth of

rooms, half halls, half loggie, cool retreats, vaulted

arid' softly lighted, in which to breathe the scent

the water and the Visconti dragon.

of flowers and to hsten to the splash of

fountains and to look down on Rome glowing in

the sun and away to that ever-glorious view of

the Alban hills, ever changing as the hours wear

on, from delicate lilac and turquoise, to purple and

amethyst and gold.

The Sciarra gardens are on the site of the

gardens ofJuhus Caesar, which he left to the people for

.public pleasure-grounds. Many remains of Roman
days have been discovered in them, among others a

magnificent bronze figure, which was sold to the

Brussels Gallery. Mr. Wurts has ordered a fac-simile

of it in bronze for his palace in Rome, and proposes

to place a plaster cast of it in the garden. In later

times the fine site attracted the attention, like many

other good things, of the Church, and Cardinal

Barberini built the vilhi, which passed by marriage

to the Sciarra Colonna. It is encompassed on its

south side by the deep bastionctl walls of Rome,
which were stormed in the ^^^u of Liberation, and

a stone with inscription marks where the French

made a breach and commemorates those who fell in

the defence.
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PERHAPS in its ruin the garden of Villa

d'Este is even more imposing than when
it was exquisitely ordered and gay with

flowers. Falda's old prints show us

formally-arranged parterres and newly-planted trees

and shrubs ; now, the cypresses, the ilexes, and the

plane trees have attained a colossal grovvth, yet we
still reco"-nise that the effect as a whole wasrecognise

planned from the outset. Those old gardeners

managed that their scheme should unfold con-

sistently with each succeeding year. The garden

is a wonderful specimen of symmetrical arrange-

ment, and must have been beautiful from the first.

On a first survey the impression is one of

romantic and bewildering beauty. Everywhere

we are met by noble terraces, by old grey-stone

stairways and balustrades, by half-ruined fountains,

by shady groves and alleys, which breathe the very

spirit of romance, and are fit to be the haunt of

faun and dryad. Roses-—^pink, white, and red

—

hang in sheets over the grey stonework, and Judas

trees flush purple in the spring, while in late

autumn every corner is aglow with chrysanthemums.

Then we try to distinguish the scheme, and we

ask who they were who wrought here, and what

v/as the life they led ?

The story of the fallen condition of Tivoli,

the ancient Tibur, and its revival in the sixteenth

century, are proclaimed in a Latin oration of the

poet Mureto, which runs almost literally :

" Years came and went, that joy of other days,

Tibur, lay ruined, lost her old-world praise.

Gone were her streams and orchards, gone the last,

The stately footprints of her buried past.

Those scenes so oft the theme of classic lay,

Mouldered, unkempt, unsightly in decay.

Weeping their vanish'd joys, her sylvan daugliters,

Wandered by mourning Anio's fainting waters.

A wayfarer in Tibur's heart miglit stand.

And, ' where is Tibur ? ' cry ; so marr'd the land.

That godlike soul, the sacred choir's delight,

Hypolytus brooked not so sad a sight.

He bade the woodlands dress once more in green.

With far-flung leafage, wandering o'er the scene.

He bade fresh well-springs ooze from out the hills.

And in a breath, forth leapt the new-born rills.

Saved from the wreck of Time, hail the escape

Of marbles fair, to Phidias owing shape.

Brow-bound with olive wan, joyful once more,

Anio pours wealth into the common store.

Well may those iiallowed rills, these woodlands vie,

In wafting one great name into the sky^
List to the breezes, murmuring along,

' Hypolytus' is still their tuneful song."

The classics are full of the fame and prosperity

of Tivoli in the days when Augustus held summer
court in the mountains and Horace entertained at

his villa ; but all these glories disappeared with the

glory of Rome. The town, though still possessing

some importance, was squalid and poverty-stricken,

though, from time to time, the reigning Pope or

some Roman noble fied to the mouldering old

Castello to avoid the heat of the plains. It was in

the spring of 1549 that the courtly and accomplished

young Cardinal of Ferrara, Ippolito d'Este, was

named Governour of Tivoli by Paul III. The son

of Alfonso I., Duke of Ferrara, and Lucrezia Borgia,

he must not be confused with his warlike and

unscrupulous uncle of the same name, the brother of

Isabella d'Este. This Ippolito was her nephew, and

had already shown all the diplomatic qualities of his

famous house. He had had a distinguished career

as Ambassador to the Court of France, he was

Bishop of Siena, Abbot of Jervaulx, held half-a-

dozen other French dignities, was deep in the

confidence of the Pope and the leading Italian

statesmen, and a renowned patron of art and letters.

