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June 3, 1886. 

Dear Miss Sophia Rinaldi — 

Though this evening I was in fact parading through the parlor in a pea coat and sporting cap, my 

poor choice in costume takes nothing away from your mesmerizing smile or lilting accent. If the 

room was not so cleared by the time I discovered you by the champagne fountain, I might have 

slipped my hand around your elbow and led you to the secluded balcony under pretense of 

becoming overheated. Ah, the foils of timing and adequate ventilation. 

 When we parted, you insinuated wanting to know more about me. At least this is how I 

choose to interpret your asking my surname and length of stay. I am a Bostonian gentleman by 

official rank and dental hygiene, though I admit some of my demeanor was learned from a 

progressive French uncle. My parents believe I am touring your grand Rome with my friend 

Preston for the sake of betterment, and the length of my stay will now depend on you agreeing to 

join me for brunch tomorrow morning. I understand Hotel Fortuna is quite close to your home. 

The café is superb, and just below my suite. Shall we say ten o’clock? 

With anticipation, 

 Edward J. Bartlett 
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June 3, 1886. 

Dear Miss Ashley Devine — 

Though this evening I was in fact parading through the parlor in a pea coat and sporting cap, my 

poor choice in costume takes nothing away from your flawless complexion or playful Southern 

grace. We indeed have much in common as Americans traveling abroad, though I find myself a 

bit jealous of the dark-haired gent I resembled even if he was the motivation for your squeezing 

my shoulder.  

Please thank your grandmother for her kind attention. Though impressed by such 

liveliness in a woman her age, I must admit her whisking you away for an early retreat left me 

cheerless. As a rule, such dreariness is temporary. But, alas, the feeling was not eased during the 

walk back to my hotel.  

A young lady of your gentle nature could never allow a man to face another day in this 

weakened state, so you must agree to meet me for tea tomorrow afternoon. It must be teatime, for 

I could not bear to think of your sweet lips nibbling biscuits with another familiar-looking 

gentleman. Hotel Fortuna has a renowned tea room that I believe is just a few blocks from your 

rented rooms. Shall we say four o’clock? 

 With anticipation, 

 Edward J. Bartlett 
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June 4, 1886. 

Dear Uncle Maurice — 

Fantastic gossip has traveled across three countries. It seems a Frenchman touring Lisbon is so 

amiable that several women are making advances. The ladies are well aware of each other and 

have offered expensive trinkets like diamond cuff links and emerald tie tacks — in addition to 

themselves. He is rumored to speak five languages, rides to hounds on the largest steed, and has 

never lost a game of horseshoes. As a token of their adoration, women under his influence are 

known to carry his monogrammed handkerchief in their handbags. Sound like anyone we know? 

I again bow to your prowess. My goal to tally as many conquests as you, Uncle, is a challenge 

indeed.  

 Rome is as stimulating as you portrayed, and each day I am awed by the luscious, vibrant 

society. Though I continue to receive scores of invitations from fellow American tourists, I find 

such satisfaction in crafting reasons to decline. What self-respecting gent wants to spend his 

holiday trapped between the dessert table and a fussbudget with a sweet tooth? As you well 

know, there are much more exhilarating ways to pass the time.  

This morning I enjoyed a tantalizing brunch with Sophia, an exquisite Italian siren, and 

then sipped afternoon tea with Ashley, a pert fair-haired Southern damsel. The two sparkling 

young ladies have caught my eye, and I am making pleasing progress. Yet, there is always a 

grandmother or aunt, is there not?  

Tomorrow I agreed to take Ashley’s grandmother, Mrs. Lester Devine, for a mid-

morning stroll. An arduous task, though I assure you Ashley is worth an hour of shuffling 

through the park. At least while Grandmother prattles, I can daydream about my evening plans 

with Sophia.   
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The enchantress invited me to her home for a family celebration. As a rule, I plead 

exhaustion at the mention of meeting parents, but I was powerless against her penetrating dark 

eyes and well-fitted day dress. Am I foolish to hope for a private tour of the house?  

