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Edmondo de Amicis


1846–1908


 


Edmondo de Amicis was an Italian writer, journalist, and educator, best known for his deeply moralistic and patriotic novel Cuore (Heart). Born in Oneglia, in the Kingdom of Sardinia, De Amicis was a significant literary figure in post-unification Italy, where his works contributed to the shaping of national identity and civic values. He remains a key author in the tradition of 19th-century European literature focused on education, morality, and social consciousness.


 


Early Life and Education


 


Edmondo de Amicis was born into a middle-class family and initially pursued a military career, graduating from the Military Academy of Modena. He served in the army for several years, including during the Battle of Custoza (1866), before resigning to devote himself entirely to literature and journalism. His military experiences informed his early works, including La Vita Militare (1868), a collection of sketches depicting army life with empathy and realism.


 


Career and Contributions


 


De Amicis gained widespread recognition with Cuore (1886), a novel structured as the diary of a young Italian schoolboy, Enrico Bottini, during one academic year. Intended as a moral guide for children, the book highlights themes such as patriotism, compassion, discipline, and the importance of education. Interspersed with monthly "stories of virtue" — tales of selflessness and heroism among children — Cuore became a foundational text in Italian school curricula and was translated into dozens of languages, resonating with audiences far beyond Italy.


Beyond Cuore, De Amicis wrote extensively on travel, education, and social reform. His travel books, such as Spagna (1873) and Olanda (1874), combine observational detail with a humanistic perspective. In his later years, he became increasingly involved in socialist and progressive causes, writing for leftist journals and advocating for workers’ rights, public education, and national unity. His works began to reflect a deep concern for social justice and the moral responsibilities of the state.


 


Impact and Legacy


 


De Amicis's influence on Italian society was profound, especially during the formative years of the Italian nation-state. Cuore, in particular, became a tool for instilling civic values in generations of students and was embraced by both liberal and nationalist movements. Despite critiques of its sentimental tone, the novel’s clear moral messaging and portrayal of diverse Italian regions helped foster a sense of national cohesion.


He was also a pioneer in using literature as a means of promoting social change, blending narrative storytelling with pedagogical purpose. His later embrace of socialism marked a significant shift in his ideology, demonstrating his commitment to aligning literature with social progress.


Edmondo de Amicis died in Bordighera in 1908, at the age of 61. Though his popularity waned in the later 20th century, his work — especially Cuore — remains a symbol of moral instruction and civic education in Italy and elsewhere. His legacy endures as a writer who sought to elevate the ethical and social awareness of his readers, using literature not only to entertain but to enlighten.


De Amicis left behind a body of work that reflects a unique intersection between literature, pedagogy, and nationalism. His ideal of a compassionate and educated citizenry continues to echo in educational and literary contexts, and his role in shaping modern Italian cultural identity remains undeniable.


 


About the work


 


On Blue Waters by Edmondo de Amicis is a lyrical travel narrative that captures the author’s reflections and impressions during his journey across the Mediterranean. Blending vivid descriptions with emotional introspection, De Amicis presents a series of contemplations on the sea, coastal landscapes, and the people encountered along the way. The work stands out for its poetic tone and its sensitivity to both the natural world and human experience, offering a serene yet profound meditation on beauty, movement, and memory.


Since its publication, On Blue Waters has been appreciated for its evocative style and its fusion of travel writing with personal essay. De Amicis, known for his humanist outlook, brings to the narrative a gentle curiosity and a deep appreciation for cultural diversity and the subtle emotions awakened by travel. The sea, ever-present in the background, becomes a symbol of both escape and reflection.


The enduring charm of On Blue Waters lies in its ability to transport readers through sensory detail and thoughtful observation. More than a mere travelogue, the book invites contemplation on the passage of time, the allure of distant places, and the quiet revelations found in solitude and exploration.





ON BLUE WATER



 CHAPTER I -THE EMBARKATION OF THE EMIGRANTS 


It was towards evening when I reached the wharf. The embarkation of the emigrants had been going on for an hour; and there lay the Galileofilling up with misery as there passed over her gangplank an interminable procession of people, coining in groups out of the building opposite where the police official was examining passports. The greater part, having passed a night or two in the open air, lying about like dogs in the streets of Genoa, were tired and drowsy. Workmen, peasants, women with children at the breast, little fellows with the tin medal of the Infant Asylum still hanging around their necks, passed on their way, and almost everyone was carrying something. They had folding chairs, they had bags and trunks of every shape in their hands or on their heads; their arms were full of mattresses and bedclothes, and their berth tickets were held fast in their mouths. Poor mothers that had a child for each hand carried their bundles with their teeth. Old peasant women in wooden shoes, holding up their skirts so as not to stumble over the cleats of the gangplank, showed bare legs that were like sticks. Many were barefoot and had their shoes hung around their necks. From time to time there passed through all this wretchedness gentlemen in natty dusters, priests, ladies in plumed hats, leading a lapdog, or carrying a satchel, or perhaps a parcel of French novels of the well-known Levy edition. Then, suddenly, a stoppage of the procession and, amid a shower of blows and curses, a drove of cattle or a flock of sheep came along; and when they were got on board, all frightened and straggling here and there, they mingled their bellowing and their bleating with the neighing of the horses in the forward part of the ship, with the cries of sailors and porters, and with the stunning clatter of the donkey engine that was hoisting in whole piles of packing-cases. Then the train of emigrants moved on once more; faces and costumes from every part of Italy, strong, sad-eyed working men, others old, ragged, dirty; women enceinte, merry boys, half-tipsy youths, country fellows in their shirt-sleeves; and boys, and still more boys, who hardly had put foot on deck, amid that throng of passengers, stewards, officers, company's employes, and custom-house people, when they stood amazed or lost their way as if in a crowded square. For two hours these people had been going on board; and the great ship, moveless, like some grim sea monster that had fixed its fangs into the shore, still went on sucking Italian blood. 


