March 1st 1864 - Tuesday,We took a long drive this morning withMrs Gajani. The Piazza d'Armi was very gay - the societybeing gathered there either walking or driving. On returning Ifound I had had one visitor whom I always regret to miss -Marchesa Arconati. In the evening we were quite alone.Wednesday 2ndI felt so dull this morning that I shouldhave been so glad to be warranted against any visits - even thoseordinarily most agreeable. Just as I was going to dress howevera note was handed me to ask if I would receive, an hour later,the Countess Pasolini, brought by Mme Arconati. The ladiescame, and I found the countess a very charming person aseverybody had already told me I should. They talked a gooddeal of American celebrities, among them, of Miss Fuller (MmeOssoli, for whom Mme Arconati seemed to have entertaineda decided friendship. Mme Pasolini had seen her but once"toute ébourifée, et enfin, très extraordinaire." Ishould have mentioned a delightful visit from Mr Meilleyesterday - a most saintly man, whom one can love andadmire immensely in spite of his extreme Calvinism,which in him, at least, works only charity. He gave usa very tempting account of Bonnet's Life of OlimpiaOlympia Morata which he is to send us. Othervisitors during the dancing-lesson, but not of special interestThursday. March 3rdWent to Mr Meille's Lecture to--day at three. Found on returning a note from the
Countess Castellani, containing an autograph letter fromSilvio Pellico, for the New York Fair. While we wereat dinner Cerutti sent in some very valuable autographswith a promise of more tomorrow. We amused ourselvesin the evening with Kalawala which Carrie is readingaloud.Friday March 4thThe papers this morning contain somecurious developements which surprise nobody, but whichhave called out another contemptible exhibition ofEnglish swagger as to what they will do, when everybodyknows they will do nothing if they can help it. Anote from the Prussian premier to the English govtgovernment, dated as early as the 12th of Decemberdeclares that Germany will never leave Denmark inpeace until the latter renounces her present democratictendencies. Here then the secret is out, if secret therewas, and the motives of Germany are frankly acknowledged.The Italian journals see plainly enough that the Germansmean war upon what they call democracy in Italy aswell as in Denmark, and I trust Italy will not betaken unprepared. There is something astounding in theboldness with which the temporal and spiritual tyranniesare now giving battle everywhere to liberty and progress.Is it because they feel that it is now or never with them,that liberty and light are growing too powerful to beresisted if not resisted now, or is it that they reallyfeel themselves endued with new strength, and bettercapable than ever before of bringing a sure triumph of the
Friday. Being thoroughly tired of the endless sameness ofthe Piazza d'Armi with its carriages moving atsnail's pace, with the solemn servants, while the ladiesare walking we tried the Stupiniggi road, andthough very muddy it was tolerable and we reachedthe palace in about an hour. On returning we struckoff toward Moncalieri and came back on the otherside of the Pò, the road being in even better orderthan that of Stupiniggi. Carrie and I were gladdenedby the sight of two daisies, but the mountains werescarcely visible. The air however was fine, and weenjoyed our drive, though I found on enteringthe drawing-room that cards had been left in themeantime by some of our acquaintance most desirableto have seen.
Kingdom of Darkness. That our national calamities havehad much to do with this attempt to crush out dem--ocratic principles in Europe, all the liberalists believe.In the evening we heard Filippi lecture - that is we heardthe first part of every sentence - the last being uttered in aninaudible whisper.Saturday 5thA dark rainy day, which, however, didnot prevent the Marchesa Mari from bringing backParis en Amérique herself. She declared that it hadgreatly amused her, and, it was plain, it had givenher some new ideas. In the evening the Davissonparty took tea with us, also Mr Clay and Artoni.Miss Arbesser came in later. She can't shake offthe night-mare of spiritism, and assures us thatUsudom is no less a believer than Brassier himself,that de Bunsen is in the same category though heis ashamed to own it. Her friends from Viennawrite her that Liebig is a thorough convert to thismost ridiculous humbug. It would seem incredible,if we had not all heard as strange things. DrWeber has the good sense to see through it, Hehas been a constant witness of all the phenomenawhich have so addled the brain of Brassier, andyet he pronounces the whole thing a cheat or a delusion- sometimes both.Sunday 6th March.A bad headache kept me from churchand also from seeing the Kossuths who paid
their usual Sunday visit. They say they shall not get tentimes as much as Mr Marsh has given them individually forthe starving Hungarians, in all Turin, but they are de--termined to send their subscription paper to everyfamily of wealth and position. The heirs of the greatCavour estates have given fifty francs towards feedingfour millions of starving human beings. In theseCatholic Countries people not only have their religion donefor them by their priests, but they expect the Church some--how to look out for their charities as well, - and thechurch has to provide for itself first of course, andthe consequence is that the poor are left to die asthey may. Received a very kind note this eveningfrom Mrs Elliot, another from Madame Rothan,who, I am sorry to find, goes to Nervi now forsome weeks.Monday 7th March -Mrs Elliot spent an hour with methis afternoon, and I am sure we shall be very good friendsif we can manage to meet a little oftener. She is very unaffectedin her manners, has that pleasing freedom from self-consciousnessthat often strikes one in English-women. Luckily for me,Mme Arconati failed in making the arrangement shewished about the rehearsal at the Regio, so that I wasnot obliged to go. We hesitated about Matteucci's Lecture,but fortunately made up our minds to stay at home, asa little later the Abbé Baruffi came in, bringing withhim the modest Lieblein, and the famous historian -Cantù. We were much pleased to make the acquaintance
of this man. He made no secret of his codino propensities,spoke of the time when they so much needed moreliberty here than they had, and lamented that nowthey were pushing the thing too fast and too far.He was very lively in his conversation, full of point,and though free in the expression of his own opinions, carefulnot to come harshly in contact with his interlocutor. Wetalked of Maximilian's new Empire among other things,and he quite agrees with us as to its prospects. Among hisenquiries about Americans was one for Mrs Beckerstoff,(Beecher Stowe) whom he says he knew pretty well inFlorence. He spoke particularly of the theology in herMinister's Wooing. which she had given him, and whenI told him that her sister had taken the bull by the horns,as we say, and written directly on theological subjectswithout taking the trouble to weave her opinions into anovel he could not restrain a rather strong expression ofsurprise. It was not open disapprobation however, though Ishould not like to say that there was nothing of this sort inhis mind. I hope he speaks English, in which case I shallhave much pleasure in talking with him on some subjectswhere I know we should differ very widely, but I havenot confidence enough to venture on earnest discussionseither in French or Italian with so superior a man. Ican declare myself democratic acharné when he talksconservatism, but to defend my position even as well as I mightin English, I could not.
Tuesday March 8thMadame Giletta brought her sister-in-lawthe Countess della Chiesa, and daughter to pay us a visit,and they were only gone long enough for the drawing-roomto be thrown into confusion by men who came to take off thedouble windows, when fresh visitors were announced, - theCountess Collegno and niece. I always feel refreshed and en--couraged after an hour's talk with this noble woman. I wasglad to find she is in correspondence with Madame Gasparin. One of the brightest signs of promise in this day, is thatthe most superior minds, and the largest hearts are soeasily brought in contact with each other. In this way theylearn to understand better their differences of opinion, theirsympathies are enlarged, and a union of aim is effected.The Gajanis passed the evening with us.Wednesday 9thThis morning I received from Cantùhis photograph (which I had asked for the Fair) witha sentence at the bottom so à propos that I should be gladto substitute the sum for which the photograph will sellat the Fair, for the photograph itself. Mr Artoni comes inwith a report that Garibaldi is in the city, that arapprochement is about taking place between him andthe government. If this is true it will do more to deterAustria from attacking Italy than all the English diplomacycould do even were it in earnest. Artoni also tells us ofthe fray between the papal and the French soldiers inwhich the latter lost some forty men killed or disabled,while the bystanders pelted both the contending parties
with stones. Mr Fogg spent an hour or two withMr Marsh this morning, and threw some important lighton the course of the great Wead and Co. How little one couldhave suspected that the question of stocks was at the bottom ofthose famous back-down speeches in the congress of 1861. TheCountess Gigliucci told me a little more than I had previouslylearned of the sudden death of the poor young Contino Ghirardi.I knew before that the mother arrived too late. I did not tellher as I might have done, that the last scion of the House, aboy of about sixteen, spent the whole day in which his poormother was expected back from Genoa, in noisy riot, andbefore night was so intoxicated that he could not walk, andthe portress of the house came to our servants for counsel.Fortunately for the distressed mother he had recoveredsufficiently before she arrived to leave her in blessed ignoranceof his previous condition. Certainly the prospects of this familywith all its vast wealth, are sad enough.Miss Trotti passed the evening with Carrie, and Iwas more amused than I can say, in listening to herlively talk - so unlike anything one could have heardfrom an American girl of her age. I should certainlyhave supposed her three years younger than she reallyis, - but European girls are never encouraged to think - theyare never left alone long enough to be thrown even for afew minutes upon themselves. Cairolo came in tosay that the rifle sent to the N.Y. Fair was actuallyfrom Garibaldi himself.