 Alas, I must leave you here to prepare for tomorrow’s full day. It seems both escorting 

aged women and meeting watchful fathers require starching my Piccadilly collar. In these 

situations, you must agree the traditional, constricting costume leaves the most favorable 

impression. 

If you can free yourself from unwrapping gifts from your female fans, perhaps you will 

humor your only nephew with a few delicious details about your escapades. Speaking of 

escapades, just the other day Preston referred to the wrong dress color. You can imagine the 

fierce slap he received. Your advice to distance myself while traveling with him was sound. Still, 

Preston knows an infinite number of limericks, keeps a tidy room, and is quite useful for a 

plausible excuse.  

With loving veneration, 

Edward 
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June 5, 1886. 

My Dear Miss Ashley— 

You might find this most devilish to admit, but I never expected to so enjoy my stroll with your 

beloved grandmother this morning. She is a dear woman with such a marvelous memory. Has 

anyone ever recounted the labors of childbirth in such unabridged detail? Your grandmother was 

so engrossed; I feared she might miss her afternoon society luncheon. She managed to shoo me 

away just in time.  

Waiting to see you again until tomorrow’s picnic shall feel endless but Preston has 

already purchased tonight’s theatre tickets and sent his favorite waistcoat for pressing. Since 

concertos are not my favorite, I will pass the time dreaming of your fair cheeks and ample 

intellect. And let me allay your fears. Should the unpredictable late spring weather fail us 

tomorrow, Pincio Gardens has a most agreeable gazebo — one that provides shelter from 

raindrops and prying eyes. 

Until tomorrow, 

Edward 
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June 5, 1886. 

Uncle— 

A delicious evening has left me unable to sleep. To make use of the time and an empty room, I 

shall pay homage to your tutelage while bragging just a bit.  

 Tonight I dined with Sophia, her parents, the family’s solicitor and his wife, and the 

retired Spanish ambassador. It was a celebration, though at first I had no idea for what. Sophia 

teased me with cryptic hints accompanied by running her hand along my shoulders and stealing 

my lapel pin before scampering from the drawing room. I gave chase, and my efforts were 

rewarded with a tour of the downstairs rooms and twenty minutes alone with her on the balcony; 

the perfect pretext. 

As I whispered flattery in Sophia’s ear, she leaned her head back against my shoulder, 

exposing the full depth of her neckline. Her eyes were closed and I was ready to nibble her neck, 

when we were interrupted. The guest of honor had arrived from his walk. 

The gathering was a birthday party for Marco Rinaldi, the family’s pet monkey. He was 

positioned right at the head of the table, and, I dare say, looked quite dapper in a tailcoat and top 

hat. I rather like this family. 

Preston has just arrived so I leave you here. Based on his stagger and missing articles of 

clothing, I expect a good story in the morning. — Edward 
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June 6, 1886. 

My Dear Miss Sophia— 

My plans for this afternoon are unbreakable after all. Preston speaks of nothing but our dining al 

fresco. He is such a shy lad; how can I abandon the lamb? 

Please thank your parents once more for a splendid dinner party last night. I have never 

eaten so many courses in the presence of such interesting and hairy company. I am referring, of 

course, to the ambassador. If I am again invited to your home, I promise to bring a fine bottle of 

Port and cluster of bananas. Perhaps I can then meet your dearest aunt. She sounds like a 

charming woman.   

In addition to thanking you for dinner and those stolen moments alone on the terrace, I 

write this morning for another reason. Upon undressing last night, I realized I lost one of my 

monogrammed gloves. It must have fallen from my pocket while I was putting on my coat. I 

thought to ask for its return, but now I like the idea of you keeping it as a reminder of my 

growing affection.  

So, Darling, I shall see you tonight at the match. I know we received individual 

invitations, but since Preston plans to spend the evening waxing his walking stick, would you 

mind terribly if I escort you to the Spanish ambassador’s home? This is my first time playing 

croquet by starlight, so I may need your guidance. I promise not to block the wicket only if you 

continue to purr my name in your passionate language. 

