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Carl Emsden and Gerald Chapman kept all sorts of disguises, and also, 
came to London. They posed as two incidentally, the booty he obtained 
wealthy American visitors, and took until he could dispose of it to the 're-
an elaborately furnished flat in Albe- ceivers' with whom he was always in 
marie Street, Piccadilly. Here Emsden touch. It was a letter from one of these 
was 'Mr. Phillip Sassoon,' and Chap- gentry that brought about Carl Ems-
man'Mr. Gerald Garfield.' They spent den's downfall. He had been a guest at 
money lavishly in the West End, and a dinner party at a house in Park 
made many wealthy friends. These lat- Street, Knightsbridge. The next day 
ter were royally entertained at cham- the hostess missed a very valuable 
pagne suppers in the Albermarle Street pearl necklace and reported its loss to 
flat, where also very heavy card-play- the police. Later she met Emsden and 
ing took place. Many persons promi- told him of her loss, finding him exceed-
nent in Society suffered heavy losses, ingly sympathetic. He walked with her 
but not a hint of unfair play was ever some distance, and by some mischance 
given. Then the two went to America, dropped a letter from his pocket. It so 

Now came the parting of the ways, happened that a detective picked it 
Chapman took up with a gang of gun- up, read it, and whistled softly with 
men who were train bandits arid bank amazement. It was a note from a re-
'hold-up' experts. This line of busi- ceiver. Then events moved apace. In 
ness did not suit Emsden, who returned less than two hours Emsden was ar-
to London, again as 'Mr. Phillip Sas- rested, the necklace and other booty 
soon.' Back in his West End haunts he were found at his Endell Street lodgings, 
soon got in again with the fashionable and he was hopelessly in the toils. At 
and wealthy persons on whom he the London Sessions he was sentenced 
meant to prey. He had several hotel to five years' penal servitude, which 
addresses, but his private hiding-place he recently completed, being afterward 
was a little unpretentious lodging in deported. What Germany will do with 
Endell Street, Long Acre. Here he him remains to be seen. 

GIACOMO BONI1 

BY WICKHAM STEED 

WITH the death of Giacomo Boni, a 
great light has gone out. Though for 
the past nine years it had been flicker-
ing, the memory of its full radiance 
remained and will remain. In Boni, far 
more than in Pope or King, Church or 
State, burned the Spirit of Rome. 
During the first fifteen years of this 

1 From the Review of Reviews (London Liberal 
bimonthly), August-September 

century, at least, not to have known 
Boni was not to have known Rome. 
Monarchs and statesmen, men of learn-
ing and men of wealth, sought him out 
and held discourse with him as with 
one who had vindicated poetic insight 
by achievement. All. yielded to his 
charm, to his merry laugh, and to the 
light in his clear blue eye that seemed to 
reflect the infinite azure of the Italian 
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heavens. Yet to few did he reveal the 
secret sources of his inspiration. 

Full justice to him can hardly be 
done. For a long period he suffered 
patiently, though acutely, under persist-
ent injustice. Jealousies and envies of 
every sort surrounded him. Profes-
sional archaeologists decried him, for he 
was greater than they. Bureaucrats 
harassed him, for his dreams could not 
be made to fit a pigeonhole. Many who 
admired him failed to stay the course 
with the flights of his untrammeled 
fancy. Only those who trusted him 
wholly, and loved him as a human 
being with the heart of a child, the 
vision of a seer, the insight of a poet, 
and the passion of a doer, could enter 
truly into his mind and work. 

Boni, at his best, was an article of 
faith — nay, a whole creed — rather 
than a man of learning, a mighty exca-
vator, or the embodiment of a theory. 
I doubt whether he has left written 
pages of outstanding value other than 
the reports in which he enumerated 
his discoveries; and even these are apt 
to be unintelligible to the profane, and, 
at times, puzzling also to the initiated. 
Though he wrote much and, on occa-
sion, talked freely, he was ever inartic-
ulate in the sense that his means of 
expression were inadequate to the ex-
panse and to the depth of his thought. 
His own imperishable monument he 
created in the Roman Forum, as it now 
is, and on the Palatine where he dwelt 
in lofty seclusion, embowered amid 
roses and myrtles, among the palaces of 
the Caesars and above the shrines of 
their Christian successors. The fame 
of him had spread throughout the 
earth — to India, Japan, and China 
no less than to the two Americas 
and into every European seat of study. 
Yet the man was greater than his 
fame, even as his mind was larger than 
his works. 

