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AN INCIDENT AT ROME. 

BY MISS C. M. SEDGWICK. 

DuriNG a sojourn of some months at Rome, 
Lady C—— kindly offered to take me in her 
droski to Tuseulum, and drive, as nearly as I 
can recall the distance, of some dozen miles. 
Accordingly, on one of those days, (of which 
we have often a counterpart in our autumnal 
months,) when the sky is of its deepest blue, 
and eo serene that the eye seems to penetrate 
depths never before revealed, we passed the 
gate of St. John Lateran and entered on the 
Appian Way. Most 

*¢ Things by scason seasoned are, 

To their right praise and true perfection.” 

But the Roman campagna change of season, 
brings no change. In the spring, when elsa- 
where, there is a general resurrection of vege- 
table life—a joyous beginning of the processi- 
on of the year—this unchanging aspect of the 
eampagna is most common. When all the rest 
of Italy, as far as nature is concerned, has the 
beauty, gladness and promise of youth, is in 
truth a paradise regained, there are here no 
springing cora, Ro budding vine stalks, no o- 

~ pening blossoms, scarcely a bird’s note. Na- 
ture, elsewhere so active, so plastic, so full of 
hope, is here moaumental—a record of the in- 
exorable past. 
But though there be no look of cheerful 

habiiancy, there is a solemn beauty. You can 
scarcely turn your eye without a strong emoti- 
on, without involuntarily uttering « name that 
is a charmed word. * There is Soracte!” 
There is Tivoli!” ¢ There is the country of 

the Sabines!” ¢ There are the beautiful Al- 
ban Hills!” Behind you is Rome with its 
natural elevations, its splendid domes, towers 
and obelisks, its brooding pines, and sad cy- 
presses—surely the most picturesque, the most 
suggestive of cities. The vast solitndes around 
you are filled with records of Rome in its 
magnificent life-time ; broken aqueducts some- 
times extending for a quarter of a mile, and 
then standing 1a fragments of three or four, or 
pethépda single arch. On every side are mo- 
numents and tombs, by which the poor tenants 
hoped to perpetuate their names. The high 
sepulchral grass waves aronad them, the stones 
are Jefta blank, or if the name be preserved— 
as is the still nearly perfect tomb of Cecilia 
Metella—it is but a name, all the rest is left to 
conjecture. 
Lady C—— had resided several winters at 

Rome, and was perfectlyfamiliar with its an- 
tiguities, and generous in her communities, 
and so delightfully did the time pass away that 
we hardly seemed to have emerged from the 
Porta Jan Giovanni when we drove into the 
little town of Frascati. The landlord appeared 
at the carriage door, with the usual smiles and § 
potency of an Italian host, and answering to 
the ready ©“ Yes—yes—my lady” to all Lady 
C’s demands, (the chief one being a parlor 

~ with a pleasant prospect,) he ushered us into 
the house and up a dirty stairwey, and opened 
the door and windows of a litile parlor, ex- 
claiming Ecco, ecco, mi ladi, ecco una bella 
vefuda I’ We rushed to the window, expect- 
ing a beautiful view of the campagna, but in- 
stead of that we could see nothing but the vil- 
lanous little piazza we had just left, with the 
usual accompaniments of an Italian place, beg 
gars and an idle rabble. Lady C. smiled, and 
turning to me said, * The house affords noth~ 
ing better, or he would have given it to us,” 
and howing to our host as if she were quite 
satisfied, he took her orders and left us to our- 
selves. 

“At what are you smiling 1” said she to 
me. 
“ Atyour un English way of proceeding, my 

dear Lady C. Pardon my 1mpertinence, but it 
would have seemed to me more nationally 
characteristic if you had broken out upon our 
host for attempting to impose this piazza on 
you for a beauw'iful prospect.” 

‘“ But itis to his eye. You are right my 
friend. I have lived long enough to get rid of 
afew prejudices, and some inconvenient and 
very unwise English habits. I do not now 
conclude that a thing is of course wrong be- 
cause it is not our Island fashion; and I rm 
just learning to endure with good temper what 
I cannot cure, and to find out that every coun- 
try, I might almost say every creature, has a 
bright side, at which we may look and thank 
‘God. Truly I am often ashamed of my snarl: 
ing, barking, arrogant countrymen.” 

I was charmed with the candor of Lady Cs 
concession, but being well aware that such a 
concession is much of the nature of a personal 

« humiliation, I turned the subject by asking 
- Lady ©. if she had been frequenily at Fras- 
cati ? 

