From May 6thtoSeptember 22nd 1864
Saturday May 7th, 1864.An [h]our before we expected to be offfor Saluzzo a gentleman from Massachusetts, employedby the state as agent to get information to help onthe Hoosack tunnel, came in and furnished MrMarsh with work enough for two days. Luckily,however he has the gift of despatch when hardpressed, and before the carriage was at the door,for us he had written some eight or ten lettersfor the gentleman, given him cards of introduction,and, in short, done everything possible to clearthe way for him and enable him to transact hisbusiness at once. We reached Saluzzo about halfpast three, and went off at immediately to seethe Casa Pensa, the famous triptyc in the chapelof this house was taken from the old cathedral atMondovì, and is, indeed, almost a miracle. Thepictures within the first doors are very pleasingand have a decided German look, but themarvel appears when these, too, are opened. Sucha wonderful specimen of fine wood-carving takenall in all, I have never seen. There are at leastseventy figures in the different compartments, manyof them most graceful in attitude and drapery,and the various groups stand in niches, andunder canopies carved in the most beautifulGothic patterns. The whole is very richly gildedand in a state of perfect preservation. Thatboth the painting and carving are from the hand
of German artists I should think there could beno shadow of a doubt. We turned away from itfeeling that we were already more than repaid forthe little journey we had taken. The daylight lastedlong enough to allow us to see the church whichcontains the fine tomb of the second Lodovico,Marquis of Saluzzo, husband of Margaret de Foix.The marble statue of the Marquis lying on hissarcofagus, is a grand thing, and the rich stonecarving about the chapel delighted us exceedingly.It was so chilly however in the church that onbrother Charles' account we were obliged to hurryoff sooner than we could have wished.Sunday May 8thAfter breakfast this morning we drove outto the great castle of Verzuolo, the finest thing ofthe kind I have seen in Italy, though no doubtthere are others quite equal to it. It was probablybuilt in the fifteenth century, and is still keptin tolerable repair. The position is singularly beautiful.A fine view of it is obtained from the roadas you approach and the steepwindingavenue thatleads to it is very picturesque. From one sideof the castle there is the finest possible view of theplain stretching far and wide below. On theother side you seem to be in the very heart ofthe mountains. The garden is beautiful, andthe large luxuriant laurels prove that theclimate here is not severe. The finest
single object here is a magnificent old towerovergrown with the ivy of three-hundred years.It would be worth a mountain of gold if itcould be set down on the banks of the Hudson.We crossed the old iron draw-bridge and enteredthe castle. The furniture is for the most partvery old, but not remarkably rich. A few oldbureaux of inlaid wood and some magnificentstate bedsteads richly gilded excited my cupidity.There were many old family portraits, but generallythe pictures were execrable. Two large rooms,one in each of the great octagonal towers,called forth our livliest admiration, ratherfrom their capabilities than from what theyactually were. The view from each of them wasmost beautiful. and such libraries as they wouldmake! We were told the family spend onlyone month a year at this castle. Mr Marshand sat down in the open summer-houselistening to the birds and the fountains, whilebrother Charles and Carrie explored the kitchenand cellars. They reported the kitchen fireplacesto exceed in size even the enormous ones wehad seen in the great dining-hall above. Thirtyhuge wine-casks on either side of the cellar toldof high-living here in the olden time, but theyrang very hollow now, and the great iron ringsin the kitchen arch which once no doubt sup--ported mighty flitches of bacon and the like
served now only for show. We saw but a singleservant about the premises, though there are morein all probability. We left the grand old placewith half a wish for such a home.After dinner Mr Marsh and Charles took anotherstroll, and among other things they found the housein which Silvio Pellico was born with a marbleslab inserted on its front stating the fact. By theway the statue of Pellico which stands on the squareis very fine, only it looks a little too priest-like.Monday May 9thWe left for Paesana rather earlythis morning, hoping the weather would allowus to take mules there and go on to Crissolo forthe night. Delusive hope! The rain came on beforewe had made half the distance to Paesana, andwe arrived at the wretched CoronaGallowet anddisconcerted. The dining-room was forlorn, and thebed-chambers forlorner. A bright fire in the formerand a little sweeping and a general change oflinen in the latter improved our prospects some--what, and a very fair dinner, enlivened bya strong cup of tea nearly restored our usualequanimity. We went to bed hoping to startearly for Crissolo.Tuesday 10th May.The roll was called very earlythis morning with not very brilliant results.I had not slept half an hour, partly perhaps
from a late cup of tea, but more from a badbed shared with very many troublesome companions.Mr Marsh did little better, Carrie much the same,and brother Charles made the most dismal reportof all. The weather looked a little doubtful, butwe were all disposed to try the experiment upthe valley, till it came to brother Charles' turnto speak. For himself he decided against it, fearingthe effects of the wetting he might very possibly getandasit was on his account th rather than ourown we wished to go we very readily gave itup. It did not seem worth while to wait inthis wretched place for good weather, so we tooka bus (the only thing we could get) to Pinerolo,which we reached soon after two, having encounteredboth sun and shower. Mr Marsh telegraphed im--mediately for Gaetano who came up with the postand returned the same evening.Wednesday May 11thThe weather looking still verydoubtful we thought it best (especially as brotherCharles felt quite unwell) not to go to La Touras we had intended, but to wait one more day, inthe hope of brighter prospects. We spent most ofthe day in a long drive up the Fenestrelle valleytill we came in sight of the famous fortress.The valley is not particularly interesting for its scenery.There are however some fine stone quarries, andit was a curious sight to see all the workmen
lying about on the stone blocks with smaller bitsfor pillows taking their noon nap as we went up. Whenwe came down everything was so changed. Hundredsof hammers were pounding and chisels clicking, thelarge blacksmith's shop was ringing with the sound ofthe tool-sharpening, and altogether everything lookedas busy and bustling as the most zealous advocatefor progress could desire. We had no particular ad--ventures during our trip, and made but one stopwhich was to gather a handful of narcissus ina meadow, though I think brother Charles wasa little tempted by the sign of the Bonne Famea headless woman, very quaint. At dinnera council was held, and it was settled thatin case of fine weather tomorrow, an early startshould be taken in the morning, Mr Marsh forTurin, the other three to La Tour, there totake mules for Pra del Tor, and a grandrendez-vous was to take place at Pignerol againon Friday morning, when we would set off forAvigliana, in the hope of climbing the Saint-Michel Saturday. If the weather was bad wewere all to return to Turin.Thursday May 12thThe weather was bad, - very bad,and we rang the bell at the Casa d'Angennesbefore half past eight. It was delightful to seefrom the polished wax floors and other unmis--takable symptoms, that if our excursion as a
mountain trip had been a fiasco we had at leastescaped that fearful period of confusion known as"house cleaning" in New England. Mr Marsh found noless than three calls apparently of consequence, had been madeupon him as Minister during his absence. The circumstancehowever most regretable was that Madame Marinidied and was buried during our absence while we weregone. The announcement of the hour of the funeraldid not arrive in time for Mr Marsh even to betelegraphed in season to be present.Friday May 13th.The dinner at the Russian Ministers'last night was not large but rather agreeable, severalof the members of the Ministry were there, and ex-pressed themselves quite triumphantly aboutVenosta's speech in Parliament yesterday.The post brought me an interesting letter fromour friend Mr Tebbs with a ten pound subscriptionfor Mr Tottenham's proposed church. The CountessGigliucci made me one of her long charming visits.I can see more and more of the artistic naturein her, and can understand perfectly well that shewould be greatly disliked by those who should thinkit worth while to contradict any of either her strongopinions or her strong prejudices. For my own partI sympathize with so much of what she believesand thinks that I can very easily pass over insilence any little point of difference. On the
subject of the war with Denmark she is positivelyin a state of ebulition. To Mr de Bunsen, theother day she said: "oh, I have a question to askyou!" "Anything you please Madame, except about theSchleswig-Holstein question." "Never you fear! Icannot trust myself to speak upon that dirty subject!"Saturday May 14thWe had a delightfully quiet day - finishedAbout's Progrès, and read some articles in the RevueCretienne - among others a notice of Rey's new book onItaly, much praised.Sunday May 15thCarrie and I drove round to the Hôteld'Europe where we found Lady and Miss Estcourt safelyarrived and ready to go to church with us. At half pastfive they came to us to dine, and pass the evening.What unmingled pleasure it is to have such friends withone. In the Estcourts we have often said that there isabsolutely nothing more to be desired. After nigh twentyyears acquaintance with Lady Estcourt and a dozenwith Miss Estcourt, seeing them in the most intimateway, sometimes every day for months together, and severalhours of every day, I can truly say they have never oncegiven us a monent's pain by word or act. Their re--finement is without affectation, their culture withoutpretention; and their ready, graceful wit has never a touchof severity or malice.
Monday May 16thA bad headache prevented me from goingwith Mr Marsh and the Estcourts to the Exposition,but I was well enough to welcome them on theirreturn, to be at the dinner-table, and to drive outto the cemetery after dinner. The Estcourts were de--lighted as I knew they would be with Vela's statueof Madame Collegno, also with many other monu--ments by him. The Gajanis, who had been infor a moment during the day, came in to pass theevening with us, Dr and Mme Monnet too, madeus an extempore visit, and Miss Arbesser cameat her usual late hour. We had a very pleasanttime, but I was so thoroughly tired out before twelveat which time Miss A__ left me, that I could scarcelyspeak from sheer exhaustion.Tuesday 17th May.Our friends were with us all day andI was glad to have a chance to make them acquaintedwith Mme Collegno. They fully endorsed my enthu--siasm for her. After dinner we drove out intenintending to go to Pino to get a view from the top ofthe collina, but before we were half way up the hillone of our horses gave out. The rest of the party walkedon while I remained in the carriage for the horseto recover. When they came back we were able toreturn to town but no more. Our drive on thewhole proved a fiasco - still Monte Viso showedhimself in all his majesty. I never saw it grander.