Yours, 

Eduardo 

 

June 6, 1886. 
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Preston— 

I tried waking you but even a wet washcloth was useless. Goodness, old chap, what happened to 

you last night? And where did you leave your socks?  

Once you are conscious, have a good shave and loiter about the lobby if you want to 

know if anyone saw you stumbling last night. It seems chatter spreads faster in the warm 

weather. While balancing the delicacies of our craft, just remember my uncle’s warning against 

spirits that dull the mind. Humiliation is assured when you combine indulgence with 

overconfidence, and I would hate for cheap Chianti to chase us out of Rome.  

A picnic with the amiable Ashley means you have the room to yourself today. But if 

anyone asks, you and I are lunching at an outdoor piazza. Also, I was encouraged to invite my 

travel mate to a party at the home of a Spanish diplomat. Per our agreement, I have already made 

your excuses. By the by, did you pack a walking stick? — E. 
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June 7, 1886. 

Dear Uncle Maurice— 

Yesterday was enthralling. I just hope your day was as consuming as mine.  

After a note to confirm evening plans with Sophia, I met Ashley for our picnic. I hoped 

inclement weather might send us to seek shelter but the sunshine meant Ashley preferred sitting 

beside the lake and the constant parade of passersby. At least she suggested a stroll after the 

meal. While she explained ancient Roman society with impressive insight, I found an 

accommodating thicket of trees. Her protest at the seclusion was alleviated by my giving her one 

of my monogrammed gloves as a reminder of my growing affection. We stayed hidden longer 

than I expected. Seems Grandmother adores me and is boasting about Ashley’s new gentleman 

caller. 

A stirring afternoon, though I barely had enough time to change into my cropped jacket 

and white trousers to meet Sophia. Croquet by moonlight is quite seductive. In playing such an 

active game after sunset, a gent never knows what he might accidentally touch.  

Now that the pieces are in place, today I follow your counsel by giving the ladies the day 

to pine. While they daydream about me, I shall drink from the fountains and wander through the 

piazzas watching mediocre artists paint portraits of stunning models. True, arranging a day alone 

took a bit of finagling. The ladies believe sweet Preston is again suffering from foot cramps. 

Though women sometimes want to lend their gentle touch, not one has ever offered to 

accompany me to a podiatrist.  

Tomorrow morning Sophia is giving me a tour of the Colosseum, and then in the evening 

I escort Ashley to the ballet. I expect a fruitful day. My dear uncle, how do you keep up your 

stamina? 
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Your loving nephew, 

 Edward 
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June 8, 1886. 

Darling Ashley — 

I apologize if my impromptu arrival at your apartment this morning shocked you and your 

grandmother. When my plans changed, I could think of nothing finer than spending a few hours 

with you. Thank you for being so agreeable. And how refreshing to tour the Roman aqueducts 

with such an expert on water systems. I never imagined anyone could recite so many peripheral 

and minute details. In fact, even the dim gas light could not hide your well-formed body, of 

knowledge. If only we could have escaped that group of British tourists and had a few 

uninterrupted moments.  

After today's outing, will you still allow me to escort you to the ballet this evening? As a 

gentleman, I should warn you in advance. Men are weakened by prolonged exposure to 

intoxicating perfumes and bare arms. Tonight you may see I am helpless against advances, mine 

or yours. 

With eagerness, 

Eddie 
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June 8, 1886. 

Sophia— 

I am downstairs holding a carriage. Can you sneak away for a short ride? I am due at my 

cousin’s apartment for supper in an hour’s time, but restitution is needed for cancelling this 

morning’s outing. Of course I understand your need to help your aunt, and we shall enjoy the 

Colesseum tomorrow. Nevertheless, an intimate ride with an uninterested driver is one form of 

apology. If you feel a proper apology requires something more personal, I might entertain 

suggestions. In fact, I can think of several other ways you can apologize. 

Eduardo 
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June 9, 1886. 

My Ashley— 

I awoke this morning and realized I never answered your question last night. We were both 

hypnotized by our prolonged goodnight after the ballet.  

