FromApril 8th 1863ToJune 14th 1863
Wednesday April 8th 1863.Mr Marsh was able to set himself about his bookagain today, but Carrie and I had to give the whole morning to lookingover and arranging bills, papers etc. After our work was over she venturedalone to encounter the bees, and came in with her hands full ofviolets, though she confessed to having met with a sharp resistance.Thursday 9th.Carrie went in to Turin for her French and ridinglessons this morning. Alex. managed to muster an odd-looking oldvehicle that might have passed for the Deacon's 'one hoss shay' inthe last days of its being. Giacchino volunteered to drive the poorlame horse which was to draw it to the station, and in this wayshe and Carrie were saved the long walk. Alex. and Gaetano preceededthem on foot, so that Mr Marsh and I had full possession of theseignorerial [seigneurial] part of the Castle - Carlo and Susanne, of the humblerquarters. For the first [illegible] time since I left America I spent the dayin translating a German poem into English. At four the wholeparty came back in our carriage of which Borgo has at last givenus possession, and we shall now be comparatively independent.They brought a large mail from America - family letters etc. Amongthem one from our poor Aleck written about a fortnight beforehe was taken prisoner - in very good spirits and full of reallytouching patriotism. God grant he may be speedily exchanged, andlive to do his Country still further service. The general newsfrom America is encouraging notwithstanding the hypocritical
jerremiads of 'our correspondent' of the English Times. I am gladto see the leading American papers speak out boldly as to the propri--ety of making war upon English commerce at once in caseshe fits out more Alabama's. This tone, which England cannotfail to see is good earnest, will soon put a stop to her piracies.Giacchino had a second interview with the Countess Ghirarditoday in the subject of the Casa d'Angennes. The Countess makessuch fair offers, and the chance of doing anything else is so smallthat I am afraid we shall be driven to take the house from Mayand pay the rent all summer without occupying it, merely forthe sake of being sure of a roof next winter.Friday 10thIt was again necessary for Mr Marsh to spend the day at theLegation. He found Chanoine Carrel already waiting for him there,supplied him liberally with seeds from the Patent Office, added certainpackages for our famous guide Pellissier, and talked over variousschemes for the Becca di Nona, and other Alpine excursions thissummer. The hardy old mountaineer is so full of enthusiasm asever. I am sorry not to see him. Carrie and I spent an houramong the violets - rest of the day as usual. The King arrivedsafely at Florence this evening at five, but we have as yet no accountsof his reception. It is to be hoped every thing will go smoothly thistime. Every body is pleased that the king has behaved so well in theaffair of Bensa - Glowing statements too are given of the increasingpopularity of the Duchess at Naples, and the admiration bestowed
on her children - The poor Greeks, who supposed they had a kingat last in the person of Prince William of Denmark, are said tobe thrown quite aback by certain conditions which it will be impossiblefor them to accede to. No doubt they would be glad to accept theadvice of the Examiner, and try to do without the "bear" if the GreatPowers would allow them to do so. TheSaturday April 11th.The last bookcases were brought today, and Mr Marsh libraryfinally set up, so that I hope he may work more conveniently next week.We were able to fill our baskets with violets most abundantly this morningbut it will probably be our last harvest, except gleanings, this spring. Wesent the carriageto the stationfor Mr Artoni at six. He was surprised to find what pro--gress the foliage and the flowers of the garden have made this week. Onereally does almost see the growth of the vine leaves over the balcony.Indeed the creepers generally are getting quite green though ten days agethey were as bare as in January.Sunday 12thThe well-ones passed the day in talking walking,driving and reading or listening to letters and papers from home andfrom England. In the first and last I shared fully, but was notwell enough for any out-door performances. Among items of home -news was a letter from Alick's Colonel, saying that they were well--treated and in good spirits, but knew nothing of their destination.This is quite a relief, but there is still much cause for anxietyabout their ultimate fate - moving, as they are, further south into amore unhealthy and destitute region. The general aspect of
the American news is cheering. The Copperheads are turning tail inmost of the States, though they are still blustering in Indiana.Even there one of the stout-hearted loyal boys writes us they are notfeared. If tomorrow does not bring us news of defeats we shallfeel much encouraged. "Our correspondent" of the London Timesin getting frantic. The awful crisis he has predicted won't come, -the people, though they haven't a spark of patriotism, have asilly superstition about the Stars and Stripes which he can't accountfor, but which makes them utterly blind to their true interests.In fact the faith in the ultimate restoration of the Union amountsto a hallucination, - never was a nation so perverse in refusingto fulfil prophecy. Mr Artoni returned to Turin this evening.Monday April 13thA rainy day which Mr Marsh spent on his book andin bringing up some private correspondence, and Carrie in reading andwriting at my bedside. We are in little danger of interruption here in anyweather, but least of all in this. The only event of the day wasGaetano's embassy to Turin for the post, which brought nothingof consequence. Some of the cards which come to us from Turin makeus regret the loss of opportunities to make interesting acquaintances, butone cannot have one's time for work and for play too.Tuesday 14thMr Marsh went to town immediately after break-fast. This will give him an opportunity of seeing what the roadwill be after rain. The report is that the grass looks wonderfullygreen, and the forthcoming leaves have made very rapid progress, but I
am not well enough to get up and look for myself. I can howeverhear the merry voices of the birds - These blessed little creaturesmay be counted here by thousands, and it is very pleasant tohear them, but after all there is no note among them like thatof our dear homely red-breast - or like our golden robin, orour bobolink, or many another American bird I could name.I hope we may have the nightingale later, but I am afraidour garden is not pretty enough to attract this fastidious littlecreature. Mr Marsh came back at five just as Carrie and Iwere finishing our hundred pages of Nota. The road he declaresto be passing bad - it having taken him two hours and twenty minutesto go to Turin instead of the usual hour and a half. He brought nonews, and had nothing of interest the tell us except that the houselately proposed to us by Dr Monnet, though prettily furnished andin some respects desirable, was not large enough to hold us. It containsbut nine rooms in all including kitchen, all rather small, and the rentsix thousand francs a year - as much as we paid for the Casa d'Angennes,By the way, our scheming for this last again has failed - Stella refusingto rent any of the rooms on the upper piano, and the Countess makingup her mind that she could not hire for a year and a half in the littleapartment a pian terreno. We shall be obliged I suppose to try for thed'Azeglio house once more.Wednesday 15thI joined Mr Marsh and Carrie at five in the newlyarranged dining room, but took my dinner at a little table by myselfwhere I could lie on the sofa. Among the fruits for [illegible]desert
Alex, presented us with some very odd-looking apples. I had oftenseen similar ones in Italy in the little street-markets, and wonderinglywatched the old women as they took them dripping from some small caskor pail. I now found outfindthat they are a species of sour, hard, lateapple, which put in cold water as soon as gathered and so kept untila thorough fermentation has taken place. The water is then changedafter which the apples are left in their bath until wanted foruse. They are said to keep in this way almost indefinitely, andare called mele composte. They have much the appearanceand taste of our 'frozen apples' which have remained on the treesthrough the winter, though the skin is much thicker and tougher,and the taste of the fruit more vapid.Thursday April 16thIt being Carrie's lesson-day at Turin, she withthe servants drove away a little before eight, leaving Mr Marshand me with only Carlo and Susanne as before. As I wasnot well enough to be up Mr Marsh came to look at me fromhour to hour, breaking off from his book-making for a few minutesat a time. At four they returned, bringing the American mail,but no very important news.Friday 17thWith letter-writing, German, drawing and Nota themorning flew away so rapidly that I was surprised to find it almostfive o'clock, when Mr Marsh returned from Turin. While Carrie wasdrawing I sat for an hour on the terrace looking in astonishment at thechange which had taken place in the garden during the four days I had
been shut up in my room. The woodbine on the old tower is nowwell leaved out, though it was not advanced enough on Sunday tomake me quite sure it was woodbine - the trees, which were only slightlytinged with green, now cast a full shadow, - the rose bushes arecoming out finely - a large vine-like acacia - a form of the plantnew to me - is running up the terrace, and another over the lowerarches of the old cloisters, both in full flower - clusters very like ourlocust blossoms, only of a pale lilac colour, bordering on blue. Thegrape-vines are beautiful with those delicate tints that appear ontheir first young leaves, and they are already throwing out their flowers.Indeed everything is so changed that I scarcely recognize the place.If it continues to improve in this way we shall soon grow decidedlyfond of the Castillo degli Stornelli of which we have sometimesspoken a little disrespectfully. By the way, the number of birdsthat inhabit the old tower, and that are flocking among thegarden trees is something wonderful. From what we had previouslyknown of the habits of the Italians generally, in making war uponall winged creatures, we certainly did not expect to find ourselvessurrounded by such a feathered population. It is a joy to see thejoy of these happy creatures. There is another species of animal life hereless attractive indeed, but scarcely less numerous - I mean the lizards.As I sat on the terrace this morning I think I saw literally hundredsrunning about on the stone platform, darting in and out at everycrevice, springing up the wall, disappearing on the other side, climbingup again, looking wickedly at me with their little sharp eyes, butshowing so little fear that I might have put my hand upon
them if I had been so disposed. Well I remember when the sight ofone of these creatures, so rare in the region where I was born, mademe shudder. It was not till my Oriental experience that hadfamiliarized me with them, and till my long domesticationwith the wonderful chameleon had made me feel the liveliest interestin this curious family, that I learned to see them not only without dislikebut with positive pleasure.Saturday April 18th.The morning flew away as usual broken up a little bythe waxing of floors and the migration of Carrie into her new upper roomthat has a lovely view of the mountains and plain, and is close to the oldtower with all its birds and all its fancies. I quite envy her. At six wesent for Mr Artoni, and surprised him by the progress we had made ingreenery during the week. At dinner we happened to be talking of dialectswhen he gave the transformation of vino in its progress from Florence toBergamo. Vino in Tuscany. Vin in Venice. Vi with a scarcelyperceptible nasal, in Brescia, Chi pronounced as a strong gutteral inBergamo. Such examples make one excessively sceptical about alletymologies except merely historical ones.Sunday 19th.We took a little turn about the garden when thesun was high enough to have taken the chill from the air, and hadjust returned to the terrace where were were sitting watching thelizards as they chased the flies on the warm sunny wall. Wehad noticed in our ramble a frog which had lost his leg, and alizard which was minus his tail. Mr Artoni in a mock moralizing
tone was commenting upon the trials of the inferior ranks of animallife, and I had allowed myself to fall into a vein of conversationin which I now seldom feel like indulging, when our talk wassuddenly interrupted by Gaetano: "Mi hanno detto a Torino questamattina che é morto il Signor Tourte, Ministro di Svizzera".We all started to our feet. None of us had heard even of his illness.Gaetano had not been able to get a paper and we already began tohope it might be a mistake when Alessandro came in with theGazetta. It was even so. 'Mr Tourte, Minister from Switzerland,died yesterday at four o'clock of typhoid fever - a great loss etc.'A great loss indeed. He was one of the very few men in the Dip. Corpswith really broad and noble political views - one of the few who eitherknow or care any thing about Amenca. His heart was really interestedin the success of the North - he was a warm friend to Italy andin every sense a liberal minded philanthropist. As a man of nativegenius he certainly held the first rank among his collegues. We mighthave felt the loss of Mr Solvyns as much, but the death of no othermember of the Diplomatic Corps would have been so severe a blow tous. It was fortunate fortunate [sic] that Mr Artoni was in far higherspirits than usual - otherwise I think we should not have been ableto keep up even an appearance of cheerfulness afterwards. I was not sorrywhen the hour came to take him to the station, and we were left toindulge our own thoughts. We sent Gaetano down also to ascertainabout the funeral as the papers never give the hour in this Country,and one must find out as one can. I am distressed that wedid not know of Mr Tort Tourte's illness, but it must have been very short.