The Estcourts had only time for a cup of tea before beingobliged to return to their hotel to be ready in time fortheir early morning journey. As soon as they left uswe planned a surprise for them, by getting upa little excursion to San Michele for tomorrow.Wednesday 18th May.At five o'clock we had taken ourcoffee, and in a few minutes were all on our wayto the station, the morning having proved fine evenbeyond our hopes. We were already seated in therailway carriage before our friends saw us. The sur--prise looking was all we could have desired, Alex.having taken good care 'not to let himself see'.We all enjoyed the hour to Sant' Ambrogio intensely- the Alps were overwhelmingly grand, and nobodysaid anything about the parting till it came, andwas over in the brief moment that the train stoppedat the station. Alex. set about looking up mules,and Carrie and I were soon furnished out. The one broughtfor Charles was such a skeleton that Alex. sent him off. Wewere mounted before eight, brother C. having already sometwenty minutes the start of us. Carrie's monture wasshipwrecked at an early stage of the ascent, and she wasobliged to take to her feet with the consolatory obser--vation from one of the party that a volunteer was morehonourable than a conscript. We reached the the [sic] churchof San Michele on the top of the height about ten o'clockall very tired. The structure is an imposing one -half castle, half sanctuary in its appearance. The
advantage taken of the natural rock, partly for externalwall, partly for staircases and other internal portionsof the building is very striking; most of the edeficehas been modernized by the repairs, but the originalgreat staircase and the arch under which it ter--minates, as well the arch leading into the greatchapel are of the tenth century. They are very inte--resting of course, but portions of them are in so ruinousa condition that they may be expected to tumble downat any moment. There is a most curious oldGothictombof an abbot in the chapel which I wished muchto look at longer, but Mr Marsh found the air so dampand chill after his severe climb that I did not liketo keep him. Several members of the House of Savoyare buried here, but their tombs were of no specialinterest. This sanctuary is now the home of somedozen Rosminians, an order established by thegreat Rosmini, and, as he thought, more in accordancewith the spirit of the age than those already existing.The good brothers had nothing to offer us but a cupof coffee and a few grissini, and, for a wonder, theywould accept nothing for it. The place is much frequentedin summer, and a large party of noisy French men andwomen showed that the season had already begun.Some twenty minutes below the Sanctuary on our waydown, we found a little Albergo where we gotbread, cheese, a young chicken, and a bottle of wine.It was pleasant here, under the roof that protected usfrom the sun, and we lingered till the heat of the
day was past. At Sant' Ambrogio we dined comfortablyand were at the station in abundant time for theevening train from Susa. A cup of tea was waitingfor us at our cheerful home, and we were alltired enough to make a short evening afterwards.Thursday 19th MayWith the exception of the Tottenhamswe had no visitors, but Mr Marsh and Carrie wentout to pay some.Friday 20th May.The Countess Rocci tells me that hercousin, our unhappy landlady, has broken with herso completely that she does not even speak to her -the cause of the indignation being that she (the CountessRocci) had gone over to the enemy. 'And who are theenemy?' I asked. "Her husband, her daughter andher daughter's husband," was the answer - . Oncemore all Italy is agog with the hourly expectation ofthe pope's death.Saturday May 21stDuring Mme de Bunsen's long visitthis morning she told me a sad story of the Cisternafamily, which has been hushed up as much as possibleand kept especially close from strangers. We had heardnothing of them since their retirement to the country afterthe death of the Prince, and the good abbé's allusionsto the strange old-world doings going on there. Theprincess, half maddened by her bigotry, was notcontent with keeping the body of the Prince un-
-buried for many days, and constantly surrounded bypriests saying masses, but she obliged her two daughtersto remain in the same room both night and day,and to take even the little food allowed them in thesame place. The eldest,* about sixteen, who seems tohave not a little of the Merode in her, bore it tolerablywell, but the younger, a child of thirteen, became nervousand distressed to the last degree, and finally imploredher mother on her knees to allow her to leave thethe apartment, saying at the same time that she couldnot endure it, that it would certainly kill her. Themother however, not only refused, but forced her tokiss the lips of her father just before the coffin wasclosed at the end of six days! The poor girl obeyed,but sickened immediately, and in a few days thewish she had expressed to her mother while sufferingfrom her intolerable tyranny - 'oh, that I were withmy father instead of being here with you' wasrealized. During her short illness not even herguardians were allowed to see her, on the groundthat the time had not yet expired for the family toreceive even their intimate friends with propriety.I could not have believed this story had notMadame de Bunsen received it from unquestionablesources. Quite early this morning we went to seethe yearly exposition of pictures, and found as usualplenty of red tape to vex us. The ridiculous regulationforbidding one to return to a room once visited preventedus from being able to compare certain pictures with
one another as we wished to do in order to decide aboutmaking a few purchases. The visiting the sick, The teachingthe ignorant, two pictures by Scherer, tempted us agood deal but we could not go back to reexamine themwithout buying a new set of tickets and entering again atthe principal entrance! Had it been a place muchvisited, there might have been a show of excuse for thissevere discipline, but there were not six persons therebesides ourselves, and it is simply a shoot fromone of those old roots of the Dark Ages of which George Sandspeaks so feelingly. We were greatly struck by a por--trait of the King in pen and ink, made by an attachéof the Peruvian Legation - a young man of about twentywho has had no instruction whatever. He is of Indianorigin by the mother's side, and the Peruvian gov'thave been wise enough to send him to Italy expresslyfor the purpose of giving him an opportunity tocultivate his most extraordinary talent. Hisname is, I think illegibleTinajeros.The exposition is onthe whole not very creditable to the artists of NorthernItaly.Sunday May 22ndWhile the Kossuths were withus after church, Mr Medina of the Peruvian Le--gation came to see us, and surprised us with hisvery good English. It is curious to see recognize inevery one who comes from the New World acertain indescribable freshness, freedom fromconventionality, and abhorrence of all petty tyrannies.
we found our young Peruvian friend not less irritatedthan ourselves at the ridiculous regulations of theesposizione. The Kossuths diverted us as usualby their comic mixture of simplicity and knowledgeof the world. The Countess Maggiolini passed theevening with us, so that we had not much ofa Sunday to ourselves.Monday May 23rdMadame de Bunsen brought hersweet baby at a very early hour this morning, andCommodore Aulick who was here before herwent back to the Hôtel to fetch the little Stouts.I was disposed to feel an interest in the childrenas doubly orphans, but the eldest managed in thefirst five minutes to make herself thoroughly re--pulsive. The mixture of self-conceit and ill-tempershe exhibited were enough to spoil a dozen children.'You are all happy to go home, I suppose' I said. "No, Ido not wish to go home." 'You have been in Italyso long [illegible]then thatit is hard for you to partfrom your young friends.' "I have no young friends,and I do not wish to have any, and I do notintend to have any. I have already been deceived".I could not help laughing outright at the absurd af--fectation of the child, then said: 'But it is a great pity foryou not to have friends, one is never happy in this worldwithout them.' "Oh I'm very happy - besides I have friendsenough among older people, married ladies and so on,but I don't like those of my own age, they are so silly."
Margaret Trotti brought a beautiful note from the CountessCollegno, with the present of abiograph-sketch of her husband byMassino d'Azeglio - most interesting to us - We had senther Mr Winthrop's & Mr Marsh's notices of Gen. Estcourt.The Countess Babbo is said to be at the point of death -She is greatly beloved, and will be greatly lamented. Mar-garet told me, in proof of her great kindness of heart,that she refused to receive the last consolationsof the Church last evening for fear the news of herbeing so low might keep some of her friends from alarge ball and so occasion a disappointment tothem & their hostess. It was with much difficultythat she was persuaded to give up these scruplesand only after the assurance of her physicians thatthe morning might be too late. I mention thisonly to show from what different points of viewcertain subjects may be regarded, not to censurethis truly noble woman. The Peruzzis came whilewe were dining. The little Pallecelo read to me an hour -I don't see what is to become of her - poor thingTuesday May 24thMiss Arbesser was here veryearly to tell me of the illness of the Princess Margaretto get information about Miss Müller etc. - the Aulickscame again & visit followed visit almost till dinnerI am sometimes weary of all this to a degree andespecially on days like this when most of my visitorsare empty and my own heart is so full - we have
just heard of the terrible battles between Grant & Lee on the 6 and tothe 11th. I should not however count Miss Arbesseramong the empty (though she is certainly very flighty)nor the Countess Pasolini, who belongs to the Arconaticircle, and was today, as she always is, most charming.Miss Arbesser told me one court anecdote which hadmuch amused her, but at which I felt my smile to be aforced one. It had become known unofficially by theMaison d'Instruction, that the physician to the princeand princess was about to be married, and some onehad remarked in the presence of the little princethat the promised bride was no longer young, that shehad false teeth etc. A few days later the physicianhimself came to announcehis engagementformally to his royalcharge. The prince replied: "Ma signor dottore, lavostra sposa non è più giovane, - ha i dentifinti!" Young Aulick brought the eldest Stoutagain this evening, and she appeared much better.She is quick-sighted and very likely discovered thather nonsense did not impress as she expected.Wednesday May 25thBrother Charles left us this morning for atour to the South. When Mr Meille came in I beggedhusband to take my place and receive him as I felt sothoroughly tired, but he wished me to make Mr Meille anexception, and go in, which I did, and was of course over--taken by other visits and kept nearly three hours. I gotsome comfort out of it however, by having a good half--hour's railing at the conduct of the Austrians and
Prussians in their behaviour towards Denmark, old MadameBrowne furnishing the strophes and I joining in the chorus.The Countess Gigliucci brought a nice note fromMrs Somerville with very kind messages for us, andpromises of photographs etc. for the Sanitary.The Gajanis were with us in the evening, Gajanihimself being full of a scheme for joining withCol. Gowan in a search after petroleum in Italy.Thursday May 26thMore news from America - the great battle ofthe 12th favorable to the Union cause - thank God. Butoh this frightful loss of life! - It being Corpus Dominiwe were left to ourselves all day. The quiet was mostrefreshing, but would have been more enjoyed had webeen sure of it beforehand. Dear Mme Collegno,with Rita, spent a long evening with us - saintly soul!We read this morning d'Azeglio's sketch of Gen. Collegno -most eloquent & beautiful - also the Gen's most interestingdiary of the siege of Navarino. Mme Collegnomay well feel with Tennyson Tis better etc,I could not help telling her that to have lived 18years the beloved companion of such a man wasworth a thousand ordinary lives.Friday May 27thThe rain did not keep Mrs Tottenhamfrom us - otherwise the morning was quiet. Our readingtoday was Collegno's Journal of the Siege of Navarino &Phillip von Artevelde. We have met with no lessthan fivesixold acquaintances in the Gen's journal -
Mad. Collegno gives an amusing account of Kalergi's [Kallergis']coming to her for a copy of Gen. Collegno's Diary!
