CHAPTER XIX
THE CASCINE AND THE ARNO

Plocence’s Bois de Boulogne—Shel'sy—The races—The game of
Pallone—SS. Ognissanti—Botticelli and Ghirlandaio—Amerigo Vespucci
—The Platonic Academy’s garden—Alberti’s Palazzo Rucellai—Melan
choly decay—Two smiling boys— The Coreini palace- -The Trinit bridge
—The Borgo San Jacopo from the back—Home fishing—SS, Apostoli—
A scnsitive river—The Ponte Vec.hio—The goldsmiths—S. Stefano.

HE (Cascine is the “ Bois ” of Florence ; but it does not
compare with the Parisian expanse either in size or
attraction, Here the wealthy Florentines drive, the middle
claises saunter and ride bicycles, the poor enjoy picnics, and
the English take country walks. The further one goes the
better it is, and the better also the river, which at the very
snd of the woods becomes such a stream as the plein-
airigies love, with pollarded trees on either side. Among
the trees of one of these woods early in the nineteenth
century, a walking Englishman named Percy Bysshe Shelley
wrote his “ Ode to the West Wind.”

The Cascine is a “ Bois” also in having a race-course in it
—a small course with evarything about it on & little scale,
grand stand, bettmg boxes, and all. And why not ?—for
after all Florence is quite small in size, however remarkable
in character. Here funny little race-meetings are held,
beginning on Easter Monday and continuing at intervals
until the weather gets too hot. The Florentines pour out
in their hunireds and lie about in the long gras; ationg the
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wild fAlowers, and in thefr fives and tdns back their fancies.
The system is the pari- -mutuef, and\hm'e/one seems to be
more at iis mercy even than in Fra.i:cr The odds keep
distressingly low ; but no one seems to be either elated or
depresszd, wha.tever happens. To be at the races is the
*hmg—-to walk about and watch'the people and enjoy 4he
air. It is the most orderly frugal scene, and the baleful
and mysterious power of the racehorse to poison life and
landscape, as in England, does not exist here.

To the Cascine also in the spring and autumn several
hundred Florentine men come every afternoon to see the
geme of pallone and risk a féew lire on’ iheir favourite
players. Mr. Ruskin, whose “ Mornings ir. Florence ” is
still the textbook of the devout, is severe encngh upon
those visitors who even find it in their hearts to siop and
gossip in the city of Giotto. What then would he have
said of one who has spept not a few afternoon lLours,
between four and six, in watching the game of Pallone ?
I would not call pallone a good game. Compaicd with
cricket, it is nothing; compared with lawn tennis, it is
poor; compared with football it is an®mic; yet in an
Italian city, after the galleries have closed, on a warm
afternoon, it will do, and it will more than do as affording
an opportunity of seeing muscular Italian athletes in the
pink of condition, The game is played by six professionals :
a battitore, who smites the ball,: whlch is sérved to him
very much as in rounders; the spalla, ‘who pla.ys back ; and
the terzino, who plays forward. ‘The court is sixty or more
yards long, )on on? side being a very high wall and on the
other and a} eacl end netting. The imrlemeats are the
ball, which is hollow and of leather, arnt half the size of
a footb)/ll, and a cylind=r studded with sprkes, rather like
a hige fircons or pine-apple, which is j'laced over the
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wiist and forarm tolhit the balt with; and the game
is much as in te'mis,gonly there is no central net: mereiy
a line. Each mau’s u«mbition, however, is less . defeat
the returning power ot 'the foe than to paralyse it by
hitting the ball out of reach. It is as though in cricket
a batsman were oui. if he ‘“iled to hit three wides. ¢

A ood battitore, for instance, can sinite the ball right
down the sixty yards iuio the net, above the head of the
opposing playel who stands awaiting it at thefarend. Such
astroke is to the English mind a blot, and it is no u-
common thing, after each side has had a good rally, to see
the battitore put every ba' into the net in this way and
so win the game without his opponents having one return ;
which is “he very negation of sport. Dumng the game
every point is marked against the player who scores it;
which means that the bet’r:ng—-and of course there is bet-
ting—is upon individuals and nt upon sides.