 The emigrants, as fast as they got on board, filed in front of a table at which was seated the commissary, who told them off in messes of half a dozen persons each, writing the names upon a printed form which he handed to the eldest, that he might go at meal hours and get the ration. Families of less than six persons went in with their friends or with strangers, as the case might be. While this business was going on there was evident in everyone a lively fear of being cheated in the matter of halfand quarterfares for children and infants; fruit of that invincible mistrust which the peasant feels for any man with a pen in his hand and a registry in front of him. Quarrels arose, there were protests and lamentations. Then the families separated; the men were passed to one side, while the women and children were shown to their cabins. And piteous it was to see these women clumsily descend the steep ladders and grope their way through the long, low betweendecks among innumerable berths, arranged in tiers like the shelves in a silk-worm shed. Some, all perplexed, would inquire about a lost article of sailors who did not understand one word they said; some sat down wherever it mio-ht be, dazed and exhausted;  others wandered about vaguely, looking with uneasiness at all those unknown travelling companions who were as uneasy as they; and, like them, confused and frightened in this disorderly throng. Some who had come down one ladder, and saw others leading still on, down into the dark, refused to go any farther. Through the open hatchway I marked a woman with her head in the berth and sobbing violently. I soon learned that her young child had died almost suddenly an hour or two before, and that her husband was forced to leave its little body with the police to be taken to the hospital. Most of the women remained below, while the men, having laid by their tilings, went on deck again and leaned against the bulwarks. It was odd enough. The huge steamer, seen by most of them for the first time, must have been like a new world, full of strangeness and of mystery; and yet not one looked about him or aloft, or paused to examine any of those many wonderful objects never seen before. Some would fix an attentive eye upon a trunk, or a neighbor's chair, or the number on a box, or whatever it might be; others munched an apple, or nibbled a crust, examining it at every bite as placidly as if they had been in front of their own stable. Some women had red eyes; some boys were giggling, but their mirth was plainly forced. The greater part showed nothing but apathy or fatigue. The sky was clouded and the night was coming on. Suddenly furious cries were heard from the passport office, and people were seen running that way. It proved to be a peasant with a wife and four children, all found by the examining physician to have the itch. The first few questions had shown the man to be out of his mind; and, on being refused a passage, he had broken out into frenzy. 


 On the wharf there were perhaps a hundred persons. Very few relatives of our emigrants. The greater part loungers or relatives of our ship's company, quite used to such separations. 


 When all were on board there ensued a kind of quiet in the ship, and the dull rumble of the engine could be heard. Almost all were on deck, crowded together and quite silent. These last few moments of waiting seemed an eternity. 


 At last the sailors were heard shouting fore and aft, " Clunon epasseggiere,aterra" All ashore that 's going ashore. 


 These words sent a thrill Galileo to the other. In out of was hauled ashore,  strangers were from one end of the a few moments all the ship, the bridge the fasts cast off, the entering port closed, a whistle sounded, and the ship began to move. Then women burst out crying, youths who had been laughing grew serious, and bearded men hitherto stolid were seen to pass a hand across their eyes. This emotion contrasted strangely with the cool salutes that passed between the ship's company and their relatives on the wharf, just as if it were a trip to Spezzia: " Don't forget me to the people at home. You 'll see about that parcel ? Tell Gigia (Louisa) I 'll do as she says. -Post it at Montevideo, please. It 's all understood about the wine, is it not ? Pleasant voyage to you. Good-bye! " A few persons who had just reached the wharf had only time to fling some bundles of cigars or some oranges on board. These were duly caught but some of the last ones fell into the water. Lights began to twinkle in the city. The ship slid softly along through the darkness of the harbor almost furtively as it were, as if she were carrying off a cargo of kidnapped humanflesh. I made my way forward through the crowd of people all turned towards the land and looking at the amphitheatre of Genoa, now being rapidly illuminated. A few were talking in low tones. Here and there in the dusk women were seen with infants on their laps and their heads leaned hopelessly on their hands. From the forecastle a voice called out in sarcastic tone, " Viva l’ Italia! " and looking up I saw a tall thin old man who was shaking his fist at his native country. As we passed out of the harbor it was night. 