Popular, magnificent, beloved and admired, the

Cardinal, according to the fashion of the day, was

accompanied by a splendid cortege of more than 250
nobles and distinguished litterati .2.%^ on a beautiful_

spring day, he rode across that historic plain to take

possession of his appointment. The Tibur tines

mustered all their resources to give him a welcome :

a band of horsemen and footmen met him outside

the gates (he entered just where the tram-line now
ends), the elders and magistrates proffered the keys

within, a hundred children in white waved palm

branches, trumpets pealed, and salvoes of artillery

were fired. " He was so gratified and pleased that

his eyes were full of tears." Almost at once he

must have formed the plan of living here, and

decided to pull down the old Castello in which he

was lodged. He consulted with Pirro Ligorio, a

follower of the great Vignola, and they produced

an outline for a villa which should rival those at

Lante and Caprarola. For a large sum of money
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the land was acquired from the municipality; there

were not wanting irreconcilables who protested

against the destruction entailed of the humble homes
which clustered down the mountain-side, but any

individual hardship must have been counterbalanced

by the employment and prosperity which the

Cardinal brought. It was a gigantic task imposed
upon the old builder, the fashioning of that stretch

of rough ground and crowded buildings into beauty

and symmetry. It was above all a summer palace

which Ligorio was to create, and surely never was a

construction which kept its purpose more closely in

view or of which the resources were handled in

more masterly fashion.

The river Anio flowed into Tivoli from the

mountain heights, and a part of the waters, at vast

expense, were turned to flow with great force

through the grounds. The natural descent of the

mountain was carved into huge terraces, the whole
laid out in a grandiose scheme of fountains, grouped
with planting, and connected by paths and stone

stairways. The villa,_ which is entered from a

piazza of the little town, is built round a court with
offices and cliapel. The grand staircase leads down-
wards to the main apartments, and the fi9ade of

three stories stretches the whole width of the

garden, which falls away in front of it.

The villa is a simple structure of a good period

of the Renaissance, with rooms opening one into the

other, and a long gallery at the back of each storey.

They are spacious and airy, every one looks to the

sunshine and the view. The two first stories have
delightful loggie faced with travertine, and deep-
seated windows, temptingly adapted for conversation

or for reading and basking. The long gallery at the

back of the principal suite is set at intervals with
fountains, and must have afforded a deliciously cool

promenade in the hottest weather. A double flight

of steps leads down to the ample terrace, at one end
of which rises a stately archway leading to little

loggie, and a belvedere from which to enjoy the

enchanting prospect.

" A view," writes Fulvio Testi to the Duke of

Modena in 1620, "which perhaps has not its equal

in the world." It is not only that from far below
there rises up the " silver smoke " of the olives, and
that far beyond stretches the vast campagna, its gold

and purple lights and shadows melting into the hues
of the Sabine Mountains, while faint upon the

distant horizon may be descried the pearly bubble
of the great Dome which broods over the Eternal

City ; it is not only the exquisite beauty, but the

whole plain teems with memories " half as old as

Time." Here have marched Roman legions, here
Brutus and Cassius have fled, red with Cx^sar's blood,

here Zenobia passed to her long captivity in Tivoli,

here Federigo of Urbino rode at a later day.

Yonder stood the villa of Maecenas, and blue Soracte

watches unchanged as in the days when it saw the

revels of the Antonines or the delights of Hadrian's
vnia.

From below, tower aloft the rich, dark velvet

columns of the cypresses ; on all sides even now,

though their supply is tnuch diminished, is heard

the splash and tinkle of the fountains. There are

said to be 360 in the grounds, divided into great

o-roups. Below the main terrace stretches the

Gallery of a Hundred Fountains ; it is 3001't. long,

and on the upper side is a wall of waterworks,

headed with a long range of armorial bearings-

"the eagle white, the lily of gold " of Este. The
base was adorned witli stucco reliefs of the

metamorphoses of (^vid. In summer the whole is

clothed in a luxuriant curtain of maidenhair fern.

On a raised plateau at the end of the gallery,

looking towards Rome, can still be distinguished

models of the Pantheon, Temjile of Vesta, and

other buildings, whicii went by the name of

Roma Vecchia, and sent out a thousand jets of

water. At the other end is the Ova to, wliich

Michael Angclo, when he visited here, called the

Queen of Fountains. Through an archway a

green enclosure is reached, where river gods and

goddesses of heroic size still recline above the

foaming cascade. Some fragments mark where

Pe<rasus once rode as on Mount Helicon, above

these cool arcades, where a few of the naiadb who
poured water from urns and played with dolphins

are still lingering. The deep green shade, the

cool air, damp with spray, the sound of falling

water, make this an ideal spot on a hot Southern

afternoon.

Below the gallery, enclosed in a graceful,

curving stairway, dov^-n the balustrades of which
cascades once dashed to the basin below, are the

This
to celebrate the visit of

remains of the Fountain of the Dragon.
was desi^-nedo Pope
Gregory XIII., whose crest was a dragon. It

burst forth by torchlight on the closing evening

of liis stay, and we are told that he was " surprised

and delighted " at the compliment. At the foot

of the steep descent the garden spreads out broad

and level, and is crossed by a succession of deep
fish-ponds set in massive stonework, on which stand

huge vases. The rush of water from the upper
end comes from the elaborate wall-fountain of
the Organ, a splendid construction which played
"madrigals and other music." Round one were
trees made of brass and stucco, in which were
perched mechanical birds, which sang " each in

his natural voice" till a dveUa or owl appeared,
when they became silent ; the owl withdrew, and
they sang again. In the cypress groves are traces

of other grand fountains, a beautiful triumphal
arch, the Girandola, from which water escaped
by such fine channels that it resembled dust, and
traces of a group dedicated to the Goddess of
Nature.