Often,” she said, and the last time she was 
there was memorable, and she proceeded to 
relate the following story, some part of which 
I had heard {rom our consul at Naples. Three 
years before, letters had been received at Rome 

and in those [talian cities most frequented by 
the English, requesting inquiries to be set on 
foot for a certain Murray Bathurst, a young 
Englishman, who had come to the continent 
early in the preceding spring, intending to 
make a tour of Italy chiefly on foot. His mo- 
ther, a widow, had received letters from him 
ag late as October. He was then on his retura 
from Naples io Rome, proposing to embark at 
Civita Vecehia for Marseilles. The mother’s 
letters expressed the misery of her suspense 
and anxiety so touchingly that many persons 
pecame interested in her behalf. [er letters 

were enforced by others from persons of mote. 
Iremember Lady C. menticned Woodsworth 
or Southey’s name. This adventitions aid 
could scarcely have been necessary to stimu- 
late benevolence. No adventitious aid would 
ever be in requisition if there were more of the 
buman race like a certain little woman in 
Boston, who hearing an alarm given of a child 
being run over, rushed forward with such signs 
of distress that a passer by asked “is it your 
child?” ¢ No,” she replied, * but it is somebo- 
dy’s child” Diligent inquiries were made of 
the police, and the books of our consuls atthe 
different cities examined. The result was that 
Murray Bathurst was traced from Milan to Na- 
ples, buck to Rome, and thence to Civita Vec- 
chia. His entrance from Rome into that mest 
forlorn of all travellers’ depots were duly regis- 
tered, aad there all clue was lost. In vain were 
the registers of sll the steamers and of every 
craft that left the port examined—there was 
no trace of him. 1t must have been the same 
Murray Bathurts that was noted elsewhere ; 
for his tall, slender, un-Fnglish person, his 
large dark melancholy eyes, his pale com- 
plexion, and tangled long dark hair, were all 
£0 notable as to be recorded in the reports of 
the police. Maay letters were written to the 
mother giving this unsatisfactory information, 
and expressive of condolence and regret that 
no more could be learned of the lost youngman, 
In a little time the topic became trite, then was 
forgotten, and mother and sen sunk into the 
oblivion of past things. 
A year ran away, when one morning, just as 

Lady C. was sitting down to her solitary 
breakfast in the —— palace, Mrs Bathurst wes 
announced. The name and its association had 
passed from Lady C’s memory. Mors Bathurst 
presented a letter of introduction, and eaid— 
*¢ My apology for troubling you isghat you are 
the only person in Rome whom I have ever 
seen before, and of whose interest and sympa- 
thy I {eel assured.” 
Lady C. was perplexed, but on glancirg at 

the letter she expressed, I have no doubt with 
the graceful courtesy that characterized her, 
her readiness to serve Mrs Bathurst in any mode 
she would suggest—** But where and when,” 
she asked, “have I had the pleasure of meet. 
ing you ?"* 
* It is quite as natural that youshould forget 

as that I should remember it—the meeting was 
accidental, but the place may serve to recall it 
to you. Do you remember, seventeen years 
ago, meeling a young woman in window’s 
weeds with a jiule boy, whose beauty I believe 
first attracted you, wandering about the Drui- 
dical remains at Stonehenge ¥’ 

¢* Perfectly—perfectly—and now, though 
certainly somewhat changed by time—more 
probably by recent sorrow—I recall your coun- 
tenance. And that lovely boy, I am quite 
sure I shonld know him again. 1 never have 
forgotten his extraordinary loek of curiosity 
and Investigation as he wandered about amidst 
those stupendous ruins, nor the iatelligent 
wonder with which he listened to our specu- 
lations » 
“And do you remember the subsequent 

evening we passed together at the inn, when 
our conversation turned on the antiquities of 
Italy, and you gave us some account of your 
then recent wisit to Rome, snd showed us 
many drawings in your port-tolio, and gave my 
poor boy a beautiful sketch of one of the tem- 
ples of Pestam 1? 
“ Yes, oh yes ! and I remember being ex~ 

ceedingly surprised, and pleased with the 
child’s extraordinary acquaintance with sub- 
jects of which few children of his age had ever 
heard.” 
* Ab, it was then my pride, my fatal pride 