The pari-inutuel system is that which is adopted at both
the p<ilone courts in Florence (there is another at the
Piazza Beccarir), and the unit used to be two lire. Bets
are invited on the winner and the second, and place-money
is paid on both. No wonder then that as the game draws
to a close the excitement becomes intense; while during
its P ogTess feeling runs high too. For how can a young
Florentine who has his money on, say, Martini the batti-
tors,iinhJid criticism ‘when Martini’s arm f.ls and the
ba.ll drops comfortably for the terzino Neno to return it
out of reach? Such a lapse should not pass unnoticed;
nor does it

From ‘he Casiitie we mey either return to Florence
along the banks - ~¥"the river, or cross the river by the vile
iron rr'onte Sosoeso‘and enter the city again, on the Pitti
side by the i~'poing Porta S. Frediano: <Supposing.that
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we return by the Lungs no Amerigo [Vespurci there is littie
to notice, beyond costly modern’ housys of '+ Portland Place
type an. the inevitable Garibaldi riatus, until, just past
the oblique pescaja (or weir), we see across the Piazza
Manin the church of All Saints—S. Salvadore d’Ognissanti,
which must be visited/since it ie. the burial-place of Eot-
ticelli and Amerigo: Vespucci, the chapel of the Vespucci
family being painted by Ghirlandaic ; and since here too lies
Botticelli’s beautiful Simonetta, who so untimely died.
Arcording to Vasari the frescoes of S. Jerome by Ghirlandaio
and S. Aurrustmb by Botticelli were done in competition.
Chey were painted, as it hapr-as, elsewhere, but moved
here without injury. I thipk the S. Jerome is the more
satisfying, a benevolent old -scientific author -a Lord
Avebury of the canon—with his iniplements about *him on
a tapestry tablecloth, a brass candlestick, his cardinal’s hat,
and a pair of tortoise-shell eveglasses handy. S. Aunuuume
is also scientific; astronsmical books and :Instruments .
surround him too. His tablecloth is linen. ‘

Amerigo Vespucci, ‘whose statue we saw, in the Uffizi
portico colonnade, wds a:Florentine by birth who settled in
Spaip and took to exploration. His discoveries were im-
portant, but America is not really among them, for Colum-
bus, whom he knew and supported financially, got there first,
By a mistake in the date in his account of his travnis, es-
pucci’s nami: came to be given to'the mew con‘*n::‘ and
it was then too late to alter it. He became a naturalized
Spaniard and died in 1512. Columbus indeed suffers in
Florence; fér had it not been for Vespucci, America would
no doubt be called Columbia; whiie Brurelleschi antici-
pated him in the egg trick.

The church is very proud of possessing .he robe of S.
Fran’js, which i3 displayed once a year on Oc vober 4th: ) In
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tus refectory is;a “ L/ st Supper” i v Ghirlandaio, not qulte
s0 good as thatwhich we sawat S, Marco, but very simiiar,
end, like that, dyriving from Castagno’s at the Zcnacolo di
Sant" Apollonia. The predestined Judas is once more on
the wrong side of the table.

Returning to the river bank aga1, we are at once amon-,
the hotels and pensions, which continuz cheek by jowl nght
away to the Ponte V:cchio and beyond. In the Piazza
%;oldoni, where the Ponte alla Carraia springs off, several
streets meev, best of them and busiest of them being that
Via della Vigna Nuova which oue shoula miss few oppor-
tunities of waiking along, for here is the palazzo—at No. 20
—which Leon Battista Alberti designed for the Rucellai.
The Rucellai family’s present palace, I may say here, is in
the Viw. della Scala, and by good fortune I found at the
door sunning himself a complacent major-domo who, the
hou.e being empty of its august owners, allowed me to
walk throuzu into the famous garden—the Orti Oricellari
—whr.c the Platonic Academy me! for a while in Bernardo
Rucellai’s day. A monument inscijbed with their names
bas been erected among the evergreens. Afterwards the
garden was given by Francis I to his beloved Rianca
Capella. Its naturai beauties are impaired by a gizantic

statue of Polyphemus, bigger than ary other statue in
Floence.

The new Rucellei palace does not compare “ith the old,
which is, I think, the most beautiful of all the private houses
of the great day, and is more easily seen too, for there is
a little piazza in front of it. The pal: ce, with its lovely
design wid ite p/lastered windows, ls nm]f a rookery,
while wvarious iné:stries thrive beneath it.! Part of the
nght side Las beer ‘knocked away:; but even still .tLe pro-
pot cions are ne ble,  This is a bad quarter fer vandalisra ; for
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in the piazza opposit- s aimost exqisite itde loggia, buirc
ia 1468, the three lovely a.‘rcha; of ,Whl'h have been filled
in and u.w form the windows of { cnmercial esteblish-
ment. I wish the Florepfines had enough pride to open up
the arches again,

The Rucellai chapei, behind the palace, is in the Via della
Spada, and the key must be asked for in the palace stables.
It is in a shocking state, and quite in heeping with the
traditions of the neighbourhood, while the old” churck or
L Pancrazio, its neighbour, is now.a Government tobacco
factory. The Rucellai’chapel contains ,.a model of the
Holy Sepulchre, at Jerusalerr, in marble and intarsia, by
the great Alberti—one of the most jewel-like ittle buildings
imaginable. Within it are the faint vestiges of & fresco
which the stabledboy calls a Botticelli, and indeed the
hands and faces of the angels, sach as one can see of them
with a farthing dip, do not ' ender the sugges+ion impossib’e,
On the altar is a terra-co’ta Christ which he cai'< & Dona-
tello, and again he may ve right ; but fury at a cond1.on of
things that can permit such a beautiful place to be so de-
secrated renders it impossible to be properly appreciative.