 Saddened by this spectacle I went aft again to the first-class cabin to find my stateroom. And it must be confessed that the first descent into these submarine lodging-places is deplorably like going for the first time into a prison with its cells. In those low, narrow corridors, tainted with the reek of bilge-water, the smell of oil lamps, the fragrance of sheep-skins, and with wafts of perfume from the ladies, I found myself in the midst of hurrying groups who all wanted the steward, and were behaving with the low-minded selfishness which characterizes almost all travellers in the first bustle of getting settled. A half-light fell upon the confusion here and there, and I caught glimpses of a beautiful blonde lady, three or four black-bearded men, a very tall priest, and the broad, bold face of an angry stewardess. I heard Genoese, French, Italian, Spanish. At a turn of the corridor I came upon a negress. From a stateroom came a solfeggio in a tenor voice. And opposite to that stateroom I found my own, a cage of a place, about a half a dozen cubic metres in size, with a Procrustean bed on one side, a sofa on the other; on the third a barber's mirror over a fixed wash-hand stand, and beside the mirror a lamp on gimbals, swinging to and fro as if to say, " What a fool you were to set out for America." Above the sofa gleamed a round window like a huge glass eye, which seemed, as it caught mine, to wear a mocking expression. And, indeed, the idea of having to sleep for twenty-four nights in that suffocating cubiculuin, and the presentiment of the deadly duluess the heat of the torrid zone, of the bumped heads I should have in bad weather, for six thousand miles But it was too late to repent. I looked at my baggage, which said, O, so many things to me in that moment; I handled it as if it were a faithful dog, the last living relic of my house; I prayed God I might not repent having spurned the proposals of an insurance agent who came to tempt me the day before leaving; and then, blessing in my heart the good faithful friends that had stood by me imtil the last moment, I let myself be rocked to sleep upon the cradle of my country's sea. 



 CHAPTER II – THE GULF OF LYONS 


When I awoke it was broad day v and the ship was rolling along in the Gulf of Lyons. Suddenly I heard the warblings of the tenor from the stateroom opposite; and from the one next to mine a sharp female voice, that cried: "Your brush! What do I know about your brush ? Find it yourself." A voice that revealed not only momentary vexation, but a hard, bitter disposition; and which made one feel deeply for the owner of the missing article. Farther on another female voice was sinking a child to sleep. It was a queer strain with a modulation which did not seem to belong to one of our race. I supposed it might be the negress I had seen the evening before. The song was marred by the low hissing voices of a couple of stewardesses disputing in the corridor about a picaggietta (a towel). I listened, and needed but few of their words to persuade me that if there be a woman in the world that can hold way with a Genoese stewardess, it is a Venetian one. A steward came in with the coffee. The first morning one notices everything. He was a handsome, disagreeable-looking youth, his hair dripping with oil, full of himself and smiling at his own beauty like a conceited actor. When asked what his name was he answered, " Antonio," with affected modesty as if that Antonio were the assumed name of a young duke disguised, with some amorous design, as a cabin steward. When he had retired I went out myself, staggering Up against the bulkheads; and, turning into the mam corridor, I marked the back of the gigantic priest of the evening before as he entered his stateroom. A step or two farther on I caught sight through the crack of the door, and just as the green curtain fell, of a black-silk stocking being drawn by white hands upon a shapely leg. The passengers were almost all still in their staterooms, whence issued the sounds of water being splashed, of brushes being whisked, and of trunks being rummaged. On the poop-deck were three persons only. The sea was ruffled, but of a beautiful blue color, and the weather was fine. No land was visible. 


 But the sight to see was the the third-class people. The larger part of these emigrants, overcome with sea-sickness, lay huddled together, some thrown across the benches like the dead or dying, with faces all dirty and hair all rumpled, amid a tangle of ragged wraps. There were families crowded in piteous groups with the dazed and dejected look of houseless people; the father sitting up asleep, the mother with her head on his shoulder, the children slumbering on the deck M'ith their heads on their parents' knees, mere heaps of rags with nothing sticking out but a child's arm or a woman's hair. Women, pale and dishevelled, were moving towards the companion-way, staggering and holding on. What Father Bartoli nobly calls " the pain and anger of the stomach " appeared to have made that clearance, wished for by every good captain, of the bad fruit with which emigrants always cram themselves at Genoa, and of the feeds they are all sworn to take at the inn whenever they have any money. Even those who  had not been sick were haggard and cast down; looking more like convicts than emigrants. It seemed that the inactive and comfortless life on board ship had already quelled in most of them the courage and the hopes with which they had set out; and that in the prostration of mind which follows the excitement of parting a fresh sense had arisen of all the doubts, the troubles, and the pangs of those last days at home, when they were selling their cows and their little bit of laud, were having sharp discussions with the landlord or the parish priest, or were saying their last sad farewells. But the worst was below in the great cabin, the hatchway of which was aft, near the poop-deck. For looking down one saw, in the halflight, bodies piled upon each other as in the ships that carry home the corpses of Chinese emigrants; and there came up, as from an underground hospital, a concert of wailing and retching and coughing fit to make one think of landing at Marseilles. The only pleasant feature was the sight of a few bold spirits who were crossing the deck from the galley with their pannikins in their hands, to gain a place where they might eat in peace. Some, by dint of miraculous balancing, succeeded; others, stumbling, fell headlong and scattered their broth in every direction amid an outburst of execrations. 