Thursday March 10thMr del Castillo came with a letter ofintroduction from Mrs Wurts. By the time he had utteredthe first sentence I knew him for one not born on thisside the Atlantic - That indescribable something which char--acterizes the native of the new world, pervaded the wholeman. And yet he is of a Spanish family, and born inHavana. Fifteen years of his life, he tells us, have beenpassed in New Orleans, he married a creole of that city,and is still a large slave-holder. THe has also manyrelatives who are slave-holders in Louisiana, though mostof his family have their possessions in Cuba. This gentlemaninterested me much as a man - his freedom from muchof European conventionality, his frank and open bearing,had something decidedly piquant in their contrast withour present daily associations. But the best of allwas his whole-souled patriotism - "I am not a native-born American, and I am a slave-holder, and myattachments, even my closest family ties, are in theSouth, but I love my adopted country well enoughto be willing to throw all these considerations to thewinds for her sake. Let Slavery go by the board - Inever loved it, nor do I know any southern men that do,except that Charleston school which has brought this calamityupon us and the world." He also talked of the copperheadsof the north with great severity, and said that but forthem the whole thing would have been ended beforethis. Nothing pleased me more in his conversation thanthe accounts he gave of his discourses with Englishmen -
their taking it for granted that because he was a slave-holderhe must be a friend to secession - their surprise when hecame down upon them with an exposure of their feignedsympathy for the South, which he told them all Southernmen perfectly understood to be only hatred of our insti-tutions, jealousy of our prosperity, and an earnest desireto see the great republic go down. He says he has frequentlytold them that all the talk aboutanirreconciliable aversionbetween the people of the North and South was simplynonsense, that he was a creole himself, his wife a creole,and he could say positively that the greatest ambition of[illegible] creole parents was to marry their children to theYankees of the North. His patriotism carried him evenfurther than this - "If it were in my power" said he, "Iwould deprive every man in the United States of theright of voting who is not a native-born American. Thiswould ostracise me of course, but I had rather it should beso than see the ruinous effect that of foreign influenceon our institutions." We were really sorry to see solittle of this gentleman - a very novel specimen to us- but he was obliged to leave town this evening.The Countess Collegno came with Miss Trotti andtook off Carrie while Mr Marsh and I went to hearMr Meille. C. passed the evening with the Gilettas.Friday 11 MarchWe spent the whole morning again arrangingautographs for the Fair - Cerruti, the Marquis dellaRovere, and others, having sent us some more verynice things. When we drove out I left husband
at the cotton-exposition - which he found very exten--sive and interesting - while brother Charles and Itook a turn to get a glimpse of the mountains. Theevening we spent quietly at home.Saturday March 12thMy visitors today came in upon one anothervery mal à propos. The Countess Castellani drove away a friendI had just begun to have a nice talk with; Mrs Mayhewcame in just after the Countess Castellani, - was mistaken by thelatter for Mrs Elliot, apologized for not asking an introductionto her at the Pasolini's, and as I supposed all the time thatthe Countess knew to whom she was speaking she did not findout her mistake till she asked C__. as she was leaving the room.The Countess, too, had some mysterious communication to makewhich she did not want any person to hear except myself, &so tried to make gesticulation supply in part the place of words.Not being an adept in this language I was obliged to tell herfrankly that I did not think I had quite understood her. "Oh,vous croyez de ne pas me comprendre parceque l'histoireest si étrange" - and here we left it, for as it was a secretI did not care enough for it to make any further effort in thepresence of other guests. Altogether the day was not a verysatisfactory one, (with the exception of a pleasant drive wehad in the early part of the day) and was the morning wasfinished off by Carrie's having a visit from her Hebrew,as she calls her - a circumstance which never contributes toher placidity. In the evening she and Miss Trotti went to theRegio in charge of Mme Giletta. Miss Arbesser staid withme till after twelve, and then went home afraid the palace
doors might be shut against her. The announcement of thesudden death of the King of Bavaria Miss A__. had supposedmight give the Duchess a severe shock, and accordingly sheexpressed her hope when she next saw her Royal Highnessthat the intelligence had not shaken her too much. "Mich!gar nicht, gar nicht! Der Vetter macht mir nichts!"In the course of her evening chit-chat she told me an anecdote ofHorace Vernet which I do not remember to have heard before,and which is really too good to have the air of anything buta very happy invention. The late Emperor Nicholas havinginvited him to dinner, His Majesty said something to thiseffect - I suppose, with your sentiments, you would not bewilling to paint me a picture of some of the late battles inPoland. "Pourquoi pas, sire, j'ai peint notre Sauveursur la croix." Miss A__. also gave rather a funny accountof a late visit to her from Mme Peruzzi. The good lady, inthe warmth of her patriotic zeal inquired very earnestlyabout the education of Prince Tomaso and the PrincessMarguerite. "Est-ce-qu'on leur enseigne quelque chose?Est-ce-qu'ils comprennent quelque chose? Par exampleestceque la princesse comprend qu'il nous faut avoir laVenise?" - and this to an Austrian governess! MissA__'s love of the ridiculous made her enjoy this extremelyand as she really quite agrees with Mme Peruzzithat the Italians ought to have Venice she was not at allwounded. Still, it was very uncourtier-like for a lady ofMme Peruzzi's experience. Poor Miss A__. has gotherself into an awkward predicament with reference tothe Marchesa de B__. This lady wanted her to send to
Germany for her for a German maid. This Miss A__ declinedknowing, as she says, that Mme was capricious, and that theremight be difficulties. She told her however that a favoritemaid of the Duchess had recently left her because she wasno longer able to stand so much as the Duchess's servicerequired - that however she was ready to take another servicein case the lady should not need so much in the way ofdressing, and she should have more time for sitting-work.To this Mme de Boÿl readily agreed. The girl went,staid three days, and returned to Miss A__. declaring thatshe could not stay another hour, that Madame was avery __. that she had driven off one maid the weekbefore by dashing a glass with its contents at her head,because she had not raised the two sides of the window--curtain evenly. Her parting words to the one recommendedby Miss A__. were:, E quella che vi m'ha racommandatami ha detto bugie assai! The following story Irecord, not because I am sure of its truth, but to showwhat is believed possible by a lady of high rank even in Turin.Mme B__ however is not an Italian, but of Irish origin.It is asserted that some years ago when at her beautiful villashe had so exasperated a maid by vulgar abuse, and evenblows, that the girl, watching an opportunity when the Marquiswas in town, and being sure that her fellow servants wouldbe as deaf as those who won't hear, tied her mistress's hairto the back of her dressing chair, then gave her a soundboxing, and fled, being heard off [of] no more in these parts.The Marquis probably did not make a very energetic searchknowing that legal developments would not help his lady's
reputation. How little these aristocratic institutions of Europediffer in their effects on character from those produced bySouthern Slavery.Sunday 13 MarchAfter church we drove out beyond theMadonna del Pilone, and my heart beat at the sightof the primroses which are just beginning to maketheir appearance on the hill-sides. We brought home a fewfor Carrie who did not go with us. The mountains, too, weremagnificent, and it seemed more like spring than anythingwe have yet seen. In the evening just as I was makingup my mind to compensate for such late hours last nightby going to bed early, Cesere Cantù was announced again- a man for whom I would very willingly lose a little sleep.It was a very unexpected visit, for though husband had writtenhim a funny note begging for another autograph, I didnot expect him to answer it in person. - nor did he,for unluckily Dr & Mrs Monnet came in, and the great manhad not the courage to introduce anything personal, so welost the laugh we had at first expected. It really puzzlesme to explain why I like this man so much, when he is, accordingto my standard, an obscurantist, a genus I dont fancyat all. And yet I see that Mr Marsh too, desperate Dem-ocrat as he is, likes him no less than I. We talked a gooddeal of our many religions in America, and, alluding to theFrenchman's distress about our trente religions, et uneseule sauce, Cantù said: "En France on a assurémentles trente sauces, mais, une religion - je n'en suis passûr!
Monday March 14thThe Marchesa Arconati came in justas I had my bonnet and shawl on for a drive. Shewould not listen to my entreaties to stay and let me drivelater, but took her leave, and went to the chambers. Theday was lovely and our drive pleasant, but the mountainswere less fine than yesterday. At six and a half Mr Marshwent to the Ministerial dinner in honour of the King'sfête - a dinner like all such dinners. The Gajanispassed the evening with us - Madame giving an interest--ing account of the test-vote of the chambers. She wasfortunate enough to sit by Madame Arconati, who,good soul, began to talk with her, learned that she wasan American, and immediately proposed to exchangecards with her - and asked her to come and pay hera visit. All this is so unlike the habits of the Turinesenobility. Cantù, the shy man, sent us the photographthis evening with a very nice sentiment by way of autograph,but wrote no note - I dare say because he was afraid wemight send it to the Fair. "Ah, le traitre!" said MrMarsh when he found there was no note, and that he hadevidently come the evening before to give the autograph inperson to save the necessity of writing the note oneTuesday March 15thWe had a delightful drive to the Madonna delPilone, and brought home a harvest of primroses and otherwild-flowers. In the evening we went to Matteucci's lecturewhich was very well attended. He was pettish with hisattendants as usual, but was very animated while lecturing
and in spite of his prodigious rapidity made himself understood inthe main. It was pleasant to see him watch the circle ofyoung girls sitting directly before him, and for whose benefithe seemed to feel himself talking. The Countess Castellaniwho was there with her brilliant little Inez, says thatM__. told her that the blank, stupid face, of Mme Rattazziperfectly paralyzed him at his last Lecture, and thathe had great difficulty in going on. So this once bright starof beauty has fallen.Wednesday March 16th [Image]The result of my labour this morning wasa full-blown crinoline, for the lack of which I have beensuffering reproach for some weeks. I had scarcely decked myselfout in it when the dancers came. The Countess Gigliucci passedthe time with me and the Giletta came too. MmeGigliucci told us a good many nice anecdotes of her starrydays which entertained me extremely, but alas, she smotedown one of my last-reared idols - Cantù, she insists, isbut a false-hearted patriot - says he has written articlesfor the Austrian papers against the House of Savoy, andsigned them with his own name. She added more--over that for this and for other similar acts worthy onlyof a traitor, he was refused admittance to everyanydistin--guished House in Milan, that hereneitherthe Arconatisnor any other true Italians would receive him. I knowshe told me this to prevent us from forming an intimacythat we might be sorry for afterwards, as she does notknow Cantù personally, and her catholic sympathieswould lead her to regard him as favourably as possible.