Since we are here, instead of returning direct to the
river let us go a few yards along this Via della Spada to
the left, cross the Via de’ Fossi, and so come to the l;
Via di Pallazzug.fo, on the left of which, past the’ piazz of
S, Paolino, 'is“the little church of S. Francesco ue Vsu-
chetoni. This church is usvally lcz'ted, but the key is
next door, jon the right, end it has to be obtained
because ovey the ight’sacristy door is a hoy’s head by
Rossellino, ayd over the left # boy’s he: i Uy Desiterio da
Settignano, and each is joyful and perfe.*.

The Via de’ Fossi will bring us aguia "o the Flozza
Gold/ni and the Arno, and a few yards fatt ralong th ‘\.re
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' s a palace 12{be q‘em the (Jor.™i. the only pa'azzo
still inhabited b\" it¢ family % which strangers are - ad-
mittrd—the leng low white fasrde with status on the
top and a large courtyard on th» Lungarno Corsini, just
after the Piazza Geldoni., It is Lot very interesting and
belongs to the wrong period, the seventeenth century
It is open on fixed days, and free save that one manservant
receives the visitor ana another conducts him from rcom

vo oom. ‘There are many pictures, but few of outstanding
merit, and the authnrship of some of these has be.n
chillenged. Thus, the cartoon of Julius II, which is cal'ed
a Raphael and seems to be the sketch for one of the vell-
known portraits at the Pitti, Uffizi, or our National Gallery,
is held to oe not by Raphael at all. Among the pleasant-
est pictures are a Lippo Lippi Madoana and Child, a
Filippino Lippi Madonna and Child with Angels, and a
si-ailar group hy Botticelli ; bui one has a feeling that Carlo
Dolei an Guido Reni are the \rue heroes of the house.
Guid. Renis Lucrezia Romana, with a dagger which she
has already thiust two inches into her bosom, as though it
were cheese, is one of the most foolish pictures I ever saw.
The Corsini family having given the world a pope, a case
of papal vestments is here. It was this Pope who, when
Carylinpl Corsini, said to Dr. Johnson's ‘riend, Mrs. Piozzi,
on neeting her in Florence in 1785, “ Wall, Madam, you
neve. swyw. one of us red-legged partridge; before, 1.
velieve,”

There may be more beautiful bridges in the world than
at Trinitd, but I have seen none. ' Its/curve /‘is so gentle
and sof, and iis ihrée arckes so easy and graceful. that
I worder that ..aenever new bridges are (necessary the
autF.orities do nc uot insist upon the Trinita being copied.
Th > Ponte V. :cliio, of course, has a separc.te interest of its
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own, and stands ar rt, ike, the Rialt. 'It is a brmge
by chance, one might a. st say.| Bit the Trinit} is a
bridge . intent and suprf)xu:e) at th-.c, tae most perfect union
of two river banks imafnable. It shows to what depths
mode:n Florence can fril—how little she esteems her past—
that the iron bridge by the Cascine should ever have been
built. Of all the yellows of the sAmo, that of the Trinitd
stone work is the richest The Arno herself )supplies a
curious variety of this hue, in which water seems to 1eacu
tu opacity beyond itself. But the v-~rious yellows of
F'orence—the prevailing colours—are spread out nowhere
so ‘avourably as on the Pitti..ae of the river between the
Trinita and the,Ponte Vecrhio, on the backs of the houses
of the Borgo San Jacopo,and just so must this row have
looked for four handred years. Certain of the occupants
of these tenements, even on the upper 4oors, have fishing
nets, on pulleys, which th.y let down at Intervals during
the day for the minute “ish which seem to be .-~ vrecious
to Italian fishermen as sparrows and wrens to atalian
gunners. I have suent many hours—if all the minutes
were put together—watching the fishermen -in boats
lowcring and raising their nets—alsq yellow, bysthe way—
but never have I witnessed the cap’ture of even the tiniest
minnow

The great peace at the Trinitd end of this sireth of
yellow builllings—the Frescobaldi—riust have been’ \\ery
striking when the loggia was OpeL: the three rows ¢’
double arches thet are now walled in. From this point,
as well as from :imilar points on the other vide of the
Ponte Vecchlo one realizes tle mischic £ done by Cosimo F's
secret passace across it; for not only voes the passage
impose & straight line on a bndge that - as never intinded
to h/\ve one, byt it cuts Florence in two, i it were not
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in its large c.nral #oches on¢ w.-ld, from the other
bridges or the em \anlq nent, see | Jothmg whatever of “he
further side of the ciiy; but as ii is, through thc.c arches
one has heavenly vignettes. I haye never seen a picture of
the Ponte Vecchio hefore the passige between the Pitti
and Uffizi was built; but X assume tlLat until that time it
was an ordinary span without any houses, and therefore
without itg cential arches.

