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Snails 9

neighbours. It was about as easy to confine them to their
own premises, as to prevent cats from roaming. An elderly
French maiden who lived next door, tired of ceaseless irrup-
tions into her prim, well-kept grounds, at last complained
to the parents. Punishment had followed, not meekly
borne, and Richard, the chief offender, after deep cogita-
" tion and frequent consultations with his brother and sister,
determined on revenge—revenge which should prove diffi-
cult to detect. He searched his own garden and the sur-
rounding neighbourhood, wherever he could gain access, for
fine, fat snails—so delightful to think of them devouring the
old wretch’s flowers |—secured a goodly number over night
in a sack, and at early dawn before the enemy was abroad,
climbed the wall with his burden and scattered the contents
over her most promising plants. A closer acquaintance
with the mysteries of French cooking would have spared
him the disappointment that ensued. When the old lady,
unaware of the three pairs of eyes anxiously awaiting her
arrival, did come out for her daily walk, her countenance
brightened. Hastily fetching a basket, she picked up as
many snails as it would hold, and vanished into her kitchen
with her bonne to make soup.

That year the winter at Blois was very severe. Water
froze in the drawing-room. Colonel Burton had 'a fearful
attack of asthma, which he insisted on leaving to run its
own course, one of his peculiarities being that he would
never send for medical advice, until death stared him in the
face. Change of air and scene was his only remedy. And
as he had to spend night after night propped in a chair,
utterly unable to lie down, his laboured breathing audible
half over the house, it seemed about time to try it. So no
sooner had spring set in, and the milder weather rendered
it possible for him to move, than he proposed going to Italy.
His wife, poor thing, who only moderately enjoyed a migra-
tory existence, was aghast ; but the young people, all three
rovers at heart, were wild with delight on *hearing of this
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exciting project. It seemed almost too good to be true
when the yellow travelling chariot, a luxury indispensable
to well-to-do folk of that period, was taken out of its
coach-house and furbished up for the journey. This
equipage contained all the funny old-fashioned receptacles
then in vogue, some of whose very names are unfamiliar
—imperial, boot, sword-case, and plate-chest—a sort of
miniature home on wheels. And during such leisurely
progress—it took-a month to get to Italy—comforts were
required, for the posting and country inns were at times
far from agreeable. Of course, everybody could not
squeeze into the chariot, roomy though it was, so it
was occupied by the father, mother, and daughter, while
a chaise drawn by an ugly horse known as Dobbin, driven
by young Richard, accommodated the rest of the family.
The boy delighted in acting Jehu, though at the close of
each day his father very rightly insisted on his attend-
ing to the watering, feeding, and rubbing down of the
steed in question, before he got his own dinner. At
Marseilles, chariot, chaise, horse, and family were shipped
to Leghorn, a spot which proved so utterly uninhabitable
that, after a few days’ rest, the:colonel and his belongings
transferred themselves to Pisa. _

Although they often returned to it, the Burtons’ first
sojourn under the -shadow of the Leaning Tower was a
very brief one. Next summer found them at Siena, and their
stay ‘in that venerable town, one of the dullest places
under heaven, was far from exciting. Hitherto Italy
had certainly not realised expectations; but, by the end
of September, the father determined to visit Rome, so
with hopes once more raised to their highest pitch, the
children watched the chariot—which, by the way, was
drawn by post-horses—Dobbin, and the chaise being made
ready for the march.

Travelling in vetturino was not without its charm. - It
is true one seldom progressed more than five miles an
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hour ; if uphill still less; and in some parts of Italy the
fear of brigands was a distinct bar to perfect enjoyment.
Moreover, the harness was perpetually breaking; and often
a horse fell lame; and the inns were too far apart to render
guch accidents easily remedied; but one saw the country
thoroughly, and went along slowly enough to impress
everything on the memory. Food consisted chiefly of
omelettes, pigeons, and ill-fed "chickens, the latter being
killed unpleasantly soon before dinner; but bread, wine, and
oil were excellent, and adulteration was then unknown.
Taking it altogether, it is doubtful whether we have
changed for the better, rushing along in hot, crowded
railway carriages, hustled over our meals, and catching so
fleeting a glimpse of the fairest scenes, that we often return
home feeling decidedly hazy as to what we have seen and
what we haven't.

At Rome, sight-seeing was pursued with peculiar ardour.
The young Burtons were wild with delight at visiting all the
celebrated sites of which they had so often heard ; for, be it
remembered, they were well-read youngsters, and would
have turned up their noses at the mawky story-books, so
popular nowadays amongst our boys and girls. They .
roamed with ¢ Mrs. Starke ”’ under the arm, for ¢ Murray ”
and “Baedeker ” were not then invented, from the Vatican
to the Capitol, from church to palazzo, from ruin to ruin.
Little did they care that the Ghetto was a disgrace to
civilization, that the Trastevere was filthy as an African
village, that the Tiber flooded the lower town. Sufficient
that it was the Tiber. When they tired of the city, they
made long excursions into the country; Richard even
ascended Mount Soracte.- And when the Holy Week came
round, its ceremonies presided over by that very jovial old
pontiff, Gregory XVI, we may be sure not one was shirked
by the active young people. Being staunch Protestants,
they were much amused to hear the Romans cracking small
jokes upon the mien and demeanour of the Vecchierello,