The Cardinal employed Ligorio to excavate
in Hadrian's Villa, and in TivoH itself, and the
gardens were adorned witli numbers of statues,
many of them superb works of antiquity. In 1664,
Archbishop Fabio Croce gives a list of over sixty
groups, figures, and busts "still remaininp- " : andremammg
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on every side may still be seen remnants of the
pedestals upon which Mars and Venus, Helen and
Paris, Pan crowned with flowers, and the Roman
emperors, once shone in gleaming marble.

The laying out of the grounds was largely

completed in the lifetime of Cardinal Ippolito, and
Mureto and Bulgarini, poet and historian, have left

a pleasant picture of his hfe there. He died in

1572, and is buried in the cathedral of San
Francesco in Tivoli. Mureto's funeral oration

full impression of a great

Churchman of the Renaissance. " Who," he

gives us a very Juli unpression of a

he gathered round

says, " was ever more splendid and magnificent

in every relation in life ? What sumptuous
edifices he raised, what works of antiquity

he unearthed, which, but for him, might never

have been discovered. What illustrious artists

lie inspired to make fresh experiments. What
princes, what lawyers, what great and powerful men

und him, receiving them like a

splendid Cardinal, almost a King. How liberal and

magnificent lie was to the poor, you know, oh
Tiburtines, who remember his continuous and daily

almsgiving, and how, when sickness came, he sent

every day to visit every person who was sick, so

that none should be left out, or lack what was
necessary for the recovery of their health, or to keep

their families during their sickness. No one more
loved doctors and men of letters, no one had a

greater number at his court, and no one treated

them with more generosity. They would converse

familiarly with him while he sat at his suppers, and

talk of public business, and towards them and his

dependents he behaved with such familiar and

homely kindness, like an equal, joking and talking,

correcting faults with paternal love rather than

with anger or pride. No one forgot injuries or

ingratitude more easily, and was so ready to accord

fresh benevolence. He proved his piety and

religion in every hour of his life, and, in the

last moments of his mortal career, he called upon

God's sacred minister, he confessed his sins, and

expressed his deep penitence for all in which he

had come short, and then cast himself on the

Divine mercy." We can picture him pacing these

wide terraces, surrounded by his court, or sitting

on summer evenings at the old stone tables,

which, with the seats round them, are still standing

in the same places. His nephew, Cardinal Luigi,

who succeeded him, leaves a less pleasant impression.

He was as magnificent, and entertained lavishly,

but was always in debt, and obUged at length to

sell many of the priceless treasures which his uncle

had collected. After his death, the villa fell into

disuse as a residence, and the finest statues were

sold to the Capitol or carried to Modena. It

now belongs to the Archduke Ferdinand of Austria,

whose grandflither received it in marriage with

the last heiress of the house of Este.

Watteau was one of those who often visited

the garden during his stay in Rome. He delighted

in it, and has left numerous drawings made there.

and we feel as if we can trace its solemn " influence

in the deepening of his art. In our own
time it was rented for many years by Cardinal

Ilohenlohe, a kind and courtly ecclesiastic, not

unfit to dwell in the halls of the great Cardinal

of Ferrara. Liszt, the famous musician, was his

guest for several summers, and we are told how
he spent the hours composing and playing,

mimicking; the Ang-elus from the bells of the

town, or in his playing of Chopin vying with

the liquid sounds of the silvery spray without.

Fit successors these of all the poets, painters, and

philosophers who have wandered here. Needless

to say, it is a haunt beloved of artists, and

several well-known Roman painters have studios

in Tivoli.

The frescoes that adorn the long range of rooms

are wonderfully well preserved, and give an excellent

idea of the villa decorations of the late Renaissance.

They are by the brothers Zuccari, Tempesta,

Muziano, and Georgio Vasari. The eagle and

the lily are introduced at every possible point. The
scenes are chiefly symbolical. The white eagle

looms large among the animals saved from the flood,

Moses strikes the rock in allusion to the streams that

flowed at the will of the Cardinal, the gods banquet

overhead in the great dining-hall. The labours of

Hercules upon one ceiling are a compliment to the

reigning Duke Ercole, the Cardinal's brother. His

own cipher, " Hyp . est . Card . Ferrar.," runs

across the wall, and above, Liberality, Generosity,

and Immortality suggest his virtues. Servants are

painted coming in at simulated doors, and on the

walls of what was evidently the Cardinal's bedroom,

with a closet off it for a secretary or attendant, are

shelves painted with a Cardinal's hat and a Bishop's

mitre. Over the entrance to the dining-hall the

artist Zuccaro, painted as Mercury, follows us every-

where with his eyes. Above the doorway tvv'o

charming paUi support the arms of the Cardinal.

The end room, the Hall of Sports, is decorated with

delightfully painted birds and hunting scenes. Here
tradition says that Tasso wrote his " Aminta," and

read it aloud to a chosen circle by the fountain to

the Goddess of Nature at the bottom of the garden.