He came not from Rome, but from 

Venice, where he was born auspiciously 
on the day of her patron, Saint Mark, 
April 25, in the year 1859. Thus his 
earliest childhood was spent under 
Austrian rule; and his boyhood was 
colored by the final triumph of the 
Risorgimento. Not until 1866 was 
Venice freed and her children gathered 
to the bosom of Italy. In 1870, when 
Boni was in his twelfth year, the whole 
country was united by the occupation 
of Rome. 

The effect of those early days was 
in Boni throughout life. It fanned 
in him the patriotic fire with which his 
whole being glowed; and he, at any rate, 
will not have thought it unfitting that 
his span of highest endeavor should be 
closed by the effects of exposure when 
he went to adapt to Roman practice the 
clothing and footgear of the Italian 
soldiers who, in the winter of 1916, were 
holding the lines of Italy against Aus-
tria on icy Alpine heights of more than 
twelve thousand feet. Under that 
strain he almost succumbed, and partial 
recovery left him a living relic of his 
former self. Those who knew him 
thereafter never knew Boni. He had 
made the greater part of the great 
sacrifice. 

Born a citizen of Venice, he became 
a son of Rome. The traditions of the 
'Most Serene Republic,' which had 
been wrought into his fibre, helped him 
to withstand the dwarfing influence of 
the Eternal City upon those reared 
within her walls; but Rome bound him 
to herself with potent spell. I am in-
clined to think that it was Carducci, 
greatest of modern Italian poets, who 
first revealed Boni to himself and Rome 
to Boni. Often on a summer evening or 
•a winter's night he would take from his 
bookshelf a volume of Carducci and 
read, with vibrating voice and gleaming 
eye, verses from the 'Anniversary of 
the Foundation of Rome' which I may 
roughly render thus:—-. 
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Hail, goddess Rome! A frigid darkness clouds 
The sense of him who of thee knoweth nought, 
And in his brutish heart sprout sluggishly 
Barbarous growth in rank and wild array. 

Hail, goddess Rome! Sweet tears mine eyes let fall, 
Bent o'er thy Forum's ruins as I seek 
Thy scattered relics, and in thee adore 
Motherland, muse, and sacred genetrix. 

By thee a citizen of Italy am I, 
And, by thee, poet. Mother of peoples thou, 
Who gavest of thy spirit to the world 
And with thy glory crownedst Italy. 

By training, Boni was an architect. 
Yet from the first he was attracted less 
by the technique of his profession than 
by the ideas which buildings had been 
intended to express. He sought in 
historical study the origin of those ideas, 
while his critical sense assessed the 
degree in which buildings expressed 
them. It was, so to speak, the person-
ality, the character, of an edifice that 
appealed to him far more than its out-
ward beauty. He was always seeking 
for the meaning of things, not merely 
out of intellectual curiosity, ..but in 
order to test the adequacy of the forms 
in which meanings were conveyed. He 
strove ceaselessly after sincerity. In 
other words, he had in him the essential 
quality of a great artist. 

To gratify his passion for the real, 
which he held to be attainable only 
through the ideal, he studied unremit-
tingly. His appetite for knowledge was 
insatiable; for he felt that ignorant 
good faith may mislead as woefully as 
willful insincerity. Hence his instinc-
tive love of the classics. He taught 
himself Latin and Greek, and after-
ward English, French, and German, 
chiefly by candlelight before dawn — 
learning Latin, in particular, so thor-
oughly that his mind came to be steeped 
in it-and his forms of thought to be 
governed by it to such a point that he 
found difficulty in writing simple 
Italian. Perhaps for this reason he 
often reverted, when in search of simple 

and direct expression, to his native 
Venetian dialect, or 'language,' as he 
vivaciously insisted it should be called; 
and his most entertaining letters were 
those which he wrote to such friends as 
the late Marquis Carlotti who likewise 
spoke and wrote the tongue of the 
'Serenissima.' 

English he learned in order to' read 
and translate Ruskin, whose friendship 
he won in 1882 when working on the 
restoration of the Doge's Palace in 
Venice. In William Morris, too, he 
found a kindred soul. Boni's dissent 
from the insincere methods of restora-
tion and preservation adopted by the 
Italian authorities in the eighties led in 
1888 to his departure from Venice to 
Rome. He had learned at his own 
expense that nemo propheta in patria. 
Some fifteen years passed before he re-
turned in an official capacity to his 
native city. In July 1902 the ancient 
Campanile of St. Mark's collapsed, 
shaking to their foundations the ad-
jacent buildings and opening fissures 
in their walls. Then Boni, the despised 
and rejected of a former day, was sent 
posthaste to strengthen and to save. 