Dinner with you and your grandmother this evening sounds splendid. Preston is waiting 

for me to join him for breakfast and afternoon sightseeing, so I apologize for this short note. But 

expect me tonight by seven.  

Eddie  
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June 9, 1886. 

Dearest Sophia— 

We parted not thirty minutes ago and yet the afternoon clerk brought me your rose and note. 

Darling, my longing for you also grows, as the sweet aroma of your lavender perfume on my 

collar is even more intense while alone in my room. Perhaps we are again straddling the line of 

propriety, but was pulling you into that alcove really too forward? True, I was swept away by 

touring the Colosseum among so many honeymoon couples. Still, I must confess. Americans 

believe Italian damsels are more open-minded in matters of public affection. Thank you for 

accommodating a naive foreigner — several times. 

Please put me on your card for the ball this evening. How could I decline an invitation 

that promises a low décolletage and unoccupied guest rooms? As I may be delayed by having to 

adjust my schedule with Preston, how fortunate I prefer nothing before the third dance. Only 

after a few turns to acquaint herself with the room and company is a young lady nimblest.   

Until tonight, 

 Eduardo 

  



  

THE GADABOUT           15 

June 9, 1886. 

Sweetest Ashley— 

Please forgive this late notice but I must cancel our dinner plans for tonight. And I was so 

looking forward to seeing your grandmother again. It seems my cousin was assigned an 

eleventh-hour business trip and is here in Rome for just one night. He expects me at his hotel in 

an hour and yet I am downstairs holding a carriage. I just cannot bear going a day without seeing 

you. Can you sneak away for a short ride? You must let me apologize for deserting you at this 

late hour. If you feel a proper apology requires something more personal than an intimate ride 

with an uninterested driver, I might entertain other suggestions.  

 Eddie 
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June 10, 1886. 

Preston— 

Sorry for snatching the morning newspaper out of your hands. As you deduced, I expected 

Sophia for lunch and could not let Ashley see me. I suspect our lingering goodbye after the 

carriage ride is what brought Ashley to the hotel lobby; still, she was not supposed to meet me 

until the evening’s performance of Figaro. How fortunate the liberal Italian journalists express 

their zeal with such oversized pages.  

My schedule is proceeding, and I expect to reach the pinnacle soon. Being found out 

today might have meant scurrying off to Greece, or worse. After such a run of late nights, I was 

in no shape to invent something convincing. Though, who knows? Ladies with golden locks are 

less suited for facts than, as you admired, figures. —  E. 
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June 11, 1886. 

Maurice— 

There was a near miss in the hotel lobby, dear Uncle. Until I have survived a few more seasons, I 

leave interspersing carriage rides to you. Yet the morning sun brings new promise. I received a 

special invitation. 

A provocative note was slipped under my door in the night. Before even opening it, I 

enjoyed several moments imagining a fine young woman arched before my door while I lay 

shirtless beneath flimsy bedcovers. The note was from a Miss Alessandra De Luca. She claims 

we have never met, but I think I saw her last night.  

Following a flirtatious lunch with Sophia, I had an enthralling evening at the opera with 

Ashley. The amusement began when Ashley indulged in an extra glass of champagne at 

intermission. She draped her arms around my shoulder and called out my name in a girlish 

squeal. Then during the third act I noticed a woman in her prime watching me from the balcony. 

I caught her eye no less than three times. Her dark features and youthful form were striking, so I 

straightened my bowtie. She turned away from my raised eyebrow; however, unlike 

inexperienced damsels, she did not blush. This was quite alluring. 

 My secret admirer has invited me to join her at a fundraising gala tonight. Accepting the 

invitation means adjusting my timetable so near the finish line, though these are astonishing 

circumstances. I must resort to extraordinary measures. —  Edward 
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June 11, 1886. 

Darling Ashley— 

Of course you must cancel our lunch engagement. If your grandmother needs you this afternoon, 

how can you refuse? Visiting a bedridden friend is not something she should do alone. Can we 

reschedule lunch for tomorrow? — Eddie 
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June 11, 1886. 