Dr Millingen, Churchill, Kalergi, Macri-Jami, Suleyman Bey -Mari - most of them we found the same in characteras when Collegno parted from them.Saturday 28thWe have bad news from our army thismorning, but we hope it is an invention of the enemy.Went out for a little shopping and came back in timeto see & comfort my unfortunate Venetian protegee,The good Duchess Bevilacqua & Marchese delCareto have stepped in to give her a lift.The Countess Castellani and her pretty Inez were with uswhen Rustem Bey came in - Poor man, I should hardlyhave known him. His grief for the loss of his mother is asgenuine as his love for her was engrossing and untiring. Itis interesting to see how completely his conventionalism hasdropped from him, and of how deep feeling he is capable.When I remember that this man is one of the mostthorough devotees to mere form that I have ever seen, Igrow charitable and half believe that there is a heartat the bottom of this great formal world. Mr Artonidined with us - the Countess Collegno took Carrie to driveon the Piazza later, and we were peacefully in bed by ten.Sunday 29thOnly Mr Marsh went to church. I didnot feel very well, and Carrie stayed with me, andread me the details of that awful battle - week fromthe fifth to the twelfth inclusive: This slaughteris really too dreadful. God grant it may not be all in vain.
What shall we hear next? Mr Valerio came in and talkedwith us an hour. He is hopeful, and does not believe muchin the unfavourable rumors. He told us an odd story of hishaving obtained from the proper authorities permission toland a hundred barrels of petroleum in each of twolighters - that in loading these lighters 99 barrels were puton one, and 101 on the other - that he was calledto an account for this by some the one missing on thefirst boat, and when he stated that it would befound on the other, he was fined, first for the minusof the first load, and secondly, for the plus on the second.We discussed the Sanitary Commission, and he said whatmany others have said here before, nothing could be donewith such a charity on this side of the water. It wouldbe entangled and suffocated by red-tape before it wasa week old. Our lovely friend, the Countess Gautiersurprised us by a visit, and still more by her wornand wasted appearance. She has been ill almost eversince she was here before, and I am afraid the whispersabout heart-disease have only too much foundation.I cannot see that she has much to live for however,and she seems good enough for a better place.Monday May 30thMr Marsh went out with Carrie to paysome visits - otherwise we had an unbroken day toourselves.Tuesday 31st.In bed all day; and a rainy one at that.Carrie at the Tottenhams. Too dark for much reading in
my room, so that I was necessarily left to my ownmeditations.Wednesday June 1st.Still in bed all day - missing in consequenceDr Butler who is just arrived from Rome. The Arconatiand Rothan I might have received in my bed-room, butfelt too weak and ill to talk, so lost their visits too, alsoMrs Mayhew's and I don't know how many others.Thursday June 2ndA letter from Mr Clay saying he hasbeen illegible ill in Rome. Poor fellow! I'm afraid he won'tget much pleasure out of his trip. Another miserableday for me, but luckily the rain prevents me frombeing made nervous by visits I can't receive. DrButler who was to have dined here today, was unex--pectedly obliged to leave at five o'clock. The abbécame in in the early part of the evening to announcehis safe arrival from Paris after a two-months'absence. Mr Marsh reports him in good health andspirits, and full of interesting matter.Friday, June 3rdMr Marsh went to pay some visitsthat were crying out against us - among others, toMme Solvyns who spoke severals times during hisvisitstay& even quoted some lines from Taylor's desc.description of Como where they are to spend thesummer. Rustem Bey he found ill in bed.Talking with Mrs Mayhew about the hard fate ofthe poor here, forced to live in the garrets of
these lofty palaces, without fire in winter & suffocated bythe heat in summer, obliged to carry water & every thingelse up so many flights of stairs etc - the lady replied"But do you not think it safer for the Government that thepoor should live in this way in the garrets of the richthan that they should have houses in quarters by them-selves? Would they not then meet together to talk overpolitical subjects, and so get uneasy and turbulent?And might not such a person as Garibaldi theneasily stir them up to mischief." I should like tohave seen how Mr Marsh took this, but he sayshe tried to answer her as a lady should be answeredthough he could not help telling her that 'no goodGovernment could possibly need to take such measuresfor its own safety, that he saw no reason why thepoor should not talk over their wrongs together aswell as the rich their rights, and furthermore thatfor his own part he would trust Garibaldi towrong neither rich nor poor.Niccolini lectured to-night on La via per andarea Romo - the Matteuccis sent us tickets todispose of if we could. We took ten & gaveaway as many of them as we could. Mr Matt.sent me also his Lectures.Saturday June 4thDressed to-day for the first timesince Monday, but find it hard work to [illegible]walk steadily. Saw no one till after dinnerthen had visitors all the evening - went to bed
tired & nervous and not to sleep.Sunday June 5thIt seems little like sunday to-day. At anearly hour the whole city was astir, the militarycollecting etc. It is the Festa of the Statuto & the Reviewis expected to be finer than usual. Mr Marsh andC. have gone to the balcony of the Ministero &every servant is in the street except those neces-sary to protect the house. I have just returnedfrom our back-terrace from [where] I had a view of hisMajesty as he passed through the Piazzaamidst the shouts of the multitude. O Victor Emanuelhad ever king such a chance to work a great workas you! And yet alas how unequal the man to theposition. Educated to feel himself above those moral obli-gations admitted to be binding on ordinary men, given upto selfish pleasures, he is letting slip the most gloriousopportunity to build up a great nation. If fighting couldmake his Italy none could make it better than he - &the re galantuomo too he will always be - butsacrifice his own personal tastesin orderto learn the wants of hissubjects at Naples, at Florence, at Milan, to pour overhistories & political economies & treatises on Religiousliberty etc - not he! 'I have given you a Constitution'he says practically, 'govern yourselves by it as bestyou can & don't bother me about it!' Accordingto Miss Arbesser the princess Margaret has different viewsWhen told of the flight of the emperor of Austria from Viennain '48, the princess, then nine years old, said, "aber
er hat sehr schlecht gethan! Ein König sollte nie seinVolk verlassen!" Er lebt nicht für sich selbst!"And here I must insert another princely anecdote - TheDuchess of Parma, so lately departed in the richest odour of sanctity, said to the Duchess of Genoa, soon after theher - Parmas -[illegible]- marriage with the brutal Duke of Parma -"Mais, ma chère amie, qui voulez-vous! J'avais dejavignt-cinq ans, et j'aurais epousé le diable mêmeplustot [plutôt] que de ne pas me marier." Poor woman! shedid the next thing to it. Mr Marsh came back fromthe Review before it was over, leaving Carrie to thecare of Madame Collegno, who brought her back an hourlater in the finest spirits. Altogether it was a brilliantaffair - Soon after dinner Mrs & Miss Cleveland, ourold friends of '61 at Trombetta's, came in. We were quitethrown off our equinimity by the pleasure of seeing them,and we talked for an hour and a half like mad, asRobert Browning says. Heaven will indeed be a blessedplace if it is made up of the like of these - After they wentaway my head was in the greatest confusion, partly fromwhat I had learned from, or told to, them, and partlyfrom the things I had forgotten to ask or to tell. MrMarsh walked back to the Hotel with them, - thencame the hour for lighting up, and the Crown, thescutcheon of Savoia, and the V.V.E. were soon blazingaway over our balcony, supported by a line of redwhite and green lights extending to the theatreon one side, and around to the Via del Moro onthe other. It was really very pretty, and we beat
the Frenchman, as Mr Marsh and Carrie triumphantlyasserted, after making a personal reconnaissance.He, the Frenchman illuminated only with hisown colors, red blue and white, which did notfail to call forth uncomplimentary ejaculations fromthe groups in the streets. The public buildings generallywere very handsomely illuminated especially thePalazzo Madama, the front of which seemed wreathedby an immense garland composed of smallergarlands, and within each of these a bouquet offlowers, red green and white.Monday June 6thWhile Mr Rogers of Naples waswith us Mrs and Miss Cleveland came again - andagain we talked at high pressure for another hour. Iam so grieved that they cannot stay longer. Thepapers this morning give us the news of poor Hawthorne'ssudden death. What changes we shall find if we everlive to return to our country. I was just flattering myself,after Mme Arconati and Mme Matteucci left me,on being in luck today in having only agreeable visits,when young Master Day, once of Norwich, now ofNew York, was announced. He had preluded his visitby a flourish of trumpets from Naples, so that wewere not wholly unprepared. This young gentleman,of the genus snob, species copperhead, was so fullof himself, the attentions he had received on boardthe Re Galantuomo and at Naples, that it wasreally pityably ludicrous to listen to the account he
