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CHAPTER VIII.
MESS INA–TAORMINA–CATANIA–NICOLOSI–MONTE ROSSO — SYRACUSE-MALTA- GIRGENTI-SELIN UNTIUM
MARSALA — TRAPANI — SEGESTA – ALCAMO – MON REALE – PAL ERMO

NAPLES – ROME – MARSEILLES -

BARCELONA-WALENCIA—ALICANTE–CARTHAGENA-MALAGA-GIBRALTAR.

MAY 2nd.—Packing up my baggage, and now experiencing for the first time in my tour, the nuisance of that

bane to travellers—a “passport,” I and my American comrade embarked in the good schooner Rienzi for
Messina, no steamer going that way for a fortnight. After an unfavourable and boisterous passage we made
the coast of Calabria on the morning of the third day. For some time we had to work up against the strong
current of the straits of Messina till we came off the town of Reggio, the ancient Rhegium, when we fell into
a counter current that soon took us past the whirlpool of Charybdis, and into the circular harbour of Messina.
Here we had barely time to run through the list of interesting objects furnished by Madame Starke in her
guide-book, when we had to avail ourselves of an opportunity of coasting round Sicily by steam, a beautiful
new Neapolitan boat, the Palermo, starting on the seventh, full of European travellers, the most distinguished
amongst numerous foreign titles being that of Prince William of Prussia, travelling incog, under the name of
Count de Glatz, with his two sons Prince Adalbert and Prince Waldemar, and a numerous suite of counts and

chevaliers. After rounding the light-house, and running right through the turbulent waters of Charybdis,
which seemed to have lost their ancient power under the mighty arm of steam, we passed in succession
the villages of Contessa and Scaletta, the latter romantically built at the foot of a small rocky crag sur
mounted with a Saracenic castle, bearing a striking resemblance to the Gothic strongholds on the Rhine.
The shores, to which we steamed quite close, were very bold and interesting, being intersected with the
broad white beds of winter torrents.

Taormina was the first place of antiquity which Sicily offered to our view. With some danger from the
over-crowding of the passengers into the few small native boats that put off to us, we landed at the village of
Giardini, built on the sea-shore under the mountain ledge on which stands the picturesque village of Taormina,
surmounted again in its turn by two rocky pinnacles, the one crowned by a citadel built by the kings
of Sicily, the other by a village and fort perched up like an eagle's nest, the work of the Saracenic invaders.
Two or three old guns were fired to salute the prince's landing. In a body we climbed the steep wind
ing path to the village above, where we found a strong muster of the inhabitants, collected to wonder and stare
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at the strange faces this unexpected arrival had brought into their quiet streets. The theatre, situated at five
minutes' walk from the village, and in tolerable preservation, was built of brick by the Romans, and is nearly
the only remains of the once-magnificent city of Taurominium. The seats are wanting, but the proscenium is
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nearly perfect, and still ornamented with several columns of the Corinthian order. The view from it is magni

ficent, the lofty pinnacled crags rearing their bold forms behind; whilst in front, like a drop-scene, lay the azure
sea with the stupendous form of the snow-capped Etna. Again getting under weigh, we sat down to a
handsome dinner on deck, many of us faring sumptuously off a gigantic sword-fish, caught by some fishermen
off Reggio.

Passed the town of Aci Reali, near to which is the Scala di Aci, with the castle of the same

name. The isolated rocks at a short distance from this shore, called Scopuli Cyclopum, are of volcanic and
basaltic formation. The Castello di Aci, is supposed to occupy the site of the port of Ulysses. At about
three P.M. we anchored outside the small port of Catania, where we were unable to procure accommodation
ashore, the influx of travellers being so great, that many, myself amongst the number, were disappointed in a

trip to Etna, all the guides and mules having been previously engaged.
A visit to the damp excavations in the lava and scoriae, that have covered up the remains of ancient

Catania, afford but little gratification.

The principal are two theatres, and some vapour-baths under the

cathedral. The streets of this city are magnificent, being both broad, long, well paved, clean, and filled with
large fine houses. A trip to Monte Rosso, a small volcanic excrescence at the foot of Etna, repaid us in some

measure the following day for our loss in not seeing Mongibello's fiery crater.

It was from this little volcano

the lava issued, which nearly destroyed Catania in 1669.
The road to the village of Nicolosi, at the foot of Etna, ascends gradually the whole way, frequently cross
ing beds of lava and cinders, amongst which were flourishing with wonderful luxuriance fields of corn, vine
yards, the cactus indicus, and aloe, the two latter of enormous growth, their stems sometimes the size of forest
trees. A walk to that part of the harbour where the stream of lava ran into the sea, affords an excellent view

of the town and Etna: the annexed sketch is taken from this point. The Princes being desirous of hearing the
fine organ at the Monasterio dei Benedittini, we did not leave Catania until noon of the ninth. The courteous