Though there is no positive record of Tasso 's

presence here, we know that he was secretary to

Cardinal Luigi d'Este in 1572, the year before the

" Aminta " was represented in Ferrara, and would,

naturally, have attended his master when he came

to Tivoli to escape the heat of Rome. When
Pope Gregory visited Cardinal Luigi, these bare

walls were brave with green and crimson velvet,

and the Pope's bed was hung with velvet curtains,

embroidered with seed pearls which had belonged to

Henry II. of France. What brilliant companies

have met here ! How the thrum of music, wit,

and joyous hospitality has sounded through these

silent chambers, how the rose-red silken robes of the

princes of the Church have rustled on these

terraces, what intrigues have been discussed, and

what destinies decided !
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To-day It h deserted. Year in, year out, the

sunsets gild the tall cypresses, silent sentinels upon

the ramparts ; the wind sweeps the forsaken alleys,

the roses scatter their scented showers, the fountains

splash in their moss-growMi basins : from out of the

busy world we enter one of long ago, and we go

back and leave it to Its solemn peace—-a garden

which Time itself seems to have forgotten.
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BY THE GREAT POOLS.

AN ANCIENT SEAT.
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VILLA FALCONIERI,
FRASCATI.

\

THIS is the oldest of the villas of Frascati,

and was erected for Alessandro Rufini,

Bishop of Melfi, in 1 548. In the

seventeenth century it passed to the

Falcon leri family, who confided its restoration

and redecoration to Francesco Borromini, the

most florid of all the baroque artists. The grounds

are small, but there are several very picturesque

gateways, and the loggia and interior are

frescoed by Ciro Ferri, the artist who, in company
with Pietro di Cortona, decorated the Pitti Palace

in Florence. The ceiling of the great hall

represents Aurora in her car, beyond is a room
with a fountain in the middle, and the fiirthest

room is painted like a grove, with little cupids

flying among the branches and holding garlands

of flowers ; round three sides of this room is an

open gallery, from which there is a beautiful view

over the campagna, " that palimpsest which all

the world comes to read." In some of the rooms

are caricatures painted by desire of Orazio Fal-

conieri, a former proprietor, representing prelates

and nobles of his acquaintance, with his own
portrait in the midst. The villa, which for a

long time was occupied by the German novelist

Count Voss, is now the property of the monks

of Tre Fontane, who migrate there in June to

escape the heat and malaria of the plain. Earlier

in the year their abbot is extremely kind and

courteous in granting permission to visit and

sketch the grounds.

The Trappist Fathers have made a new

entrance, but the old gateway, which is farther

down the hill, is very fine, and is the work of

Vignola. It is still surmounted by the Falcon

of the extinct Falconieri family.' A large branch

of an immense old oak has grown thiough the

gate, forming a curious and picturesque arch.

The oldest gateway has fine pillars with the dogs

of the Rufini on either side, and an imposing

baroque structure is illustrated.

The most conspicuous feature of the grounds

is the Hall of Cypresses—'' A stupendous sylvan

hall, walled in by cypresses standing as close as

they could grow in a long parallelogram overarched

by the sky. Behind the cypresses the forest shut

densely, but no bough or twig of hghter foliage

uuroduced itself into that solemn company, ranged

in solid files on all four sides. A broad walk of

dark gravel surrounded the hall, within which stood

a second parallelogram the same shape as the first.

In its centre was a low border of black rocks

encircling a pond or fountain basin of water equally

black. Above a heap of rocks in the centre of

the basin danced the tiniest imp of a jet.

At the head of this long hall a dark stone was
placed like a seat, and there were two others to

right and left of either side of the basin. Every-

thing was regular in design if irregular in finish.

The whole seemed to be a more intellio;ent growth
of rock and tree, as if self-arranged for some secret

design. It was a judgment hall, one would have

said, and those stern, swathed cypresses were the

judges, met to pronounce a doom from which
there could be no appeal."

Antiquarians are divided as to whether Cicero's

villa stood on. the present site of Villa Falconieri

or of the adjoining Villa Rufhnella. This last

was at one time the residence of Lucien Bonaparte.

the only one ot the Emperor's brothers who never

wore a crown.
. During his residence here, in

1 8 1 8, it was the scene of one of the most
audacious acts of brigandage ever committed in

the Papal States. A party of robbers, who had
long haunted Tusculum, seized the old priest of

the family while out walking, and, having plundered

and stripped him, bound him hand and foot. When
the dinner-hour arrived, and the priest was missing,

the household came out to look for him, and the

robbers entered, and, attacking all the servants left,

forced them to silence by threats. One maid-servant,

however, contrived to evade notice, and carried

warning to the family, who were at dinner, and

who all had time to hide except the Prince's secre-

tary, the butler, and ?i facehim. In the meantime
the old priest had contrived to escape.

The next day the facchtno was sent back to

treat with the Prince, and to say that unless he sent

a ransom of 4,000 crowns the prisoners would all

be put to death. He sent 2,000, and an order on

his banker for the remainder. This, however,

enraged the brigands, who regarded it as a trap,

and they returned the order, torn up, with a demand
for 4,000 crowns more ; and with this the Prince

was forced to comply in order to save the lives of

his attendants. The brigands were never caught.
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WHEN the western sun sets the 374
windows of the Mondragone fa9ade

ablaze, they can be seen even from
Rome. Not one of all the villas of Fras-

cati stands so boldly as this one. None other has

such a noble fountain, with basins tossed aloft, four,

one above another, though, alas, the jets of water,

which once rose high into the air, are reduced to

a mere trickle. The villa was erected by Cardinal

Marco d'Altemps in honour of Gregory XIII.,

and called after the dragon which was the Pope's

crest. At Este, another Cardinal was causing a

dragon fountain to burst out, to gratify the Pope,

and a Cardinal of Frascati must not be outdone.