to instruct him on these subjects, which had 
always interested myself, awd which had oc- 
cupied much of my poor husband's life. I de- 
veloped prematurely, and most unwisely, his 
taste, and =0 concentrated his mind on the 
study of antiquities, that it became a passion. 
I was gratified by the development of what ap- 
peared to ie extraordinary genins. Thus [ 
fed the flame that was to consume my poor 
boy. I found too late that it was impossible to 
restore his mind to the interests natural, and 
of course healthy, to youth. My fortune was 
narrow. [lived with the most rigid economy 
to supply him with the mesns of education. 
He went to Oxford, where he acquited him- 
self honorably in all the prescribed studies. 
These were mere task work, except so far as 
the classics related to bis favorite pursuits. 
His task done, he wasted his health in mid- 
night antiquarian research. At the close of his 
college career we went into Devonshire at the 
invitation of my brother-in-law, Sidney Bathurst, 
to pass the winter.” At this point of her sto- 
ry Mre. Bathurst paused reluctant to indulge 
in the egotism of going into particulars not 
immedia ely connecied with her loss, though 
greatly aggravatiog [the calamity ; but Lady 
C, full of sympathy, and not without curiosity, 
begging her not to omit any particular, she 
proceeded. “ Sydney Bathurst had repaired 
the fallen fortunes of his family by a long resi~ 
dence in India. His mind was thoroughly mer- 
cantilized. He had rather a contzmpt for all 
young men, and such athorongh conviction of 
the unprodactiveress of all learning, that my 
son’s pursuits did not shock him so much as 1 
had feared. His oaly child, Clara, Bathurst, 
was after his own heart, practical, cheerful 
even to gayety, careless of the past and future, 
and reflecting the present brightly as a mirror 
does sunshine. I sooa perceived that her 
father’s design in inviting us was te give the 
young people an opportuaity of falling in love. 
He naturally ‘wished to transmit his fortune to 
one of his own name and family, and I—] 
trust without a covetons spirit—conscious that 
my son had no talent for acquiring fortune, 
was delightad with the prospect of his obizin- 
ing with an amiable wife, the means of in- 
dulging his taste. Nothing—I am eoavinced 

of it—nothing goes right where fortune is the 
basis of a matrimonial project, Marriage 1s 
the Lords temple—I must do myself the jus- 
tice to say that fortune was not my primary 
object. I watched the indications of the young 
people’s affecticns with intemse interest. 
There were few points of sympathy between 
them. My eon seemed hardly to notice his 
cousin ; at times, indeed, gleams from her sun- 
ny spirit entered his heart but as if through 
a crack—no light was diffused there. With 
Clara the case was quit different. Affection is 
a woman's atmosphere. Weare flexible and 
clinging in our natures, and we atttach our- 
selves to the nearest object. We lived in re- 
tirement. My son had no competitor. He 
was gentle in his manners, refined, gracefal— 
handsome. He had the reputation of learn- 
ing and talent. 
“Clara became quiet and thoughtful. She 

took to reading, and, poor girl ! at last came 
to poring over the huge old books in which 
my son buried himself. She seemed winding 
herself into a sort of chrysalis condition, in 
the hope of a transition to come. 
“ The winter passed away without change 

to Murray. One idea absorbed him. Early 1a 
the spring he asked a private audience of his 
uncle, and when Mr. Sydney Bathurst was 
prepared to hear a disclosure harmonizing 
with his favorite project, my son modestly 
imparted his desires to come to Italy, his long. 
ing to explore the Etruscan remains whose 
riches were just then developing. He perceiy- 
ed his uncle’s astonishment, disappointment 
and displeasure, and Jie intimated that though 
poor he was independent. His purpose was to 
travel on foot, and he had ascertained by in. 
quieries and calculation that the half of his an- 
nual allowance would pay for his meat drink 
and jedging, which should be all of the sim- 
lest. ‘ 
gy And how,’ his uncle asked contemptu- 
ously, ¢ was this rummaging and groping about 
the dusty old underground ruins of Italy to fit 
him for any manly career 7 When was he to 
setabout getting his living 

““ My son replied that what others called a 
living was supeifluity to him, that he would 
not exchange his favounte pursuits for all Eng- 
land’s wealth— for himself he had no favour to 
ask but to be letalone; but that it would be 
an inexpressible comfort if, during the six 
months of his absence, he might leave me in 
my present happy situation—in the society of 
his cousin, whom he was sure i leved next to 
himself. “ : 
“The only sensible thing he said,’ exclaim. 