 I heard with pleasure the bell that summoned us to breakfast, where I hoped to see a somewhat gayer picture. 


There were about fifty of us seated at a long table in the middle of a vast saloon, rich with mirrors and with gilding, and lighted by numerous air ports through which we could see the horizon swaying up and down. While taking their seats, and for some moments afterward, the guests did nothing but eye one another; concealing beneath a feigned indifference that prying curiosity which we always feel about unknown persons with whom we are to live for some time in unavoidable familiarity. The sea being a little rough, several ladies were missing. I soon remarked at the end of the table the gigantic priest, taller by the head than those around him; it was the head of a bird of prey, small and bald, with red eyelids, and a neck of interminable extent. I was struck with his hands as they spread the napkin, huge, bony, with fingers like the tentacles of a devilfish; in short, an unpoetical Don Quixote. On the same side, and nearer me, I recognized the blonde lady I had noticed the evening before. She was a handsome woman of, say, thirty years old, her eyes rather too blue, her nose without character; she was fresh and lively, and was dressed with an elegance perhaps a little too marked. She turned on her neighbors, as if she knew them all, the vague and smiling look of a dancer at the footlights, and I do not know what it was that made me quite sure she was the owner of those stockings that had caught my eye that morning. The legal proprietor of said silk was no doubt the gentlemanly quinquagenarian who was sitting next her. He had a kind and tranquil face, surrounded by a professional head of hair and pierced for two half-closed eyes, in which there gleamed the look of a cleverness more apparent, perhaps, than real, but which seemed habitual. Next him a couple of young ladies who appeared to be relatives or intimate friends. One was dressed in sea-green, and I was struck with her pale and hollow face, in strong contrast with her black, shining hair, which was like the tresses of a corpse. She had a large black cross about her neck. There was a droll little married couple, bride and bridegroom beyond a doubt; very young, both small, like two little Lucchese plaster figures. They ate with downcast eyes and talked without looking at each other, embarrassed, and shy of the others at table. I took him to be twenty and her not over eighteen, and would have wagered that not more than a fortnight had passed since their appearance before the city authorities; in short, a white nun and a theological student who had found out in time that they had mistaken their vocation. On one side of the bridegroom there sat in state a matron with imperfectly dyed hair, her bosom up to her chin, and a great face such as the caricaturists give a sulky moon. There were above the mouth unmistakable traces of an overstrong depilatory. She ate conscientiously, having down from those aerial sideboards that swayed above our heads like chandeliers, first the mustard then the pepper, and then the mustard again; as if she were trying to give a tone to a worn-out stomach, or to a hoarse voice which she tried from time to time with a bit of a cough. At the head of the table was the captain, a kind of Hercules, low of stature and frowning of visage, red of hair and fiery of face. He talked in good Genoese to his right-hand neighbor, and in bad Spanish to the gentleman on his left. This was a tall, old, dried-tip person with long, very white hair, bright deep-set eyes, and an air about him that recalled the latest portraits of the poet Hamerling. As the greater part of the passengers were strangers to one another, there was but little conversation, and that in low tones, accompanied by the jingle of the swinging lamps, and interrupted from time to time by the sharp slap on the table with which some person seized an escaping apple or orange. A phrase of Spanish, followed by a burst of laughter, caused everyone to turn toward the end of the cabin. " It is a party of Argentines," said the passenger on my left hand. As I turned to look at them my attention was caught by the handsome, manly face of my right-hand neighbor, whose voice I had not yet heard. A man of about forty, looking like an old soldier, stout of body, but evidently still active; hair already gray. The bold forehead and bloodshot eyes reminded me of Nino Bixio, but the lower part of the face was milder though sad, and contracted by a disdainful expression which did violence to the gentleness of the mouth. I do not know what association of ideas it was that made me think of one of those noble Garibaldian figures of the year '60 which I knew from the immortal pages of Cesare Abba, and I quite made up my mind that he had gone through that campaign and was a Lombard. 


 While I was looking at him my left-hand neighbor dashed his fork upon the table, exclaiming, " It 's no use; if I eat I am ruined! " 


 It was a withered little man with a face as of one suffering from stomach-ache, and a great black beard, too long for him, looking as if it were fastened on, like a jack-in-the-box. I asked him if he felt ill, and he answered with the easy fluency of an invalid when he is talking of his aches and his pains. 


 He did not feel ill, or rather he was not exactly suffering from sea-sickness. His was a special trouble, rather moral than physical, an invincible aversion to the sea, a sombre angry disquietude which seized upon him the moment he stepped on board, and which never left him until he landed, even though the sea were like a lake and the sky like a mirror. He had crossed several times, his family being settled at Mendoza in the Argentine; but he suffered at the end as at the beginning. By day he felt a languor and a morbid restlessness; by night he was tortured with incurable insomnia and the darkest imaginings that can pass through the mind of man. His hatred of the sea rose to such a pitch that he would, for a week running, never look at it. If he came across a description of it in a book he would skip the passage. In fact, he declared that if he could reach America by land he would rather travel in that way a year than make this trip of three weeks by sea. So far down was he. A friend of his, a doctor, had declared in jest, but he himself firmly believed, that this violent aversion to the sea arose from no other cause than a mysterious presentiment that he would be drowned in a shipwreck. 