For One half of all these charges I set down to those politicaljealousies which are inevitable in every country that hasany political life, but of course they put us on our guard- in short, they have spoiled the dinner-party I wasjust planning for our new acquaintance.Thursday March 17thThe poor Marchesa Ghirardi came upwith her only remaining son to bid us goodbye beforeleaving for [illegible] Sinigalia [Senigallia]. I never felt moresympathy for a mother under such circumstances, and cer--tainly I never felt so incapable of saying a word thatcould do the least possible good. So wide, so immeasurableis the distance that our different educations and religions havemade between us, that I seek in vain for some one point ofcontact. In the presence of this last child, a boy of sixteenshe talks of the vicious habits of the brother who has justdied as being matters of not the slightest consequence since henever rejected what was taught him by his spiritual guides,that he frequently went to Mass with her, and 'always meantwell, always had the best of principles, though the life helead was of the most dissipated kind'. The poor womanseemed quite broken-hearted, and said she could not helpfeeling that she had been tried too severely, that her earthlylot had been too miserable. The part of her conversationwhich shocked me most (shocking under any circumstances butmost shocking in the presence of that young boy) I couldnot possible commit to paper, nor could I ever relateit to another. My heart almost died within me whenI thought of the state of society that must exist where a
mother could speak in this way of a son lost within a month,andinthe presence of his brother, a lad not fully grown. Andyet the Countess had no idea that she was saying anythingin the least unnatural or out of the way. I would havegiven the world to have said something to do her good, butI knew I could not. She thanked me for my sympathy,which was most sincere certainly, and so we parted.The Countess Collegno and Miss Trotti were were [sic] withus for an hour or more later. I can never mention a visitfrom the Countess without renewed expressions of affectionateadmiration. Such society makes amends for much of a verydifferent character. We talked for the first time of theRoman question, and I feel that I am gradually under--standing better the difficulty which the best Italian patriotsfind in it. Mr Marsh, brother Charles and Carriewent to the Opera. The saintly Castillia came in soon afterand passed the evening with me. Since the loss of hissister last month his deafness has increased astonishinglyand it is now very hard work to talk with him. He camepartly to tell us of a letter just received from ProfessorChild, full of good news as to the anti-slavery prospects.The old gentleman was immensely gratified that theChilds had christened their little daughter as Helen CastilliaI asked him a good many questions with the object ofdrawing him out on the religious condition of Italy, andI should have been surprised once to find him so incon--sequent, But I have now learned to expect inconsequenceeverywhere. Here for example is a man who has passedfourteen years in the Spielberg, who hates tyranny of
all kinds with his whole soul, whose philanthropy is sodeep that he would lay down his life for a fellow-creatureand yet he defends the papacy and is afraid to have thepope disturbed. Speaking of Galileo even, he triedto excuse, if not to defend, the treatment he received atthe hands of the church. His deafness gives him of course muchinconvenience, and once when he was talking of it I said, 'yes, theseinfirmities are certainly not small trials', and mentioned the factthat I had not read a book for twenty years from weakness of sight.The old man seized my hand just as the venerable Plana usedto do, and looking with great earnestness into my face, he said,"Is it possible? is it possible? but how!" I explained a little, andthen tried to turn the conversation, but his sympathy was arousedand he would hear of nothing else till Miss Arbesser came in.After this he soon took leave as he could hear nothing except what wasdirectly addressed to him & I suppose he felt in the way of our chat.Here I may as well sum up the court chronicle as received fromher. The Duchess is thoroughly tired of the unworthy husband shechose to take to herself within less than a year after the deathof her royal husband the Duke of GenoaGenoa.The Duchess hasthe sum of 200000 francs a year for her personal expensesand her household. Rapallo has an allowance from governmentfor his wardrobe, but in addition to this he spends yearly onhis own private pleasures 80000 francs out of the Duchess'sallowance! The Princess Marguerite has 30000 a year sub--ject to the disbursement of the Duchess. Of this 30,000only 10,000 are actually paid out for her, (2000 for hergoverness, 2500 for her music and other masters, 2000 forher wardrobe - the remainder for carriage, servants etc),
the rest is used by the Duchess herself to supply the draincaused by Rapallo. The other day a certain marriage was spokenof in the presence of the Duchess and Rapallo, at which thelatter expressed much surprise. "Lieber Schatz," said theDuchess, laying her hand on the arm of the Marquis, "dieLangeweile macht viel! Das weiss ich schon!" Itwas through the intrigues of this man that the Marquis dela Rovere was forced to retire from his position of governorof the Prince. He was in the habit of calling the Generalde la R__in the presence of Duke Tomaso a bestione, whose onlyuse was to torment the poor prince with unnecessarylessons, and all sorts of martyrdom in general, andby caressing the child himself, and pitying him on accountof the severity of his governor he succeeded in alianatinghim completely from the man to whom his dying fatherhad entrusted him. The Duchess, having received from theKing this answer to her request that the Marquis de la Roveremight be removed from the governorship of her son,- : "era egli nominato do mio fratello moribondo, e nonsagrificarò mai della Rovere a nessuno - ", Rapallo hadrecourse to every conceivable petty annoyance to forcedella Rovere to resign. When the position of the latterbecame intolerable he wrote to the Duchess saying thathe had fully kept his promise to his dying master andfriend - that he would fill the place of guardian to hisson so long as he could make himself in any way acceptableto the boy's mother - that he had borne many humiliationsrather than withdraw while there was the least chanceof his being useful to the prince - that there was no longer
any, and he begged to be allowed to retire. When thenews of the change was communicated to Prince Tomasothe little fellow said: "Ah, questo mi fa piacere - è unbestione!" Miss Arbesser who knew the faithful devotionof della Rovere was so much shocked that she immediatelywent to the Duchess, and told her what had passed, adding"Your Royal Highness must be aware that we who are devotingourselves to these children do not do it for the sake ofthe pecuniary compensation we receive - we do it fromlove to them, and we have a right to so much of theiraffection as we can win by our faithful services to them,- nor has any one any pretext for interfering between usand them in this respect." The Duchess doubted thepossibility of Prince Thomas' having used such expressionsand Miss A__ then told her, which she had not donebefore, that she was herself present when it was said.A few minutes after the Duchess sent her a note expressing awish that the remarks of the Prince should be kept a profoundsecret. This of course was in consequence of her fear of theKing's displeasure towards Rapallo. Miss A__'s zeal forDella Rovere she admits was not entirely disinterested, as thePrincess Marguerite had already told her that Rapallo hadscolded her for talking so much of her institutrice. "You shouldgive your love to your mother and not to your governesswho has no claims whatever upon you.' The princessburst into tears and the Duchess said to her husband with somespirit, "Il ne faut pas vous mêler de mes enfants."My first thought was, why does not H.R.H. shake the fellowoff, feeling quite sure that she would have no scruples of
conscience about doing so, but I then recollected that this wouldonly sanction the censure the world passed upon her whenshe married him, and so cover her with fresh confusion. Sheshows much tact in not seeming to notice in the least the devotionof Rapallo to the countess Gattinara, and though the latter isboth weak enough and unprincipled enough to accept thishomage the Duchess still continues to show her distin--guished favour. The Countess however is so fast becomingthe subject of common gossip that the Duchess will no doubtsoon have occasion to dispense with her services, havingreasons less personal to herself to give for her dismissal.With all her good sense and contempt of much of the courtetiquette here the Duchess retains the traditions of Saxony verytenaciously. She heard by accident sometime since thatthe governess of the children of the Countess della Roccaoccasionally attended the children, when their mammacould not come with them, to the apartment of the princessand remained with Miss Arbesser while the girls amusedthemselves together. Upon this she informed Miss Arbesserthat this was contrary to court etiquette, that a governess inanything less than a royal family could not be admitted tosit in the presence of the princess; that in Saxony whenthe governess accompanies children who visit the youngones of the royal family they areshe isexpected to come in fulldress, decoltée, and with white gloves, and even thenshe can come no further than the threshold hold of the royalapartment - there she leaves her charge who are receivedby the attendants of the royal children. Miss Arbesseranswered that all this was new to her, that the governess
of the Countess della Rocca was of a highly respectable familyetc. etc. All wouldn't do, and Miss A__ was told thatshe must inform the governess how matters stood. Miss A__begged that the disagreeable task might be handed over tothe Countess Castiglione, she being cousin of the Della Rocca.Mme Castiglione politely declined giving her cousin thislesson in etiquette, a science she was supposed to under--stand herself from her own long court experience. PoorMiss A__. had now no alternative - she wrote as delicatelyas possible to the Countess Della Rocca, who replied, thatthis had never been the etiquette at the court of Turinand that, in fine, if her governess could not attend thechildren and remain with them during their half holi--day with the Princess, she should be obliged to depriveher children of the honour and pleasure of the visit!The Duchess thereupon gave a new proof of her goodsense by saying - 'Very well if this is the usage here Ishall make no further objection' - but she evidentlywas not a little put out, as the English say. [Image] Themother of the Duchess, the queen of Saxony, has not thereputation of being a very amiable woman, and in additionto this she is afflicted with the monomaniac fear of dyingof starvation from poverty. The princess Margueriteand her brother wrote each of them a letter to theirgrand mamma at New Year's, taking the greatest painsto write affectionately, and in their best chirography. Theold queen sent them a message in return - the letterof the princess was very badly written, and the contents ofprince Thomas' were very stupid. The poor children
shed many tears of mortification in consequence of these criticismson the part of their loving grandmother.Friday March 18thMr Marsh's correspondence sometimesaffords us not a little amusement. The other day he receiveda letter from a certain Valtalina of Brescia, who desiredhim to import for him from America a complete set ofAmerican tools, adding, that he should expect the saidtools to be warranted by the Minister himself! Notlong since the wife of this man wrote to the King a state--ment of their pecuniary difficulties, and intimated veryplainly that he wasn't fit for his place of monarch ofItaly unless he would step in to the relief of his subjects.The kind-hearted King really did interfere in certain legalproceedings against them by furnishing them the money topay up. Among the nine visitors this morning wasMme del Careto. I hardly know what to make of her,she is so far ahead of all the Romanists I meet with inher views of christianity, and she is so much more consequentin her political opinions - and yet I fancy she was educateda catholic. Her range of culture is like Mme Rothan's -and sometimes I suspect she may have been brought up amongFrench Protestants. I have set Mr Artoni to make someenquiries about her. Mr Marsh talked with her a fewminutes and was as much struck by her as I had been.I might have learned something from Mrs Stanley, whohas returned to Turin after a winter at Savona.By the way Mrs S__. delivers herself most energeticallyon the course of England towards Poland and Denmark.