gave of the tributes rendered to the "intrepid youngAmerican." We listened with what patience we mightto such an overflow of vanity and folly as one rarelymeets with even in young men of his tender years -but when he asked me if I still kept up myinterest in N.Y. society etc, I answered, and I feltmy cheek hot at the moment, that of course I could notfail to feel the strongest interest in my own countryat such a moment as this; but that so far as themere social life of N.Y. was concerned I could feellittle but mortification at the discredit thrown upon usabroad, by its extravagance and frivolity - Our youngsterlooked a little hit, and then stammered out an expressionof a belief that "the best pepople in N.Y. were now beginningto wake up." I had opened the flood-gates, and itwas now very easy for me to say - 'As to that I thinkthe best people of N.Y. have waked up long ago, butit is hard to believe that there is anything there so poorthat it will not be roused now." Our young friend changedthe subject, and began to talk again about Europeansociety, etc. etc. etc. and I took occasion to tell him thatan American who wished to obtain any social positionabroad must do so by a manly and independent maintenanceof those principles which distinguished us as a nation -that every country-man or woman of ours who thought togain credit in Europe by phrases like these (whichI had often heard) - "our republicanism after all, isonly theoretical - there is as distinct a division of classeswith us as in Europe - the best families do not - etc etc"
every one who talks in this way is, and deserves to be, setdown as a snob. Such persons may be treated civilly totheir faces, but they are invariably the subjects of rid--icule and contempt - I was almost startled athaving gone so far, when Mr Marsh reassured meby saying - "No American has ever held a higher socialposition in Europe than Charles Sumner, and heobtained it by a noble and fearless defence of the largesthuman liberty - by always showing himself a thoroughAmerican, gentlemanly in his bearing to all, and subservientto none." When our visitor took his leave husbandlaughed very heartily at what I had said, and added, - "our letters went to their address -" But I am afraidbraying will be lost on a young man who was asked tobe photographed forty five times in Naples in the courseof a few days, and who received one hundred andninety-six visiting cards in the same incredibly short time.Tuesday June 7thThe intrepid Mr Day sent in a cardto Mr Marsh quite early this morning to inform himthat at half past twelve he should call to takehim to pay a visit to his friend Capt. Tsola. !Mr Marsh happened, by fortune to be out, orthe young man might have received an unexpectedanswer. Somehow or other he met his friend Capt.Tsola, who, having more sense of propriety than him--self, proposed to come and make a visit to MrMarsh instead of staying at home to receive him.The latter had not yet returned from the Ministers
when the Capt. and his quondam guest presentedthemselves. I received the Capt. graciously of course,and Mr Day as stiffly as I well could and be civil.The conversation being in French in which our youngfriend couldn't show to the best advantage, hewas kept reasonably under. I did not fail tospeak to the Captain of the life and death strugglegoing on in our country, and of the sacrifices thatwere making on the part of her sons to save her.They took their leave without making a long visit,and the intrepid American looked somehow or othervery quiet. I had no other visitors except the always-welcome Gigliuccis. The races, to which Carrie wasto have gone with Countess Collegno were spoiledby a heavy shower, which also filled the gaz-tubes,and extinguished the grand illumination which wasto have been. A great disappointment among thethousands who have come in from the country.Wednesday June 8thThis evening Mr Day favoured us again,and this time he really showed considerable tact. His lasttwo visits had taught him something of his ground, andhe avoided collision very dexterously. He told us he wasto receive the order of S. S. Maurizio e Lazzaro as a rewardof merit, and asked if there was any impropriety in doingso. I should have mentioned that Mr Clark of Milanbreakfasted with us, and made a favourable impressionas to the good judgment with which he would be likelyto conduct operations there.
Pauline Benedetti, for several days after awakeningfrom her strange & fearful sleep, gave great hope offinal recovery, then rapidly lost again the strength shehad regained and her second death was reality.
Thursday 9thSome Georgia boys, who have been atschool in Geneva called here this morning to getpassports renewed etc. Poor fellows! They made nogrimace at the oath of allegiance, but I'm afraidit went hard. I could not help being sorry for them,for, whether Union or rebels it must be melancholy tothem to think of their state now. Thanks to theseshowery afternoons we have had little company for acouple of days, and it almost seems like the quiet ofthe dear old Castle. Marguerite came to see Carrie,but I had no visits. Young Day came in to say goodbye.Friday 10th June.An important business-letter from MrEdmunds in answer to one I wrote him little morethan a month ago. The home-news is of so anxious acharacter that we scarcely breathe between despatches.Carrie paid some visits today to the Castagnettas etc, andpicked up a good deal of neighbourhood news, among otherthings the fact that Miss Benedetti had been very illand at one time fell into so deep and terrible a lethargythat her death was announced even by letter to distantfriends. She revived however, and at last accountswas better. With some friends in the evening theconversation turned on the English, and English politics.Husband said "Les Français aiment à être gouvernéspar leurs supérieures, mais les Anglais aiment àêtre méprisés par le leurs."
Saturday June 11Mr Bing of Smyrna paidus a long morning visit, and the Baroness Gautierand Countess Collegno filled up the rest of the timetill dinner. I am always the better morally andintellectually for a long talk with either of thesetwo ladies, and I bade the latter goodbye for amonth with real pain. She goes to the sea forbathing. Mr Bing dined with us and told usmuch about the East and Eastern acquaintances.The rascalities of Offley and Dainese formed apart of his theme. Mr Bing is a man of unusualtalent and attainment, sees everything with a clearand judicious vision, but his capacity for talkingoutruns even his other remarkable qualities. He leftus only a little before eleven, after having been listenedto for five hours and a half; add the hour and ahalf in the morning and it foots up seven!The abbé Baruffi diverted Mr Marsh and Carriefrom their duties to our dinner-guest for half an hour,but I had no release. If there must be such talkershowever it is a blessing when they are gifted otherwiselike our friend Bing.Sunday June 12th [Image]In spite of the shower in the earlypart of the afternoon, the illumination proved agrand success tonight. The Via di Pò wasone gorgeous arch of light, and the great Stellad'Italia shone out magnificently on the
Piazza Vittorio Emanuele. Of the tens of thousandsin the streets every one seemed cheerful but quiet. Therewas no drunkeness, no noise, no rowdyism of anykind. Indeed there are such contradictions inthe character of this people, that I sometimes feelmyself even more ignorant of them than beforeI came among them. Here is the wholepopulation of a city afloat at night with a verysmall police, and scarcely noticeable anywhere- still all is order, and no one complains of insultor robbery. And yet in this same city a young ladyis not safe to walk ten rods by herself in broadday-light. One of my best friends in Turin told metwo days ago that for a little time she had thehabit on returning from a walk with her nieceto leave the young lady at the foot of her own staircaseto go up to the second piano by herself, when she, theaunt, wished to pay more visits, or to extend her walk.This fact was noticed by some scoundrel, who watchedhis opportunity, secreted himself behind one of the landings,and when the young lady was going up alone, sprangout upon her, caught her in his arms, and sheescaped from him only by succeeding with a suddeneffort, in reaching a bell which she knew where to find,and which summoned the servants. The vilainhowever was off as a matter of course before anyone had the presence of mind enough to seize him.One difficulty seems to be that an infamousact like this is not regarded as a crime, and a
The Duchess has been roused to indignation byfinding that a letter written by her last Springto a friend in Vienna and sealed with her ownducal seal, was detained at the Post Office here frompolitical suspicion. This is worthy Austria itself,and I am utterly ashamed.
young man who should be detected in it wouldnot be disgraced.Monday June 13thMr Bing favoured us with acouple of hours more this morning - merits anddemerits as before. Miss Arbesser came after dinnerwith a charming budget of gossip as usual. The sumand substance of a part of it was that the young Castiglionebride from America had not the brightest prospectsbefore her. She wishes us to try to give a certainHerr Ritter, a protégé of hers, a lift in the way ofhelping him get out an opera at which he has beenlabouring in vain for six years past - Italia risortais the title of his work which she thinks rather en--thusiastic than patriotic on his part. TheMarchesa Arconati is looking into the musica little to see whether to take hold of it. Themore I know of this remarkable woman,(the Arconati) the more I am filledwith admiration. Brilliant she is notin the least, but there is such an extraor--dinary breadth and depth about her, &a more than Roman firmness of purposewith an individuality the most independentthat I have ever met in my life. I lovethe Collegno best, but I look with reverentawe on the Arconati. The Gajanis broughtin Cerotti, generalissimo of Engineers, whoseacquaintance Mr Marsh was very glad to make.