Darling Sophia— 

I understand your refusal to my last-minute lunch invitation. Your aunt needs you. Purchasing a 

cemetery plot is by no means something one should do alone. Until tomorrow, then? I promise a 

marvelous dinner at the hotel. — Eduardo 
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June 11, 1886. 

Preston— 

By the time you are at last out of the bath, I shall be at the fundraising banquet with a Miss De 

Luca. You know the routine if anyone asks for me. 

Things are going well enough for me to stay in Rome a few more days. If you are eager 

to get to Greece as planned, go on ahead. Let me know what you decide, though not tonight. 

Based on the intensity of my admirer’s stare, I expect a late evening and rumpled collar.  

— E. 
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June 11, 1886. 

Preston— 

I have left for Greece on the overnight train. Pack your bags and escape as soon as you can! 

— E. 
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June 12, 1886. 

Dear Uncle— 

Why must young men always learn for themselves? 

 Last night was my rendezvous with Miss De Luca. I had not seen either Ashley or Sophia 

all day and was a bit miffed neither could adjust their plans to suit mine. Without any 

distractions, I spent the day preparing to meet a new muse. I looked quite debonair in my 

pinstripes. I even sprung for a boutonnière on the way. 

According to the invitation, I arrived at the banquet hall of the Capitoline Museum. I 

assumed the event was a fundraiser for a new exhibit. A fair assumption, and yet in retrospect I 

should have paid more attention. Still, a charming attendant greeted me with a coy grin as she 

handed me my table assignment. I took her flirting as a good omen and proceeded like a 

peacock. 

The banquet room had frescoed walls, a smattering of statuary, and mixture of foreign 

chatter that set a pleasing mood for about 400 guests. Round tables were set around the room and 

a raised speaker’s platform rested under an oversized Italian flag. When I then spotted the bar, I 

decided the evening warranted a glass of champagne.  

I appeared just another gent taking in the company as I surveyed the room in search of 

the mysterious Miss De Luca. After ten minutes and two empty glasses, I still sat alone. So when 

guests as last began taking their seats, I located my table and was the first to arrive. Set for the 

six, I chose a seat facing the podium (what is worse than pretending to listen to a boring speech 

while also having to strain your neck?), and then pulled the chairs on either side a bit closer to 

my own. You see, I was primed. After just a short wait, I felt the presence of a woman behind me 

and heard a sultry voice, “Buona sera, Mr. Bartlett.” 
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A smirk burst across my face as I rose and turned in one fluid motion. My grin widened 

when I replied, “Good evening to you, Miss De Luca.” Before me stood a slender woman with 

elegant neck and narrow hips. Her dark lustrous hair was piled into a chignon and the draping of 

her lavender gown exposed delicate round shoulders. Staring at me with the same piercing black 

eyes I enjoyed at the opera, she accepted my hand but declined sitting beside me. I asked if there 

was a problem. 

“We are alone. I sit across the table. Some things are worth the wait, no?” 

Yes, yes indeed.  

She was adept at small talk and inquired where I traveled next. My talk of Greece met 

with a casual smile as she recited the train schedule to Athens. After ten minutes of talking 

across the candelabra, I suggested we move closer until the others arrived. It seemed my mere 

mention of others called them to us. Before I could rise to change seats, I saw three women 

marching toward me.  

The ladies were dressed in their most becoming frocks. Imagine plunging necklines, tight 

corsets, and furrowed expressions. They each nodded to Miss De Luca before taking seats 

around me. If not for the scowls, I might have been flattered. 

“I can explain,” I blurted out of sheer panic.  

Sophia, Ashley, Ashley’s grandmother, and Miss De Luca glared at me. In reply, I 

grinned like a marionette.  

Sophia flanked my left; Ashley my right. Sophia took my hand and said, “Dear Eduardo, 

I’d like to introduce you to my Aunt, Miss Alessandra De Luca.” Sophia replied to my stunned 

silence by clenching my hand before dropping it to the table. 