Meanwhile he had found that, even 
in Rome, the way of a prophet may be 
hard. The Minister of Public Instruc-
tion and of Fine Arts, at the instance of 
the Prime Minister, Crispi, whom 
Boni's frankness had attracted, sent 
him to report upon the condition of the 
Hohenstaufen castles and other Swa-
bian monuments in Apulia. Boni did 
this work thoroughly. In order to do it, 
he plunged into the study of the Swa-
bian epoch in Italy and read much 
German. He recommended that any 
work of preservation should be in har-
mony with the spirit of the original 
builders and should never take a form 
likely to cause. confusion between the 
old and the new. He believed in careful 
preservation, not in deceptive ' restora-
tion.' 
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Of this mission Boni kept many 
memories. He saw the misery of sun-
scorched Apulia, then waterless, for the 
Apulian aqueduct was not yet built; 
and he could never afterward look upon 
the dark, heavy Apulian wines without 
repulsion. 'Essence of anthracite!' he 
would exclaim. 'In Apulia, water is 
more precious than wine, and it would 
be cheaper to bathe in wine than to 
wash in water.' He was indignant, too, 
at the avoidable uncleanliness of some 
Apulians. In one town where he spent 
a night on his way to inspect a Hohen-
staufen castle he was the guest of the 
Mayor, a man of substance whose 
house was richly furnished. To do 
Boni honor, the Mayor put at his dis-
posal the apartment of his daughter, 
then absent — a sumptuous room, 
hung with green silk damask, contain-
ing a carved and canopied bed and, 
on a dressing-table, a shining array of. 
silver-mounted crystal bottles. Highly 
honored and very weary, Boni lay 
down to rest — but was quickly awak-
ened by the attentions of innumerable 
vermin which invaded his couch in 
serried phalanxes. Thoroughly roused 
and angry, Boni spent sleepless hours 
in collecting the vermin and in filling 
the crystal bottles with them. At 
dawn-he departed, leaving his host, or 
his host's daughter, to appreciate a 
drastic reminder of the importance of 
bringing the reality of cleanliness into 
closer harmony with the appearance of 
luxury. 

Returning to Rome, he found minor 
employment as an inspecting architect 
in the Department of Fine Arts, and 
tried a 'prentice hand on the building of 
a villa for the Foreign Minister, Baron 
BlanG. It was an unusual conception. 
On its merits opinions differed; but 
Boni cared little, for his heart was not 
in this kind of work. He had a: secret 
ambition — to dig in the Roman 
Forum and to wrest from it the secret 

of its existence. Enough was known of 
him and his 'wild' theories to awaken 
strong opposition. The authorized and 
recognized archaeologists, Italian, Ger-
man, and other, who had written 
mighty tomes upon the Forum, ex-
plaining to their own satisfaction that 
the site had been completely excavated, 
guarded like forbidding angels with 
drawn swords every approach to the 
sacred precincts. They were defending 
the sanctity of orthodox archaeology, 
and incidentally the sale of their books, 
against unhallowed intrusion. 

Boni could make no headway until, 
in 1898, a Minister of Public Instruc-
tion whom he knew personally agreed 
that he should, as an architect, strength-
en the Forum monuments and ar-
range in some sort.of order the scattered 
blocks of stone that encumbered the 
Forum's surface. But he was strictly 
forbidden to dig. Had not an orthodox 
Roman archaeologist written in 1897 
that further digging would be sheer 
waste of time! Stooping to conquer, 
Boni set about his thankless task. 
Cautiously, by candlelight before dawn 
on damp winter mornings, he probed 
below the stone pavement of the 
Comitium, or place of public meeting, 
at the lower end of the Forum, and 
there made his first discovery — the 
Niger Lapis, or 'Black Stone,' reputed 
of old to mark the site of the tomb of 
Romulus. Keeping the discovery to 
himself, he covered the place with a 
layer of earth until he had reported 
confidentially to the minister that 
something had been found which would 
shed glory upon the administration. 
The minister rose to the bait, went to 
the Forum, where, with much cere-
mony, the earth was shoveled away and 
the Black Stone exposed to view. A 
photograph of the triumphant minister 
standing upon it was taken and pub-
lished. In vain did the orthodox gnash 
their teeth. They found the vanity of a 
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minister stronger than their hatred of a cession the shrine before the temple of 
'revolutionary'architect. Julius Caesar, the cemented under-