"Je voudrais savoir si toute l'histoire desLances of Lynwood est véritable. Jevoudrais savoir si le bon et généreuxGaston d'Aubrîcourt le Squire a vraimentexisté. Et qui était le petit Lord Edwardcar dans l'histoire on dit que le BlackPrince n'a eu qu'un fils le roi Richard II"(Copy of queries put by the Princess Margueriteof Savoy to Miss Sewell)
The Seraphic Castillia also joined our little circle.Tuesday June 14thA spring-like day of wind and shower.No visitors except the Russian chargé, CountOsten Sachen and his wife, born Princess Galitzin- thorough people of the world, no sharp corners of course.On the whole I think they will be quite an accessionto the Diplomatic Circle, though the Countess herselfis in very delicate health.Wednesday June 15thOur days are almost entirelyswallowed up by reading letters and papers fromhome and in breathless watching for telegrams etc.but it is idle to try and record occupations or emotionslike these. Thursday June 16thWe had nothingbut neighbourhood visits today, and in fact every thinglooks like a thorough breaking-up of city life. MissArbesser made a long evening with us - They areto leave early in the week. She gives us so muchinformation about court-life that it really begins toseem very natural. The little princess sent mesome queries with a request that they should betransmitted to Miss Sewell of whose books sheis a passionate admirer. The questions are naiveand charming in the highest degree. Prince Amedeograces the ball at the Valentino this evening,and I was rather pleased to learn with whatrapidity his royal highness made his toilette
for the occasion. He was sitting in a cherry-tree,in the garden of the palace, which he had climbedto get some cherries for his cousins of Genoa,when his valet informed him that it wantedbut ten minutes of the time when his carriagehad been ordered for the ball. The Princejumped down from the tree, sprung to his chamberand in the ten minutes afterwards descended thegreat staircase and entered his carriage en grandetoilette.Friday June 17thMr Castillia brought MissJane Sedgwick to us this morning on her wayover Mont Cenis America-ward. She was verytired and we tried to stay her with flagons andcomfort me [her?] with apples. Poor thing! If she bearsthe journey from Genoa so badly I don't see howshe is ever to get to Paris - After dinner we droveout with her to show her the few lions we have,and were fortunate enough to meet the Duchessand her daughter, Prince Amadeo driving hisown establishment, and all the little remnantof haute société still left in town. Themountains didn't look their best but wererespectable, and altogether I think Turinmade a favourable impression on our newacquaintance. I was bid to be preparedto find her very odd, but we all decidedthat she was less so than the one from whom
we received the hint. Mr Castillia devotedhimself entirely to her, Mr Valerio came in tosay a goodbye, Alexander managed to get herticket changed so that she can stop morefrequently than is usual if she likes, we madeher up a little package of eatables with a tinyflask of wine, and I hope she may get overthe mountain without being ill, though Ifeel very anxious about it. During the courseof the afternoon Madame Solvyns and hermother were an hour with us. They givevery bad accounts of Madame Rothan's healthwhich quite distressed me. Such women as sheare greatly wanted now.Saturday 18thThe Marchesa Arconati cameto bid me goodbye before going to the sea shore. Shehad been out to their podere near the Zicino, &returned much depressed at the prospect of thesilk. The Marchese had taken much pains toget the semenza, as they call it, from Walacchia,sending thither a most trustworthy person towatch the progress of the worms from their firstappearance on the butterfly-state selecting onlythe eggs of such as had appeared perfectly vigorousfrom beginning to end. This semenza he haddivided up among friends in Lombardy,Piedmont and Tuscany. In about half the casesthe worms have done well - the remainder have
failed entirely. This would seem to fix the diseaseon the trees or in local atmospheric influences; anotherfact however looks quite in a contrary direction.All the semenza brought from Japan where--ever distributed has succeeded perfectly. TheMarchesa tells me that Lombardy will beruined if this continues much longer. All thoseportions of it not capable of irrigation, and knownas the terre asciutte are now grown over withmulberries and thus far it has been found im--possible to turn them to any other account.Indian corn, she says, yields in those districtsonly six-fold which of course does not pay forcultivation. She says that already great distressprevails even among proprietors on account of thefailure of the silk crop, and that the prospectsof the poor are still worse. The Baroness Todrosbrought us very sad news - the death of poorPauline Benedetti. Her parents are said to beutterly overwhelmed, and I can believe it well,for there were never more fond and devotedparentsSunday June 19thAfter we returned from churchthe Countess Gigliucci made me a long visit -as usual full of lively anecdote and overflowingwith practical wisdom and quaint humourShe told me a droll story of one Tommy Wills'sbook on Italy. The weather is getting really
summer-like at last, and one can luxuriatein cold water and thin dresses.Monday June 20thNothing of special interest to recordfor today. Col. Mayhew paid us a long visit butotherwise we had no interruptions from ourusual occupations. I smuggled Carrie into a closecarriage to leave cards in my name for theOsten Sachens. Brother Charles writes from Bolognathat he goes on to Venice. The Gajanis spent theevening with us, and are cheerful about homeaffairs in spite of telegrams which they disbelieve.Mrs Gajani brought me from Miss Hainesa photograph of Mrs Kirkland taken the daybefore her death, and, strange to say, assertedto be the only one ever taken of her -Tuesday June 21stC. went to Miss Arbesser thisevening where she had a very pleasant time, sawthe dear little princess and her dog again, andreceived from the little royal highness the offerof some of her books to read, which was acceptedof course - Miss A__. came back with Carrie athalf past nine and staid with us till eleven.It is quite touching to listen to her talk abouther royal pupil. No mother could be fonder. AsI listened to the child's praises I could nothelp thinking of the sad fate that had befallenso many innocent young creatures in her position.
We had been reading only today the letter, recentlypublished for the first time, of the poor dyingQueen Caroline Matilda of Denmark to herbrother in England. Alas, who can feel anythingbut pity for a royal child of the weaker sex - es--pecially if, like our sweet princess, her religionnecessarily excludes her from a marriage witha Protestant prince. It would be some comfortif she could become the wife of a son of PrinceAlbert - but I suppose she must fall into thehands of some German brute or Spanish zealot.Miss A__. told some curious stories about thepractice of Dr Weber in two or three of the conventsin and near Turin. The doctor declares thatthey are in extreme poverty and misery as ageneral rule, and he has himself, with the consentof the King raised money enough by a subscriptionto furnish one of them with some fireplaces orstoves. He declares that during the whole of the last terrible winter the poor nuns of theSacramenti had never once a fire by whichto warm themselves even for an hour, that inconsequence of this and their self-imposed penancestheir health had suffered frightfully. They seem tobe very grateful to this protestant doctor, andthree weekly services are held for the expresspurpose of bringing about his conversion. Awell-known countess here has written him aletter to express her admiration of the services
he has rendered to these poor daughters of the truechurch, and by way of testifying her interest inhis own conversion she proposes to give himher niece for a wife as the surest way of bringingabout an event so desirable. She is willing torisk, it appears, the safety of the soul of her niecefor the chance of saving that of the amiable heretic.A capucino too is also labouring for the same goodend, and when Miss A__. asked the Dr how theconversion was progressing, he answered: " admirablyadmirably - I shall have the good father over inabout fourteen days."Wednesday June 22ndThe Count and Countess Castiglione,the happy couple just from America came, bringingletters from Mrs M. O. Paine. I was really glad tofind that the new Castiglione is a niece of my oldfriend. May the match turn out happier than mostsuch do. The lady is rather pretty - decidedly New Yorkin her manners, and her husband has contractedduring his eighteen months stay in America anunmistakable New World air. Gossip says thathis father who was half mad and half wicked mal--treated his Genevan wife to such an extent thatthe King interfered - (Carlo Alberto, of course) - tookher away from him and put the daughter, thepresent Countess della Rocca into a convent thatshe might be in better keeping than either of herparents were likely to afford her. The old lady
is still living - a Protestant by education, Catholicfrom a matrimonial conversion. The Gigliucciscame after dinner to take Carrie to walk andthe Monnets spent the evening with us. MadameMonnet and I had a long discussion on thesubject of Cocquerel fils. It is next to impossiblefor an American to look at things from aEuropean point of view. Madame Monnet iskindled with indignation because the majorityof French Protestants have declared that thedoctrines held by Cocquerel were, in their opinion,untrue and perilous, and she thinks him the mostpersecuted of men. But, I said, what would youhave these clergymen do? - aid Mr Cocquerel inhis promulgation of doctrines regarded by themin this light? Certainly that could not be askedof them. Why doesn't Mr Cocquerel if they refuseto fellowship him, apply to the government forpermission to preach on his own account. Surelyhis followers are numerous enough to support himhandsomely, and he no doubt would soon have amore flourishing congregation than ever before."But this would be driving him into scism - hedoesn't want to be a scismatic." I looked atMadame to see if she was in earnest. There wasno doubt of it. Mr Cocquerel then I said, wishesto force the majority of French Protestant to retainhim in their communion while he continues topreach doctrines held by them to be most