They had grand ideas of giving in those days, for

the Villa Borghese, which lies at the foot of the

Mondragone grounds, to which it descends through

a whole army of black cypresses, was given to

Paul V, by its owner, Count Ferdinand Taverna,

Governor of Rome. The Pontiff intended to throw

the two villas into one, and proposed to make a

new road, leading straight from St. John Lateran

to the door, and so lightly did they reckon of

vast undertakings, that we are surprised that these

modest projects were abandoned.

Giovanni Fiammingo and a Lombard, Flaminio

Ponzio, were the architects. So stately is the

garden loggia that the credit for it has been given

to the great Vignola ; it is true that he died in

1573, one year after the building was commenced,

but it is very possible that he may have furnished

designs, for he died at the height of his fame,

when they were eagerly sought for. Another

celebrated artist, Giovanni Fontana, is the architect

of the superb fountain and of the ample balustrade

from which we lean and look over the dense

cypresses towards Rome on the far horizon. At the

end of the balustrade stand the two giant columns,

known as '' the Pope's Chimneys." These two,

shown on the north end of the great terrace^

correspond to other two, on the south end. The
huge kitchens and domestic offices of the villa are

built underneath this vast artificial terrace, and those

on the north-east are chimneys proper. The others

are dummies, and merelv uitended to secure a

balanced effect. Between these two pairs of

columns on the great terrace, is placed the fountain,

"My Dragon."

The glories of Mondragone have passed away.
It was laid waste in 1821 by the Austrian occupa-

tion, when marching towards Naples. The beautiful

English princess, Gwendoline Borghese, had made
plans for its restoration, but her sudden death put
a stop to them. The huge old house is now a

religious college, the principal of which shows
the kindest hospitality in allowing sightseers and
artists to wander over the grounds.

Le;\x\

drinking in

villages.

and look in the evening sunlight,

the sweet mountain air, and, as

Gregorovius says, " Think of it all—these plains,

these mountains, on which are set towns and
most of them rich in memories and

associations of the past^—of the Middle Ages, of

the Empire. Call it all up before your imagina-

tion. Think of Umbria—of Sabrina—of Latinum-^
of the land of the Etruscans—the Yolscians

"

(" Latian Summers," by F. Gregorovius). To our

right, on a sudden hill, is lifted up the town of

Colonna, which in the Middle Ages was the cradle

of that great race. Beyond it Tivoli gleams against

the blue hillside, and at our feet are the shim-
mering ohve groves, the maize fields, the rich

vineyards, where so often desolation has passed,

" We tifivelled in the print of ancient wars.

Yet all the land was green,

And love we found and peace

Where fire and war had been.

They pass and smile, the cliildren of the sword,

No more the sword they wield,

And oh, how deep the corn,

Alon" the battlefield!
"
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VILLA TORLONIA,
FRASCATI.

ON some hot spring morning one wearies

I

of the bustle and clatter of Rome, one
looks longingly at the bunches of blue

anemones and crimson cyclamens on the

flower-stalls, and pictures how they are growing in

the April woods beyond the city ; and there is

keen pleasure in leaving behind the street-cries,

the press and throng of the Corso, and the crowd
of tourists, and in finding one's self drawing out

into the silent campagna, where the giant aqueducts

stride across the pknn, and the shepherd with his

brown sheep and white dogs are the only living

beings to be seen. The train winds higher and

higher among grey olives and pnik-flushed almond

trees, and the air feels fresh and pure, as in the

evening sunset wc look back to Rome over that

wondrous plain and see only the shadowy dome
rising above the purple patch which is the city.

So Tusculum of old for long centuries looked down
upon Rome, for Rome was the most recent rather

than the most

This

ancient among the Latin cities.

" Fatica di f^loria e di sveiiture,

Terra Latiiia
"

(" This Latin land.

Tired out with glory and niis-fortnne

"

goes back so flir tliat its origin is lost in f:dndous

legends. It was said to have been founded by

Telegonus, the son of Ulysses and Circe, and

Mauritius, Prince of Tusculum, claimed to be

descended from them. It is strange indeed, as

one wanders up the lonely paths and slopes that

lie behind Frascati, to think that all over this

wild ground, where the goats crop and the gorse

and wild thyme scent the air, rose

"The white streets of Tuscnluni,

The proudest town of all."

A great, well-ordered city, with its own laws and

civil dignatories, and all around it a rich and

cultivated country-side, with vines and olives, corn

lands and pasture. On the neighbouring hills the

white walls of other cities glimmered in the

sunshine, Palestriua, Pnrneste, the ancient towns

of Gabii and Labicum, and on the shores of

the-Alban lake that Alba Longa from which,

five hundred years after the founding of Tusculum,

a little band of outlaws was to descend into the

names of great numbers have

plain, and there, where a hill rose beside the river,

was to found Roma Immortalis.

Tusculum saw Rome rise gradually to great-

ness. It intermarried with her, it made treaties

witli her, it fought her in the wide plain below.

Probably it is over by Monte Porzio, in what
looks like an extinct crater, that Lake Regillus

lay, where that battle was fought when out of

40,000 Latins only 10,000 came home, when
Rome was only saved by her cavalry, and her

generals voted a Temple to the Great Twin
Brethren, who, in the moment when all seemed

lost, men had seen riding in their van.