Monday 20thGaetano came back by the six AM. train and Mr Marsh wasobliged to hurry off instantly in order to be in time for the funeralat half past nine. Alex. was quick enough to get a cup of tea for himwhile he was changing his dress, for which I was very thankful, but assoon as he was off I was distressed to notice the great change thathad taken place in the weather - a damp, cold east wind havingcome up and the shawl was left behind. He returned before four, hadbeen chilled by the drive out, and did not seem well. The account he givesof the funeral is in many respects painful. The National guard was out, with bandetc, an immense concourse of people assembled in the streets to see the processionand a very large number of carriages followed the body to the cemetary. The coffinwas taken from the car by four ragged fellows, probably Swiss, and carried to theplace of burial. Mr Meille then read from the New Testament selections farfrom being particularly appropriate, or even in good taste, for the occasion, hethen gave a brief discourse in which he showed more discretion; but he wasthen followed by our old acquaintance of Andorno - Father Ambrogio - whoforgot all the proprieties of such an occasion and fell, with the energy ofold John Knox, upon the Romish Church. By way of eulogizing thedead, he said, "È vero che non apparteneva a quella setta nemicadi Dio che vende le indulgenze!" etc etc. "Non è vero, non è vero,come dice quella setta, che non ci sia salute fuora di essa!" etc.Mr Marsh was shocked at the bad taste of such an attack on thepope and the papacy, when most of those illegible who had come there toshow their respect, for the departed were faithful adherents to that Church.
Everybody kept quiet however - some members of the Spanish Legation only whisperingto each other that the man was mad. The whole scene struck Mr Marshas singularly wanting in everything like dignity and impressiveness and heexpressed strong regret that Protestantism should have made so sad afigure before so large an assembly of Catholics. To show how different animpression may be produced by the same circumstances upon a man ofanother class I must say that Gaetano, a Catholic of course, came homedelighted with the performance of Father Ambrogio - "Good for 'em, goodfor 'em!" says he, "he told them some true things about the pope andhis Church, they ought to hear them, it will do them good!" I amnot surprised at any want of discretion on the part of good Father Ambrogio,but I am rather disappointed to find Mr Meille did not acquit himselfmore creditably. The more I see of the Waldensese however, the more Iam convinced that their leaders are not men of breath enough to domuch for the religious reformation of Italy. The L. Times today isfull of indignation about Mr Adams' "permit" to the English shipto land at the Matamorus. It is very funny certainly, and Idont wonder at their irritation though they have fairly brought it uponthemselves. Mr Adams will no doubt have some explanation to make,but the present aspect of the thing is that this cautious and dexterous diplomathas for once made a mistake - a trifle to be sure, but one for which heis likely to be well abused. The papers tonight say that Farini issomewhat better. I hope he may recover his mind l sufficiently to ap--preciate and enjoy the very handsome compliment the Chambers havepaid to his great services - 200000 frs.
Tuesday 21st, AprilIt is quite incredible how swiftly these days pass - unin--terrupted though they are. When I joined Mr Marsh and Carrie at thebreakfast table, they, as usual, had already been up between three andfour hours. - After breakfast we wrote a little, read a little, worked alittle while in water-colours after Ruskin, and in the midst of itGiacchino came to ask if I was ready to dress for dinner. I wasamazed. The dressing done we all strolled into the garden - Carriemounted the tower, tied a cork to the end of a ball of worstedand lowered it down from one of the turrets greatly to our amusementand much to our edification afterwards, the result being that theheight of the tower was ninety nine feet from the point of the turretwhich she was able to reach, but the outer wall of the turretrises more than a foot higher, so that we may fairly say the venerableold pile measures a good hundred. In the evening we were struckby the particularly melancholy hooting of an owl in one of the oldwindows. The servants told us that the gardener had shot its mateduring the day, because he believed the creature destroyed his cherrieswhile they were in blossom. We were vexed at the stupidity aswell as the cruelty of this act, and I suppose we shall try in vainto convince the gardener that owls do not eat his cherry blossoms, andthat on the contrary - they would be a great protection to him against themoles of which he complains so bitterly. The 'voices of the night'last night were most plaintive, the frogs sang their loneliest andmost monotonous song, and the poor desolate owl cried in a wayto make ones heart ache - yet all was wonderfully 'suggestive'
as they say in these days.Wednesday 22nd April.Another of our precious uninterrupted days. Our friendspity us for being here so utterly without resource. We, on the contrary,congratulate ourselves on this most delicious quiet, and only sigh atthe thought that such days must be very few. A stroll in thegarden closed the working-day.Thursday 23rdCarrie went to Turin for her lessons, and as I foundmy eyes too painful even to make the little use of them that Igenerally can, husband kindly gave up his work earlier thanusual, and read to me, and carried my chair for me from onepleasant point in the garden to another. The day was beautiful.The sun has great power now - one soon feels faint while standingor walking in it, but in the shade a shawl is still necessary,the air which comes down from the snow-covered mountains tellsplainly its origin. There was something so very soft in the colourof the sky, something so very tender in all the sounds about us,the hum of the thousand bees, the low rustle of the leaves, andthe loving notes of the birds, that we both of us became unconsciouslysilent, and for myself I felt as if I were in a dream - a dreamwhich had so much of childhood in it that my eyes weretoo full of tears to venture to lift them up to the face that wasbeside me. As we returned to the house, we both said at thesame moment: 'How is it possible not to love the Country?' Wereturned to our reading - a little collection of Italian stories - the
two first most beautiful. The Pietà di Mamma, an exquisitely touchingstory of Italian humble life - the subject being the distress of the inhab--itants of a poor village when the order was given that there must beno more burial in the Church, and that a Camposanto should beconsecrated outside the village. Before reading this story I had neverconceived that it could be a cause of pain to have a departed friendlaid at rest under the green sod, rather than under the cold pavementof a dusky Church, but I understand it now. The second, L'Annina,has the scene laid in Il Chianti, near Spina, and the Maremme,and is scarcely less pathetic than the first. Speaking of the characterof the inhabitants, which the writer declares to be now most gentleand honest, he admits that for ages they had a very bad name, andamong other proverbs he quotes this "molto brutto dettato" of thevillage of Radda:"Radda!Passa e guarda!Non ti fermar per via,Chi un**non.fa 'l ladro, fa la spia."This story refers tothe poorest class of peasantscalled pigionali,who go to Frena, or to the Maremme,during harvest time to hire themselves as reapers. The third storyis a legend of the same region, and the writer takes occasion, afterpainting the horors of life here during the Middle Ages, to payBaron Ricasoli a handsome compliment. He says though the
terrible Brolio "colle sue grosse mura e la sussueforte torrenon mostri nessuna rovina" it nevertheless no longer causes ashudder, - "Non sons le tronche teste dei nemici, e des vassalliribelli che da quelle mura pendons, ma ui si affacciano invecevaghi e dilettose rame di fiori, e le pui' rieche vite di Toscanale cingono. Che vale ora quell' antico dettato."Quando Brolio vuol broliareTutta Siena fa tremare!'"I find these stories of Italianpeasant life l so attractive that I half begin to adopt the gardener'sviews with regard to Carrie. He strongly recommended to herthe other day the study of Piedmontese, assured her it would bea very nice accomplishment, tried to rouse her ambition by telling herthat Count de Brassier spoke it like a native, and ended byoffering to procure her a master in the village. C. weighed his argumentsvery gravely with him, admitted their force, but told him that she hadalready a great many lessons, and that perhaps for a while she had bestcontent herself with picking up what she could by ear.Friday 24th April.Mr Marsh went to Turin by the early trainand came back at 1 oclock bringing no news of specialinterest except the debate in Parliament in which FatherPassaglia took a conspicuous part. The debate grew outof another case of stealing Jewish children by priests,and out of the late developments in Turin with regard
to the conduct of the chief Director of [illegible] the Ignorantelli P. Teoger,a story too scandalous for belief if the flight of said director fromjustice did not give countenance to it. If the people of Italy wereleft to themselves to settle the question as to their own Church theywould settle it in a week to the entire satisfaction of thetruly enlightened of every country - but they must wait on thegood pleasure of France, or rather of her master. _ _ _Mr Marsh had another long talk with his little friend the 'Capodi Stazione at Candiolo, and came back full of zealto make a pilgrimage to Pio sasco, Barge, [illegible]Pinerolo, La Tour etc, all of which the amiable Capopaints in very attractive colors. In the course of hisconfidential talk the young man bal confirmed theunanimous report of the dependants of the Castle vis thatthe unhappy Count Brassier de St Simon was the veriestslave to his pretty somnambulist - that she ruled him mostdespotically and sometimes even gave him blows in theface so violent as to force him to keep himself shutup for days. He told the capo he should leave Mme.behind when he went to Constantinople but the littlevixen was otherwise minded and raised a storm thatbrought the Count to reason. She went, with baby and nurse,leaving the oldest child at a school not far from Pióbesi.She also insisted on taking some other friends of hers in the capacityof upper sevants [servants] & even to this her slave was obliged to submit.And this man has a wife - of good character so far as I have heard -living at Nice - and he prefers a degradation like this, to a quiet home.