Thereafter Boni was irresistible. By ground chambers that had served as 
dint of discoveries he triumphed over granaries of the Roman Republic, and, 
obstruction, and with the support of . in them, large numbers of stili, or bone 
foreign friends overcame even the pencils, with which the Romans wrote 
niggardliness of the Italian Adminis- upon their waxed tablets. Many tab-
tration. The fact that he had found the lets were also found. They, like the 
Black Stone, only eighteen inches below stili, had evidently been left in the 
the surface of the Forum, confirmed his granaries after being used to record the 
belief that, lower still, much more measures of corn stored there. . 
might be found. To the Black Stone By this time foreign residents and 
he had been guided by an allusion in the visitors to Rome had begun to gather 
work of an obscure Latin author. Hav- round Boni and to take a lively interest 
ing found it, he concluded that it would in his work. Sir William Harcourt 
not have been placed as a memorial, to spent many a day with him appreciat-
Romulus or another, on the bare earth, ing and encouraging his efforts. Mr. 
but that below it there might be other Richard Norton, of the American 
relics. Sinking a shaft by the side of it, School of Archaeological Studies, Mr. 
he revealed the existence of thirteen Rushforth, the first Director of the 
different strata before, reaching the British School, and Mr. St. Clair 
original alluvial bottom of the Forum Baddeley, worked with him and helped 
valley. In the uppermost of these to spread his fame. Sir (then Mr.) 
strata, beneath the Black Stone, he Lionel Phillips provided funds, at the 
came upon an ancient stela, or trun- suggestion of Mr. Baddeley, for the 
cated cone, bearing the oldest Latin purchase of a group of hovels that 
inscription then known. stood above the site of the Basilica 

The discovery of this stela with the .Emilia, and enabled Boni to lay bare 
inscription led to a brief but sharp the remains of that great temple. Boni 
contest with the German Archaeological himself wrote articles for the Nine-
Institute, which seemed to imagine teenth Century, which a secretary of the 
that it had a prescriptive right to in- British Embassy translated; and Boni 
vestigate and to set the seal of its ap- characteristically applied the fees re-
pro val upon all developments of Roman ceived for the articles to the purchase 
archaeological research before they of specimens of classical Roman flora 
could be accepted as authentic. Its which he planted in the Forum area. • 
head hastened to the Forum, intending All the while he was pondering in the 
to make a plaster cast of the stela be- recesses of his mind the main problem — 
fore even a sketch of it could be sent why the Forum should ever have 
officially to the Italian Government, been the Forum, why the Romans 
But Boni firmly sent him about his should have chosen the bottom of a 
business, informing him that like other marshy valley, liable to be flooded at 
foreign archaeologists he would receive every rise of the Tiber, as the centre of 
the Italian official reproduction as soon their civic life, and why the Sacred 
as it was ready. For some weeks Rome Way should have led down to it? 
rung with the scandal of Boni's im- About that time he wrote to a friend: — 
pertinence. Yet he stood his ground, Living in the Forum, I felt grow up in me 
and. the Germans were fain to retreat. a sense of intimacy with its stones, which at 

Then he discovered in quick sue- first sight had seemed mute and indifferent. 
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Then, impelled by a force I had not felt 
before, I set to work. 

And later on he added: — . 

The thick darkness with which time 
shrouds the memories of the past becomes 
thicker and more impenetrable if one pre-
sumes to dispel it all at once by the artificial 
light of one's own knowledge. One sees 
phantasms and takes them for realities. If, 
on the contrary, one studies intensely, 
humbly approaching the unknown, seeking 
only the truth, not a confirmation of precon-
ceptions, one comes to live little by little in 
the atmosphere of the unknown, one gets 
used to the twilight, sees glimmerings of 
things, begins to distinguish between them, 
touches them, and never tires of gathering 
practical data as a basis for judgment. Thus 
one's brain is nourished; it begins to work by 
itself, and offers, perhaps instinctively, the 
solution of a problem, or suggests where a 
solution canbefoundbydecisive experiment. 

This was . Boni's method — the 
method of a poet in action and of a 
devout seeker. He would watch in the 
Forum the rising of the sun as though 
its first rays would reveal the truth to 
him. Sometimes there came to him an 
inspiration which he and his band of 
devoted workmen would follow fever-
ishly. At such moments he actually 
saw the things that he was about to 
discover, covered though they might be 
by yards of earth or heaps of accumu-
lated rubbish. His workmen never felt 
in him the official master, only a leader 
of comrades. When a discovery was 
made, their enthusiasm was even 
greater than his. If they fell ill, he 
attended them personally, providing 
them with medicine and comforts from 
his slender resources. They returned 
his affection; indeed, they worshiped 
him. 