Saturday 19 March,A very dull day outside and no visitors.We are again treated to a telegram that the Pope is very ill.Mr Artoni's hostess has promised her boarders twelve bottlesof wine in case he actually dies.Sunday 20th March.We all went to church this morning except brother C.Mr Tottenham read less distressingly than usual, which was a greatrelief to one's nerves. Old Sligo insisted on helping me to the carriage,though Mr Marsh was there to do the needful. Miss Nora came very nearbreaking up the congregation by certain unearthly sounds which shesupposed were music - nothing worse happened though than asuppressed giggle among the young people, and nobody actuallyput his hand to his ears. In the evening we finished thelife of Olympia Morata - a most interesting book by Bonnet,lent us by Mr Meille.Monday 21stThe Marchesa Arconati brought me thismorning a precious letter from Manzoni to her. It comes toolate for the Fair, but I hope we may turn it to account yet,for the benefit of the good cause. I had another talk withMme Monnet about Renan this afternoon while Carrie andMiss Piria were chatting together. I wonder a woman of herintellect can be so carried away with the chaff of this renegadeabbé. In the evening Carrie went to the Gigliuccis' tohear Mohlschott lecture. I staid at home with Mr Marshand we had the good abbé's company. I asked him par--ticularly about the Planas. He sighed heavily - 'Ah it isso sad to see these ladies making themselves so miserable about
the veriest trifles at such a time as this. It is sad enoughto see persons of fine intellect occupied wholly with saving upthe pennies and half pennies of an income abundantly largeto enable them to live without such miserable cares, butfor the wife and daughter of one of the greatest geniuses whichhave appeared among us for centuries, to seem to forgetentirely their loss in their care to make the most of what isleft of this world's goods, is quite too distressing. They havedriven away all their servants, and they keep themselves in acontinual state of irritation for fear their household expensesshall exceed a certain sum to which they had limited them--selves. The poor abbé seemed to be quite heart-brokenabout it. He says that during the old Baron's lifetime itwas bad enough after he lost his hearing, and could nolonger know himself how things went on, still he wasalways something of a check, but now the ladies both seempossessed with a kind of mania to save. They havea nett income of 25000 francs a year besides personalproperty, and they have no near relatives whatever. Theother day the city proposed with the consent of the familyto give the name of Plana to a certain street nowcalled Via del Corso. The widow and daughter assentedreadily, but a few hours after the daughter sent for theabbé who found her in a state of the most violentexcitement - "No, no," she said, "we will not have thatstreet called Via Plana! No no, My husband lives there!"Tuesday March 22ndThe bright sun this morning and
the excellent condition of the roads tempted us to make anarrangement to go to the Superga tomorrow, but an experimentby way of a drive in an open carriage abated our zeal andwe decided to wait for April. The Gajanis came to us inthe evening, and after they left us we went to pass anhour with the Elliots which we did very pleasantly. Wewere not however in the best mood ourselves having just seena most ugly-looking despatch from America. As it comes throughthe London Times however though, we shall try not tolay it to heart till it is confirmed through another channel.The Melegaris came while we were out.Wednesday 23rdHusband and brother C. not caring togo out this morning Carrie and I took Mrs Gajani to ourfavorite hills north. We found them magnificently tapestriedwith wild-flowers of which we gathered a great quantity, boughta pretty basket on our way back which we filled, and sentto the Marquise Arconati - The expedition was a thoroughlysuccessful one - we did much damage to the grounds ofthe Villa Savio by rooting up their primroses, but we merci--fully left an abundance for the consumption of the family.Mrs Gajani was in fine spirits, and seemed to enjoy thedrive immensely.Thursday 24.Baron Ricasoli paid us a visit abouteleven this morning. I happened to be in Mr Marsh'scabinet which I was very glad of, but staid only aslong as politeness required, availing myself of anexcuse to call a servant about a package, to leave
the gentlemen to talk over political matters more freely bythemselves. Even while I staid, however, the stout oldBaron showed his colours very unreservedly. WhenMr Marsh remarked that the conduct of Austria lookedvery much as if she intended to attack Italy if she couldfind the slightest pretext, he replied with muchwarmth: "Dieu le veuille, Deiu le veuille!" Hehas not the least idea that the death of the Pope wouldchange the policy of the Emperor with regard to Rome.He proposes to us a visit to Brolio sometime in July orAugust - not a very convenient time for us. The wholepolitical world is in an astonishing flutter just nowbecause Garibaldi has left Caprera for England - somego so far as to suppose the English government have encouragedhis coming, for some mischievous purpose, though there isnot the least probability that any government is in any wayconcerned in it. It is delightful anyhow to see them soshake in their shoes when this simple-hearted private manpenniless and without official position, leaves for a day hisquiet little retreat. The Gigliuccis came in just aswe were going out to drive, to say goodbye to us beforegoing out of town for a couple of weeks. The Count seemsdreadfully tired of the late sharp sparring in the Chambers -and says he longs for a little rest. The Countess was inher never-failing good spirits, and managed, as she almostalways does when she comes to me, to find an opportunityof rendering me two or three kind services. After theyleft us we went to the Villa Regina to take back toMrs Young her remarkable book - "The Life and Times
of Paleario. We found Matteucci himself at home andMr Marsh paid him a visit, while Mme Matteucci satin the carriage with me. Finally Matteucci himselfcame down, was in the best of humours and became quiteradiant when we complimented him on his Lectures.Carrie was particularly happy in her remark, and receivedfor reward a most paternal patting on the cheeks. Wereturned only just in time to escape a pelting shower.This evening brother Charles was so unwell, and we wereall so much under the weather that I sent to beg MissArbesser not to come to me till next week.Friday 25 MarchCarrie & I went to church this morning. Thegood Tottenham read atrociously, but his sermon was betterthan usual, and atoned for other short-comings. Later inthe day, we paid some visits, and drove - Carrie havingfilled up the interim between church and the driveby visiting MohlschottMoleschottwith the Gigliuccis, and gettingsome more precise explanations of certain portions ofhis Lecture. Beccaria came in evening to give ussome hints about pictures that we might wish to buyfor ourselves or friends.Saturday 26thWe passed the morning among the picturesof the Senate chambers. I never go to these galleries withoutfeeling the most intense desire to be so situated as to seeand enjoy more in this way. There are certainly somevery good things in this Turinese collection, and one ortwo copies tempted me exceedingly. Oh, how gladly would
I give up our carriage and a great many other things for thesake of taking home some of these artistic treasures - andI cannot help thinking that we should benefit our countryas much in this way as by much of this expenditure herewhich contributes so little to our comfort. But there are certainconsiderations that compel us to do as we do, and it is worsethan idle to fret about it. Mrs Livingstone Browncame in as soon as I was ready for visitors. She is agood woman and a thorough American, notwithstandingso much of her life has been passed in Europe. My nextvisitor was Browne, too - Madame Peter, - I wasn'tpleased when she was announced, but the old ladyredeemed herself, and even covered many of the short--comings of old Sligo and the girls, by declaring that sinceher husband wasn't present she would speak her ownmind about this war of the Germans upon the Danes, &she did speak it like a true-hearted woman. I couldnot have gone further myself, and the shame she confessedat the conduct of England, disarmed all my reproaches, orrather took away all disposition to make any. MrsElliot, who came later, was more diplomatic, but Ihave no doubt she feels exactly in the same way. ThisI inferred from her conversation, and I inferred still furtherthat the English really did expect to be driven into a warwith Germany before the thing is ended.Sunday March 27.A rainy day, and a day of illness forme. The picture-seeing yesterday knocked me up, andI must be content to keep my bed for some days I suppose.