"Sciâ se leve queste idee da a testa, avvocato!" O avvocato, put that notion out of your head, said his neighbor on the other side. The advocate shook his head and pointed with his finger to the bottom of the sea. 


 Finding that this gentleman knew some of the people on board, I asked him about matters and things. How correctly I had judged! My righthand neighbor, he told me was, in fact, a Lombard; he had heard him speak Lombard with a friend on the wharf at Genoa; and a Garibaldian no doubt, the commissary had told him so that morning. " But how did you know ? " he asked me; and I am afraid I felt rather proud of my power of guessing, and showed it. He went on with his details. The family at the end of the table, father, mother, and four children, was a Brazilian family going to Paraguay. The young fellow, with the blonde mustaches, sitting next the youngest Brazilian was, he thought, an Italian tenor singer (he of the stateroom opposite mine) going to Montevideo to sing. 


The person speaking so loud at that moment on our side of the table was a kind of original, a Piedmontese mill-owner who, having "Town rich in the Argentine, was returning thither for good, after a short stay in his own country, where, as it would appear, he had not had the triumphal reception that he expected. In fact, as early as last evening he had been heard to tell the story to a steward, and boast that Italy was not going to hold Jit's bones. Here my informant stopped and said in a low voice, "Look at that arm." It was the pale young lady with the cross around her neck whom I had already noticed. I looked and almost shuddered. It seemed not an arm but a poolwhite bone fresh from the sepulchre. Then I remarked her eyes so dull and filmy, and with the expression that seems to gaze at everything and see nothing. I remarked, too, that the Garibaldian regarded her with lids half-closed as if to veil the feeling of compassion which she inspired even in him. 


 The company, in short, presented to an observer a variety that was highly satisfactory. Amongst others I noted the strange bronzed face of a man of thirty-five; a grave and somewhat melancholy countenance. I could not take my eyes off him for a while after the advocate had told me he was a Peruvian, for the oblong head, the large mouth, and the thin beard answered well to the descriptions we read in history of those mysterious Incas that had always tormented my imagination. I seemed to behold him clothed in red woollen, with a fillet around his head, and golden earrino-s in his ears, marking; his thoughts with the many-colored strands of a knotted cord; and I could almost see the gigantic golden statues of the imperial palace gleaming behind him, and gardens around him glittering with fruits and flowers of gold. But it was only the proprietor of a match factory at Lima, talking composedly of his business with his opposite neighbor. 


 When the fruit came on the conversation became somewhat more general and animated. I could hear the captain recounting an adventure which happened to him when he commanded a sailing ship, the upshot of which seemed, from his gestures, to have been a monumental serving out, on his part, in some port or other, to some ragamuffin or other who had failed in due respect, of kicks and cuffs. At the foot of the table the Argentines often provoked loud laughter by poking fun, as it appeared, at a French travelling salesman, the usual barman to be found in all steamers, and who answered with the imperturbable coolness of an old hand, lavishing in reply witticisms out of the well-known repertory which all of his profession have at their tongues' end. While coffee was being served, the ship gave two or three rolls rather deeper than usual, and then, gazed at by all, there rose from the table a beautiful Argentine lady; but as she walked off staggering and supported by her husband, I could not verify so to speak that " wonderful grace of motion " which writers of books of travel ascribe to ladies of her country. But it was plain enough from the admiring curiosity of the company that she was already acknowledged as aesthetic lady-superior among the fair sex of the Galileo, and that it would be exceedingly difficult to dethrone her while the voyage lasted. Soon after this all arose from the table, looked one another over from head to foot as on sitting down, and then dispersed to the poop-deck, to the smoking-room, to their staterooms; already showing in their faces how bored they were at the prospect of the endless six hours which lay between them and dinner. 


 But I did not find it dull at all. One idea filled my mind, a reflection new and most delightful, unknown in any other condition than on board a ship at sea, the feeling of perfect freedom from care. I could say, in fact: Now for twenty days I am separated from the habitations of men, I can see none of my kind save those I have about me, these are for me the whole human race. For twenty days I am freed from every social tie, from every social duty; no trouble can assail me from the outer world, for no news can reach me from anywhere. A thousand misfortunes may threaten me, none can reach me. Europe may be convulsed, I shall not know it. Twenty days of limitless horizon, of undisturbed meditation, of peace without fear, of idleness without sting of conscience. A long stretch without fatigue across a boundless desert; a sublime prospect all around me, and an air most pure; strangers for my associates, and an unknown country for my goal. Prisoner in an island if you will, but an island that bears me where I wish to go, which glides along under my feet; and, like a palpitating slice of my native land, sends its own thrill into my sympathizing blood. 