The merits of this Madame the Somnambulist consist in having'la faccia d'un angelo' with a good deal more of a 'diavolo' .-Saturday April 25Mr Marsh called me at six this morning to see howsplendidly clear the mountains were, and to climb theTower if I felt equal to it. I got up at once - Carriewas ready with her huge key, and after a hard pullI found myself at the top. The view was gloriousbut to say the truth I was so tired, or rather so utterlyexhausted, that I could not much enjoy it. The stair-caseis too narrow to allow any one to carry me, or even to assistme to any purpose, and I think it will be wiser for meto wait for my wings before I try the experiment again,How could any one help envying the birds that were dart-ing without the least effort from this to the old church tower - from turret to tree, from tree to turret. Mr Artoni came asusual this evening but brought no news beyond the newspaper on dits.The cheif [chief] topic at Turinisstill the affair of the San Primitivo andthe papers are calling loudly for the suppression of the schoolsand indeed of the whole order of the 'Ignorantelli' throughoutthe kingdom. The king is expected at T. in a day or two.Sunday April 26thOne of the finest mornings imaginable. We spent ourwhile time in the open air. The younger ones climed the towerMr Marsh & I contented ourselves with the such a view ofthe great mountain-chain as we could get from the garden &one could scarcely desire it to be grander.
The green, blue & yellow lizard.
We strolled down among the apple-trees now in fullest blossom andtheir fragrance - to me the sweetest perfume nature yeilds - over -came me with memories of childhood. Dr Holmes is rightwhen he says there is nothing in nature that can call forthold associations like sm an odour. At three we droveover to Baron Gautier's villa which is pretty and has a veryfine garden. The house is said to magnificently furnishedbut the Baroness does not like the place and they are almostnever there. Their possessions here are an immense fortunein themselves, but thisestateis only an item in their vast wealth.The country in now covered with grain & grass, the winter ryewill soon be ripe and the scythes are already hanging about inthe trees. But today it was difficult to see any thing but the Alpsso clear so dazzling. The mighty sweeps from the peak to thebase of Monte Viso - 13000 feet was as distinct before us assnow and sunlight - cloudless mistless sunlight couldmake it. And in fact all the chain from many degreesnorth of Monte Rosa round west and south tilltheAlps metthe Apennines - but why try to write of such a scene.At Candiolo we met a great procession in honor of StGiuseppe - very orderly and respectable. The [illegible]contadini every where saluted us with much respect andI think are getting over the dread of the heretics, whichthey felt at first. Mr Marsh, after his first walk through the villagesaid he was quite sure the inhabitants 'did not want thisman to reign over them' - now they seem quite reconciled to thenew lord of the castle.
After dinner all went again to the top of the tower except myself, whowas first comfortably seated in one of the garden-walks with Monte Visofull before me. Here the gardeners wife with her baby Pinotta soon joinedme, and in had a nice long talk. The good creature told me of her father andmother, her brothers and sisters, the dear little girl she had lost, &c &c. in amanner so simple and so touching that I found my own eyes more full of tears asshe wiped away hers own with her apron. If I could tell her story as shetold it, I should feel very sure of the reputation of a thorough artist. And thenin her turn she asked me questions, of my parents, and my children, brothers,sisters, &c. and when I answered, and told her how I had once left my parentsfor five years when they were very very old, and yet found them living on myreturn, and some other incidents connected therewith, she seemed so muchmoved that I could not feel as if I was talking with an humble and igno-rant dependant almost for the first time, but rather that I was speaking tosome sympathetic old friend of my childhood. She concluded her talkwith, "Ah! tante ricchezze, e nondimeno ci sono sempre dolori!" Icould not forbear a smile at her notions of our wealth which were as wideof the mark as her conception of the distance from here to America. Sheasked me if it was farther off than Pistoïa, and when I told her thatit was a great many days farther before we came to the water where we tookthe vapore and that then we were many days without seeing anyland before we came to America, her condolence was unbounded. "Ah,povera Signora! proverina, poverina! Dio Mio!" She was very curiousto know everything about Carrie - quella bella e brava - as she calledher. I was so sorry to lose a part of what she said from my ignoranceof this abominable Piedmontese dialect. - When we returned to the house
we found the evening papers jubilant with the announcement of the sup--pression of the San Primitivo. They also express much satisfaction at theking's visit to Ricasoli in his Castle of Brolio. The Duchess whohas been ill at Naples is thought to be better.Monday April 27thMr Marsh went to Turin early and returned at one,bringing back papers and letters. The prospect of a war with Englandis now not small; both nations talk loud, and ours at least isthouroughly angry and with good cause. I still hope that the rulersin England may fear the effects of a war so much as to induce themto take a course which no moral considerations have hitherto beenstrong enough to force them to take. Today we heard the firstnightingale sing of the season. After dinner Carrie took up some ivyplants to the top of the tower in the hope of coaxing them to grow there,but I am afraid we shall not reap the benefit of them in our day,Tuesday 28thNothing to break in upon our busy quiet today - not eventhe papers, for we did not send to town. Mr Marsh is reviewing hismms for the last time, and I am trying to follow him for anotherlast time. Our garden furnishes a delightful resting-place between theActs of our long day. This morning we heard the cuckoo for thefirst time this spring - her plaintive note chimes in delightfullywith the other sounds about us. We also caug caught anotherglimpse of our beautiful lizard, and d saw a smaller oneapparently of the same species. As we sat on the terrace about sunsetthe swallows flew so near to us that we might almost have touched them - beautifulgraceful creatures with their mantles of blue-black velvet lined with white satin. Oh
for their power of flight - for wings, wings!Wednesday 29th. April.The disappointments from Vicksburg and Charlestoncompletely poisoned our day, though we tried to keep about our usualoccupations. With all these failures against the rebels our Country seemsonly to grow the more bold in expressing her resentment at the baseconduct of England, and the English Ministry of course grow moreimpertinent. If we do not have war either England must back outas we say, or I greatly mistake the temper of my countrymen. Itmay be that a general European war will break out in time to pre--vent us from coming to blows with England. The Italians seemrather to hope for such a war, they fancy that somehow or otherit will throw Rome and Venice into their hands. The paperssay that Baron Ricasoli has recently purchased a fine palacein Rome and that the king is extensively repairing anestate there which belongs to the House of Savoy. The peoplewho are easily encouraged fancy that these circumstances provethat Rome will soon be in the possession of Victor Emmanuel,but of course the last fact proves nothing, and the first, if it bea fact, only shows that Ricasoli himself is still hopeful,or that he thinks this a good way to begin to get a footholdthere. Thursday April 30thWe breakfasted early, and Mr Marshand Carrie with two of the servants went to Turin, leavingme to get on by myself. On such occasions, comparing my eyeswith what they were from twenty four to forty four, I can see that
they have improved decidedly within that time. Instead ofbeing unable to take up a book for one moment without greatpain, I can now refer to different volumes, without steadyreading, often enough to answer questions that arise in my ownthoughts, - and so I can fill up the hours of solitude withoutdepending entirely upon the 'inner light.' The news Mr Marshbrought home amounted to very little, - confirming however therepulse at Charleston and the probable abandonment of the seigeof Vicksburg. There are also further developments of the historyof Gen. McClellan's campaign, which would add to his infamyif it were not already past taking any deeper colour.Friday May 1st.Our May-day proved a dark and rainy one, but wewere too busy to sigh over it, though we had intended to have the va--riety of a drive towards evening, in which we were disappointed of course.I was sorry to learn from Giacchino that a poor little fatherless girl oftwelve, employed by the gardener to take care of the cow, had been with itin the field all day, notwithstanding the cold damp rain. G. foundit out from having sent for her to try to measure her on the sly, fora chintz gown, which she needs sadly. Her father died last autumnleaving the mother with no earthly possession except nine childrenthe oldest of which whom is now sixteen. They are said to begood children, and the parents had a good name, nor has themother lost hers during this year of distress. Her poor neighborshave done what they could for her, but they say that the familysuffered greatly during the winter in spite of the little they could
do for themSaturday 2ndThe rain was heavy and constant until fouro'clock, and there being no temptations outside we were ableto accomplish a good deal within doors. Mr Artoni came not--withstanding the weather, and the post he brought looked morepacific as to the relations between England and America, and onthe whole the war news from home was not so bad.Sunday 3rdWhen I I joined Mr Marsh in his cabinet this morningI found him looking annoyed and perplexed. Mr Artoni had justtold him of Mrs De Zeyck's woefully embarrassed conditionand shown him a letter from De Zeyck himself, asking him(Artoni) to aid her, but saying he had rather she would starvethan be indebted to Mr Marsh for anything. This last heroicdeclaration was accompanied with every imaginable epithet ofabuse, and violent threats to do him every mischief in hispower hereafter. All this amiable manifestation comes fromMr Marsh's having told him last summer, when he came allthe way from Taranto to get money of him, that he shouldhave written to him and not have made such an expensivejourney in his circumstances - that he did wrong to come to hispost with a large family taking the most expensive routethrough England and France and staying for his pleasurein London and Paris when he was so poorly provided withmoney as to be obliged to borrow of the consul at Marseilles
forthemeans to finish his journey. He also told him that he hadhimself no resources beyond his own salary, that he was exposedconstantly to similar and equally pressing requests, and thatit was utterly out of his power to furnish him the money hedesired. He however paid the expenses of De Zeyck's journeyand his hotel bill while in Turin where he stayed a fortnight,living in style, and walking the streetsdressedwith an elegance whichmy husband would certainly not feel that he could afford. Itwas evident at the time that the fellow was angry at Mr Marshfor not providing him with as many thousand francs as heasked for, and that he was still more angry on accountof the advice given him to act with more prudence. Notlong after this we were not a little surprised to hear thatMrs De Zeyck with four children had arrived in Turinand was looking for an apartment for the winter. One of twothings was certain, either she had means of her own independentof her husband, or she had no more discretion than he, andwould soon be starving or we must take care of her. Thelatter is probably the case. Her situation has been going frombad to worse, until Saturday she sent to Mr Artoni to say that shehad not [illegible] means to give her children bread the nextday. He sent her a Napoleon, and then brought her story to us.And in this penniless condition she has is living in one of themost expensive capitals in Europe, has three servants, withmasters for her children and medical attendants for herself.Of course she cannot live without servants, but as she has no