Husband finished one of the many replies to Renan's Lifeof Jesus - interesting, but not very convincing except to thosealready satisfied. Then he took up Rosseeuw Saint-Hilaire'sEtudes Religieuses, a very attractive book. Carrie took hisplace as reader when he became hoarse, and so the day passedpleasantly in spite of pain -Monday 28 MarchMr Marsh and Carrie went early this morning toBeccaria's studio, saw some pretty things by himself, butwere chiefly interested in two pen and ink sketches by Guercino,which husband coveted greatly. Miss Müller came inand kindly gave Carrie a German lesson. Mme Gillettacame for a little business matter and I saw her in mybedroom as I was not well enough to be up. I was sorry tomiss a visit from Cerruti and his brotherTuesday March 29I saw no one through the day, but had MrsGajani at my bedside for an hour in the evening. She gaveme a little history of the pirate Semmes' wife, and of themagnificent presents made her by the Union officers inCincinnati before she set out for Richmond - also of hersubsequent behaviour towards Mrs Allen, the daughter of MrsWilson of Cincinnati, who had married and was living atRichmond. My indignation waxes so hot sometimes againstthese semi-traitors of the North, that I find no words to expressmy contempt of them -Wednesday March 30.Good Madame Monnet made me a longvisit this morning, and the Countess Maggiolini
passed the evening with me in my bedroom while hertwo oldest boys enjoyed the sight of a live American inthe drawing-room - The countess said they had just been readingabout our war of independence, were greatly excited on thesubject, and longed to behold an actual American. Amongother subjects we discussed the new tax-law, or perequazioneas they call it. The Countess, whose husband belongs to one ofthe oldest of the Piedmontese noble families, declares thatit will ruin the landed aristocracy - that this added to formertaxes brings up the rate to 50 percent on the income of theirlands, that of course they must sell, and the estates will soonfall piecemeal into the hands of the peasantry. I venturedto ask whether this was likely to prove an injury to the prosperityof the country generally, or only likely to diminish individualwealth. "Oh," said the lady "the poor will be better off, nodoubt, but there will be no landed aristocracy to rally roundthe throne." 'But,' I said, 'does a constitutional King needan aristocracy to rally round his throne. I can easily un--derstand the arguments in favour of an aristocracy whenthey refer to their opportunities for superior education andrefinement etc. but I cannot exactly see that they are sonecessary in a cou to the government of a country whereall power is admitted to eminate from the people, andwhere the people have a real interest in sustaining thegovernment.' The Countess admitted that she had notthought much on the subject, but that she had alwayssupposed that where there was no aristocracy there mustbe anarchy.
Thursday 31st March,I had scarcely admitted my previous friend theCountess Collegno to my bedroom when the CountessCastagnetto asked for me. I was sorry to decline seeingher, but as the Collegno did not know her I thoughtit would be so awkward to have her come in while Iwas in bed, with their habit of making no introductions,that I ventured to excuse myself, unpleasant as it was.I dare say however that Carrie did the honours very hand--somely and Mr Marsh went in also to make the mattersmoother if possible.Friday April 1st.We had a hurried day getting ready autographsfor the St Louis Fair &c. besides its being the day for thesettlement of house-keeping bills. Carrie and I drove out alonebetween three and four, and found that they were the wisestwho stayed at home on account of the cold wind. Carrie hadenjoyed her morning's walk with the Collegnos to the Villadella Regina extremely, and came home delighted with twolittle Tuscan children playing about the garden - one anorphan brought from Pisa by Mrs Young, the odd motherof Madame Matteucci - The dialogue C. reported betweenherself and the children was, on their part, the mostdelightful of poetry. The little things were about threeyears old. Gajani spent the evening with usand suggested the admirable idea of building veryquietly at Ancona or Genoa, a solid Monitor to beready to destroy bridges etc on the Pò in case theAustrians should suddenly make a demonstration
against Italy. This he thinks might be done under Webbssupervision without exciting the slightest suspicion asto what the creature was meant for.Saturday 2nd.A violent headache all day, and a windthat might be called a hurricane considering where we are.Husband says it's the first change of air we've had here,that is, thorough change, in the last three years. TheRuscallas were our only visitors. Miss Ruscalla promisesto bring the Baroness Savio, the poetess of whose twoslain sons Mrs Browning writes so beautifully, to makeour acquaintance. She told me too a good deal aboutGiannina Milli the improvisatrice; Indeed she knowsmore of the literary female celebrities of Italy than anyone I have yet seen - Ruscalla himself brought a hand--bill which seems to show that the Re Galantuomo maystill be safe. There is a rumour afloat that Peruzziis to have the place of Venosta, and this is attributed tothe ambition of La Peruzzi.Sunday 3d AprilNone of us went out to-day either to church orelsewhere - but had pleasant readings at home.Monday 4thIt was too fresh for Charles to go out with usin the carriage but the rest of us went to MonCalieri &back by the Porta Nuova. The Collina is beginning to look greenand spring-like. I came home just in time to receive the Mar-chesa Della Rocca. She was more interesting than usual - toldme of her six brothers in the army - of the oldest who was
killed in '49 in the Genoese insurrection etc.Tuesday April 5thThis is the first really spring-day we havehad, though there have been many spring-like ones. We droveto the cemetery, and I sat down not far from the entrancewhile the rest wandered over it. I stooped to pick one ofthe ten thousand violets that made the air so sweet, but checkedmy hand and left it to give out all its [illegible]perfumethere where therewassolittleelseto make the resting place of the dead look pleasant.A roundabout way home brought us through some odd placeswhere none of us had been before - a sort of market forold rags of every description, scraps of old & new leatherold bottles etc etc - there was no end to the motleyheaps. I should not have thought it possible to raisea franc by an auction of the whole - but a briskbusiness seemed going on. This evening the great tourneycomes off, but we do not go - the expense would be200 francs, not to speak of dress.Wednesday April 6thThe wind was so much colder to-daythat we limited our drive to the Valentino garden.Before going there Mr Marsh and Carrie returned thevisit of the Correlli. They found their palace one ofthe most magnificent in Turin, They are Lombard,I think, & charming people on a short acquaintance.We were much amused the other day by a discussionin one of the Italian papers in which the editor said he had beenaccused of being dissatisfied with a certain matter - "al contrario," hewrites, "siamo contenti, contentoni, contentinoni. This morning
we saw a phrase amusing too in its way - speaking ofthe associates of Garibaldi the writer says, "Non erano tuttidella farina da fare l'oste." By the way the grand receptionof Garibaldi in England is giving great concern to the littlesouls here who cannot rise to any thing like a comprehensionof this wonderful man. It is mournful to see the petty pickingat him. - His life is too great, too spotless for a word of blame - butthey can say "after all what has he done so very remarkable! a thous-and others would have done as well under the same circumstances,Military men don't give him credit for much military talent,& certainly he has no political sagacity!" And so they take themeasure of this man whom they are as incapable of comprehendingas a troop of monkeys would be. One good effect howeverof his visit to England has already manifested itself. The gov't herehas been shamed into sending back to Lemmi the pettysum it sequestered from him as treasurer of the Italian pat--riotic fund. I should have mentioned what the abbésaid to us last evening about the death of Prince diCisterna. "He has now been dead at least ten daysand the poor man still remains unburied, and priestsand monks are saying masses over the body by nightand by day. One would think we had fallen backat least five hundred years into the Dark Ages." Theabbé is a good Catholic himself, he thinks, but he doesnot hold, or professes not to hold, to such mummery asthis. Just before tea Mr Marsh came into brother Charles'room saying that he had just had a visit from [illegible]Derringer's pistols' son, a young lad of sixteen orseventeen whose simplicity had diverted and interested
him at the same time. The poor - I was about tosay little, but little he is not - fellow has, he suspectsspent all his money, but could not quite mustercourage to say so. Husband relieved his embarrassmentby tellinghimto come in the morning with his passport andif he wished for anything else he should be glad to obligehim. Miss Arbesser spent the evening with us,and confirms the news we had had before of the probablynear death of poor prince Otho. Poor child! He hashad a hard life of it, and yet, they say, he has oftenexpressed himself as contented with life: "Je suis vilain,très vilain, mais j'aime la vie". Not long ago hegave his photograph to the Countess d'Aglié, sayingsmilingly: 'It is the photograph of a miserable-lookinglittle fellow.' Ifheis taken now before he has become souredby a full [illegible] consciousness of all theprivations to which his infirmities must expose himhe will probably have enjoyed all that this life is ca--pable of giving him. My Austrian friend admittedfrankly that her family wrote her from Vienna full ofhope that an alliance actually did exist between RussiaPrussia and Austria. At the same time she abusedthe Prussians in the roundest terms, and summedup all her charges against them by this climax - 'etquelle nouriture.'Thursday 7thMr Marsh is nearly ill today with aviolent cold. I had to excuse him to Baron Gautierwhose visit it did not grieve him to miss. The
Baron however had a half hour of uncommon lucidityand I found him not so bad a talker. He told mea little of their Pegli life this winter, and the characterin which Mr West and of the English Legation figuredwas not over-flattering. I was glad to be able to cheerthe Baroness, who is still confined to her room, by a mes--sage that I had opened negotiations with H.R.H. aboutthe lace, and hoped for a favourable result, though Icould not promise anything. The Marchesa Pal--lavicini-Trivulzio kindly brought me herself two newautographs - one of Foresti, the other of Gen. GuglielmoPepe, and she offers to send me two copies of a photographicgroup of Garibaldi, the Marquis Pallavicini andherself, taken in Palermo just before the affair ofAspromonte. She is a noble creature, so full of heart,and if she has not all that grace of manner that dis--tinguishes the Piedmontese ladies, she has geniusenough to make rich amends. I put my patient tobed early with directions to the porter - not receiving - andwas very glad to follow myself, having been kept up verylate myself last night.Friday 8thMiss Müller gave us a very interestingaccount of an evening spent this week at the Mohlschotts.Guerrazzi read to a choice circle his Italian trans--lation of Göthe's Hermann und Dorothea.Govi was among the auditors. I am filled withenvy when I see how impossible it is for us tobring around us this kind of society. Our position is