 CHAPTER III – ITALY ON BOARD SHIP 


 Had, moreover, as a remedy for duluess, a letter of introduction to the commissary from a friend in Genoa, praying that official to put me in the way of making such observations on board the Galileo as should suit my purpose. Before we reached Gibraltar I waited on him. His quarters were on deck near the captain's office, in one of the long gangways running fore and aft, called by the officers of the ship Corso Roma because there was such a constant passing of people there. I found him in a nice white stateroom, adorned with photographs and full of handy little trifles which gave it a homelike air, altogether different from the boarding-house look of our sparsely furnished domiciles. He was a handsome young Genoese of fair complexion, who wore with ease the simple uniform of the vessel; and his grave regular features bespoke a power of acute observation and a fine sense of humor. He took me at once to his office on the other side of the Corso. Besides having charge of the mails, he was a kind of justice of the peace on board the ship; his duty being to keep order and settle all disputes which might arise among the third-class people. 


 There needed but few words to show me that I was to have on the voyage a new and far more extended field of observation than I could have supposed possible. It seems that, owing to the crowded condition in which this multitude of emigrants is forced to live, the diversity of their manners and customs and the agitation of mind so natural under the circumstances, there arises in a day or two such a complication of psychological facts and questions as would not occur on land in a whole year among a number four times as great. I was not, however, to hope in the first few days for any proper conception of it all. I must wait, he said, until things were a little settled and arranged, until attachments and sympathies had been formed, until jealousies and quarrels had arisen. I must allow time for original minds to acquire their little celebrity, and the leading spirits to get their followers around them; the " belles " must have the chance to become known, the gossips of both sexes the opportunity to observe and exchange ideas, and then I should see that life on board would take the character and movement of a huge village where all the inhabitants, idle from necessity, were passing the day in the street and eating all together in the open square. " Imagine if you please," he continued, " what sort of a daily chronicle all this can yield." And as he said this the commissary shook his head with a slight smile which gave token at once of the queer scenes at which it was his duty to be present and the treasures of patience he would be forced to draw upon. 


 On the table was a perfect mountain of passports, an abstract of which he showed me. The Galileo was carrying sixteen hundred third-class passengers, four hundred of whom were women and children. This, of course, did not include the ship's company, which must have numbered nearly two hundred persons. Every place was occupied. The greater part of the emigrants, as is generally the case, came from northern Italy, and eight out of ten were from the country. Many Valusines, Friulans, and farmers from lower Lombardy and upper Valtellina; peasants from Alba and Alessandria who were going to the Argentine for the harvest; only expecting to put by three hundred lire in three months, the journey being forty days. Many came from Val di Sesia, many also from those lovely regions which crown our lakes, so lovely that it seems strange how anyone could think of leaving them weavers from Como, families from Intra, reapers from around Verona. From Liguria the usual contingent, principally from the districts of Albenga, of Sanova and of Chiarivari; divided into gangs by an agent who accompanied them and to whom they were bound to hand over a certain sum in America within a given time. Among these were several of those sinewy women who work in the Cogorno slate-quarries, and who can vie in muscular force with the strongest man. Of Tuscans but few. A handful of alabaster workers from Volterra, plaster-figure makers from Lucca, and farmers from around Firenzuola, some of whom, as often happens, may have laid aside the mattock to become wandering musicians. There were harpers and fiddlers from the Basilicata and the Abruzzo, and some of those famous braziers, the ringing of whose anvil is going to be heard in every quarter of the globe. Those from the southern provinces were principally shepherds and goatherds from the Adriatic coast, especially from the neighborhood of Barletta; and many herdsmen (cafoni) from that of Catanzaro and Cosenza. Then there were Neapolitan pedlers, speculators in straw work who, to get rid of the import duties, took their raw material to America and manufactured it there; shoemakers and tailors from Garfagnaua, pick and shovel men (sterratori) from the Biellese, field laborers from the island of Ustica. In short, hunger and courage from every province and of every profession; not to speak of many starving creatures without profession, aiming at they knew not what, going to seek their fortunes with blinded eyes and folded hands, the feeblest and most unlucky of all emigrants. Of the women, the greater number had their families with them; but there were not a few quite alone or accompanied by a friend of their own sex. Among these several Ligurians who were in search of places as cooks or waiting maids; some were looking for husbands, allured by the hope that they would not find so much competition in the new world; and there were those who were going out with views somewhat more extended and more easily realized. Amongst all those Italians there were some Swiss, some Austrians, and a few French Proveucales. Almost all of them were bound for the Argentine, a small number for Uraguay, a very few for the republics of the Pacific coast. Some did not even know where they were going to the American continent generally when they got there they would look about them. There was a monk who was going to Tierra del Fuego. 