In the decline of the Republic, and the

rise of the Empire, men began to enjoy leisure.

They had the wish to escape from the bustle

of towns, and, peace reigning between Rome
and prosperous Tusculum, the delightful slopes

which lay below the city were singled out, and

villas rose in every part, from the smallest to

the most sumptuous. The country-side was white

with them ; the

been recovered, and the sites of many determined.

There was the villa of the Octavii, where Villa

Aldobrandini now stands ; Cato's was at Monte
Porzio, that of Pliny the younger at Centrone.

The Javoleni built where the ruins of Borghetto

now stand, Cicero's stately school and halls

stretched away to Grotta Ferrata, and on the site

of Villa Torlonia glowed the gardens of Lucullus,

most famous of all. Archaeologists believe that

the ancient villas were laid out on much the same

plan as those of a later time, with a succession

of terraces and marble balustrades, and arranged

so that the descending v\^ater could be utilised to

the greatest possible advantage. Besides all that

taste and love of luxury could do, Lucullus had

here his celebrated library, to which Cicero often

had recourse. Here he gave magnificent banquets,

with delicacies brought irom all parts of the

known world ; here, perhaps, he planted those

cherrv trees, which he was the first to intro-

duce into Europe, bringing them from Cerasus

in Pontus. At his death his superb villa came

into the hands of the Elavil, In the first century

it was part of the Imperial domains, and was

restored and embellished by Domitian, and though
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the latter is said to have loved best his villa at

Castel Gandolfo, numerous inscriptions, lead labels,

and pieces of sculpture show tlie care he took in

adorning this at Frascati.

In the fourth century came the terrible blow
of the transportation of the Court to Constantinople.

The old capital was left in fallen grandeur, and tliose

who still clung to their well-loved country homes,
came to realise the awful fate that awaited a small

civilisation in the midst of an uncivilised world.

All that refinement, those choice collections,

that love of scholarship and learned leisure were
shattered and dissipated by the invasions of the

peoples of the North or the Saracens ; and those

who could not fly were forced into the narrow
space protected by the city's cyclopean walls.

Numerous signs of great devastations have been
lound among the ruins, but nothing that points

to restoration or to any after attempt to inhabit

them. The city of Tusculum was still of consider-

able size, saved by its tremendous walls, which
enabled it to resist even the terrible onslaughts of
the barbarian devastators. Notwithstandintr the

visitations of these barbarous hordes, a little group
of farmers gathered among the ruined gardens of
LucuUus

; they were probably retainers of the

great house, and, united by their Christian faith,

a church and monastery found place among them,
and so Frascati came into beino;.

It was in the Middle Ages that there rose

into importance the great race of the Counts of
Tusculum, under which in the ninth and three

following centuries Tusculum became again a

place of power and importance. They were a

race whose whole history is full of deeds of
cruelty and treachery

; but they figure as consuls

and senators, and gave to Rome no less than
seven popes. The ruined castle of Borghetto,
lying below, was one of their fastnesses, and the

history of Tusculum is a record of perpetual combats
with rival popes and with the Roman people.

Gradually the haughty town and its Counts
degenerated, and in 1170, the last, Count Ranio,
made over the possession to Pope Alexander III.,

who made a triumphal entry into the town and
resided there for more than two years. It was
during this time that there came to Tusculum the
Ambassadors of Henry II. of Fngland, bringing
the news of the murder of Thomas a Beckett,

Archbishop of Canterbury, and charged with the
task of clearing the King from the accusation of
having conspired to bring it about.

As one of the conditions of accepting Alexander
as their sovereign, the Tusculans were required to

level their impregnable walls. The work of
destruction was carried out in 1 172, and the ancient
city was left m an absolutely defenceless condition.

In 1 191, Pope Celestin III., and the ' Emperor
Henry VI., betrayed the unhappy city into the

hands of its enemies, the ever-jealous Romans. On
an April night they surprised and stormed the place;

the inhabitants defended themselves desperately, but

a terrible massacre took place, and afterwards every

building and temple and the prehistoric walls of

Telegonus were razed to the ground, and salt strewn

over the ruins, so that they should never be restored.

The Colonna claim descent from the Conti,

one of the oldest families in Italy, and a branch is

said to have founded the Royal Family of Germany.
The last of the race, Fulvia Conti, married a Sforza

in 1650, and by an alliance with the Sforza-Cesarini

and the Torlonia, the Villa Conti belongs to-day to

Duke Torlonia.

In 1607, Cardinal Tolomeo de Come, Bishop

of Tusculum, sold the villa to Cardinal Scipione

Borghese, and it afterwards belonged to Cardinals

Altemps and Ludovisi. It was only in 1632 that it

was bought by the Conti. This family has given

to Rome twenty-three popes, three anti-popes, four

saints, twenty-two cardinals, and a whole bevy of

martyrs, bishops, abbots, and senators.

The villa itself is an unpretending; white
house, with broad eaves, and is of no particular

interest. The whole beauty of the place lies in

the grounds, which are approached by a fine

avenue of plane trees. The great stairway offers

an imposing coi/p d'ceil^ spread out against the

slope in magnificent amplitude, its timeworn grey-

stone relieved against the dark woods above, and
the intervening spaces filled with pink monthly
roses, which in spring and summer are very gay
and sweet. At the top of this easy ascent a wide
terrace runs the length of the grounds, from which
we may wander into the dense ilex woods, studded
with open spaces, in which are set graceful

fountains. Suddenly the wood clears away and a

wide stretch of green leads to the cascade, a

terraced erection where the water falls from a

considerable heiglit and loses itself in a large,

shallow basin, siu'rounded by stone arches and
parapets, and a fountain rises high in the midst.