brothers of this religious establishment are mostly nobles; they took great pains in showing the ladies of our
party their embroidered dresses, and were not backward in presenting flowers to them on our return from
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their delightful garden, to which the rules of the monastery did not admit the fair sex. The organist, an old
friar, was an excellent musician, taking great delight in bringing out his choice bits. He nodded and wink
ed most gaily to the ladies, particularly the English, four or five of whom were of the party. This building
had a most miraculous escape from the lava of 1669. In the afternoon we were at anchor in the harbour
of Syracuse, close to the island of Ortygia, on which the town is built. The whole of the passengers were
again disgorged amongst the astonished Syracusans. We seemed like a swarm of locusts, seeking to devour
antiquities, for scarcely one gave heed for a moment to the modern town, the whole mass streaming out to the
theatres, quarries, and remains of temples. A drawing of the Grecian theatre is annexed. The excavation
known by the name of the Ear of Dionysius, was a scene for the English to show off their climbing and
scribbling propensities: a small chamber over the entrance, serving as a common tympanum, in which it is
said this tyrant amused himself in listening to his prisoners, is hollowed out of the face of the rock over the
lofty entrance fifty-eight feet high, and reached only by a rickety old chair, in which the adventurous are
pulled up the giddy height by means of a pulley fixed to the rock above. This niche is filled with English
names. It is a mania with us, and is evidently “infectious.” On the river Anapas we found the papyrus

plant flourishing luxuriantly, its tufted reeds crowding the marshy banks of the stream.

One of the two

branches into which it divides itself leads to the Fonte Ciane, a large deep basin of clear water supplying the
Anapas. Cyane was a nymph who, opposing Pluto in stealing Proserpine, was turned into a fountain.
Recollecting our enthusiasts, at Prince William's desire we stood over to Malta, and thus for a fourth time it
was my fate to pass under the frowning batteries of Valetta's bastions. Ungeheur schön! was the exclamation

of royalty, as the imposing forms of the British line-of-battle ships broke upon their view. The whole seemed
to afford them as much pleasure as I experienced when first entering the grand harbour in the Oriental
excursions. Reviews and visits to the vessels of war amused the party during their three days' stay.
May the 14th.-Arrived in the port Girgenti at eight in the morning, after a sickening passage to many.
The boats thronged us so close in coming in, that one getting under the wheel was crushed down and swamped.

A five-mile ride on spavined horses brought us to the ruins of the luxurious city Agrigentum : they have
already been so often and so fully described, that I shall not attempt to do so here, but give a general idea of
its beautiful temples by the accompanying sketch, in which is represented the temples known by the name of
Juno Lucina and Concord: the modern town of Girgenti is seen to the right on an eminence, in which we found
no hotel. The cathedral was our general rendezvous, and contains a beautiful sarcophagus, now serving as a

baptismal font.

At sunset we retraced our way to the mole of Girgenti, and secured an unoccupied sofa in

the steamer for a bed.

May the 15th-At a village called Marinella we again came to anchor, as at a short distance thence are

SELinuxTIUM.
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to be seen the gigantic ruins of the then prostrate temples of Selinuntium; that nearest the sea is the one
represented in the wood-engraving. The monstrous masses of these wonderful temples are strewed around in
wild confusion,-columns, capitals, and architraves intermixed in bewildering heaps. As there is no port at
Marinella, and the anchorage dangerous, our Sicilian was anxious to get us off; so that we had barely time to
get a view of the beautiful landscapes that surrounded us, when the order was given to embark. In less than
two hours we rounded the south-western point of Sicily, and came to our moorings behind the mole of Marsala.

M A R S A. L. A.

The people having heard of our coming, had prepared a grand reception, colours flying, guns firing, and boats
innumerable rowing off to us, headed by a band of musicians.

The Austrian consul in full tog came on

board to welcome our noble fellow-passengers. To Mr. B–, the American and English consul, I and my
companion are both indebted for a most hospitable reception,--a gratifying change from the crowded cabin of
the steamer. In the evening a pyrotechnical display formed a pleasing finale to this aristocratic reception.
May the 16th.-The Austrian consul having racked his poor head to devise amusement for us, sud
denly hit upon a happy thought, and determined upon his sister now taking the veil: the presence of the

illustrious princes affording a fitting opportunity to add Éclat to the ceremony, no doubt was an additional
reason. The passengers had received a general invitation, and were found snugly arranged about ten o’clock
in the parlatojo of the convent, sipping chocolate handed them by the good matrons. After the young nun
had taken leave of her friends, we seated ourselves in the church, where we observed the young lady between

two sisters in a highly decorated balcony; on her head a crown, and in her hand a sceptre. After plenty of
music and a long sermon, accompanied with much telegraphic movement from the preacher, the nun read her
vow in Latin, purporting that she took the veil voluntarily; and on signing it, her crown was removed, and her

hair cut off. This last trace of worldly vanity was then shown round, and a collection made. The young lady,
dressed in black, was then laid out as if dead, and the bells tolled a funeral knell. The interesting personal
appearance of the young lady, and the sinister aspect of those concerned in this singular scene, roused the
blood of some of our romantic young English voyagers, who expressed in whispers their great desire to
liberate this damsel, from what they considered a most wicked incarceration from the world by weak and
cruel relatives.