 The company, in short, was of the most varied description, and promised well. Not only a large village, as the commissary remarked, but a little state. In the third class was the people, in the second the burghers, and in the first the aristocracy. Captain and officers stood for the government, the commissary was the magistracy, and the press was represented by the register of complaints and remarks which was kept open in the dining-saloon; besides which the passengers themselves, to kill time, often set up a daily journal. " You 'll hear and see all sorts of things," said rny friend the commissary, " and the comedy will grow more and more interesting until the very last." He prepared me meanwhile for the play by showing me some very curious documents, records of peasant ingenuity; letters of recommendation handed by emigrants to the captain and to himself, and written by persons wholly unknown to those whom they addressed: " Signer Comandante of the ship, I ask your good offices in favor of so and so, a countryman of mine, admirable farmer, excellent parent, and my very good friend, etc., etc." There were those who had such letters as these signed by Tom, and Dick, and Harry (Tiziignoti),and addressed to the authorities of Montevideo and Buenos Ayres. Fine, handsome, smiling women, too, had presented credentials, evidently apocryphal, from a father or an uncle, as an indirect way of asking favor, and making it quite clear that they would not be wanting in gratitude. " I cordially desire," one would say, u to introduce my sister, who being young and alone among so many strangers, might be exposed to, etc., etc." And on the very first day he had found on his table a note scrawled in pencil, without signature, a blind declaration of attachment, with a vague hope that lie would from sympathy recognize her among all those people, but he must not say a word for pity's sake, must keep the secret and pardon the indiscretion. "Amore, alma del mondo ' "T is love that makes the world go round." And it was the great business of these ocean voyages. Whether it was, said the commissary, the result of idleness which left too free thoughts already excited by the emotions of the few days previous, or whether it was a special psychological effect of the sea air joined to an inclination to tenderness engendered of solitude, it was, at all events, a fact that the " populace " of the steamer gave him more trouble on that one account than on any other; and it would, beyond doubt stand as the dominant chord in the great symphony he was to be bearing for the next three weeks. " O, if I could only write a book! " he concluded, smiling. 


 And yet for the first few days the ark attracted me more than the animals. And I believe it is always so with those who travel for the first time in those colossal boats that cany blood to the New World and brino^ back treasure to the old. At first , the brain is confused in that labyrinth of passages, of corners, and of nooks; by that jostle of sailors and of officers in coats of various pattern, going into and coming out of all kinds of furtive doors, like those of a prison or a public office. How can so much intricate structure be necessary to move and steer the huge vessel! But when one begins to understand a little, it is impossible not to admire the perfection which human wit has reached in planning, fitting, and settling into one another all those little holes of offices, of storerooms, of sleeping-places, of workshops of every kind, in each of which one sees as he passes by some person who is writing, or sewing, or kneading, or cooking, or washing, or hammering, crouched down, as it would seem, with hardly space to move, like a cricket in a hole, and yet appearing quite at ease, as if he had been born and had always lived inside there, floating between heaven and earth. The enormous machine that moves all this is the nucleus; and the bow and stern are like the suburbs of a kind of stronghold called the midships, consisting of the second-class staterooms, the rooms of the officers, the engineers, the doctor, and the cooks; of the bakers' and pastry cooks' rooms, the kitchen and the baths, the galley, the pantry, the linen-room, the flag-room, and the post-office. And this central city, traversed by two long side gangways, all noise and bustle, and full of the smell of coal, of oil, of tar, and of frying, is covered by a huge terrace, like a hanging square, to which the enormous trunk of the mainmast and the two mighty smokestacks rising from among the boat davits and the ventilators, and at the far end the officers' bridge like an airy balcony, give a strange monumental aspect, which enchains the fancy as if it were some mysterious city. This deck, occupied principally by the third-class passengers, commands the whole fore part of the vessel, a bit of Noah's Ark, a huge place crowded with passengers, having alono; its sides the stalls for the horses and cattle, the coops for pigeons and fowls, and the pens for the sheep and the rabbits. At the far end the steam washroom and the slaughter-house; this way again the fresh-water tanks and the deck-pumps, the skylight of the canteen, and the hatchway of the women's cabin, covered by a strange-looking roof of thick glass, which serves the women for a seat. Above all the foremast, with its black shrouds and rigging cut clear against the sky. Beyond all the forecastle, covering the sailors' quarters, the icehouse, and the sick bay, and forming another platform running to a point where plenty more people are crowded in among the huge blocks and the capstan and the anchor chains; and more hatchways, and more ventila tors, until it is like an outwork of the main fort, from which the poop-deck at the other end of the ship, covered with its awning and peopled with ladies and gentlemen, looks small, confused, far off, and not at all as if it belonged to the same structure. Yet all this is only the outside of the mighty vessel. 


 You are to imagine another world underneath, unknown to the passengers; endless bunkers full of  coal, enormous tanks of fresh water, provisions of every kind, as if for a besieged city; enormous stores of rope, of sails, of blocks, of fire hose; an interminable labyrinth of half-lighted caves crammed full of baggage; , passages where one must stoop; ladders that go down into the dark, black, damp recesses which no sound from the humming crowd above can reach, where one would seem buried in the granite vaults of a fortress did not the trembling of the walls inform him that all around is thrilling with tremendous life, and that the frail structure is in motion. 


 And so examining the Galileo piece by piece, and turning over passports with the commissary, 


 I passed the first three days. 