  

THE GADABOUT           24 

I opened my mouth to speak but Ashley chimed in. “I suppose it slipped your mind, 

Eddie, but Grandmother is very involved in this organization. She mentioned it to you on your 

lovely stroll. Isn’t it a coincidence that Signora De Luca is on the board of directors? They’ve 

become quite close.” 

“Yes, quite close,” Sophia agreed. “But of course, they have much in common, yes? They 

boast about the charming young man who escorts their niece,” she paused to place her hand on 

her chest, “and granddaughter,” she nodded toward Ashley. “A danger to compare too much, 

no?” 

Just then I found my voice and said, “If you’ll excuse me…” Before I could get up, the 

women exchanged knowing glances. I sucked in my bottom lip and cringed. It was too late.  

Sophia stood and waved to the young lass who had handed me my table assignment. The 

girl rushed to Sophia's side and handed her a brass speaking trumpet. As the girl turned to leave, 

she snickered. Then Sophia cleared her throat. 

Sophia’s first announcement in Italian ended with prego and a quiet room. Ashley leaned 

to me and pressed her lips against my ear. “She said, ‘May I have your attention please?’” 

I turned to Ashley, too aware of her breath on my neck. “You speak Italian?” I asked. 

Ashley sat back up. “Seems you overlooked my ample intelligence,” she replied and then 

winked.  

I shall never know all of what Sophia said because Ashley repeated only choice phrases. 

But as Sophia’s pace quickened, the cackling got louder and women began wagging their fingers 

at me. I noticed for the first I was the only man in a room filled with women. By this time the 

women were laughing so hard they were either doubled over or dabbing handkerchiefs at tears 

rolling down their cheeks. So, you see, I got the gist well enough.   
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Unsure what to do next, I stood and straightened my jacket. Sophia turned to me and said 

in English, “Before you have to run off, dear Eduardo, Miss Devine and I, we each have a gift 

for you.”  

Ashley rose so I was trapped between the two of them. I tugged at my traitorous bowtie 

now strangling me and waited as the ladies fumbled with their purses. They dawdled on purpose, 

glancing around be sure the crowd was watching. I assure you, the crowd was watching.  

At last the girls found what they were looking for and nodded to each other. The two 

slaps were impressively forceful. Did you know fine silk stings even more than a palm? After I 

let out my breath, I glanced down at the table. Lying in a crumpled heap were my monogrammed 

gloves. 

“I think those belong to you,” Ashley said.  

This is where I envision thanking them for an interesting evening and saying how nice it 

was to have met them both. Or perhaps I could have suggested they keep the gloves as 

mementoes of their victory. I know you would have done just that. The train ride to Greece 

afforded too much time to ruminate. After replaying the scene, I conclude I should have done 

anything other than what I did.  

When you hear gossip of the fleeing clod, I beseech you to believe it was more of a trot 

than a run. Cheering and whistling created a nice backdrop, and I took the opportunity to trip on 

a Persian rug just to add a little flare. Then as I reached the door, I passed a large banner. Below 

a long Italian title was delicate English script. The evening’s event was sponsored by the 

International Committee for Women in Power and Politics. 

 Uncle Maurice, after years of your lectures about the dangers I thought you were talking 

about the complications of falling in love. I have no one to blame but myself and take full 
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responsibility. If anything, I am too proud of deserving those slaps. Still, a man either learns 

from his mistakes or convinces himself they are the pitfalls of aspiration. Stop shaking your 

head. 

Your loving nephew, 

Edward 
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June 17, 1886. 

Dear Miss Mia Pappas— 

Though last evening I was in fact parading through the parlor in a pea coat and sporting cap, my 

poor choice in costume takes nothing away from your dazzling eyes. If by this evening you are at 

last freed from the tether of the drab looking gent with the tufts for side burns, I should be 

honored if you would join me for a sunset stroll. Though this is my first tour of Greece, I already 

find the curvaceous architecture and bare marble statuary most bewitching.  

 With anticipation, 

 Edward J. Bartlett 
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