supposed to bring us into the court circle, and theliterary class will not run the risk of meeting thosewho compose the former at our house. The CountessCollegno gave me an hour of her always most agreeablesociety, and brought Miss Trotti to chat with Carrie.Speaking of Mr de Bunsen's marked inferiority, not merelyto his great father, but to most men occupying distinguishedpositions in the public service, the Countess said: "ButI quite agree with the remark so often made - 'one mustlook to the mother, and not to the father, for the geniusof the son' - our great Manzoni's father was a manwhose intellect was below even the ordinary standard,but his mother was superior." Mr Wheelerdined with us and passed the evening - was agreeableand sensible as he always is. The Valerios havegone to the great tourney at Milan.Saturday April 9thAfter Carrie returned from her riding-lessonbrother Charles and I went out for a drive, leavingMr Marsh at home with a very bad cold, to be caredfor by C. The wind however was so cold that we hurriedback at the great poplar, about two thirds of the way toMoncalieri. We had the satisfaction of doing a fewcommissions, getting news of poor Mme Marini, butotherwise there was little comfortSunday April 10thWe had scarcely returned from church whenyoung Luigi Kossuth was announced. I felt sorryfor him when he introduced the subject of Garibaldi's
The affair of the Duchess' lace reminds me of a cir--cumstance told me by Mrs Tottenham the other day,During the time of the Irish famine in 1846 or '7Mr Tottenham said one day to his wife: - "I wish youtoo could strike out some new channel of industry forthe poor children here - something that wouldn't in--terfere with Miss Reid's schemes for her school.'Almost at the same moment a young girl, veryskillful with her needle came in and begged forimployment. Mrs Tottenham without a moment'sprevious thought, took up a fragment of old gipure, sixor eight inches in length and a couple perhaps inbreadth, handed it to the girl, gave her some ma--terials, and said to her: make something as much likethis as you can. The child returned a few days afterwith such an admirable imitation that it was im--mediately purchased by a fashionable lady for acap-band and more ordered. Larger pieces weresoon asked for, more girls were employed, a lady ofLondon ordered a flounce for 25 lbs. the queenordered a dress, - in short it became quite the en--thusiasm of the day, and even now, in the way ofneedlework it is one of the principle industries of Ireland.I begged Mrs Tott. to give me this little bit of history in wri--ting, but she declined on the ground that the credit of thesuggestion had hitherto been given to Miss Reid,and though in this case unmerited, yet she deservedso much more praise on the whole than she had ever recdthat she (Mrs T__.) would not for the world do anything todetract from the value of her services.
reception in England. It was plain that his father feltsensibly the difference between this and the one givento him on a former occasion. 'So far,' said youngKossuth, 'it is much the same as my father re--ceived, only they did not give him the freedom ofthe City of London which they now propose to do forGaribaldi. Perhaps,' he continued 'they may do more,no one can tell what fashion may do'. He has littlehope of any good for Hungary for a long time to come,thinks the Emperor getting inactive, and in danger ofletting slip such great occasions as may never come tohim again. Mr Martines of the Spanish Le--gation made us a very agreeable visit. He declaredhimself the friend of the North in our quarrel, andgave such reasons for his friendship as made methink him sincere. Mademoiselle Gautiercame to bring an apology from her aunt, the Baroness,who does not get out yet.Monday April 11.I was just writing to the Baroness togive her the Duchess's answer about the magnificentlace. 'She never possessed any such treasure; wouldhave made no objection to allowing a copy of it tobe taken had she been the owner of it, - some mistake etc.'when the Baroness herself was announced. She lookspale from recent illness, but never appeared more lovely.I wish I could show her to American friends as aspecimen of what Europe can boast. She gave uspleasant news of Pegli friends.
Tuesday 12thNeither Mr Marsh nor Charles feel well enoughto drive, and I went out into the highways andhedges, took in Mrs Gajani and Mr Artoni, andwent to Stupiniggi, We met Prince Amadeoon the way, also the Duchess de la Force, andvarious other notabilities. Mr Artoni amused uswith Gen. Avezzana's scheme for removing thecollina to give more air to the city and to improvethe view to the east! I inquired what was to be doneto done with the earth - "Vi ha pensato, vi ha pensato,ma non è ancora tutto deciso" Mme Gajaniproposed that he should dig a large hole to receiveit, and this all agreed, harmonized wonderfullywell with the rest of the scheme. Anothersubject of talk was the duel today between Alfieriand Bonghi, in which both received scratches, butnothing serious. Dr Monnet came to look after usin the evening.Wednesday 13th.We set out for the Mandria at one o'clock, andstopped at the Foreign office to take up Mr Marsh. Inthe meantime however, Gaetano had learned thatthe King was at the Mandria, which of course changedour plans, and forced us to a more common-placedrive. Mr Marsh however enlivened it by a bit ofgossip just picked from Cerruti. The brotherwhocame here the other day for letters, and wasabout to sail for California, received, twenty-four
hours before the time fixed for his departure, a telegramfrom Milan, on the part of a young lady, or the friendsof a young lady, whom he had seen but once, sayingthat she should be glad to accompany him to the NewWorld as his wife! Young Cerruti set out instanterfor Milan, saw the young girl, (who was an orphanat a boarding-school and had few friends to consult)obtained the necessary certificates as to his own unmarriedstate, in short, overcame all the countless obstacles in theway of so hasty a marriage, got through with theceremony, and had their united luggage packedin time to be off by the hour fixed!! The elder Cerrutiwho told Mr Marsh the story, seemed rather dis--turbed at the want of convenance in the affair,but husband consoled him by saying that a manwas fortunate to get a wife of good birth, good education,fine talents, etc. on any terms, and especially a mangoing to a foreign country and among total strangers.While I was sitting with Miss Arbesser inthe drawing-room after our return a servant announcedMr de Bunsen who came in followed by anothergentleman, whom I supposed to be Mr Usudom,not yet known to me. When he presented him how--ever he gave a name which I could not hear andmumbled something about the gentleman's knowingMr Marsh's books etc. and a second glance told mehe was an Englishman. I sent for Mr Marsh andwe talked till he came in on the generals aboutwhich strangers usually speak. When Mr Marsh
came in Mr de Bunsen repeated his introductionwith the same indistinctness as before, then addedtwo or three words which I saw Mr M. had caught,by a pleased light in his eye. I was as much in thedark as before. The conversation turned onGaribaldi's reception in England. Our visitor laughedmischievously, while de Bunsen scolded.All were on Garibaldi's side and chuckling overthe reception except poor de Bunsen who declaredthat it was madness, that who knew but it mightupturn all Europe. 'What!' I said, 'can one man,one poor untitled man endanger all the gov--ernments of Europe?' "But," said de Bunsen,"suppose they should give him a million of francsin England!" 'And suppose they should,' I added,'a million of francs goes but a little ways in war--making if I may judge from our experience at home'.The stranger smiled and added, "But I amashamed to say for the credit of the House of commonsthat so far that body has given him very little.If however he would accept the sixpences of thepeople there is no doubt that he would get notone but many a million." Mr de Bunsen'sevident feeling induced us to slide off from Garibaldieasily, and to talk of other things, not howevertill the Englishman had told me that his wifewho seldom went out, had repolished her diamondsto go to the Banquet at Strafford House.Pleased as I was with our guest I could not
make him out, and he took his leave to me asincog as he came. As soon as the door was closedI asked Mr Marsh to enlighten me if he could.'Didn't you understand? Why, it's Lord Houghton,--alias Monkton Milnes.' I had been talkingthen, and without knowing it, with the manwhose poems had so much delighted me inConstantinople, the man long known in thefashionable circles of London as 'the cool of theevening', the man who has so nobly defendedour country through her struggle for life. I wassorry I had not understood who he was that Imight at least have told him how much pleasurehis oriental poems had given me in those yearswhen I had few enjoyments except such as could begathered by the side of a sick-bed. MargaretThurs Trotti passed the evening with us, andwas, in her way, very entertaining. We were speakingof the advice of the Fischietto to the Emperor Max--imilian to take a return-ticket from Mexico, andshe enquired if we saw the caricature got up duringthe time the Greeks were running about Europe insearch of a King. A shabby young man of the bourgeoisiewas represented as saying to the porter of his modestlodging - "Se venisse alcuno a farmi re di Grecianon sono in casa." An anecdote of Mme Arconatidiverted me much as characteristic of herself, and thequickwitted children of Southern Italy. A childat Naples ran up to her carriage-door to beg,
"Oh, bella signora, bella signora", he began, when theMarchesa interrupted him with, "Ma perchè mi chiamatebella, non sono bella, sono vecchia". "Ah, si," saidthe urchin, "ma siete cosi ben conservata."After we had chatted a while the girls took up Long--fellow, Mrs Browning, and other books lying about.Margaret read some of the poems which were newto her with a good deal of interest, and showed muchappreciation. I began to give her credit for more maturityof intellect than I had hitherto done, when a suddenturn in the conversation called out from her this remark:"Oh, I think it is so delightful to have a large family-circle, a great many uncles and aunts and cousins,for then, when one is going to be married one getsso many nice presents." !Thursday April 14.The Countess Collegno took Carrie tothe cotton exposition this afternoon, Mr Marsh wentto pay Lord Houghton a visit, and I took Giacchinoout for a modest shopping excursion. The day wasnot pleasant. The abbé came in just before dinnerto bid us goodbye before setting out for Paris. I tried tokeep him to dine, but he was engaged to an English ladyto dine with her party at the Hotel.Friday 15After doing various errands about the townwe went to Vela's studio, where we were receivedby the artist himself. He is altogether too modest to makea good showman of his own works, nevertheless we