Climbing the mossy, shallow steps which mount
on either side of the curving waterway, another
plateau is reached, on which is placed the

fountain, with its splendid framework of balus-

trading, here illustrated, and which, shut in on
three sides by the ilex wood, and on the
other commanding peeps and vistas of distant

plain and mountain, is one of the most beautiful

objects of this or, indeed, of any Italian garden.
The water here is dark and deep, and there is

not lacking a story of a guilty monk finding his

grave here. He is said to walk on moonlight
nights, and to disappear in the spray of the
fountain.

Among those who lived here in other days
was Henry, Cardinal of York, who, on the death
of his brother, Charles Edward, caused himself
to be proclaimed King of England, by the title

of Henry IX. He lived forty-two years at

Frascati, of which he was the bishop ; there is

a monument erected by him to his brother in

the cathedral, and a bust of himself in the
library which he founded.
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VILLA ALDOBRANDINI,
FRASCATI.

planned.

WHAT strikes us most as we examine the
sites or read descriptions of the old

classic villas, is the lavish way in

which their size and arrangements are
" Bring a few more carriages," says

Sir Gorgius Midas to his flunkies. .'' Build a

few more dining-rooms, another half-a-dozen foun-

tains," seems to have been the order of a Lucullus

or a Pliny. " One loses one's self," says M. Gaston
Boissier, writing of Pliny, "in the enumeration

which he makes of his apartments. He has

dining-rooms of various sizes for all occasions. He
dines in this one when he is alone ; the other

serves him to receive his friends in ; the third is

the largest, and can contain the crowd of his

invited guests. The one faces the sea, and while

taking one's meal one beholds the waves breakinp-

against the walls ; another is buned in the grounds,

and in it one enjoys on all sides the view of the

fields and of the scenes of rustic life. Nowadays
one bed-chamber usually satisfies the most exacting

;

it would be difficult to say how many Pliny's

villa contained. There are not only bedrooms

for every want, but for every caprice. In some

one can behold the sea from all the windows, in

others one hears without seeing it. This room
is in the form of an abside, and, by large openings,

receives the sun at every hour of the day ; the

other is obscure and cool, and only lets in just so

much light that one may not be in darkness. If

the master desires to enliven himself, he remains

in this open room, whence he can see all that

passes outside ; if he desires to meditate he has

a room just suited for the purpose, where he can

shut himself up, and which is so arranged that no

noise ever reaches his ears. Let us add that these

rooms are adorned with fine mosaics, are otten

covered with graceful pictures, and that they nearly

all contain marble fountains. ... To com-

plete the whole, we must imagine baths, piscenice,

tennis courts, porticoes extending in every direction

for tlie enjoyment of all the views, alleys sanded

for walks, and for those who chose to ride on

horseback, a large hippodrome, formed of a long

alley, straight and sombre, shaded by plane trees

and laurels, while on all sides curved alleys wind,

which cross and cut eacli other so as to render

the space greater and the programme more varied."

The pictures of gardens in the old houses of Rome
and Pompeii have these alleys shut in by walls

ot hornbeam, with a round space in the middle
where swans swim in a basin, and little arbours

here and there with a marble statue or a column,
and seats placed at intervals.

.
The delight in extent, the large ideas, the

lavish conceptions of the ancients, awoke again in

their prototype, the villa-builders of the sixteenth

and seventeenth centuries. The quoted description

might serve for that queen of villas, the Aldobran-

dini at Frascati. It is true that the power to

extend in directions almost unlimited had declined,

but the halls opening in all directions, the cool

porticoes, the covered ways, the wealth of falling

water, leave us v/ith the feeling of splendid

expenditure in pl^m and execution.

The villa, which stands grandly on a succession

of ample terraces falling to a long slope, was
designed by the Lombard, Giacomo della Porta,

and was begun in 1 603, for Cardinal Pietro

Aldobrandini, nephew of Clement VIIL Its chief

entrance is intended to be from the piazza of the

town below, from which it is divided by a wrought-

iron balustrade of remarkably bold and fine design,

and the artist evidently planned that the visitor

should mount up with the coup iVceil of the great

house always betore his eyes, meeting with one

surprise after anotlier as the landscape unfolded.