heretical, because he is not willing to leave themand assume the odium of being a scismatic!For my part I thought this was decidedly a case inwhich he wanted to be the persecutor. If a manknew that he held opinions so contrary to thegreat body of Christians with whom he was connectedhe certainly had no right to insist on staying amongthem if they didn't want him. Madame Monnetthen admitted that there were certain loaves andfishes in the question. 'Mr Cocquerel, as well ashis father, has done much to build up Protestantismin France, to aid in the erection of churches, hospitals,schools, and was it fair to deprive him of all interestin these?' I asked if the friends of Mr C__. expectedthe French Protestants to enter into a calculation ofthe value of the services rendered by this dis--tinguished family and to make pecuniary resti--tution accordingly? She admitted it might be dif--ficult, but still thought common justice requiredthat they should not have laboured in vain.Here we dropped the discussion.Thursday June 28thTecco, Barone e Senatore, came tothank Mr Marsh for his new book. As usual he wasvery strong in his expresssions of disapprobation of the courseof the Italian government towards the French - declaresthat Italy is now a mere province of France, and anoppressed province at that. The newspapers are interestingnow from their lively discussions about the naval
fight between the Kearsarge and the Alabama, and theirspeculations about the conference at London now so likelyto prove a failure. The English journals bluster mightilyagain, but nobody who knows the England of today, sup--poses she is any more likely to fight on that account.Friday June 24thThe Gajanis brought General andMadame Cerotti to pass the evening with us - nicepeople both. The General being particularly intelligentin his conversation, and agreeable in his manners.Saturday June 25thWe had no visitors today - the weatheris rather warm now for much running about. Wetalked a little about an excursion to the mountainsthe latter part of next week, but I think we shallhardly make it out. Mr Marsh read me Thoreau'sdescription of the autumnal tints of New England trees -very fanciful, and exquisitely poetic in the main, thoughnow and then he rather pushes matters to extremities.Sunday June 26th.'Grant has passed the James River'says the telegram this morning, and we know nomore, whether with or without fighting. At any rateI should think Richmond must feel a little gênéjust now. Mr R. J. Walker called about fiveo'clock, says they shall be in Turin only through tomorrow.He talks hopefully of our national prospects. I wishhe had never done anything to mar them. Afterhe left us. Before Mr Walker came the Conellis
had been in to say goodbye before going to theirvilla on Maggiore - After tea Mr Marsh andCarrie went over to the Hotel to ask theWalkers to come and dine with us tomorrow,but they felt themselves too tired. In the meantimeMiss Arbesser was with me till after nine o'clock.She told me a little state secret, and let slip anotheraccidentally at the same moment. Our Prince Umbertois to marrytheyoung princess Leopoldine of Brazil,and certain parties desire a marriage between theprincess Marguerite and Prince Amadeo - thelatter arrangement being one likely to suit the youngpeople themselves, which is saying much in its favour.The Duchess leaves for d'Agilé and prince Thomas'Castle tomorrow with her household.Monday June 27.Mr Marsh spent the morning lionizingwith the Walkers, after which they all returnedhere. I found eighteen years had told heavily onMrs Walker, and I suppose her observations upon meafter our long separation were very similar. Still sheis the same sincere, consciencious, and high-mindedwoman that I used to admire in Washington.Mr Walker, who used to look much older thanhis wife, has allowed her to overtake him. He is,as he always was, quiet in manner, but travelsjust as he used to live, as if he had the inexhaustiblepurse children wot of; This I suppose he does nowon a more substantial capital than formerly
though I fancy it is difficult to know much aboutthe real state of the finances of this distinguishedfinancier. While the Walkers were with us, aMr Brooks of Boston was brought in by Mr Artoni.This gentleman I judge to be rather of the copperheadspecies, though he talked patriotism moderately.He unluckily however made a profession of faithin General McClellan, from which Mr Marshdeclared himself a dissenter in very unmistakableterms. Mr Brooks did me the honour to inquiremy nationality, and expressed much surprisewhen I told him that I was from Massachusettslike himself. I don't know whether he intended this asa mode of flattery, or whether he really supposed MrMarsh had picked up some wandering gypsy thisside. Just after our visitors left Mrs Tottenhamcame and took Carrie to Villa Fracchia for theevening.Tuesday 28Mr Marsh went to the Hotel thismorning to enquire for Mr Brooks, found he hadgone with a large party of Americans, arrived lastevening, but that Mr Walker had been taken illand his party consequently detained. He alsofound Mr Thomas Potter, the President of theUnion and Emancipation Society, and brother ofour own acquaintance Sir John Potter, at thehotel with his family. A little later Mr and MrsPotter came to pay us a visit. Mr Potter is a
frank manly Englishman, a warm friend of ourcountry, and a thorough democrat in the best senseof the word. His avowed political object, so far ashis own country is concerned is, first of all, theabolishment of the primo-geniture laws, and theconsequent humbling of the aristocracy which hedeclares has thrown itself obstinately across the trackthat leads to everything like real progress. MrsPotter, I should rather have taken for an Americanthan an Englishwoman. She has Richard Cobden'ssecond daughter, Nellie, with her.Wednesday 29thI received Madame Gigliucciin bed, - also Portia who has just returned fromEngland. They leave for St Didier tomorrow.Mr Marsh did not feel well after returning froma visit to Mr Walker, who is but little better, soCarrie was obliged to go to the Gigliuccis to spend the evening without he[r] uncle. While at thehotel Mr Marsh had another long talk with MrPotter. The latter had been much amazed tolearn from Massari, a prominent member ofParliament here, that there was a party, Massarihimself being one of its leaders, which proposed tointroduce into Italy precisely the English aristocraticorganization - inferring that since England wasso prosperous materially it must be owing toher aristocracy!! Poor Mr Potter is of courseconfounded and is labouring with no small zeal
to disabuse these short-sighted statesmenThursday June 30thBeing obliged to keep my bedmyself, we are unable to do anything for thePotters. As to the Walkers of course there isnothing to be done but to wait for his recovery.Mr Marsh found him today very little, if at all,better. Friday July 1stI had supposed all visitingwould be over before this time but the cards came into-day like winter-snows - and I not up. Mr Walkerbetter. Checcattelli, the Roman, came to see us with theGajanis this evening. Mr Walker better.Sat. July 2ndDined at the family-table to-dayand hope to be well enough for an excursion on Monday.The new minister from Baden made his first visit& promises well socially - but oh the narrowness& selfishness of the ruling classes every where!Sunday 3rd July.This morning C. did not comeout to breakfast & Giacchino found her suffering froma billious attack that may put a stop to our schemefor to-morrow. The CountessCastellanibrought herInez to say good bye before going into the country.C. could not see her of course.Monday July 4th,The doctor came to see Carrie last evening,left some remedies which did not answer the purpose and
she was very ill all night. A cup of black tea put her tosleep (strange to say) at four this morning, and the doctorsays she will be able to leave tomorrow.July 5th Tuesday.We conclude to go today in order not to disap--point brother Charles, though Carrie is rather weak and knockedup. _ _ _ __ _ _ _ _(see note-book from July 5th to July 25th)July 26th Tuesday.We got home at half past nine last evening, foundall right and sent Gaetano immediately to the palace to findMiss Arbesser if he could. After making an uproar about theroyalpremises worthy of Majesty itself, our bould footman ascertainedthat the young lady had gone to bed! I was glad enough todo the same myself, and only the fear that Miss Arbesserwould be much disappointed had made us send to her.July 27Before we had finished breakfast Mr Wheelerwas ushered in, and from this time till half past ten P.M.there was a continuous stream of visits, social and business. FirstMr Artoni and Mr Wheeler were to be furnished forth for anexcursion to the Lys glacier, then a stray U. S. Consul, who findshimself in Turin with a wife and moneyless, has to be sup--plied with funds - our neighbors drop in to welcome us - athree weeks accumulation of letters and papers are crying outat us, and just as we think we can sit down to them fora moment after dinner Miss Arbessr is announced, - she
having decided to risk another day's stay at Turin. Thencome Count Gigliucci and daughters, and at half past tenwe go to bed more tired than with a day of glacier-travel.July 27A quieter day, but we still have abundant proofsthat all the world isn't in the country. Good Mrs Totten--ham could not help a very amusing exhibition of her Irishhumour while giving us some account of her guest, MrsStanley whom she had invited to her house for two days,but who had announced to the servants her intention ofstaying six weeks. Mrs T__. has given upto her guestthe large dressing--room adjoining her own chamber, and the contest betweenits occupant and her hostess for the possession of certain drawersis very comically described by the latter. By degrees Mrs S__.has most gracefully turned out of the room every articlebelonging to Mrs Tottenham. She takes at one time aportfolio of drawings, at another time a work-box, at anothera writing desk, gives it into little Madeline's hands, andsays with the most charming politeness: "Here dear, takethis to your Mamma, perhaps she may want it" - andso by degrees the visitor has developed, until the only spaceleft for further expansion, is two drawers where Mrs Tottenhamstill holds out, because, as she says, the longer she retains thesethe longer she shall be able to hold her ground againstassault in other parts of the house - these being sure to beattacked as soon as everything is surrendered in this firstroom. Carrie passed the evening with the GigliuccisThursday 28.The Gigliucci in their turn came to us this evening,
and we said a regretful goodbye till November.Friday 29Our pile of work melts away by degrees andwe are beginning to subside into the old calm - or rathershould be if preparations were not making for anotherexcursion - but this time I intend to be left behind.Saturday July 30thMr Clay dined with us today, and toldus something of the pleasures and the pains of his two monthsabsence. He gave a more particular account than I havebefore seen of the disgraceful system of espionage practicedupon Garibaldi during his late visit to Ischia - far worthierthe government of Bomba than that of the Re Galantuomo.The Gajani were with us to tea.Sunday July 31stMr Wheeler and Mr Artoni came into report their return, and to tell us how much they hadbeen delighted. Mr Artoni was more enthusiastic than Ihave ever seen him before. With this and other interruptions,letters to be written &c. &c. our Sunday was no Sunday. Theheat is very oppressive, though the thermometer does not getabove 87 Fahr. A letter from Miss Arbesser tells me thatH.R.H. expects that I will ask to be allowed to pay her avisit when I come to Baveno again, and intimates thatmy shirking of last winter has not been unnoticed. Well,this involves a new dress and accompaniments, andthe trouble of taking luggage and servant to Baveno. If Iwere well and could go to see her with the rest of theDiplomatic ladies on all ceremonial occasions etc. the