were greatly pleased with what we saw. The Desolazioneis perhaps the most impressive of all, but theangel bearing up the child towards Heaven,& the statue of the Countess Collegno mourning forher husband, are each very exquisite in their way. Therewere several fine portrait groups of children; and asmall statue of Venus designed for a fortune wasparticularly charming. Among the many busts thatof Cavour was most conspicuous, but the one uponwhich the workmen are now employed had not aless, though a very different interest. It was thehead of Garibaldi, - certainly one of the most mag--nificent that ever graced the shoulders of a man.One does not know which most to admire, its strength,its grandeur, or its benignity. We took our leave ofthe sculptor with many thanks, having thoroughlyenjoyed our visit.Saturday April 16thI had quite an animated discussionwith the Marchesa Arconati about Garibaldi. Sheacknowledged the great merits of this remarkable manbut dwelt with a good deal of feeling on his opposi--tion to the course of the government, and especiallyon his irritation against Cavour. By giving as muchweight to her views as I conscienciously could, andat the same time pressing the point of the greatservices he had rendered to Italy, of his undoubtedand most unselfishdevotion,to his country, of theadmiration the whole world entertained for him
and of the immense element of strength that hewould be to Italy in case of a new crisis, I think Imade considerable impression upon her and thatshe left me less dissatisfied with the receptionhe was receiving in England. I would not woundher by telling her the triumph I feel myself at thisreception, but nothing has happened in Europe duringthese past three years that has given me suchthorough, heartfelt pleasure. The Marchesa wasnot very complimentary to Lord Houghton, whopassed the evening with her. She said, in herfrank way: "I found no indications of genius, eitherin his face or his conversation, and should havetaken him for a dull man if de Bunsen hadnot assured me of the contrary." While MrsPeter Browne was giving me an account ofthe late snow-storm near Benevento, whichactually blocked up her son-in-law, the CountessPasolini came in. I can see how it is that sheis called the perfetta instead of the prefetta.Without a single beautiful line in her face, thereis a loveliness of expression, a graceful ease of manner,and a charming flow of intelligent, sympatheticconversation, that must carry away even those lesssusceptible to such impressions than myself.After her scarcely any visitor could have beenwelcome except the Collegno, and fortunately formy nerves, it was she who came. Altogether theafternoon passed most delightfully, but a piece
of milinery intended to be finished Saturday nightwas left in the lurch.Sunday April 17th.We have had so many quiet Sundays thiswinter, that I flattered myself with the hope of onetoday. Sir James Lacaita however broke in upon ourreading, was followed by Francesco Kossuth, andMrs Elliot kept our dinner waiting for half an hour,so that we had to ourselves only the fragment of amorning. Young Kossuth made no allusion tothe Garibaldi reception, and of course I made none.But he said his father had been quite unwellfor some days - Poor man. I dare say he feelswith special acuteness just now that his own per--sonal influence has forever gone by. Mrs Elliothas been sufficiently impressed by the feeling of thegovernment here, to be disturbed at what shecalls the excess of the worship paid to Garibaldi inLondon, and while she insists that the Piedmon--tese are unjust to the hero, she wishes the Englishministry had not committed themselves so farin their glorification of him. Mr Elliot's positionmust expose him to hear many unpleasantthings, but for my own part I do still rejoice, andwill rejoice at every tribute paid to this manamong men, Further acquaintance only adds tothe impression one receives from Mrs Elliotof thorough frankness, good sense, and kindliness
of heart. Saint Castillia passed the evening withus. One wouldn't wonder much to see him go uplike Elijah.Monday April 18,Just as we were setting out forPiobesi, Captains Comstock, senior and junior,presented themselves. Husband waited long enoughto be sure they had no pressing business for themoment, invited them to dine, and we droveoff. Nothing could be finer than the day, and wearrived at the château about half past twelve.The gardener and his wife gave us a heartywelcome, and rushed about desperately in searchof garden chairs, rustic tables etc. wherewith toinstall us on the terrace. Carrie secured the Keyof the old tower and was waving her hat fromthe very top before I had really time to considerwhere I was. Mr Marsh and Charles soon followedher, and they three had a glorious view of the Alpsand Apennines in their best dress, while I, theMartha, set out the lunch on the terrace. After wehad satisfied our appetites and wandered about a littleCharles produced his pistol, a target was set up andthe owner of the weapon fired the firsh [first] shot. Itwas a failure. Husband took his turn, the pistolhung fire, and the target was unwounded. Ata second attempt he rested the revolver on hisleft hand. Something went wrong again, and the skinof the hand between the hand and forefinger was
taken off, leaving a plentiful distribution of finepowder in its stead. Upon this I pronounced theweapon defective, but was quietly told that it wasonly the bursting of a cap and Carrie was allowedthe privelege of the next shot, and with the sameresult except that the sleeve of her visite sufferedinstead of her hand, also the smoke, or somethingelse flew in her face, so that she declared thepistol shot in both directions; a second experimentand a fragment of something touched her cheek;I grew louder in my remonstrances; Charles firedhimself and scorched his own sleeve; Carrierebelliously tried once more, and something struckher eye. This I thought too serious for furthertrifling. The revolver was examined morenarrowly and it was found that the barrels didnot fit to the portion of the pistol containing thecharge, and through the space, perfectly visibleto the eye, a part of the powder had exploded eachtime. The target remained intact. Charles lookedrather crest-fallen as he put the unlucky thingin his pocked [pocket], saying: "It is Edmunds' pistol afterall, not mine!" We had now only time togather a few violets and pack up - Carrie wenthome with Marie for a few minutes, then to seeour protégée, who at once hurried over to greetus. Marian, the little cow-girl, came too with herbright face and her pretty ways. We distributed variousfrancs among these, to Maurizio, Pinotto and their
mammas and drove away as we had enteredthe village greeted by many smiles and hand--waving and cereas. We got home just in timeto dress for dinner. The good Captain is athorough patriot, and a fine specimen of his class,his son, an amiable young man, who dearlyloves his sisters, doesn't much care for Europe withoutthem, and longs to command a privateer, toavenge some of his country's wrongs upon England.The Captain gives the best account of the Red'Italia, says it is one of the most splendidfrigates afloat, and that the most favourableaccount of her will be made by the Captain.Mr Artoni brought in his concordance of thefirst canto of Dante, the Ganjanis joinedour circle a little later, and later stillMiss Arbesser came. When our other guestshad taken their leave and we were free to talkquite by ourselves, she gave me a new chapterof court detail, rather instructive than edifying,I must admit. She finds it far more difficult touproot the early religious teaching the princess hasreceived than she had supposed. The other daythe poor child went to confession, the first timefor three months, the Duchess having expressedher wish that she should not go oftener, on theground that it would lose all its earnest sig--nificance if too common and frequent. The
confessor reproached her for her delay, and shesaid she had acted in obedience to the wishesof her mother and her governess. "Your motherand your governess are both Germans, and itis my duty to tell you plainly that the Germanshave no religion, and you will endanger the safetyof your soul by following such advice." The princesswas so much overcome after confession, and weptso bitterly that Miss A__. begged to know what dis--tressed her so much, and after some hesitationshe told the above. I said to Miss Arbesser, "howcan you possibly expect to enlighten the princesswhen she is constantly exposed to the influence ofpriests who tell her that her first teachings wereright, and that you are only, as it were, an instru--ment of Satan, by means of which he hopes to secureher as his prey. The vivid imagination of the childis far more moved by the terrors of the hell they paintthan it can be by any of your calm reasonings.""Will the Duchess," I asked, allow the Princess togo to this man again?" "No indeed" was the reply,"I must now go myself to confession and by thismeans try to find a fit person." Miss A. thenwent on to say that she became herself more andmore doubtful as to the benefits of confession at all,declared that the general idea of it in Germanywas, as a means of getting spiritual advice froma good man, that it was a confession as toone's religious state, not a history of one's petty
sins, that it might be a relief to confess a great crime,but that pouring one's everyday shortcomings into theears of a fellow-mortal was not christian confession.I longed to tell her that it was Protestantism whichhad taught Germany this, but thought it best not topush too hard a person already on the right track.One specimen of court morality I must give,but of course I must leave Miss A__. to be respon--sible for its truth. The Countess della Rocca, ex--cessively dislikes the Duchess, and after tellingMiss A__. some discreditable things concerning hershe said, "Now it is your duty to inform the Princessexactly how these things are." "My dear Madame," saidMiss A__. "you certainly do not consider what you aresaying, - you who are a mother yourself, do youthink I could take advantage of my position to preju--dice that dear child whom I must soon leave foreveragainst her mother, the only human heart uponwhich she can lean with the certainty of not beingbetrayed at least?"Tuesday April 19th.Fortunately I was dressed an hourearlier than usual, or the Countess Gigliucci withthe Novellos would have found me in my wrapper.I was delighted to see Madame G__. once more, andglad to make the acquaintance of her brother andsister. The two girls, blooming and lovely came inwith their governess, and Miss Rosazza followedwith hers.