means to pay them she can get only such as pilfer and stealfrom her everything they can get. She tells the most extraor--dinary stories of the infidelity of those about her - I say extraor--dinary not because they are improbable so far as the servantsare concerned, but because it is almost incredible that awoman of common sense could put herself so in their power, -giving them money to pay bills without sending her own boywith them, and without even asking for the receipt - takingsendingsilverby themto be pawned without in the least knowing where they wouldgo, and without even asking for a receipt for it from the pawn-brokers, and innumerable other equally discrete performances.Mr Marsh sent her two hundred and fifty francs - also a certif--icate to a banker that she was the person she professed tobe. I do not think there is any doubt but that she willaccept the money notwithstanding her husband's indignation.By the way, I ought to state - to help my own memory hereafter,which alone makes me record the story - that De Zeyck did re--pay the money Mr Marsh gave him last summer, not beingwilling to be under obligations to such an inhuman monster.As to the poor woman and her children, I cant for my life seewhat's to be done. If she would go to her husband at Tarantowhere everything is so cheap they might live simply on his salary,if she will not do this she certainly should go to her friendsin America and not try to live here in such an expensiveway on the charity of those upon whom she has no claimwhatever, beyond that of common humanity. That she has
herself no [illegible] proper notions of her present position, or indeedof what she has a right to expect from others, is evidentfrom what she says of an Italian gentleman who has furnishedher with three hundred francs with no security except her word,and no doubt without the least expectation of being repaid. Shesays: "I asked that gentleman for six hundred francs; he gaveme only three hundred, but said that though he could do nomore then, he would, perhaps, give me three hundred l more byand bye, and now he does not keep his promise." ! Whatis to be done with such a head? I shall try to see or sendto Mrs Tottenham, who has been to see her, and try to get herto advise her to go back to her husband or to return to AmericaIn case she will do this we would willingly do everything inour power for her, but money given her now is only enablingher to run deeper and deeper into debt, without doing theleast good except keeping her from present starvation.In the afternoon we drove to Stupinigi - roads very bad.Monday May 4thOur first work this morning was to write to MissArbesser from whom I had a long and affectionate letter SaturdayShe has recovered from her homesickness, and is now infinitelydelighted with Naples and its surroundings. Even the people interesther immensely, as they could not fail to do any one of her quickartistic sense. The visit of the Duchess has certainly proved asuccess. Her court has been one of almost more than royalmagnificence. The photograph Miss Arbesser sends of her little
princess in costume is not so pretty as the one she sent beforein morning dress. We were all rather dull today andneither the manuscript nor the lessons advanced as well as usual.Indeed we spent a considerable part of the morning in makingbouquets of buttercups and daisies, and notwithstanding myproposal to fill some little baskets with these poor vulgarblossoms was met with wondering scorn, yet the result waspronounced very very pretty. Carrie crowned our cast ofthe King with a wreath of her own manufacture, butwas a little startled when I told her the green she hadchosen was the cypress - what would be held a bad omenhere. Tuesday May 5thMr Marsh, who went to Turin early,returned at one, though he had expected to be detained there all day.Mr Artoni reports that Mrs De Zeyck obtained a thousand francsfrom the banker through Mr Marsh's simple certificate that shewas the wife of a consul, but she took eagerly enough the twohundred and fifty francs we sent her, and that too without evenoffering to repay the Napoleon sent her on Saturday by Mr Artonito furnish her table for Sunday! Charity demands us to believethat there is a monstrous deal of weakness here - or we are drivento a still more unfavourable conclusion. Nothing of interest inthe papers, unless I except an article in the London Times, evenmore overflowingif possible, than usualwith 'envy, hatred, malice and all uncharitableness'towards us Americans. A letter from Miss Blackwell with herusual catalogue of disappointments and disasters. Poor child, if there is any suchthing as an unlucky star, it must have been high in the ascendant at the hour of her nativity.
Wednesday May 6thThe manuscript and other work made fairprogress today, as we had no interruption - not even thepost. Talking over this evening our quiet life for the lasttwofewmonths Mr Marsh and I both came to the conclusionthat in the course of our whole lives, either since those lives haverun together or before, we have never had a period so free frominterruption, so favourable to work. Thank Heaven, he haseyes and strength to do it.Thursday 7thMost of our household went to Turin this morning.They brought back an American post, with more encouragingnews than usual. The spirit of the people at the North seemsto show itself more and more determined to sacrifice everythingto the great and righteous cause. Oh! if we had but menat the head of the government! Alexander brings home areport of a grand row in the Piazza S. Carlo last night. Itseems Father Ambrogio was holding one of his street meetings(Mr Artoni told us last Sunday that thousands gathered to hear him)when a curate of the nearest church came out and ordered himto cease preaching, and depart from the quarter. The sturdy Fatherrefused to obey, saying that when the proper authorities ordered himaway, he should go, but not sooner. Some grave persons in theassembly advised the interfering priest to go home and let theaffair take its own course. Instead of doing so the priest atonce gave orders that the bells of his own church should be
rung, and also procured those of the neighboring churches to soundthe alarm. This of course doubled and trippled the crowd, butto the amazement of the zealous Romanist no doubt, thiscrowd took the side of the threatened Father Ambrogio, andthe meddler escaped maltreatment only with very great difficulty.Father Ambrogio, after the priest had fled, distributed someof his programms for a national church, and then told themultitude that he was tired and could say no more to themthen, but God willing he would meet them again Friday eveningat the same place! Perhaps in time the government may learnthat the people are not so far behind them it as it fancies.Friday May 8thI have no variety in the even tenor of ourway to record today, We passed the morning as usual, thenstrolled in the garden, gathered up the scattered birds, and re--stored them as far as we could to the disconsolate mammas,and were finally driven into the house by the sound of acoming temporale. C. and I then went up stairs intendingto do some serious work with our water-colours, but it wasdifficult to see anything very distinctly between the blinding flashesof one moment and the twilight of the next, so that our effortsended in an extemporary princess, with very red ribbons andvery red cheeks, who stood pointing at an object on a rock,which I took to be a lantern, but which Carrie said wasin fact a crown. We came down rested if not greatly thebetter artists.
Saturday May 9thA thunder-storm worthy of a western prairie came uponus about three and continued till after five. We supposed MrArtoni would not come of course, but he did, and reported perfectlyfine weather at Turin. The tôta gave the gardener's little cow--herd a pretty and stout chintz dress this evening. The poor childhad great difficulty in comprehending the nature of the miracle, andseemed at first sadly frightened. Then at last the truth fairly dawnedupon her that she was actually the owner of the precious garment shewas overjoyed of course. All that drenching shower she had stoodexposed in the open field.Sunday May 10th.Mr Marsh was on his way to His Majesty beforeI was up this morning. The audience was at half past ten,and gave Mr Marsh time to return at one. The King receivedhim in his working-room, in which stood several tables piledwith books and papers. H.M. was in the plainest possible dress -a frock-coat, a worn waistcoat, shirt-collar open and turned lowfrom the neck. His manner was, as usual, frank and cordial. Hetalked freely of both American and Italian affairs, - spoke ofthe great necessity of uncompromising measures on the part of ourgovernment, of steady courage and firm dealing with the traitors.Of course he passed no criticisms upon what had been done, butit was quite evident that the honest king thought the honest pres--ident had dealt too timidly and too tenderly with the conspirators.No one can look at the lion-like Victor Emmanuel without feeling
sure that his course would have been very different. I haveoften said to Mr Marsh: i "I hope the king may never hear inwhat manner Abraham Lincoln entered the Capital of thegreat Nation that had chosen him to preside over it." Our royalsoldier would never after be able to conceal his contempt of thePresident and his advisers. Speaking of the frigate lately launchedin New York for his Government, the King said: "I am glad it isso nearly ready, I shall probably want it soon." He then spokeof a general European war as a thing very possible, said that byone lesson or another governments must be taught the great prin--ciples of the rights of individuals and of nationalities. To resist theseprogressive tendencies was as impolitic and foolish as unjust.He did not hesitate to declare Rome the fountain of all the brigandageand all the disturbances that vex the Southern provinces, andsaid it was only a question of time, the ultimate completeunion and pacification of Italy. He named directly neitherPope nor Emperour. He spoke also of the party of action andexpressed his regret that they had injudiciously precipitated mattersthat should have been left a little longer as they were. From politicshe passed to more personal matters, expressed his hope that Mr Marshwould soon fix himself permanently in town, and enquired partic--ularly [illegible] about our summer residence. Mr Marsh told him wehad Count de Brassier's Castle of Piobesi - "Ah!" said he, witha roll of the eyes peculiar to himself, and a half smile - "jeconnais ça!" - which Mr Marsh translates - 'I know thatsame!' It is a pity that this thoroughly strong-headed and
honest king should not have received a different moral trainingin some respects, but I do not suppose that any of the religious teachersof his youth, or any of the moral or religious counsellors of hismanhood ever dared to tell him that he was bound to obey God'slaws as perfectly as his subjects - in fact they do not themselveshold him to be so. But in spite of the blots upon his life he is agreat-hearted king, and he has had a hard and laboriousanxiouslife.He himself said to Mr Marsh: "Quelle vie j'ai pas meneédepuis '48." Mr Marsh found in the first antiroom at least ahundred and fifty persons of all classes and ages, and of both sexeswaiting to see the king, and in the second antiroom, the ones onenext the kings apartment, there were some fifteen or twenty personsof distinction waiting their turn. When these last had been receivedthe King probably went into the first antiroom himself, and inquiredof each what his petition might be. While waiting Mr Marsh hada little talk with Count d 'Aglié about the American war. TheCount had swallowed large doses of the London Times, but, unlike anEnglishman, he was ready to hear and comprehend opposing statements.This is on the whole the finest day we have had this season.The air is delicious, the birds tumultuous. Carrie says the nightingalessang all night last night but I did not hear them. We have spentnearly the whole day in the garden and on the terrace.Monday May 11thWe were so busy all day that it was not untilafter dinner that I discovered how fine the day was - the air so softand delicious, and even till tea-time there was no perceptible chill
and we sat out later than we have been able to do before. Thebirds are an unfailing source of interest to us, and it is wonderfulto find how many different notes, tones and intonations we learn todistinguish in the same species of bird. I have no doubt their lan--guage is as perfect in its way as ours. It was really refreshing after havingwritten letters a large part of the day - letters full of the cares, theanxieties, the sorrows of life, to sit down so quietly with nothing butthe calm of nature, or her entire harmonies, around us. I almostforgot the griefs I had been trying to console, the fears I had been tryingto dispel, the indignation of which I had made a confession. Idoubt whether even the London Times could have stirred my pulseduring this hour we were on the terrace. Only this morning I feltmy face flush at the low insinuations cast upon Miss Dickenson,to whom "our correspondent" dares not deny the gift of extraordinaryeloquence, and the charms of grace and beauty. She must haveuttered truths, and in a forcible way, too, that went to his conscience,for he finds nothing to reply to her except to call her - "a scold" etc etcTuesday May 12thIf 'all work & no play' makes dull boys, we shallsoon all be boys and very dull ones at that. Mr M &C. were up at 5 - we all breakfasted at 7 that Mr M mightgo by the early train to Turin. He came back at twelveand found C. & me just where he had left us - she beingswallowed up in her lessons, I in his Ms. Our only rest allday was an hour after dinner on the terrace. But it doesnot fatigue one to work when one is not distracted by visits.