 We had noble weather in the 


 Gulf of Lyons; but, reaching the Straits of Gibraltar on the fourth day, we found a thick fog that wholly concealed the Rock, the coast of Africa, and the shores of Spain, and made the passage very difficult. Not for the reason that disturbed the quiet of many women in the third class who supposed, the commissary told me, that the ship had to thread her way through a narrow passage between the rocks, where she would scrape on both sides and run the risk of being knocked to pieces like the boats that go into the Blue Grotto of Capri, but that because of the fog and the crowd of ships that meet there in that ocean vestibule, where two continents almost touch each other, there might easily occur a collision that would send us all to the bottom and no time to make our act of contrition.  We had, therefore, to proceed with the greatest caution. And then a wonderful sight was seen, at once comical and solemn, well worth being made a picture of, and called in Genoese A fuffetta, " Fear and Trembling." The Galileo was moving on very slowly indeed in the midst of a dense fog which shut in the view a short distance from the ship; the officers were all on the alert; the captain on the bridge was sending down order after order to steer to starboard or to port, while the whistle sent out at every moment its note of alarm, a kind of hoarse wail like the presage of woe. To the right, to the left, in front, behind, were heard hoarse ill-boding answers from invisible steamers, some far off, like roars from the lions of Africa, some quite near, as of steamers on the point of running us down; others weak and at intervals; others asrain coming thick and fast as if to threaten and entreat at once. At every sound those sixteen hundred passengers, on their feet and crowded together on the deck, turned, everyone, towards the quarter whence it came, with wide eyes and suspended breath; and some would hurry that way with frightened faces as if expecting to see the huge bow of the ship that was to run us down. Not a voice was heard, not a smile was seen in all that multitude. As if by instinct, families drew together, some crowded around the boats,  others eyed askance the lifepreservers that were hanging here and there, and all sent glances in turn from the captain, their guardian angel, to the fog ahead, where death might be lying in wait for them. One man only on the poop-deck seemed to be indifferent. It was my neighbor at table, the advocate. Seated with his back to the water, he appeared to be reading, and I was halfinclined to admire his coolness; but I was quickly undeceived, for the book trembled in his grasp as did never glass of liquor in the hand of a hopeless drunkai'd. This lugubrious concert of signals lasted more than an hour, amidst a deathlike silence on board the ship, and the slow, slow progress of the steamer, as if she were stealing through a hostile fleet, an hour that seemed to last forever. At last only far distant sounds were heard from time to time, and the captain came down from the bridge, wiping his forehead with his handkerchief, the signal of our deliverance. We were passing Cape Spartel, and the Galileo moved out upon the broad Atlantic accompanied by a school of porpoises, which was greeted by the emigrants with a hurricane of yells and whistles. 


 The fog lifted almost at once. On the left appeared the coast of Africa, a chain of far-off mountains as clear as crystal, and the Atlantic rocked us on its long, smooth billows, blue and fringed with silver like carpets shaken by myriads of hands unseen, one after the other, far as the eye could reach; and the Galileo seemed to draw over them, as she foamed onward, a long, endless train of whitest lace. The new sea was in no wise different from the one we had left, and yet everyone seemed to toss his head as if the spirit were more free and the eye had greater range. We breathed the air with deeper inspiration, and with a new sense of pleasure, as if it brought to us already the spicy breath of the great South American forests to which our thoughts were flying across those six thousand miles. The sky was deepest blue, the dim and horned moon hung low above the horizon, almost lost in the tender azure of the sky. It seemed as if that ocean to which we had all been looking forward with such anxiety were saying to us, " Come on! I am mighty, but I fight fair! " 



 CHAPTER IV – FORWARD AND AFT


 Two days later everything could be regarded as in order in the forward part of the ship, and I began my observations. When I went on the bridge, a little after eight in the moraine, the hour morning, for breakfast, the fore-deck looked like a country fair or a gypsy encampment with the tents down. Each party of emigrants had taken its place and passed the greater part of the day there. These places were, according to traditional custom, respected by everybody. Wherever one could sit without blocking the passage, in all the nooks and corners made by coils of rope or bales of hay or merchandise piled against the side of the ship, there nestled, like so many kittens, a little knot of kinsfolk or acquaintances with their stools and their cushions and their rugs. Some had crawled so completely out of sight that one might pass the place ten times and not know they were there; for these poor creatures fit into every hollow like water. Some of the emigrants were still dipping their biscuit in their black coffee, the tin pot on their knees; some were washing their crockery at the deck tubs, or were serving out the fresh water to their ranchos in so-called bidons, shaped like truncated cones and painted red or green. Others, again, were crouched up against the bulwarks in the the cbtlcren." posture of peasants well accustomed to lie upon the ground; or were pacing up and down with their hands in their pockets, as if on the open square of their native villages. The women, meanwhile, with their hair hanging about their shoulders, were making their toilettes before twenty-centime lookingglasses, or dressing the children; passing soap, towels, brushes, from one to the other, or mending clothes, or washing handkerchiefs in a spoonful or two of water; all busy, but plainly hampered by their narrow limits and the lack of a hundred things they needed. Through the dense throng there moved the  long blue bonnets of the herdsmen (ca/oni), the green corsets of the Calabrese women, the wide felt hats of the north Italian peasant. There were seen the caps of peasant women from the mountains, red bonnets from the Papal States (italianelli}, coronets of pins worn by the countrywomen of Brianza; white heads of old men; wild black shocks of hair, and an amazing variety of faces, wearied and sad or laughing or astonished; while many a dark and sinister look ave reason to believe that this emigration carried out of the country the fruitful germs of many a crime. 
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