Duchess would consider me a bore. As it is, her curiosityis piqued, she would like to know whether I am ill orindifferent, and so she really wishes me to come to her.Monday July 1st August 1stHow very odd! Justas I am vexing myself how to get without too much troublea dress in which to pay my homage to the Duchess, anote comes in from the Baronne de Gautier to say thatune robe très élégante has just been offered to her whichshe should certainly take but for her continual ill-health;that it is very reasonable etc. I was too busy at themoment to attend to it as husband and Charles arepreparing their bags for Monte Viso, but shall send for thedress later. At twelve they left us, and Carrie and Isettled down afterward as quietly as we could -Tuesday Aug. 2nd.The dress has come - is really beautiful,and will save me an immense deal of trouble. Abrisksharp correspondence however has been going on betweenTurin and Pino ever since yesterday morning to cometo an understanding, and we are all right now Ibelieve. Carrie and I read, write, draw, etc and the hoursroll away quite fast enough. The news from Americahas cheered us not a little. Atlanta taken and Grant'sprospects good. Even the Saturday Review is decentthis week notwithstanding the rebel raid. We hada good Italian lesson in a long talk with Mr Artoniafter tea, and later, my paragon, the Baroness, cameto talk over the dress, and the visit she so kindly
urges us to make her at Pino. It is so sad to see thismarvellously gifted woman broken down by sorrow andpain. Wednesday Aug. 3rdA little shopping and a visit fromthe Monnets in the evening were our only interruptions today.We read from Dante, Haunted Hearts, etc, wrote some letters,and lounged through the hottest parts of the day. A basearticle in the Opinione, on American affairs vexed my soulfor a few minutes. It is mortifying to a lover of Italy,to see how her press has become the tool of France.Thursday August 4thLetter from Miss Arbesserto say that H.R.H. proposes to her a ten days rest after the18th, and expressing a wish to join us in a mountainexcursion. - Should be glad to gratify her but am afraid wecan't manage it. Good news continues to come infrom America. The Daily News is jubilant - our enemiesdisappointed and spiteful.Sept. 6thMore than a month since my lastdate here - and a month so hurried, and in manyrespects so trying. On the 8th of Aug. we left for an excursionwith brother Charles up the Val d'Aosta as far as Courmayer,did all manner of impossible things there, met the Matteucciscame down to Aosta on the 16th - met the Pasolinis there,the Matteuccis again, said good-bye to brother Charles on the morningof the 17th (he going over the Great St Bernard on his homeward way)
waited a whole day at Aosta for a carriage, came down to Turin on the18th, made preparationson the 19thfor another excursion, received Mrs Valerio on the20th. On the 21st I was scarcely able to leave my bed, on the 22nd C.& I were both ill from a billious attack having passed a sleepless night.But we were pledged to Mrs Valerio & Miss Arbesser to get off to-day.I managed to get up before noon & set about my part of thepacking. The Countess Castellani came before I had half finished,the Pasolini two minutes after she left, & I found myselfwithin 2 hours of the time of starting faint, flurried & behind hand, &C. not yet risen from her bed. She, however thought shecould go, if G. could pack up every thing for her, andthe poor child came out at thelastmoment, pale & tremulousbut resolute. In short we got off in spite of difficultiesarrived at Arona at midnight, left the next morning at 5took up Miss Arbesser at Stresa, breakfasted at Bavenowhere the Collegno met us, also the Countess Bernezzadrove on to Domodossola partly through rain, took adéjeune à la fourchette there & went on to Isella tosleep. We had a splendid drive from Domo to Isellaevery thing new to the two ladies though so familiar toto [sic] us. Early in the morning we drove up nearlyto the summit of the Simplon pass - wind bitterly coldbut views as fine as conceivable, returned to Isellato breakfast - to Domo - to dinner & sleep. Thursday noonthe 25th we set off early for Premia & after breakfastingthere Mr M. took Mrs V. & Miss A. on a mule tripup the V. Formazza, C. & I remaining behind to rest forthe morning. The ladies did not promise brilliantly,still it was thought they might be got up the Alp Devero
and accordingly the next day we made as early a start as wecould. It proved a most enchanting excursion as far as the scenerygoes, but our traveling companions found it very formidable.Between fatigue & fear they nearly gave out, & I must confessthe giddy heights were enough to make the inexperienced quail.We rested a couple of hours in a poor châlet on the summit,(the rich Alberto Emanuele having refused us entrance into hispalazzo and biddingbiddenusgoto a very undesirable place instead) and thenbegan the steep descent in a light rain which fortunately wassoon over. It snowed whilewewere on the top of the Alp.Our guides gave us some account of this same Alberto Emanuele"uomo senza Dio, lunatico etc." One wife he had murdered,accidentally he made his judges believe, a second had been founddead in her bed, and yet he had been able to induce a thirdwoman to trust herself to his BlueBeard ship. We had a lightdrizzling rain for the first half hour of the descent and the mistsinterfered a good deal with the view into the valley, still it waswonderful. The ladies were too timid to ride and not strong enough towalk and we made but slow progress. After we reached the level of thestream Carrie bounded on before to order the dinner - indeed she hadnearly doubled the distance all the way by running after flowers,chasing the poor little dog that attended us, to deck him withgarlands which he didn't at all appreciate etc. It was almostdark when we reached the door of our inn at Premia, the ma--jority sadly tired, but all delighted with what we had seen.An hour or something less perhaps after striking into the Val Deverowe came upon a most beautiful waterfall, extremely like whatwe have christened the Lace waterfall near Isella. It is higherand the quantity of water greater than this latter, and at its
head we were told stood the village of Agora, quiteinvisible from below, and accessible only to goats ormountaineers on foot. The lower half of that waterfallseemed composed of countless little gothic cathedrals,inverted, and dropping not very rapidly, but in uninter--rupted succession into the basin below. We talked overthis and all the wonderful things we had seen, the good--natured hospitality of the poor châlet where we had rested,the brutality of the Dives etc. and went to bed as early as wecould, in anticipation of a five o'clock start next morning.And we were literally in the carriage and off precisely at five,breakfasted and changed clothes in dire precipitation atDomo d'Ossola, and drove furiously down to Baveno ex--pecting to miss the steamer which we did not. TheCollegnos went up with us to Luino, there we took a carriageand were in Lugano at dinner-time. Sunday, having foundthat Monte Generoso could be done in one day, we telegraphedto the Countess that we would wait till Wednesday, in whichcase she had promised to join us. This done we went to seeLuini's great picture having first found that we could notget into to the overflowing English-chapel. The remainder ofthe day we rested, seeing no one but the Clarks. The twoladies came very near a collision today, but fortunately nomischief was done. It certainly required very skillful en--gineering during the whole trip. Monday morning wetook a long drive around the Monte Salvatore - Tuesdaymorning Mr Marsh and Carrie did the mountain proper insome incredibly short space of time, and came back neithertired nor sorry. At noon the Countess Collegno and Margherita
arrived accompanied by the Marquis Arconati, andAlessandro, dei Conti Trotti, to give him his title. Allwere in the best spirits, the old Marquis gay as a boy.I could not help thinking as I looked thim at himand watched the lively dancing of his eye, of his famousbon mot. He was among those patriots condemnedto death in 1821, but having escaped he was travellingwith his wife in a good deal of style in some part ofSwitzerland or France, when he happened to stop at ahotel which was already honoured by the presenceof Prince Metternich. The latter noticed the splendidcarriage of the Marquis when it drove up and enquiredto whom it belonged. The host told the Marquis Arconatithat the Prince had made the enquiry. "Dites-lui" said theMarquis, "que c'est le Marquis Arconati qui voyage avec saveuve!" Unfortunately he could only make us a short visit,but offered to take Miss Arbesser to Como. She could notgo, or did not wish to just then. Two hours later, the cardof the young Marquis Arconati was brought to her, with amessage that he had gone up the Salvatore. The servantbrought news of our return just before dinner - we sent forhim to join our party, and the much-talked-of Giannmartinoactually presented himself in his fancy knickerbockers, aperfect cloud of perfume attending him. In spite of the[illegible] carpet-knight air about him, there is un--mistakable genius in the young man, and a vast amountof knowledge. On the whole we liked him much.At two the next morning those of our party who wereto do the Generoso were called, and they were off at three
The Countess, Miss Arbesser and I being the drones,breakfasted at nine, At eleven Miss A__ left us forBalbianello, and the Countess and I had a tête-a-tête forthe rest of the day. At six all came back well, after pros--perous ascension, we dined merrily, and the next morningwere on our way to Baveno again. The Collegnos took offCarrie to their villa to dine. I should have said that thewill o' the wisp Marquis met us at Luino. Friday morningMr Marsh went back to Turin, leaving me to wait for theDuchess. Towards evening the Balls arrived, youngTrotti also from Balbianello. Saturday Miss Arbesserwrote to say the Duchess would not come as expectedand I decided to return to Turin the next day. In themeantime our friends at the Villa Collegno were un--ceasing in their kind attentions, they were with us every momentthey could spare, and accompanied us on the boat as far as Stresaon our homeward way. The weather was showery, and we ex--pected nothing from the mountains, but we were not morethan a half hour from Arona before a lady in the compart--ment with us called the attention of her companion to somehills on our left. They were glowing as if in a rosy sunset, thoughit was not five o'clock, and the rain-drops were still falling.We changed our direction a little soon after, and suddenlyon our right Monte Rosa loomed up as if sheeted over withmoonlight. Fresh snow had fallen very low on this majesticmountain, and it stood out as if entirely separate from the rest ofthe chain, and many miles nearer to us. The light whichrested on it was precisely that in which some fifteen years agowe first saw the Maratime [Maritime] Alps on our way from Marseilles to