Notice at corner of Corso del re Piazza Carlo Felice.È vietato ai veicoli percorrese longitudinal -mente il controviale. rather learned this, fora warning to the common coachy.
Wednesday 13th April -Our house-keeping machinery, which usually runsas smooth and noiselessly as that of a fairy tale, has been jarreda little by the illness of the laundress during the past two days.At first it seemed I an attack of colic of not at all a severecharacter. Gaetano had already assumed the functions of medicusbefore I was told of her illness. He had given her oil very judiciously,but when I went to her she complained that notwithstanding themedicine she still felt a good deal of pain, and soreness at a particularpoint, and wished for leeches. She had no fever then, was in a gentleperspiration, and as she objected to a doctor it did not seem to menecessary to urge it. I did not however advise her against the leechesshe had proposed, and thought they might do her good. Our cook,who is her husband, said he understood perfectly how to put them on,having done it many times. We all went to bed quietly, my maidgiving directions to be called if any thing went wrong. Soon after midnightI heard a rap at her door - then some stirring about her room - and thenthe door again opened and closed. With some difficulty I persuadedMr Marsh to let me go and see what was the matter, knowing thatI should produce less of a scare among the servants that his presencewould do. I knocked at Giacchino's door, and was answeredby a very faint voice from her. "Oh, please come in Madame if you cana moment." I went in, found her as white as a piece of paper.Whether just recovering from, or just passing into a fainting fit I didnot know. Alexander was bathing her with cologne water and greatlyagitated. The story was that Giacchino went to the door to see what
Carlo wanted, and while talking with him became suddenlyfaint, fell, and was carried by him back to her bed. In themeantime Alex. had comprehended from Carlo that he had not beenable to stop the bleeding from the leeches, that he had allowed sixto take hold at the same point and they had of course made quite asevere wound; he had allowed this bleeding to go on for two or threehours till poor Susanne began to faint. Alex. sent Carlo to Gaetanoand this was as far as matters had gone when I went in to Giacchino'sroom. I asked if cob-webs had been tried, and found they had. I thentold Aleck as soon as the patient we had in hat hand had prettythoroughly revived under port-wine, to have a doctor sent for if therewas one in the village, if not to call in the apothecary. The medicushowever begged to be allowed to try an experiment, and if he couldnot stop it in ten minutes my directions should be followed.Within the ten minutes I had the satisfaction of hearing that he hadsucceeded perfectly. Two applications of tinder from burnt linenanswered the purpose.Thursday May 14th -This morning the household is all a little theworse for wear. Susanne is of course very weak and can hardlytell whether her bad feelings are from loss of blood or from the factthat her difficulties are not removed. Carlo is worn out by want ofsleep for three nights, and both Aleck and Giacchino are by nomeans well. Gaetano makes no complaint. He has strengthenough to stand a good many such nights without being the worsefor it. To us he is an invaluable servant, and I often think that if
like Cavour, he had been born a Count, had had all the advantageswhich such a position implies, he might have been scarcely lessimportant to his country. I have never before seen anything likethe power of intuition of this man. When Iwish togive him an orderand my Italian is not fluent enough to explain myself without alittle hesitation, he says instantly. "Si, si, signora, capisco." and thentells me what I want him to do, with a clearness, and an amountof detail that astonishes me. "You wish me to say to __ conmolte complimenti" - here follows a string of graceful complimentssuch as I could never have invented for myself, - andthen comes the precise message, exactly as I could have wished it,and the only clue he had had to all this, was perhaps the name of theperson, and a knowledge of something that had previously passed betweenus. Oftentimes when any of the Diplomatic Corps are ill, he goesentirely of his own accord, invents the most proper messages forus and then returns to tell us what he had done and the answer.Many and many a neglect onourpart he has covered in this way.His defference and politeness to us is unbounded, but unfortunatelyis is [sic] rough and coarse with the other servants and shows a harsh--ness sometimes towards his own inferiors that is very un-Italian.He is a Gveneseenoese,but has far more of the characteristics of the NeopolitanWhile we were enjoyingafter dinnerthe post in the garden, and still morethe delicious air, the singing of the nightingales, the swift glancingof the swallows, and last, but not least, the grand mountains,Alexander came out to announce Baron Gautier. This is thefirst visitor except Mr Artoni that I have received for six weeks,
and I believe the only one who has been to the Castle, ex--cept a couple of Italian officers, and the poet Ferrara of Pióbesi.We talked over the ordinary common-places for an hour, and then theBaron took his leave to return to Turin. I fancy from his hesitationabout the B time of the Baroness's coming to Pióbesi, that she doesnot intend to occupy their château here this summer. Poor thing! withher habits it would he [be] a dull life for her, and yet she is far less dependantthan any other Italian woman of society whom I know.May Friday 15th.It is doing sad outrage to my youthful fancies to confessthat I wished most heartily last night for the power of hushing upthe nightingales for an hour or two at least. Fell Feeling a littlenervous, partly from pain, and partly from anxiety about Susanne, Iwas rather disposed to be wakeful, and it really seemed as ifthere were a combination among the nightingales not to cease forone moment their clear, soft piping, or their delicious gushing warble.Mr Marsh, who went to Turin early to see if it would benecessary for him to go to Ancona to be present at the opening of therailroad to Pescara, returned with the pleasant news that onlyPrince Umberto was going and that he should not feel obligedto go himself. This settled, and good reports being brought fromSusanne we all set quietly to work again, and the day passed asusual without any interruption whatever. The evening was balmyand musical, and the alternate voices of the owl and the nigh--tingale brought up very forcibly the old poem, and it was difficultto restrain ones fancy from inventing a new dialogue. This reminds me
of the pity I felt for poor Baron Gautier who complained grievouslyof the great number of birds around his château from whichhe could not rid it - pas moyen, pas moyen de les chasser -I confessed to the weakness of rather liking them. The gentlemangave me an enquiring glance with very wide eyes, but made no reply.May Saturday 16th -Mr Artoni's arrival in the evening was our only interruptionexcept the visits made by some of us from time to time to poorSusanne who does not much improve. Nothing of especial interestfrom Turin. The evening papers contain a despatch from Americasaying that a battle is going on between Hooker and Lee.Sunday 17thThis morning the air feels very like summer, and wefound the shady garden walks altogether the pleasantest loungingplace. Susanne's illness however has rather turned ourdomestic establishment sottosopra as Carrie expresses it, andour day was a less quiet one than usual. Dr Monnet, whocame to see the patient at six this morning, reports her very ill,but he hopes not dangerously so. He encourages uswiththe hope thathe shall find a house for us in Turin during the course of thenext two months.Monday 18th.Mr Marsh was at his work this morningsoon after four, but Carrie and I were on the semi-sick list,and were obliged to pass an idle day. My little boudoirbecame family headquarters - the first day it has really been
occupied since we camdcamehere. It was a pretty sight at sunsetto see the gardener, who had finished his day's work, sitting underthe old cloisters, with his baby in his arms and his older boyat his knee while his wife was bustling in and out abouther chores so we should say. There is something so picturesqueabout these people, under whatever circumstances one sees them.When I look at these children, the oldest of which now littlemore than seven already reads and writes, I cannot help earnestlyhoping that they may grow up more enlightened than their parents.This very gardener, for instance, who seems kind and obliging,refused to take the trouble to spread over his garden a quantityof valuable material for enriching it though it was offered himas a free gift. He said very likely he should not be employed hereanother year, and he did not care to make the garden good forthose who were to come after him. It was in vain that hewas told that he would be more than twice repaid for his troubleby the improvement of his own crops this very year. He wasinflexable. Another instance of his short-sightedness we havehad in his behaviour about some very nice seeds which Mr Marshgave him from the American Patent Office. Although it wasexplained to him what they were, that they would prove agreat addition to his vegetables etc, he planted but a verysmall quantity of what were given him, and these in a partof the garden so completely shaded that there is not the leastchance that the plants will ever come to maturity. The motivesfor this course were no doubt two. First, he did not believe that
anything could be better than what he had been accustomedto cultivate and his father before him - the second he thoughtthat Mr Marsh would expect a portion of the products in returnfor the seed. As it never entered our minds that he couldhave this idea, we did not think to explain to him that wewould take the corn, beans, etc and pay him for them as foranything else in the garden. This being understood he wouldno doubt have cultivated them carefully. Such things provenot only want of intilligence on the part of the poor, butgreat want of liberality on the part of the rich.Tuesday May 19thDr Monnet came out in the mid day train,pronounced Susanne much better, took a cup of chocolatewith us, and had just time to allow the heavy shower topass over before it was necessary to go back to the station. Weall feel in better spirits at the good report about Susanne, andI hope Carrie and I may both feel well enough tomorrow totake up again at least a part of our regular occupations. Todaywe have been just worthless enough to amuse ourselves witha family of larks, another of sparrows, a third of magpiesand one poor, stray starling, - all of which have become a partof our household. They can all fly a little except the larksand they will soon be old enough to take to the wing.Tonight we have a bad telegram from America - thedefeat of Sedgwick - but we hope it will not be so badwhen we know the whole. Our disasters seem endless.