ed my brother in law, when he repeated to me 
the conversation. “Such folly isincomprehen- 
‘gible. But there is no use in interfering. Let 
him go his own way and take the consequen- 
ce. Bread ard water regimen in perspective 
is well enough, but, my word for it, he willbe 
tired of it and Italy and its rubbish before six 
months are past.’ i 
“[ will not go into mere particulars of our 

convereation. {naturally defended my poor 
son, but I felt that Mr. Bathurst’s objections 
were sousd. It ended in my acquiescing in 
Murray’s carrying out the plan he had made, 
and encountering the hardships he contemned, 
‘a the hope they would prove the best medicine 
for his diseased mind. But I was to learn that 
to a mental, like a physical, condition which 
has been cherished and fortified by education 
cannot be changed by medicine. My son left 
us. Poor Clara, like (Indine, had found a soul 
in the developement of her affections, Her 
gayety was gone. So long as my son continu. 
ed to write to us she read every thing she 
conld lay her hands upon connected with the 
scene of his travels and the researches that 
particularly interested him. Since then she 
had read nothing. For a time she fell into 
a deep melancholy, From this she was roused, 
in part by my earnest entreaties, but more by 
the force of her own conscience. She is now 
a sort of lay sister of charity to the neighbour- 
hood, ‘aad she finds, as the wretched have al- 
ways doze, the surest solace for her own mis- 
fortunes in softening the miseries of others.” 
* So far Lady C. had told me Mrs. Bathurst's 
story as she recalled it in her own words. Six 
mouths had elapsed since young Bathnrst had 
been seen at Civita Veechis. Mra Bathurst 
had come to Italy in the hope that she might 
obtain some clue that had escaped the less in- 
terested search of strangers. Her brother in 
law had supplied her amply with the means of 
travelling, and she had resolved never to aban- 
don the pursuit while the least ray of hope re- 
mained. The circumstances on which she 
mainly rested her belief that nothing fatal had 
happened to her son were, that as he was of 
the Roman Catholic {aith—that as he spoke 
lalian like a native, and es his complexion 
and features were much more like the Italian 
than his own northera race, he might for vears 
wander about the lees frequented parts of Italy 
without iucurring the suspicion that he was a 
foreigner. She conjectured that on arriving at 
Civita Vecchia he had yielded to an uncon- 
querable reluctance to leaving Italy. She had 
no vary definite idea of what had since been 
his fate. She alternated between hope end 
despair without any reason but the condition 
of feeling she happened to be in. The source 
when young Bathurst had derived his antiqua- 
rian enthusiasm was soon quite obvious to Lady 
C. The only mode of drawing Mrs. Bathurst 
from her sorrowful maternal anxieties was to 
plunge her into some obscure, unintelligible 
ruin in Rome. Bhe preferred the dim Therma 
of Titus, Caracalia’s baths, or Sullust’s garden, 
to St. Peter’s, aad the fragments of the palaces 
of the Casars to all the glories of the Vatican. 
But there were times when she was so steep- 
ed in grief, so near despair, that she seemed 
on the verge of insanity : and it waa one even: 
ing after trying 1o vain to rouse and soothe her 
that Lady C. proposed a drive to Tusculum the 
aext day. They accordingly set forth the 

next morning, and the mother sesmed to be 
drawn away from her personal sorrows on 
this monumental road, for who, it is natural to 
ack here, can escape the common destiny o 
man ** mede to mourn 7’ 
They drove into the little town of Frascati, 

and stopped at this same inn were Lady C. and 
myself were now discussing our cold chicken. 
The pizza was as thronged aud noisy then as 
now, as these places alwaysare in Italy, and 
most noisy in the meanest, poorest, lowest 
fallen towns. As the Ladies alighted scream- 
ing guides and clamorous beggars thronged 
ebout them. Mrs Bathurst hurried into the 
inn. Lady C.. more accustomed to the disa- 
greeable juxtaposition of fleas, dirt and impor- 
tugity, quietly stopped to make her bargain 
with a gnide, and give, as is ner custom, a 
small sum to the landlord to be dispensed to 
the poorest poor. Her eye was atiracted by a 
lean and miserable looking man who stood be~ 
hind the crowd, end apart from it, and who, 
pale, emaciated and haggard, with a thread- 
bare cloak closely drawn around him, and 
seeming most of all to need charity, was appar- 
ently unobservant and unconcerned. 