Nowadays the great gates are never opened, and

a little side door up a lane forms the very

inadequate substitute. The Cardinal had just

received the substantial addition to his income of the

revenues of Ferrara, which, as a Latin inscription on

the fa9ade of the palace commemorates, at this time

submitted to the pontifical dominion, and for his

new country seat he certainly secured the master-

piece of the great follower of Vignola. It was

his last work, too, for, driving back to Rome with

the Cardinal one summer's evening, after having

eaten too plentifully of melons and ices, Giaccmo

was taken so ill that he had to be left at the

convent at San Giovanni Laterano, where he died

that night. The work was completed by Fontana,

but we see in it all the majestic yet exuberant

feeling for decoration peculiar to the Lombard
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school. It is tlifncult to say which facade of the

palace is the more imposing. Passing behind it, we
find that it confronts a sort of theatre of waterworks,

where nymphs and water-gods recline in grottoes,

and fountains rush from above, though with some-

thing less than the volume of other times. A
good many of the fountains have, indeed, disap-

peared, but what has been lost is more than retrieved

by the beauties which three centuries of time have

added—the mellow tints given to the stonework of

palace and balustrade, the luxuriance of the ilex

woods, and the stately plane trees, which are worthy
descendants of those described by Pliny when he

ascribes their size to their being nourished with

wine.
^

President de Brosse, in the delightful and witty

letters which describe Rome in the middle of the

eighteenth century, gives an entertaining account of

the rather puerile forms of amusement then in

vogue. After an enthusiastic description of the

Belvedere, as Villa Aldobrandini was then called, he
r.-

describes groups of statues, some of vvdiich have now
disappeared, a faun and centaur, the nine Muses,

and Apollo, all joining in a concert on musical

instruments played by water. He calls it "deplorable

music." "What can be more chillino; than to see

these stone creatures, daubed with colour, making
melancholy music without piping or moving ?

"

He and his friends spent an afternoon at Frascati

in getting thoroughly drenched. The fun began at

Mondragone, round the " basin of the polypus,"

so called from leather pipes set round it, which
looked dry and innocent, but on a secret tap being

turned the water swelled into them, and thev

gradually turned their showers upon all withia

reach. ; De Brosse and his grave companions

abandoned themselves to the sport of turning them
against one another, with such gi^sto that they

were soon soaked from head to foot. Having
changed their wet clothes at the inn, they were

presently, after sitting quietly at Villa Aldobrandini,

listening to the doleful strains of the centaur,

without having suspected a hundred little jets of

water concealed in the stonework, which suddenly

spurted upon them. Being thoroughly wet through

again, he says, they gave theniselves up to these

games for the rest of the evening, and he particularly

commends " one excellent little staircase, wliich as

soon as you go up it, sends out jets of water which
cross from right to left and from top to bottom,

so that there is no escape." At the top of the

stairs they were revenged on the mischievous

comrade who had turned the tap. He tried to

turn a tresh one, but this was constructed expressly

pour tromper ies trompeiirs. It turned upon

the farceur^ by name Legouz, with astonishing-

force, a torrent as thick as his arm, which caught

him full in the middle. " He fled with his

breeches full of water, running out into his shoes."

After this they had to eat their supper in dressing-

gowns, having no more dry clothes ; and having

eaten two or three pounds of nougat, in addition

to a bad supper, it Is not surprising to hear that

they had a violent nightmare, and we only marvel

that apparently no one died of rheumatism or

inflammation of the lungs.

The fine rooms of the palace were at one time

hung with paintings by Domenichino, executed at

the time he was painting the famous frescoes at

Grotta Ferrata, but as they were suffering from

damp, they were carried off to the Borghese

palace, the Borghese being at that time proprietors

of the villa. The gallery has paintings of the

temptation and fall, the expulsion from the Garden

of Eden, and other Old Testament scenes, by

Cavaliere d'Arpino, a fashionable and mediocre

painter of the day.

When Goethe was staying at Frascati, he was

invited to see Prince Aldobrandini. A German
artist named Kaisermann was just then engaged in

painting the views of Frascati which are still to be

seen on the walls of the grand saloon. Goethe

gave the artist a commission to paint the town and

the panorama beyond, from the terrace, and the

picture still hangs in the room in which the poet

died, at Weimar.
The estates of the Aldobrandini were left to

the Borghese on condition that they should belong

to the second brother, who was to assume the.

name. A hundred years ago Don Paolo Borghese,

Prince Aldobrandini, being afraid of the damp,

fitted up a casino in the town of Frascati, which
was furnished with every comfort that his taste

could devise, and here he entertained parties of

friends, including many English travellers of the

day. He did the honours of Tusculum to the Duke
of Gloucester among others, and was very proud

of an English carpet which was the Duke's gift.

Georges Sand wrote with true insip-ht into

the charm of these delicious haunts, with their

fascinatino- combination of art and nature, aided.

as it already was in her day, by the hand of Time.

The over-artificial air had already vanished. The
water no longer moved the musical instruments

which roused the ire of De Brosse. "They still

bound into marble shells, but the music is that

of Nature, the stucco grottoes are hung with a

ferny tapestry, the moss has laid its velvet upon

staring mosaics. Nature has rebelled, has taken a

forsaken look, we hear a note of ruin and a song

of solitude." Nothing can adequately convey the

charm of the deep woods which lie all around, where

the sacred grove of Diana is believed once to have

flung its shade. Here we come upon a tiny

antique altar, there in the green dusk is a moss-

grown stone seat, the lizards bask in the shafts

of sunlight, the never-ceasing plash of fountains

fills the air, and beyond is the wide sunny terrace,

with its rows of huge vases and one or two giant

pines standing out against the far campagna,

which changes in beauty all through the day, till

the sun sinks in rose and gold into that shining

line of sea beyond Ostia, and a wonderful luminous

pink haze bathes the whole vast plain.
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VILLA ALDOBRANDINI,

DE TAIL -CASCADE TERRA CE.
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SO UTII- WEST ASC/uV T.

OAKS IN THE PLEASA UNCE.
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