I have told elsewhere in outline how 
Boni solved the problem of the Forum. 
Had not the facts borne out his theory, 
it would have been dismissed as the 
most fantastic of his many seemingly 

fantastic notions. He was possessed by 
the idea that the earliest Latins were of 
Aryan stock who had reached Europe 
from Northern India through Persia 
and Asia Minor. This idea drove him 
to the conclusion that he must look for 
light upon the religious beliefs and 
practices of the founders of Rome in 
ancient Sanskrit writings and especially 
in the Vedas. He made no secret of his 
belief, which to many seemed to verge 
on lunacy. What could be madder than 
to link India with the Forum! 

At that time I learned more of his 
inner thoughts than his other intimate 
friends. He had suffered a severe 
bereavement which threatened to un-
settle his life. So stricken was he that 
he talked of giving up everything and 
entering a monastery. Therefore I 
took him to live with me for a while, so 
as to keep him from brooding over his 
loss. He let himself be looked after like 
a child, showing childlike gratitude for 
every small attention. It was then that 
he thought aloud, rambling on almost 
incoherently, now in Venetian, now in 
Italian, now in bursts of Latin, with 
occasional excursions into English. 
Gradually his main idea defined itself. 
In the Vedas alone could he hope to 
find the key to the Forum riddle. 

So into the study of the Vedas he 
plunged, until one day he announced 
triumphantly that he had found what 
he sought. It was a passage ordaining 
that the dead must be buried in ground 
sloping down toward still waters.. 'The 
still waters were there,' he exclaimed, 
'in the marsh at the bottom of the 
valley. The sloping ground is there, the 
clivus sacer, down which the Sacred 
Way runs from the summit to the level 
of the Comitium. Now all I have to do 
is to find in the Forum the early Latin 
burial-ground, the prehistoric necrop-
olis. It must be near the Sacred Way.' 

Forsaking all else, he and his work-
men sank shaft after shaft in the hope 
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of finding the necropolis. The greater 
part of the Forum slope was covered 
with the ruins of mediaeval and other 
buildings, so that the area which he 
could investigate was limited. A dozen 
experiments yielded no result. But 
Boni's confidence never wavered. 
Twice a week, even after he had ceased 
to live with me, he came to luncheon, 
always bringing or sending an armful of 
greenery or flowers from the Forum to 
grace the table. One day in the hot 
July of 1900 he turned up looking like a 
man inspired. 'I shall find it this after-
noon,' he exclaimed. 'I walked over 
the place this morning and felt it burn 
my feet. I will telephone you as soon as 
I have found it.' 

Toward five o'clock he telephoned 
that he had found it and called me to 
see it. In a hole some three yards deep, 
by the side of the Sacred Way and 
almost level with the facade of the 
Basilica of Antoninus and Faustina, 
was a prehistoric urn of black earthen-
ware, or bucchero, containing other 
urns, one of which held human ashes. 
It contained, besides, various dishes 
which had held nourishment for the 
departed soul. Soon after, twenty-six 
tombs of various shapes and sizes were 
found on the same spot. They extended 
as far as the Basilica of Antoninus and 
Faustina, of which the foundations had 
cut right through the prehistoric necrop-
olis. Apparently the Romans of the 
second century A.D. had forgotten its 
original sanctity and significance. 

Of Boni's work on the Palatine and 
his discoveries there -— vaster, in some 
respects, than those in the Forum below 
— I am not competent to write, for I 
was then no longer in Rome. But I 
remember his joy on unearthing and 
cleaning the beautiful fountain of 
Juturna, which had served mediaeval 
Christians as a cesspool, and in opening 
the paved slope that led from the Forum 
up to the Palatine. Scarcely a month 
VOL. 327 —NO. 4%44 

passed between the year 1898 and 
the first half of 1902 without some new 
revelation. In July 1902 the work was 
suspended for a time. The Campanile 
of St. Mark's at Venice had collapsed 
and Boni was appointed commander-
in-chief of the salvage operations. 

Venice then felt the full vigor of his 
hand and the power of his mind. No 
superficial investigation would satisfy 
him. The pavement of the Piazza San 
Marco was removed round the base of 
the Campanile, so that the condition 
of the ancient piles on which it had 
stood for eight hundred years might be 
ascertained. They proved to be sound 
and to need little strengthening. The 
Basilica of St. Mark was likewise tested, 
from its foundations to the inner wood-
work of the chief cupola, and the 
structure reenforced at every doubtful 
point. In the Doge's Palace, where 
Boni reigned supreme, fissures were 
carefully probed; and in order to dis-
cover their extent, Tintoretto's great 
canvas, II Paradiso, the largest oil-
painting in the world, was removed 
from the wall of the Great Council Hall 
on which it had been stretched undis-
turbed for more than three hundred 
years. Many Venetians thought the 
removal a sacrilege, but Boni was in-
flexible. Yet neither he nor they 
imagined that behind Tintoretto's can-
vas would be found the remains of a 
greater painting by an early Venetian, 
Guariente, a pre-Renaissance painter 
whose fresco work marked a transition 
from Byzantine art to a freer style 
which foreshadowed the Renaissance. 
This remarkable relic was again hidden 
from view when the wall had been 
strengthened and Tintoretto's canvas 
replaced. 