Wedndesday 20th - May.Alexander brought from Turin this morning ahand-bill containing a notice of young Garibaldi's prowessin Poland. I hope this may be soothing to his father, whomust be chafing at Caprera at the neglect with which heis treated by our government as well as his own. Thetone of the papers towards France when speaking of her adventuresin Mexico proves that Italy rejoices that her ally has found herattempt to interfere with us an expensive job, and likely tobring forth only bitter fruits. The thunder-shower we hadhere yesterday was a very ouragan in Turin where it burstwater-pipes and broke windows, and sent torrents through thestreets quite to the terror of the inhabitants.Thursday 21stDr Monnet came out by the six A.M. train, pronouncedSusanne so well as to need no further attendance, and rousedall Mr Marsh's mountain enthusiasm by telling him of thewonders of Monte Viso, the Traversette and Dauphigny in general.It is amusing to see how he fires at the very thought of a glacierand a lofty peak or pass. I thought the experiences of the lasttwo years with all the severe climbs accomplished, woulddo something to abate his zeal, but they seem to have hadrather the contrary effect. The Dr. promises us a letter to the"anciens" of Bobbio, which is to insure us good guides andevery attention the poor place can offer. I have had a heartylaugh at Mr Marsh over the satisfaction he takes in this pro-
-spective service to be rendered by the Bobbians, and have triedto moderate his expectations, by telling him that no great amountof comfort was to be expected in a village where the whole house--hold expenses of a family of five amon amounted to scarcelyone hundred francs per annum. These one hundred francsfeed, clothe, shelter and warm the household. It will certainlybe very interesting to see how such people live, and to learn somethingof them, but unluckily their want of a language makes thislast very difficult.Friday 22nd May.The grand division of the family went to Turinthis morning, leaving at headquarters only the invalids andtwo of the able-bodied to take care of them. Mr Marsh returned atone, the rest at six. Nothing of special interest in the way ofnews. Mr Marsh made the acquaintance of Signor Moriundo,one of the chief judges. He lives at Candiolo. In trying to pickup information about the actual condition of the inhabitants ofthis little village, for instance, he accounts are so contradictorythat one sometimes quite despairs of ever getting at anything likethe truth. Baron Gautier says that all the fertile plain aroundthe village for miles is owned by three or four proprietors, hehimself being one - that they do not lease it out at all, andonly hire the peasants to make the hay, and take care of theother crops. The peasants, he says, live on what they earn in this wayas well as they can, but confesses that they are necessarily very poor,as their wages are very low, and that they add to their little earnings when
they can by poaching on the King's hunting grounds of Stupiniggietc. etc. This agrees with the accounts given by the capo-stazione. On the other hand our gardener declares that a great manyof the inhabitants of the village are small proprietors, that a greatmany others have land in lease, and that it may always behad by those who are industrious, and can command moneyenough to pay the rent. Mr Marsh's habits will not allow him togive up the pursuit of the truth in this matter, and I suppose hewill find it out in time, but the enquiring mind is often sadlytossed about. I could not help smiling when he gave me after hisreturn an account of the conversation he had had with an Englishor Scotch family on their way to Pignerole this morning. The ladywho was evidently a very intelligent and earnest woman wasalso afflicted with this unreasonable desire of knowing somethingabout the country and the people where she was travelling. She askedMr Marsh many questions, especially about the religious feeling ofthe community in this neighborhood, taking him for an Italian.As she spoke the language very well, and had very dark hairand eyes he also took her for a native of some part of the Peninsula,and it was some time before they found out that their mother-tongue wasthe same. The lady enquired what could best be done toreally aid the inhabitants of the valleys especially, to makemoral and physical improvement, and I hope she may leavebehind her some permanent marks of her wish to serve them.Carrie spent the day with the Tottenhams, and from them learnedindirectly something of Tôta Pulszky's visit to Garibaldi. She
seems to have had a 'splendid time' as she calls it but the onlyparticular item of enjoyment reported is climbing by a ladder intothe hay-loft and dancing on the hay with Menotti and Ricciotto.Menotti has led a very different dance since that day, if thereis any truth in handbills.Saturday 23rdThe retreat of Hooker across the Rappahannochand the great victory claimed by the rebels came upon us last nightlike a thunder-bolt. There had been a previous report of the retreat ofSedgwick, but we still hoped Hooker's main division might bestrong enough to crush Lee. Our calamities seem infinite, andI cannot help feeling that our government needs all this to bringit up to more manly action on the slavery question. It hasbeen driven to do much, but it has not yet been brought to bewilling to employ thoroughly anti-slavery officers. When it doesthat we shall have victories - I am afraid not till then. Aslong as Gen Halleck directs military movements from Washingtonso long I have little faith in any great triumph over rebeldom.A heavy rain keeps Mr Artoni from us tonight.Saturday 24th May.This is our first Sunday entirely by ourselves sincewe came to Starling Castle, and we all enjoyed it im--mensely. It is always pleasant to us to have Mr Artoni here,but still I sometimes wish his one day in the week would[illegible]occasionallycome on other days than Sundays. This I dare say hewould like better too, but it does not seem practicable. We
read John Bunyan, which Mr Marsh always takes particularpleasure in, then we read the Brownings a while, lookeda little at Buckle, ran over a few pages of Bacon, andthe day was done. There is something so pleasant, in thesedays of surfeit of new books, in turning over the leaves ofvolumes with which we have been familiar from our childhoodIt is not merely the thoughts, the sentiments, the style, whichwe admired then that give us so much pleasure now, butthe thousand chords of mysterious association that they touchare so many new guarantees of our own immortal nature.Monday. May 25thMr Marsh went to Turin by the 8.50 train to be pre--sent at the opening of the Parlament by the King. His Majestyentered the Parlament chamber about eleven, accompanied bythe Prince Caragnano and a large suite. He was received bythe chamber with tumultuous applause. The Duchess of Genoaaccompanied by Princes Umberto and Amedeo occupied theCourt Tribune. The ladies of the Diplomatic Corps were notin the Diplomatic Tribune with the Ministers themselves, andwere probably seated near the Duchess, though Mr Marsh did notsee them. The King's speech was received with the wildest en--thusiasm. (See left-hand page.) Mr Solvyns, talking to MrMarsh of an interview he had with the King in Florence says thelatter told him that he looked for a general war in Europewhich should put the finishing stroke to the edifice of Italianunity, that things could not go on much longer as they
were now going on at Rome - that if they did he "wouldresign his crown and offer himself as a volunteer inthe cause of the Federal Government!" This pleasesus very much, not because we suppose Victor Emmanuelreally contemplates offering his sword to PresidentLincoln, but because, said to a Minister from anotherCountry, it is a new proof of the sincere interest hetakes in the final triumph of the American Republic.I was glad Mr Marsh had an opportunity to talka little with Mr Solvyns, for the cheerful tone of thelatter helps him to look a little less despairingly uponthis late terrible failure of "fighting Joe Hooker."Among the Diplomatic gossip are some statements aboutthe last days of poor Mr Tourte which are very painful.When the physicians became alarmed about him hissister in Geneva was telegraphed for. She came at once,but hearing that her brother was nursed by a pretty Genoese,(who was installed in the same house with him, andwho had been so for some months,) she, the sister, refusedto go to enter his rooms, or even the house, and the poorman died without the consolation of seeing his sister,and sending through her one parting message to hisafflicted old mother. Alas, for white robes, made of ma--terials to catch a stain so easily! Genoese or Genevan -let God judge betwen them - not us - but I am grievedwhen Christians do such unchristian deeds.
Tuesday May 26thWe were obliged to call in Dr. Monnet againthis morning for poor Susanne, whose maladie has re--turned upon her. He proposes, in case she is not better in aday or two, to take her to the little Protestant hospital(at Turin)where he can see her more frequently, and where she can have thebenefit of a better nurse than can be had elsewhere. I do notlike the idea of sending a sick servant out of my house - athing we have never done even in cases of very protractedillness - but this distance from a physician is a serious evil,and if Susanne is satisfied with the plan I shall be gladfor the sake of the other servants who are getting restlessunder the confusion hersicknessnecessarily makes in the house. / TheDr. thinks he has found a house for us, and I hope it mayturn out so. The proprietor is Count Farcito, a realman of honour upon whose word one may rely, and theapartment is next to his own - Casa del Diavolo -. (This soundslike a dangerous neighborhood, but Count Farcito himselfhas certainly no marks of pitch about him, and perhapswe may not suffer more than he seems to have done.Our news from America is so bad in every sense that wehave not much heart to think about houses, or anythingelse that looks like having an abiding city. One doesn'tknow which most to admire - the dull honesty, the weaknessor the madness of our most unlucky President.
Wednesday May 27thA very monotonous, but I hope not altogether un--profitable day. Mr Marsh and Carrie walked over to BaronGautier's just before dinner, the air being so very cool thatthey did not find it too warm. Carrie came back withglowing accounts of the nightingales and the crickets - thetrees being filled with the music of the former, and thenew-mown hay-fields with the latter.Thursday May 28thThe Dr's visit was our only interruption today.He brings further information about Count Farcito's apartmentand we shallshouldtry to take measures to secure it at once if thenews from America were not so utterly disheartening. Themanuscript gets on famously so far as the amount of workdone each day is concerned - but the material to be used upis always receiving new additions, and I am afraid we shallnot see the end of it before the end of June.Friday, May 29thOur American paper, the N.Y. Times, receivedtoday, gives no countenance whatever to the idea thatMcClellan is to be recalled to the command of the Potomacarmy, nor does it speak of public affairs in the tone ofdiscouragement which the false English journals, andthe scarcely less false telegrams, would have led us toexpect. Neither are our letters from home-friends more de-pressed than heretofore. There seems no disposition to give
up the Ship. After receiving the Post we returned to ourwork with more courage - perhaps only to the stunned againby a new telegram of fresh disasters.Saturday May 30thA close sultry day much like N.E. dog-days. Mr Artonidid not come to us, so the Pinerolo trip was given up.We worked till dinner, and after dinner sat on the terraceand watched the swallows as they flew in dancing circlesaround and above us. Who can help envying these happycreatures. Then the trees were gay with the bright finches -but for some reason or other the nightingales were silent.As the twilight faded into the pale silver of the moon-lightthe owls began their most melancholy cries, the humansounds from the village died away, and when we wereready to go to rest not a leaf stirredwasstirring nor a livingthing giving forth its voice except the sad night-bird.Sunday May 31st.Dr. Monnet pronounced his patient once more on thehigh road to recovery, and promises that she shall be as good asnew in eight days unless something very unexpected occurs. In thecourse of the conversation the politics of Europe came up; and MrMarsh broke forth into one of those sudden and earthquake-likeexplosions to which men of his usually self-restrained mannerare sometimes subject. I am always diverted by the effectthe eruption produces upon those who have never before seenanything in him but the most profound calm. The Doctor
could not conceal his amazement nor his pleasure when myhusband gave his opinion of the English government and thePrussian people. The course of the former he said, 'hadalways been most basely selfish in all its dealings withforeign nations' - that 'its hypocritical cant about philanthrophyand christian principle was as shallow and transparent as itwas impudent.' Of the Prussian people - and of the Germans gen--erally he said that 'they lacked all true manhood', that 'theywere a set of miserable poly-theists who worshipped their coarsearistocracy equally with their God,' and that 'they fully deservedfor their weakness in '48 to be treated as their King was nowtreating them'. Dr Monnet who as far as he understands pol--itics at all is quite with us, was very unwilling to let thesubject drop, but after a few sentences Mr Marsh subsidedagain into his ordinary calm, and I was much amused towatch the Dr's vain efforts to rouse him once more. 'Twasplain enough that he wanted to get more to carry away, butthe hurricane had gone by.Monday June 1stCarrie went to Turin to bring home MadelineTottenham. It is so vexatious to the fettered by the intolerableconvenances of European life. In America Carrie could havegone down in the train by herself and brought back her little friendwithout further circumstances. Here it was not enough that ourfootman was obliged to go down for Mr Marsh and could accom-pany her, but I must send my maid besides. Sometimes I
am tempted to defy this nonsense altogether, but when I re-member that the freedom of our young girls could not existin a country where the young men were not brought upto respect that freedom, my judgment shows me that Imust yield to public sentiment. My eyes held out fora two hours examination of manuscript; the rest of the daywas good for nothing for me, of course. We had speciallyinteresting letters from America today on political subjects.One from Mr Norton - another from Mr Homes.Tuesday June 2ndMr Marsh went to town this afternoon to dine atthe French Minister's. The Diplomatic Corps generally werepresent. Several persons con belonging to the Ministry - as MenabreaPeruzzi &c. and the Mesdames. Mr Marsh took out theCountess Alfieri. The dinner passed agreeably. There wasconsiderable aside-chuckling over the success of the oppositionin the Paris elections. Everybody seems to think the emperorin a critical position, and the last news from Mexico willnot tend to soothe him. Mr Marsh passed an hour withDr. and Mrs Doremus after dinner, He was charmedwith the latter. Dr Doremus is here on some business con--nected with his powder invention. I am sorry we arenot in town, and in a situation to show them some attention.This post brought a letter from Mr Stillman at Rome contain--ing statements which, if there is no mistake about them,ought to send certain of our representatives in Italy back to their
our country in disgrace. It is really humiliating to seewhat an influence flattery and fashion can exercise oversome of our people. That Mr Blatchford, with his previousconnection with Archbishop Hughes, and with his utterignorance of Italian politics and Italian history, shouldbe befooled by the misrepresentations of an interestedand cunning banker, and by the cajoling of anaristocratic priesthood, does not surprise me. ButMrs Blatchford, with a head stronger than her husband'sand far more enlightened - I hoped better things of her.We shall still try to believe that the rumors that havereached us from Florence of Mr Laurence's sympathywith the cause of the fallen Grand Duke, are incorrect,but oh, that we could have men of knowledge and brainsand principle to represent us in Europe, especially in such atime as this! Poor Italy in this her desperate struggleto cast off the chains and draw out the iron that haspierced her soul for so many ages,- that sheshould have the influenceof the land of Washington against her!Wednesday 3rd.There was nothing to mark the day of anyparticular variety, and we pursued our weary way as cheerfullyas we might through some portion of the ever increasing pileof manuscript. Mr Marsh gets so desperate sometimes thatI am almost afraid of his committing a libricide in somemoment of more than usual fatigue.