Ve leave the river again for a few minutes about fifty
yards along the Lungarmo Acciaioli beyond the Triniti
and turn up a narrow passage to see the little church »*
SS. Apostoli, where there 15 - delightful gay ciborium, all
bright colours and happiness, attributed to Andrea della
Robbia, wich pretty cherubs and pretty angels, and a be-
nignant Christ and flowers and fruit which cannot but
chese away gloom and dubicty. Here also is a fine tomb
by che sculptor Jf the elaborat. chimney-piece which we
-aw in th- Bargello, Benedetto la Rovezzano, who also
desigr..d the church's very beautit.! door. Whether or
not it is true tLat SS. Apostoli was b 1ilt by Charlemagne,
it is certainly very old and architectur.lly of great interest.
Vasari sayr that Brunelleschi acquired from it his inspira-
tion for S. Lorenzo and 'S. Spirito. To many Florentires
its H.‘in\nipal importance is its custody cf the Pazzi flints
for / ne izniting of the sacred fire which in ‘urn ignites the
fay ous Casto.

Returning again t« ‘he embankment, we are quickly at
the Ponte Vecchio, where it is pleasant at all times to
loiter and obscrve both the river and ‘ne people; while
from its’ ¢entral an hes one sees the mountains.  From
no poir't are the * L1 ¢f S. Miniato and its stately éypresses
more beautifu] ; '~ut one cannot see the church itself—
only - the chu: hiof S. Niccolo below it, and of ciurse
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the bronze “ David.” - I dry weather 1the Arno is grec..,
in- ra.my weather yelloi It 1s}so sensitive that one
can a..ost see it respchy to t}';_ must distant shower ;
but directly the rain alls and®it is fed by a thousand
Apernine torrents it foams past this bndge in fury.
"The Ponte Vecchio ;/as the wecrk, upon a Roman founda-
tion, of Taddeo Gaddl Giotto's ,gods:m, in the middle of
the fourteenth century, but the shops ar., of course, more
recent. The passage between the Pitti and Uffizi, w2~
\dded in 1564. Gaddi, who was a fresco painter first and
erchitect afterwards, was employed because Giotto' was
aLsent in Milan, Giotto bei-, the first thought of every
one in difficulties at that time. The need, however, was
pressing, for a flpod in 1333 had destroyed ..large part
of the Roman bridge. Gaddi builded so well that when,
two hundred and more years later, another flood severely
damaged three other bricges, the Ponte Vecchio was un-
harmed. None the less .t is not Gaddi’s bus. but Cellin. -
that has the post of m.onour in the centre; but tn~ is, of
course, because Cell'ni was a goldsmith, ard it is to gold-
smiths that the shcps belong. Once it was the butchers’
quearter !

I never cross the Ponte Vecchio and, through the
windows, see tkase artificers in their blouses , w thout
wondering if a:y of their boy assistants is thc Mchel-
angelo, or ‘i?rcagna, or Ghirlandaio, or ever Clenin’, of
the future, since all of thore and =)untless others of 1.
Renalssanée masters, began in precisely this way.

The odd thing is that one is on the Pon‘e V=cchio, from
either end, before one known it to He w bridge at all. .A
street of sudden steepness is what it'sec _~ to be. ‘Not the
least chn.rmmg thing upon it is the .1iss s of gro 'ndsel
whnh have ef;aabllshed themselves on :h¢ spent roof over
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\L.>!'goldsmiths. s10ps.; Every yisii v to Florence must.
have longed to oc\upy one: of these little bridge hous~s;
but I am not aware tha:, any has done so.

One of the oldest stredts in Fiorence must be the Via
Girolami, from the Poute Vecchio ‘o the Uffizi, under an
arch. A turning to, the lait brings one to the Piazza S.
Stefano, where the barn-like church of S. Stefano is entered ;
and close by is tLe Torre! de’ Girolami, where S. Zenobius
Y.ed. . Stefano, although it is now so easily overlooked,
was of importance in its day, and it was here that Niccol¢
da Uzzano, the leader of the nobles (whose head by
Donatello, coloured wood, .~ saw at the Bargello), h-:id
a, meeting to devise means of thecking the growing power
of the peuple early in_ the fifteenth ~entury and was
thwarted by old Giovanni de’ Medici. From that thwart-
ing proceeded the power cf the Medici family and the
glo 1ously endow-d Florence tha* we travel to see.