Having done his work in his native 
city, Boni returned to his beloved 
Forum and resumed with fresh ardor 
the exploration of its strata and those 
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of the Palatine. Until then his official 
position had been undefined. He was 
still technically an inspecting architect 
attached to the Department of Fine 
Arts, under the Ministry of Public 
Instruction with a salary of less than 
two hundred pounds a year. At last he 
was appointed Director of Excavations 
in the Forum and on the Palatine; yet 
so fierce were departmental jealousies 
that the salary attached to this post 
was for years withheld from him. 
Intrigue after intrigue was directed 
against him. He defeated them all by 
dint of success and through the influ-
ence of some devoted friends with the 
Italian Government. Every penny he 
could save from his exiguous resources 
he spent on classical plants to beautify 
the sites he had excavated, or in helping 
workmen still worse off than he. In-
deed, his whole life was one long record 
of personal sacrifice to an ideal which 
many distantly admired but of which 
he alone bore the burden and under-
stood the full grandeur. 

If recognition of his greatness tarried 
in Italy, it came more swiftly and more 
amply abroad. Foreign universities 
gave him honorary degrees. He was 
invited to lecture in London, Oxford, 
and Cambridge, as well as in- Vienna 
and in Germany. With Sir Horace 
Plunkett he visited Ireland to study 
primitive customs and folklore. Of one 
incident in this visit he always spoke 
with comical regret. Friends in Dublin 
had given him a magnificent meer-
schaum pipe which he prized. But, 
when entering a primitive burial-ground 
in Connemara, he was informed of the 
local custom that visitors should leave 
a pipe filled with tobacco on a tomb in 
homage to the departed. Boni had no 
pipe save his cherished meerschaum. 
Without hesitation he filled it with 
tobacco and placed it on a tomb. He 
often wondered what particular spirit 
enjoyed that smoke. 

Another characteristic incident 
marked his visit to Austria. He came 
on the invitation Professor Bormann, 
the leading areb.iologist of Vienna 
University, but, in remembrance of 
Roman days, he insisted on staying 
with me. We went with Bormann to 
inspect the excavations at Carnuntum, 
a Roman military settlement on high 
ground above the Danube' east of 
Vienna. The worthy Director of the 
Excavations, a superannuated army 
officer, met us with the announcement 
that a great discovery had been made. 
So thorough had been the work of the 
Romans, he said, that they had lined 
with iron plates the sides of the central 
drain of Carnuntum. 

Never before had such a thing been 
found. An ironclad sewer! Bormann 
was much excited, but Boni said never 
a word. In silence we trudged across-
the fields to the great drain, built of 
massive blocks of well-chiseled stone 
the face of which seemed indeed to be 
covered by rusty iron plates. Boni, 
still silent, clambered down into the 
drain, touched the surface of the 
'plates' and then let fly an irreverent 
kick at them with the toe of his heavy 
boot. They flew into a dozen fragments 
which proved to be composed of a thin, 
chalky deposit colored by traces of 
ochre in the local water. Bormann and 
the Director of Excavations hung their 
diminished heads, and we trudged back 
in silence. 

Stories of Boni would fill a volume; 
and a full record of his work would 
form a library — a library not only 
archseological, but botanical, agronom-
ical, anthropological, physical, arid 
astronomical. Nor would hydraulics 
and engineering be unrepresented. Art, 
especially fresco-painting and sculp-
ture, would find a place in it, as would 
philosophy; while of poetry there would 
be a great store. His interests were 
universal. No sincere student ever ap-
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proached him in vain. Jesuit savants 
like Father Grisar and Father Erhle, or 
Father Erhu>£ ^sor at the head of 
the Vatican librar"!' Monsignor Ratti 
(now Pope Pius XI), respected and 
loved him as truly as did Japanese 
men of science, Hindu pundits, Scandi-
navians, Frenchmen, Englishmen, and 
Americans. With Dr. Bartolomeo No-
gara, formerly Director of the Etruscan 
Museum at the Vatican and now Direc-
tor of the Vatican Galleries, he worked 
in affectionate intimacy, for the two 
men had much in common. Pope Leo 
XIII admired him and sought his advice 
upon the preservation of the Michel- . 
angelo frescoes in the Sistine Chapel. 
Pope Pius X, formerly Patriarch of 
Venice, talked with him in his be-
loved Venetian, King Humbert of 
Italy appointed him Knight Com-
mander of the Order of Saints 
Maurice and Lazarus after a first 
visit to the Forum excavations; and 
King Victor Emmanuel gave him con-
stant support. 