After a turn through the wine establishments, we returned to the Palermo, and getting under weigh,
arrived in two hours at Trapani, built at the foot of Mount Eryx, and still within view of Marsala. On land
ing we in vain searched for accommodation, the only apartments at a would-be hotel being already engaged
by the Prince's suite, himself located at the English consul's; we however managed to strike a bargain with

a vetturino for a calèche, to convey us to Palermo by Segesta.
May the 17th-A mile from the town we came to a church containing a celebrated figure called the
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Madonna di Trapani, covered with trinkets, jewels, watches, &c., a rich booty in the eye of the sacrilegious.

T R A P AN I.

Passing through a fertile plain of wheat, with hedges of cactus and gigantic aloes, we overtook a party of our
fellow-travellers: they were French, and we found them venting their indignation on the crazy old carriage,
which had broken down with them. At noon we reached the village of Calatafimi, in a shower of rain. The
civil proprietor of a rude little inn provided us with both dinner and horses, the latter conveying us to the
temple of Segesta, over a wretched road, leading through a fine glen abounding with exotics, that powerfully
perfumed the air. The rain luckily ceased as we rode round the ridge of rocks, on which are the ruins of a
theatre, and in a gleam of sunshine the stately basilica broke upon our view. There are no remains of a cella
within. The columns and pediments are quite entire, having been restored lately by the King of Naples, as
recorded on the architrave in front. Our return from this delightful spot was by the same odoriferous way.
Nine miles distant, and seen to the left in the drawing, is Alcamo, where we remained for the night at a wild
and tumble-down inn. A pleasing drive the next day took us through a village called Sala di Partenico, from
which place to Monreale the road is very interesting, passing through high mountains and deep glens, and
occasionally commanding fine views of the sea. From Monreale is a beautiful view of Palermo, the road
winding down the mountain side, past several villas, to the city. From the hospitality of the inhabitants, we
enjoyed ourselves exceedingly during our short stay in this capital. The King of the two Sicilies being here
on a visit, gave a grand ball, to which the Palermo passengers were all invited. From the shortness of the
notice, many were the borrowings and lendings amongst the lady voyagers. From the beautiful Marina is a
fine view of Palermo harbour and Monte Pellegrino, on the top of which is the grotto of Santa Rosalia.
We now determined on a visit to the Capuchin convent, to see the dried bodies preserved in the subterra
nean vaults. Luigi, our Sicilian cicerone, having hired a carriage and invited us to step in with an immense
show of politeness, calling us “Ecellenza,’ drove us to the convent, about a mile outside the city. A venera
ble bearded brother did the honours. The bodies we found supported in long rows of niches, but not, as often
described, quite fresh and as if alive; on the contrary, they are shrivelled up mouldering carcases, gradually
dropping to pieces, yet bearing no appearance of putridity. They are deposited previously for half a-year in a

chamber hewn in the rock possessing a certain drying property; they are then re-clothed in the dresses they
wore when living, and placed with the rest of the grim assembly. Their offensive and disgusting appearance
is further heightened by the tanned skin, in many instances, peeling from the protruding bones; and in several,
from its contraction, the mouth had split the cheeks from ear to ear, showing the brown loose teeth dropping

from the gaping jaw; in some the eyes were sunk deeply into the head, whilst in others they seemed bursting
from their sockets. The monk who accompanied us round, pointed out some of these loathsome objects as
being his particular friends; and he really seemed to look forward with pleasure to the time, when his mum

mied body should take a place in the ranks of his ghastly brethren. At the further end of these extensive
N
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galleries we came to the part appropriated to the women; we saw many in glass cases, with all their earthly

finery on them, the grisly skull adorned in a showy cap or bonnet, and the skeleton hand in a white kid glove.
On a certain day in the year, the relatives come and visit the bodies of their departed friends, re-clothing

them if they find the dresses decayed. Making our escape from this sickening and revolting spectacle, we
drove to the beautiful garden of the Duca di Sera di Falco, and tried to forget the charnel-house we had left
in the delicious perfume of flowers, and luxuriant shade of verdant embowering groves.

May 22nd.—Having yesterday taken our last look at the domes and cupolas of Palermo, we this morning
steamed past the island of Capri and Mount Vesuvius, to Naples. The bay was beautifully calm, without a

MOUNT
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ripple. My companion and I here went manfully to work in visiting its numerous attractions.

Excursions

to the summit of Vesuvius, to the underground excavations of Herculaneum, to the now almost disinterred

city of Pompeii, and to the beautiful temples of Paestum, occupied much of our time. The amphitheatre of
Pompeii, in which the inhabitants were sitting at the time of its destruction, is here represented. The temples
of Paestum I have also annexed: in the centre is that dedicated to Neptune, to the left that of Ceres, and to
the right the basilica.