Thursday June 4thAfter our usual day's work we turnedover a pile of Washington papers of dates from the 10thto the 19th. There were certainly some encouraging thingsbut we felt greatly saddened to find so many names of oldacquaintances in the list of sufferers in some form or other fromthis black rebellion. I will not say God reward the projec--tors and abettors of it as they deserve for this would bringupon them too fearful a judgment. While we were readingCarrie and her little friend went out with Giacchinoto see the Corpus Domini procession. They describe it as apretty sight - there being something of distinctive costumestill left in these little villages. The syndic's daugh-ter especially was very gay in silk and gold beads, buteven she was outshone by a girl who had receiveda legacy of a couple thousand francs or so from a masteror mistress whom she had served. Silk and goldbeads seem to be the objects of special ambition, andthese two enviable damsels wore several strings ofthe latter of very large size almost covering the bosomfrom the neck to the waist. Our little Maria invitedthe young ladies into her father's house, showed themher silk-worms, her little flower and vegetable garden,and finally insisted on their taking wine with thefamily. This was done with a very ceremonious hob-a-nob,
after which the girls came home. I am very muchpleased to have Carrie get an opportunity now andthen to see something of the inside of peasant life here,and now that she can speak with them easily she willbe able to get a good deal of information about theirmodes of life and thought. The silk-worm disease iscommitting dreadful ravages everywhere in Piedmont.It is really sad that these poor creatures should work sohard and lose all their labour at the last moment.Our little Maria is a degree above most of her class.She can read and write, and says her father wouldhave liked that she should learn a great deal more,but the priests would not let her. 'They always puther back to the beginning of the same book whenshe had finished it, and would never let her learnanything else.'Friday 5thThe morning went as usual - manuscript work,andthenpost, then a little lounging, and then dinner. Just beforedinner I took up Emerson's Threnody, and it never struck me asso beautiful before. In imagery and thought both it is exquisite,and I only wonder that the poet should fancy that the consolingthoughts suggestedinit are 'beyond the reach of Bible etc'. I amafraid he has not yet learned all the wisdom of that book.Saturday June 6thSad news from home again - John's dear little Charliegone - but I must try to keep in part my resolution not to write of private griefs
such are not likely to be forgotten - need no paper record. Nordid the sad news come alone - with it came also thetidings of Alex's release and safe arrival home. Mayhe not have escaped a prison to die on a battle field.
Sunday June 7thCarrie went home with Madeline thismorning to spend two or three days during the Festa. Oh this long,long wearying illness of mine has its compensations. I am notforced to participate in gaieties from which my heart isnow so far. Mr Marsh & I had a [illegible]veryquiet day byourselves, most of the servants even have gone to town for theStatuto Festa.Monday June 8thMr Marsh brought back from town this morninghis usual political Job's post. Instead of the details of the"grandi successi" obtained by Grant on the Mississippi, we havea telegram announcing his complete defeat before Vicksburgwith a loss of five thousand men. This telegram comes throughour enemies and there is, no doubt, much exaggerationabout it, but at any rate it does not look much likea great success. It is also stated that Lee is crossingthe Rappahannock to attack Maryland & Pennsylvania.If he would take Washington, and with it some of theimbeciles who control affairs there and keep themand their more guilty associates who know better but whobasely sacrifice the blood & treasure of their country to theirown hopes of being raised to greater power - if Lee would takethese & keep them or hang them out of the way of bettermen, there might still be a hope of saving our countryso as by fire - It has often been asked which does the most mischiefa knave or a fool - who dares answer?
Tuesday June 9th.Carrie came back from town at 1/2 past 5 P.M. bringing with herMiss Arbesser & Mr de Bunsen. The former I was quite prepared for asa guest for the night, but the latter I had supposed would returnby the eight evening train. He however did not know there wassuch a train and when one lives in a castle one hasplenty of house-room, so we were most happy to have himstay also. Miss Arbesser seemed delighted to with our country-home and the still Leben we are enjoying here. "I feltthe repose of the whole house before I had been in it fiveminutes," she said. "How do you and Mr M. manage to pervadeevery thing about you with such a calm!" Poor, dear girl!She certainly knows little quiet now. A few hours every day she iswith her princess alone, but every eveningfrom 6 to 8she must drive withher pour la faire voir, and when H.R.H.is in bed at nineshe must go to some rèunion or something of the sort, andas she says herself, 'auf dieser Weise man verliert sichsich selbst.' Most of all she complains of the petty court-intrigues, of the mutual distrust and dislike which exists every-where among all connected with the court, and the generalwant of all liberality of feeling among the Piedmontesearistocracy. She insists that the arrogance of the Pied-montese towards the Neapolitans is incredible & intolerableat Naples, and that the Neapolitans in their turn hatethem almost to frensy. She does not think there is the
least change for Frances again in Naples - thinks thevisitofthe Duchess & her children has done muct [much] to increasethe feeling of loyalty to the house of Savoy, but that things arefar from promising there. She is charmed with the [illegible]culture & talent she found there - so much more intellectualactivity than at Turin, so much more real emancipation.The Piedmontese in the suite of the Duchess would not evenadmit the great natural beauty about N. and were con-tinually fretting to get back - not to their own beautiful mountains,few of them seem to know they have any - but to their ownnarrow circle of associations & habits. Even The Duchessherself at first looked scornfully on all she saw, but even aroyal education has not been able to stultify her, andshe could not fail at last to grow warm with admiration.Then she tried to please, her lovely children were powerfulaids, the people took to her and she left, seeing every thing[illegible] couleur de rose. I asked Miss Arbesser if she couldlearn anything really trustworthy at Naples with regardto the character of the ex-queen. She said that it was nextto impossible to find out the real truth. She was satisfiedhowever of one thing - that whatever might be her characternow, she came to the Neapolitan court a beautiful, high--spirited, high souled young creature, hoping to be happyherself, and believing she should make a great manyothers so. What that court, a stultified husband and her
misfortunes had made her she would not venture tosay. The universal testimony of Naples sustains the good characterusually given to Marie Christine of Savoy the mother of theunfortunate Francis. She was truly good in spite of herbigotry, but Marie Thérèse, who on the deth death of theformer became the step-mother of Francis, had more thanher bigotry with none of her virtues. She seems to haveexerted herself to the utmost to extinguish the little sparkof intellect which the future heir possessed. I was surprisedto hear Miss Arbesser speak with such severity of a princess ofthe House of Austria, but she did not spare her. Shementioned the fact that the palace at Naples is still full ofrich objects, the private property of the Bourbons - familyminiatures set in diamonds, splendid bridal presents,&c &c, and regrets that they are not sent to the banished family.In this I think she is right, provided it is certain that thediamonds would not soon be used to fit out fresh swarmsof brigands. Miss A_. told many curious thingsabout the preparation of the young princess Marguerite for herfirst communion, which she received last sunday. Shecould not restrain her expressions of indignation at the conductof Madam Marguerite's [illegible] confessor. She says the poorchild was at times in an agony of fear, not at theidea of any actual moral wrong of which she had beenguilty, but about some most ridiculous scrupule thatthe Jesuit had put into her head. For instance she
said she was afraid she did not understand all thatthe confessor said, and that she was afraid she might goto the Communion with some dreadful sin upon her ofwhich she was ignorant. "Can you tell me, dear Miss Ar--besser what he meant by asking me if I kept on mychemise when I bathed. Could it be a sin if I did ordid not?" Miss Arbesser was enraged, and went tothe Duchess who was no less furious, but what was to bedone? To complain of the priest was to betray the confidenceof the child, and so lose all chance of continuing to learnthe truth from her, and so being able to counteract thepoison of this accursed confession. Little Prince Thomas,who is only nine years old, told his sister some time agowhen she was but eleven, that Monsieur L'abbé (hisconfessor) had explained to him why it was very improperthat she should wear a dress that left her neck and armsuncovered, and he hoped she would not do so any more.This is Jesuit dealing with children in the nineteenth century,and in the last half of it, too! Our conversation wasaside when Miss A__. told me these things, but shegave me to understand that she had much more to tellof their instructions to the Prince and Princess, and Ithink she means someday to make use of the informationher position has enabled her to acquire. I was sorryto learn that in the midst of Prince Umberto's triumphin Milano he was led by the ill advice of his former
governor to do a most un-princely thing. He had senta message to Duke Litta that he would come andbreakfast with him at his villa on a certain day. Theduke prepared a magnificent colazione, decorated hisgrounds etc at an expense of 40000 francs. In the mean--time the Prince was told that the wife of the dukewas the comtesse de Montfort of Paris, a lady whosereputation had suffered much before her marriage. There--upon the former gouverneur went directly to the Dukeand enquired if the Duchess would appear at the colazione.The Duke replied: "Assurément, l'hôtesse n'y manquerapas." "Then" said the gentleman, "I am sorry to sayHis Royal Highness will find himself under the necessityof declining to honour your feast with his presence.""Very well," said the Duke, "but with or withoutthe Prince I shall be always Duke Litta, and mywife the Duchess Litta. When the King heard of thecircumstance he was as angry as he ever allows himself tobe, removed instantly the former gouveneur from hispresent position (which I do not precisely know) aboutthe Prince, and asked 'why, if there was any thing in the socialrelations of the Duchess in Milan that made it unadvisablefor the Prince to go there, it it was not discovered beforethe proposal to go there was made. But even if it hadbecome necessary afterward to stay away to avoid disagreeablecomplication, why was not he, the king, advised in