‘“ My friend,” said Lady C. to the landlord, 
and pointing to the man who had attracted 
her eye, ‘“see to that poor wretch getting the 
largest share of my charity, and here,” she ad- 
ded, agnin opening her ever willing puree, 
here is something more—get hima warm under 
garment—he is shivering at this moment.” 
“ Ah, madame,” replied mine host, * he is 

well cared for; his senses are a little astray, 
and of such, you know, the Hgly Virgin has 
special care. He wanders abd¥it from morning 
till night, and when, at evening, he comes 
into Frascati, there is not a churl in the town 
that would not give him a bed and lodging, 
though he never asks for either. He is inno- 
cent and quiet enough, poor fellow!” 
‘ Has he no family—no relatives among 

you?” asked Lady C —but she received no 
reply—another carriage had drawn up, and the 
landlord with the ready civility of his craft 
was opening its door. 
“Come with me to the other side of the 

house,” said Lady C. to Mrs Bathurst, whom 
she found in a little back parlour overlooking 
the court. - * Come with me and see a pensi- 
oner of the Holy Virgin—as our host assures 
me he is—a creature steeped in poverty, but 
without suffering, and with an aspect that hav- 
ing once looked upon you never can forget.” 
Before she had finished her sentence Lady C. 
was at the window of ““ la bella veduta,” over- 
looking the piazza. The throng of beggars 
was at the heels of the newly arrived gentry, 
and Lady C. looked about, for some time in 
vain, for the subject of her compassion. *“ Ah, 
there he goes!” she said, espying him. “Is 
there not a careless, objectless desolation in 
his very movement 7” 

““ Ido not see that he differs from the other 
beggars, except that he stoops, and has a less 
noble air than many of them.” 

‘“ My dear Mrs Bathurst! But you do not 
see his face, and therefore cannot judge—poer 
fellow, he is taking to the sunny steps of the 
church like the rest of them, and there is lan- 
guidly laying himsell down to his best re- 
pose.” 

After cold chicken and a bottle of wine at 
Frascaii, the ladies proceeded on foot to Tuscu- 
lum, preferring to be discommoded by a walk, 
somewhat too long, to the perpetual aonoyance 
of clamorous yelling donkey drivers. After 
having gone up the jong hill to Tusculum, they 
turned into the Ruffuiella, Lucien Bonaparte’s 
villa, and finding little to attract them in its 
formal adornments, they soon leftit. As they 
turned toward the gate Lady C. exclaimed, 
there is my poor friend again! he has taken the 
road to Tusculum ; | hope we may cross his 
path there, I want yon to see his face, and if I 
do not mistake, it has a story, and @ sad 
one. 
“ Tam ashamed to confess to youn,” replied 

Mrs Bathurst, * how little curiosity I feel about 
him; how litle I am touched by all the mise- 
ry [see here. My whole sentient being is 
resolved to one distressful feeling. At times, 
indeed I am roused from it, and the thought 
that am in Italy, sends a thrill of pleasure 
through ‘my frame. Even here, in Tusculum, 
at the highest point of excitement, where, un- 
der ordinary circumstances, the very stones 
would burn my feet, my sorrow comes back 
upon me like a thunder-bolt.” 
* Drive it away now, if possible,” said Lady 

Oi «It is worth your while, I assure you, to 
possess your mind in this place—here is a 
cicerone who will give a name, right or wreng, 
whenever we ask tor it. He told me the other 
day, in good faith, that the ciceroni all take 
their name from the Cicero, who, in his day, 
showed the marvelous fine things here to 
swrangers! I asked a fellow who this Cicero 
was, and he answered, ¢“ un gran maestro, who 
taught little boys all the languages in the world, 
besides reading, writing, and arithmetic” A 
fair specimen of the veritable information of 
these gentry 
* The ladies preceeded under the conduct of 

their guide, to survey the broken walls called 
‘“ la Scuola di cicereni,” as some learned ex- 
pounders conjecture from the philosophical 
academy, the institution of which at his own 
house, in Tusculum, is mentioned in one of 
Cicero’ letters. 

Mrs. Bathur=t’s antiquarian enthusiasm be, 
gan to kiedle, her eye dilated, and her pal 
cheek glowed. In a happy oblivion, for the 
moment, of her perssonal anxieties, she left 
Lady C. seated on the broken fragment of a 
column almost overgrown by weeds and grase, 
and followed her talking guide, to look at the 
reticulated walls of a row of houses, at a dis- 
interred Roman pavement, and among a mass 
of ruins at the gradus of an amphitheatre, 
\* hile she thus occupied, the poor pensioner 
of the Virgin emerged from g tangl-d thicket 
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