Anatole France wrote imperishable 
pages upon his intercourse with Boni in 
Sur la Pierre Blanche. Yet, to my mind, 
he failed to penetrate Boni's secret, for 
Anatole France was essentially a skep-
tic and Boni was essentially a believer. 
Had he been asked to define what he 
believed, he might have written a Con-
fessio Fidei that would have horrified 
Pope, Inquisition, skeptic, and pagan 
alike. His creed was not susceptible of 
expression in encompassing phrases. 
His spirit ranged freely over the cen-
turies and adjusted itself as readily to 
pagan as to Christian standpoints and 
felt as much at home in Esquimaux 
folklore as in the philosophy of Lao-
tse. His whole effort was to understand; 
and, having understood, to link his 
mental discovery with his own life and 
work. If one thing rather than another 
struck me in the detached ejaculations 
that usually marked the processes of 

his thought, it was his sense of oneness 
with the universe. 

Some months ago, soon after the 
death of Anatole France, Boni sent me 
a rough transcript of one of his conver-
sations' with Anatole France upon 
Michelangelo, doubtjess hoping that I 
might put it into shape as I had often 
done with his earlier and more coherent 
writings. But literal translation was 
impossible, and there was then no time 
to prepare a version of it for his ap-
proval. One or two fragments of it may, 
however, now serve to illustrate the 
quality of Boni's thought and the 
character of his intercourse with the 
great French writer: —̂  

In the spring of 1903, when Anatole 
France came to Rome in search of rest, we 
compared, day after day, the monuments of 
the Forum which reveal the characters of 
the generations that erected them, and we 
discussed architecture as a majestic plant 
whose roots reach deep into the earliest 
strata of human society. From our compar-
ative analysis of the buildings erected by 
Tiberius and Nero, of the magnificent in-
scriptions on those of Augustus and on the 
remaining cornices of the Arch of Tiberius, 
we concluded that the livers or the stom-
achs of the Roman historians and the biog-
raphers of the first century, from Tacitus 
to Suetonius, must have been out of order, 
or that they lent too ready an ear to evil 
tongues which could not then find an outlet 
in satirical journals. 

During the hours of evening twilight, 
while we watched the rising of the moon 
amid the laurels of the Forum, Anatole 
France would recite the Odes of Horace. 
He had learned them all by heart — so 
strong was his admiration of their perfect 
measure and crystalline transparency, their 
skepticism and their delicate humor, in-
dulgent toward all human weaknesses. 

' Not all the learning of patented philolo-
gists,' he exclaimed, 'would suffice to re-
place the words of one real poem, for they 
are charged with inimitable spiritual elec-
tricity, and throw off rays more luminous 
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than those of diamonds. A like sensation is 
given by original and authentic works of 
architecture, unrestored and unfalsified. It 
comes from the depth of the social strata in 
which the roots of architecture, the sover-
eign art, find sustenance. From these roots 
the flowers of Leonardo's and Michelan-
gelo's achievement grew. I came to Rome,' 
continued Anatole France, ' in order to live 
for a time in the intimacy of Michelangelo 
and to compare the grandiose character of 
his work with that of some of Shakespeare's 
dramas. Hitherto, I have found difficulty 
in withstanding the overwhelming effect of 
his colossal-conceptions and of the almost 
superhuman and infinite element in them. 
The immeasurable quality of Michelangelo 
disturbs me, doubtless because my percep-
tion is deficient; but I might be cured, and 
get used to the grandiose in him, if it were 
possible to approach his works more closely. 
I know that the Pope (Leo XIII) has 
caused scaffolding to be put up in the Sis-
tine Chapel, so that you may examine 
Michelangelo's frescoes at close quarters 
and suggest a method of preserving the 
parts of them that are deteriorating. But, 
as I recently published in Paris the speeches 
of our anti-Clerical Prime Minister, Combes, 
the moment is hardly propitious to ask 
favors of the Vatican.' 