order that he might have summoned the prince to Turinon some affair of business and so saved the Duke andDuchess a positive insult!' While we were gossipingof the Court Mr de Bunsen was not idle, and I fancyif Mr Marsh kept a record as full as I have this time itwould be found that a man can talk as fast as a woman.I [illegible] caught a few things while Miss A__. was taking breath.Among other scraps this. De Bunsen, the father made theacquaintance of William B. Astor many years ago whenthey were both young. They set out in company to travel togetheras far as Rome. Mr Astor soon associated to himself othercompanions who did not suit the taste of De Bunsen. Heremonstrated, Astor would not yield the point, and theyparted in wrath. Many a long year after when they wereboth comparatively old men, Mr Astor being in Europe wentto see the Chevalier de Bunsen. They dined, walked andtalked together, no allusion being made to the past. AfterMr Astor left Mr de Bunsen received a note from himinclosing a draft on his Banker for 50,000 francs - achristmas gift to the daughters of the great scholar. I wasvery glad to hear this, and wish for Mr Astor's sake he woulddo such things oftener.Wednesday 10thOur guests retired late last night, with theirheads full of the wonderful experiences of De Brassier here, andof his circle, and I really believe Miss Arbesser was relieved
when she found she was not to sleep on the side of thehouse nearest the old tower. Poor de Brassier! It is mel--ancholy to hear the tales they tell of the manner in whichhe is imposed upon by the false beauty into whose hands hehas unluckily fallen. De Bunsen gave such a history of thepoor Count's terror when he found that etiquette obligedhim to be one of the pall-bearers at the funeral of his collegueLannoy as would be really ludicrous if any thing couldbe ludicrous connected with death on the one hand and awild fear of it on the other. But I must not go back to mygossip. It was arranged that Mr de Bunsen and Miss A__.were to return in the carriage as they came, leaving at six,taking only a cup of coffee before setting out. Carrie wentto Miss Arbesser soon after five, but the bird was flown.She had been for more than an hour wandering about thegarden and the meadows, enjoying thisoneonly day of liberty, orrather half day, which she has had for nearly two years,and for all this confinement, andforall this care she receivesonly 2,000 francs a year. What should we say to this inAmerica. I have no doubt she sometimes receives handsomepresents, as for instance from the king when she was going toNaples, but she told me frankly that she was obliged to sendto her father for money. She says she very seldom sees theKing, but the better she understands the royal family themore highly she prizes his good sense, his good faith, andhis great heart, neither of which virtues have the Jesuits been
able to extinguish in him, though they have succeeded in leadinghim in to gross vice. By the way a letter was receivedby the family on Monday from the Queen of Portugal writtenapparently in the expansion of her heart. She says she isso happy, so happy. Her handsome young husband is verymuch devoted to her, she is very little fettered by etiquette,and I have no doubt is very happy. In fact the daughtersof the House of Savoy rank high among the virtuous prin--cesses of Europe, and Princess Clotilda and Marie havebeen fortunate in finding husbands to appreciate their goodness.Who would have thought that Prince Napoleon wouldtreat his wife with an affectionate tenderness that shouldmake her the envy of most of theherroyal sisters.When we sat down to the breakfast table at nine allquiet by ourselves as usual the visit and the gossip and theearnest talk and all, seemed to me quite like a dream.In fact during the hour or two that I slept I was in fancyin Turin, and the Arconatis'a, the Colegna's, the Littas,the King, the princes, the princesses, Naples, the Bourbons,Garibaldi, - everything was allsojumbled together thatit was not strange that all alike should have seemeda dream. Among the interesting things we talked of lastevening were the remarkable discoveries lately made by Mr.de Bunsen's brother-in-law, Mr Wadrington, in the regioneast of Damascus - a great number of christian villages aban--doned for many many centuries, but still in a state of fine
preservation. The number of inscriptions - and to thesethe traveller devotes himself exclusively, - is very large andvery curious. I infer, though he did not say so, that theChristians were dislodged from these villages by the Mahomedansand that the country has since been left entirely desolate.In some districts however there must be a small christianpopulation still, as Mr Wadrington states that he sawa religious service celebrated in a church that was built inthe 4th century. His narrative will no doubt be of the highestinterest. This reminds me that our King has just sent amedal to Speake [Speke] and Grant for their late discoveries inAfrica. The very elegant Egyptian pasha - who after makingvery earnest enquiries about the rivers of our country, and beingtoldof the length and breath of the Mississippi, said withgreat gravity - "Ah, no doubt that great river is in someway connected with our Nile", - will now have to giveup that point as Messers Speake and Grant have provedto the contrary.Thursday June 11th.We fell back into the old hard-working waytoday. The weather is rainy and cold - one does not oftensee a more autumn-like day even in a New England June.This evening we had the N.Y. Times containing an account ofthe capture of Vicksburg - contradicted alas, by latertelegrams. Our home-letters full of anxieties and tears. 'Wouldto God we were in our own Country,' we often say and as
often add, 'but no doubt it is best as it is.' MissBlackwell writes that she will be here early next week.When she is in a house she leaves little time for itsinmates to think their own thoughts, and perhaps it will bewell for us to be thoroughly stirred up for a little while, thoughI must try to protect Mr Marsh in his sanctum. I dont knowwhat she'll find to write about here to enlightenenlivenher newspaperletters. We can give her some information about the ruraleconomy of Piobesi, can give her an opportunity to studynatural history in our menagery, which offers very numerousspecimens of the winged world, and some quadrupeds. She maylearn that it is the manner of the Piobesans to take the youngchickens from their mamma as soon as they are hatched, andby placing fresh eggs under the hen cheat her into anotherpatient brooding of weeks, then repeat the theft, again sub-stituting fresh eggs, until the poor creature is completelywasted away, when they leave her to bring up her last broodherself if she has life enough left to do it. In the meantimethe young ones are sold two sous apiece to such as may choose toby and give their own time to the little hatchlings. It is said thatone of our old Vermont governors once told his wife by way of comfortthat 'a hen's time wasn't worth much', but it seems that a Piobesanvalues his own at still less. We have a brood of these poor littleshivering creatures which Alex took out of pity, and which must bewrapped every night in cotton-wool, and are as much care as a farmer's baby.
Friday 12 June. 1863.The weather which for the last month has beenvery unsettled has I hope reached its climax of illnature today.It began raining about eleven with a cold north east wind whichsoon brought the thermometer from 64 to 56 Fahr. - thunder,lightning and wind continued for several hours, and at evening itseemed almost cold enough for a frost. No event of interest exceptan accident to my knee which threatens to add lameness for sometime to my other infirmities. Carrie and I find consolation howeverin the prospect of t going to Cairo in search of our one-eyed Suleimanwho has such extraordinary gifts in healing sprains.Saturday June 13thAfter an unsuccessful attempt to stand this morningI concluded to resign myself to remaining in bed for the day, had ChapterIII of the manuscript brought to me, and spent some hours in un-paging and pagingit. As the dinner hour drew near I made one more experiment to see ifI could get out to be at the table with Mr Clay and Mr Artoni whom wewere expecting. To my astonishment I found every trace of the lameness goneand my knee as good as new - without having been to Cairo either. Wehad a pleasant time at dinner, Mr Clay told us something of his excursionfor the last two months, and Mr Artoni seemed also in very good spirits.In the evening he continued the De Zyck [Zeyck] narrative. That witch of awoman by interesting a kind hearted Hungarian lady in her favour, has man--aged to get another thirty francs out of Mr Artoni. I am indignant thatthis thing should go on. The foolish woman sent a considerable part of the1250 francs with which she was furnished three weeks ago, to her worthless husbandand now she is literally begging from everyone with whom she has ever hadthe slightest relations, even of the man who sold her wood last winter!And yet she will not hear of going to a less expensive place, declares that Turin isnearer Taranto than Naples, that she has made both journeys, and doesn't care whatthe maps say. Also that she knows that it costs more to live at Taranto than Turinhaving tried both! She says she doesn't want anybody's sympathy, though she
should like to be furnished with a little more money. All this she said to theHungarian lady who had just brought her the thirty francs from Mr Artoni, and whowas remonstrating with her against her remaining any longer in her present position.The Hungarian told her that she too had known extreme poverty, that even now shehad not been able to give her these thirty francs without asking a friend for it,a thing she certainly would not have done for herself, - "but," she added, "when one seesthat a position of this kind is becoming permanent, has already lasted for months withoutany prospect of improvement, one must rouse one's self to some new effort, either returnto friends who can give assistance, or put one's self in circumstances where the expensewill be less, and the possibility of earning something be greater. My husband preferred tosweep the streets of London rather than to ask charity for his family or suffer me toask it. We were able even there to keep ourselves independent, then we went to yourCountry where we did well, were kindly treated, had an opportunity to earn a comfortablyliving, became American citizens, and now my heart warms towards every American, - but Imust speak plainly and frankly with you." And to this appeal she received the above replies.
	