Nice - a sight I can never forget, nor shall I that of MonteRosa on this Sunday afternoon. The clouds too were verymagnificent, and half an hour before sunset the skycleared perfectly in the West, while the whole Easternheaven was filled with blackness. The lightning flashed,the thunder pealed, and a gorgeous rainbow flamedout on our right. For the first time in Italy we no--ticed that our fellow-travellers were keenly observant ofthe phenomena that surrounded them. I was so sorrythat Mr Marsh should miss this opportunity of seeing hismountain-idols in such glory. Alex. met us at Novara,Mr Marsh at the Turin station, and home looked so cheerfuland quiet.Saturday Sept 17thMore than ten days have passed sinceour return home & I have not yet overtaken the work thathas fallen behind - not yet quite fallen in with the old regularways. How well Longfellow has described the crushingweight of the something left undone. These ten days havepassed very quietly - few interruptions from visitors, fewunexpected calls upon our time, and yet there is so muchof our proposed summer's work not yet overtaken. Homenewspapers unavoidedly take up a vast deal of time - homeletters scarcely less, and there are few hours left for reading,and alas, how little even of those few can I turn to anyaccount, but santa pazienza! This evening at tea-timeMr Artoni came in & gave us quite an electric start by tellingus that the recent rumors about a treaty with France, onearticle of which contain, a stipulation for the withdrawal of the
French troops from Rome at the end of two years, are confirmedand more than this that the seat of government is to be atonce removed to Florence. For nearly four years we havebeen listening to prophecies & promises on this subject till weare slow of faith - and even if all is confirmed we shall notbelieve that the French Emperor means any benefit to Italy. Stillperhaps we should be just enough to suspend our judgmenttill the terms of the treaty are made known.Sunday Sept 18thBetween the news last night & and the confirmation of thetaking of Atlanta & Fort Morgan this morning we are not likelyto subside into a calm for some time. It is wonderful howquiet this phlegmatic city remains, while all its interests areat stake in this way, but there is not even a street-gatheringor a street-cry.Monday Sept 19thThe papers begin to discuss the newtreaty - its rumored conditions etc. but as nothing will be knowncertainly till the parliament meets on the 4th of Oct. these discussions can only suppositions. A general suspicion, however,appears every where that the emperor intends this to be atotal & final renunciation of Rome on the part of the kingof Italy - a renunciation which the Italians say they willnever never consent too. Mr M. suspects or rather isconvinced of still more. He is satisfied that the emperor meansto cast off from the Italian kingdom every thing south ofTuscany forging out of it a crown for a Murat or a Bonaparte.Tuesday Sept. 20thThe Turinese are getting roused bydegrees. Exciting brochures are coming out. The journals
hardly dare to advocate the removal of the capital toFlorence. The Opinione says this morning that the Emperormade this removal a condition of the treaty by which hepromises to leave Rome. This is a view of the case thatwill not be palatable to the anti-French party andwill be rather damaging to the project. The syndicRora is obstreprous, so is Sclopis. The Monnets were withus this evening, and the little doctor is furious. "CetEmpereur," says he "a ses deux grosses bottes sur lnotre Italie, et il veut l'écraser, mais Mon Dieù,il y aura une centaine de poignards prêts à lavenger sur sa personne, et un beau matin il setrouvera assassiné. Il èst fou d'exciter tellementun peuple dejà exaspéré!" Everybody sees in thescheme an implied renunciation of Rome. There wasthe feeblest of demonstrations in the street tonight, - a little band crying abasso il Ministero, O Roma o morte,but this is a cool people, and will be roused but slowly.Wednesday Sept 21stThe Opinione this morning sets up avery curious defence of the Ministry in its policy of makingFlorence the capital, says that it was not intended eitherby them or the Emperor as a renunciation of Rome,but only done to serve as a pretext for the Emperor tomake the Catholic party believe it was so intended. Hereis diplomacy and statesmanship indeed! I could nothelp thinking, when Mr Marsh read me the article,a remark of our merry Saxe with regard to publishers,amd applying it to all politicians of all nations -
- "oh they'll all be damned." Today the municipalityholds a great meeting which is looked forward towith considerable interest. Not only the fortunes ofthe city are at stake, but all our personal friendsare in a great dilemma. I asked Mrs Tottenhamyesterday what they should do, and she said theyhad no idea what course they should take, or wherethey should go, if they left - Poor thing! She has undergonesuch a trial of faith and patience with Mrs Stanley thatshe can scarcely think of anything else, even though shehas so many weightier things to think of. Mrs Stanley'sspirit of contradiction reached the extraordinary pointof declaring to Mr Tottenham that, in spite of his mostpositive assurances to the contrary, his mother'sname was Tottenham. "My mother's namewasMaude -She was the sister of Lord __ whom you know verywell." "Yes, I know Lord __ very well, but his sisterwas not your mother. I have always known thatyour mother is was a Tottenham as well as your father"This was rather too much even for the equinimityof the Reverend gentleman. He flew to his peeragebook and showed the marriage of Miss Maude withhis father. "Now, Mrs Stanley, I hope you are convinced"."Mr Tottenham," said she after a moment's pause inwhich she had read and reread the paragraph, "I havealways heard that there were a great many very grossmistakes in this book. Indeed every one says it is verycarelessly done." This was so extravagant that it
composed the good parson at once, and hesaid: Oh, never mind, we won't talk any moreabout it then, and he went out leaving the fairRosamond to look upon her picture in the Book ofBeauty - the only consolation that this poor, forlorn,shattered woman seems to have left. Not evenan Italian superanuated beauty can be moreutterly without resources than this Englishwoman,from whom every trace of her youthful charmshas fled / About five o'clock the excitement of the populaceto know what was doing in the municipio became verygreat, stones began to fly, the police armed itself and triedto disperse the crowd with naked swords, word was sent tothe syndic who was presiding at the meeting, that the cit--izens and the government were likely to come in violentcollision, A deputation was sent out to the people to begthem to be quiet, and by degrees they dispersed. Theyassembled again in the evening however, and when ourservants came in about nine they reported that all theprincipal streets and squares were thronged, thatdemonstrations were being made against the officesof some of the government journals, and that eventhe Royal Arms had been torn down from the questuraand knocked to pieces to the cry of Abbasso il Re!This sounds serious but everything is so comparativelyquiet in our Via d'Angennes that it is hard to believethe disturbance will amount to anything.Thursday 22ndWe retired early last night but were
scarcely in bed before the sound of drums, increasedshouting and the rapid hurrying of feet even through ourquiet street, brought us to our windows. A few scatteringsoldiers of the Home Guard, here and there a gend'armeand a considerable number of citizens, mostly well-dressed and quiet looking, were passing down towardsthe Vittorio Emanuele. Besides these there were a fewsmall groups of rough-looking characters within sight, and among these, under our own windows one very ugly-looking fellow with an immense club, who was pointingat the door of one of the government offices opposite our house.He was evidently trying to induce his comrades to join himin an attempt to batter in the door, but two gens d'armewere standing there and before they could get courage tomake the attack, a little handful of soldiers came upand dispersed them. The noise and shouting from adistance however lasted till near midnight, but it wasso moderate compared with what I have often heardin our own cities without the least harm being done thatI went to sleep quietly, without even telling Mr Marsh thatI almost fancied I had heard firing, it seemed to meso improbable that anything so serious could take placewithout more commotion. This morning however welearn to our astonishment and grief that many personswere killed and wounded - that the gendarmeria firedon the populace, (some say at the order of Peruzzi,) thatthe Home Guards then attacked the gendarmeria, arrestedmany, and wounded others. A partial barricadewas thrown up in the Piazza San Carlo, an attempt wasmade to call out all the citizens to arms but about midnightquiet was restored. This morning the Piazze are filled
with soldiers, and no doubt the government issummoning others by telegraph as fast as possible.There is a strong suspicion that the King has beenurged by the French Emperor and by some of his min--ister to a colpo di Stato. The Diritto speaks of it aspossible and says: Per Dio! siamo qui? I hopebetter things of Victor Emmanuel, but why is he nothere in a time like this! They say he is at the Veneria,but the place of a King is in his capital at such a moment.It is impossible not to admit that even in Piedmont,the royal home of such a long line of ancestors, the Kinghas lost the respect of his subjects by the selfish indulgenceof his personal tastes and vices when he should have beendevoting all his energies to building up his new Kingdom.A brave and a loyal man they believe him still, butthe last adjective will certainly be dropped from his name ifhe follows the counsels of the false Frenchman muchfurther, and the galantuomo will be sunk forever.The doings of the municipio yesterday were interestingin some respects, Rorà said some very happy things, amongothers, that the first notice he had of the intended removalof the government to Florence was a proposal to indemnifyTurin by a pecuniary compensation, and that to this hehad replied - 'If the removal is for the good of Italy Turinthinks too nobly to ask for pay - if it is only a political intrigueshe thinks too nobly to sell herself'.A spirited resolution opposing the removal in caseit was to be considered as a renunciation of Rome wasunanimously adopted, (Menabrea having first left the council,verde come un morto, as the Gazzetta del Popolo says) with the exceptionof the vote of Prospero Balbo, who went against it becauseas he said, he was a catolico. And this is a son of Cesare Balbo!
	