'Never mind,' I answered. 'Leo XIII, 
who is an exquisite poet and Latinist, under-
stands even the most skeptical representa-
tives of Latin thought. He will pardon me if 
I take you to-morrow to the Sistine Chapel 
together with another skeptic, Bernard 
Shaw, who does not even respect the Eng-
lish Parliamentary institutions which you 
think worthy of reverence, and who blames 
Shakespeare for the decadence of modern 
dramatic art, just as others make Michel-
angelo responsible for the contortions of the 
Baroque style.' 

Next morning we mounted the tall lad-
ders of the Sistine scaffolding, while Shaw 
turned off the tap of his incontinent humor 
and closed his eyes to avoid giddiness. On 
the topmost planking we sat before Michel-
angelo's figures and were dumfounded by 
the contrast between the gigantic propor-
tions of a naked arm and the delicate shad-
ings of the muscles and of the hands, which 
were drawn with a precision that might 

have cost years of patient effort, whereas 
Michelangelo worked with the rapidity that 
fresco-painting demands".. Silent under the 
influence of art so stupendous, we waited for 
Anatole France to speak. Presently he 
spoke, with his incomparable mastery of the 
French language, that adamantine medium 
for the expression, in the purest form, of 
what the mind's mirror reflects. Would 
that I could reproduce his tone, at least, for 
his words defy reproduction. 

' What we feel now,' he said, 'is the latest 
of a long series of other sensations felt by 
Michelangelo himself and by his admirers 
during the four centuries that have passed 
since he did this work. These feelings re-
mind us that true art is of divine inspiration, 
borne to earth by rays of light from the 
Infinite to illumine generations still unborn. 
Each generation appraises it from a new 
standpoint. Hence the successive visions or 
interpretations of immortal works of genius 
give gladness and renewed enlightenment, 
as generation after generation acquires, in 
turn, receptive capacity.' 

At this point Boni's manuscript 
enters into a long psychological analy-
sis of the reasons why 'restoration' of 
works of art is worse than vandalism, 
because it creates counterfeits, and 
'intercepts the rays of light with which 
the artist had succeeded in illumining 
the darkness of our minds.' In it he 
reproduces a motto which he wrote 
many years ago for the London Society 
for the Protection of Ancient Buildings: 
'Genuineness is not merely the funda-
mental attribute of monuments; it is 
the very source.of any value they may 
have.' 

The yearning for genuineness, and 
for knowledge as the condition of 
effective and fertile sincerity, was the 
ruling passion of Boni's life. It made 
him not only impatient but intolerant 
of pretense and make-believe of all 
kinds; and, as long as his faculties were 
unimpaired, it rarely led him astray. 
Yet the last nine years of suffering, and 
of struggle both against physical dis-
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abilities and against pecuniary straits, 
were in some respects his most heroic 
period. Not till very near the end can 
he have felt sure of the morrow. The 
attentions of faithful friends eased his 
ordeal, and there were moments in 
which something like gladness returned 
and his old genius shone forth with un-
abated brilliance. In 1916 he felt, for 
the first time, the burden of debt, but 
I think he never knew whence came 
some of the help that enabled him to 
bear it; for Lord Northcliffe, who knew 
and loved him, took delicate precau-
tions to spare Boni's susceptibilities 
when, more than once, he caused funds 
to be conveyed to him. 

Often Boni would long that death 
might set him free from the limitations 
of a stricken body. Death he did not 

fear. In early manhood he was once 
seriously ill, and he told me repeatedly 
of his sensations as he lay apparently 
unconscious and beyond hope of re-
covery. 'I felt myself,' he would say, 
'escape from the body and rise above 
it, tethered to it only by some invisible 
tie. I was conscious of ecstatic free-
dom. But at length, to my sorrow, I 
was drawn back. My relations and 
friends were joyful at my recovery, yet 
I was sad. I suppose there was still 
work for me to do. The next time I 
escape it will be for good.' 

Now he has escaped for good. Those 
who knew him and loved him cannot 
mourn. He has ceased to strive and to 
suffer; and his memory—fragrant as 
the flowers of his Palatine — and his 
work abide. 

SONG 

B Y A N N H A M I L T O N 

[Poetry of To-day] 

TRUST not autumn's vow 
That is sealed in gold 

And flung upon the bough 
Fluttering and bold. 

Heed not autumn's words 
When four winds are flying 

And the drifted birds 
Go bravely crying. 

She may laugh, and swear 
So to hide the years, 

Yet frozen on her hair 
Lie her lonely tears. 

Though she dance to keep 
The ice from out her will, 

She had rather sleep 
White on the hill. 
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