Wednesday April 20thThis morning at six we had taken acup of coffee and were on our way to the Supergawith four horses and postillion - the latter in blueand silver. The good citizens stared as if it were avery uncommon thing, which it certainly is not, but wewere a little shorn of our beams by being obliged toleave Gaetano ill at home. The day was perfect, un--impeachable any way. The Alps and the Apennineslooked their grandest, and we had a most pleasantexcursion. The royal tombs are very splendid, and Ishall never forget as I sat by the fountain in the court,(the rest having gone up higher) how solemn the morning-service sounded with its deep long-drawn Amens echechoing through court and corridor. We were at homesoon after eleven. The Marchese Arconati cameto see us by the time we were a little rested, andbefore he had finished his visit, Madame Rothancame in, better in health than when she went awayand not less charming in every respect. As Mr Marshhappened to be in the room when she came he had anopportunity of seeing and admiring one whom every--body does and must admire. The Comstocks andArtoni were with us during the evening. Carrie wentto the palace to spend an hour or two with MissArbesser, and was entertained by an introductionto the Princess Marguerite's little dog by thelovely little princess herself. The pretty child, almosta woman except for her short dresses showed off her
English a little by calling her dog - poor Jack. WhenMiss Arbesser insisted that it was time for her to goto bed, that the maids were waiting etc. she gracefullybid her and Carrie good night, took the dog in herarms and just as she was closing the door roguishlylet him slip away, that she might have thepleasure of romping round the room once moreto catch him.Thursday 21st April.Mrs Tottenham came in before Iwas quite ready for visitors. She has recovered herold life, and was full of amusing personal expe--riences about raising money to build churches etc.,and with some very good Irish anecdotes. As soonas she left me I hurried on shawl and bonnet,and we drove to the Vaudois chapel to hear MrMeille's lecture, saw a notice on the door, thatowing to illness it was postponed, Carrie sprang outto stop the carriage, was too late, and there we were,left in the street, with no cittadina in sight, andin a benighted land where a young lady could notgo without a decoro far enough to find one. I bethoughtme of the Monnets who, I knew, were not far fromthe church, - we arrived there safely, climbed theeighty-eight steps, and were instantly rewarded byMme Monnet by a glass of peppermint liqueurfrom the Vaudois valley, and life-giving it wasto me, faint and out of breath as I felt. Wesent a notice to the porter at the chapel, for the
carriage when it returned to call for us at the Monnets- Mr Marsh came, and we got home safely. In theevening Mr Clay came to say goodbye (before settingout for a tour to Naples, Rome, and Florence.Friday April 22ndOur family arrangements are a good deal upsetby Gaetano's continued illness. We did not use the carriageand had a more than commonly quiet day.Saturday 23rdThe doctor insists on Gaetano's being removedto his own home where he can have a larger room, moreair, and the constant attendance of his wife. Poor fellow.He is really very ill, and I am almost afraid he willnot recover. It is painful, too, to have him leave the house,but we really have no place in which to make him comfort--able. His little room, which did well enough in health, istoo confined, and too much exposed to noise for a sick [illegible]man, and we have not a single spare nook anywhere.Mme Conelli with her two blooming daughters camein as early as is allowable for visits, and Miss Ruscallafollowed next in order; then our pet, Margherita Trotti,with her aunts sense and saluti. Mrs Mayhew broughther two pretty children, which ended the list for the day.Mme Conelli seems a very superior woman, quite asmuch Dutch as Italian. Miss Ruscalla is garibaldimissimaand we had a quiet confidential curse at his enemiestogether. She says her father is much discouraged at thewant of interest in the affairs of their country shown bythe deputies - thinks many of the liver-hearted among
the so-called liberals, stay away from the parliament pur--posely to avoid committing themselves on the interpel--lanza with reference to the Garibaldi fund sequesteredfrom, but afterwards restored to Lemmi. As toGaribaldi's leaving England, she says her fatherand his political friends have not a doubt thatit is the work of the English government instigatedby Austria and Prussia. Our evening lamps werescarcely brought in when the burly captain, andhis son, with Mr Artoni presented themselves, andthey were still deep in papers about the new frigateswhen the Count and Countess Gigliucci wereannounced. We had a very pleasant evening,but I found myself thoroughly tired out before ourvisitors left, close on to midnight.Sunday 24. AprilOur home-letters and papers arestirring today, not from war-news, but for the strangepolitical conversions they announce, and forthe interesting details about the great fair. ReverdyJohnson converted to Abolitionism! AbrahamLincoln himself may come to it yet. What willRobert Winthrop and the like of him do, now that theirvery apostles are admitting that they have been butblind leaders of the blind. This looks as if the hourof our Country's redemption was really at hand, It isworth more than victories in the field to see thesegrey-headed sinners repent. Gerebzow, the Russiansecretary of Legation, paid us a visit, but I had
just returned from a drive too tired to make ap myappearance, so I excused myself to him and other visitors.Monday 24th 25Levi left some capital autographs for me lastnight. letters of Silvio Pillico [Pellico], Botta, Rossini etc. O thougood Jew! We had a most charming drive toPino to-day - the vegetation is far more advancedon the east side of the Collina than on the westThe fruit-trees are in fullest flower. The Gajanistook tea with us & brought the good news of thesafety of the Ré Galantuomo.Tuesday 26We wrote letters frantically all themorning - drove to Mrs Gajani to get some directionsabout strawberry seeds - then to the Countess Collegnoto take her the account of the fair - then took Gia.to see Gaetano who is getting on well, then a turnround the Valentino & home to dinner. Dr Monnet,whom Charles has at last decided to consult, thinkshis principal trouble is of the digestive organs and toostrong an action of the heart, and recommends reduceddiet & a little barkWednesday April 27thMadeline Tottenham spent the daywith us, went with Carrie to her riding-lesson, the restof us driving in the meantime. I returned MadameGigliucci came to arrange with us about a longwalk for the girls, Miss Trotti included.
Mme Collegno came on the part of the MarchesaArconati to invite Carrie to the concert tomorrowevening. The De Bunsens kept us a half hour beyondour usual dinner-time, but I was glad to seeLa De Bunsen with us again. De Bunsen himselfwas confused, wandering, and gossiping as usual -but they are a very good amiable couple and well-matched.The little Arbesser, as De Bunsen calls her, spentthe evening with us and, as she was in one of herlucid intervals, made herself most agreeable. Onsuch occasions I am more than ever grieved tothink what a noble as well as brilliant creature, abetter education might have made her.Thursday April 28Carrie went to the Chambers with MmeGajani, I was to have gone to Mr Meille's Lecturebut was prevented by a thunder-storm. The Comstockswere with us all the evening.Friday April 29All except myself set off this morningat six for Lanzo. The weather was a little doubtfulbut it was thought best to risk it. My solitary med--itations were only twice interrupted - once by therotund Captain, and once by the seraphic Castillia,the sight of whose calm and reverend face is alwaysbetter than a sermon. His very presence seems to fill aroom with charity and peace. As The excursionistsreturned in the rain, but luckily they were wellprotected. As soon as tea was over I announced
my intention of going to bed, having first countedon my fingers our usual evening visitors and arguingargued from certain premises that no one wouldcome to us tonight. I had however scarcely closedthe door, (C__. satisfied with my logic had retiredtoo) when the bell rang and Cantù was announced.I was rather vexed to miss him, but it couldn't behelped, and Mr Marsh had all the better opportunityfor a free and easy chat with him. Carrie went offSaturday 29 April 30Carrie went off on the proposed longwalk, being taken to the Gigliuccis by the CountessCollegno. They were to return to their rendezvous forhigh tea. For myself I felt obliged to dress for visitorsthough with such an aching frame that it was nosmall effort. Charles kept me company in the drawing--room as long as he could, but the bell seemed to haveconvulsions, and its sound drove him off so manytimes that at last he gave up trying to hold theposition. In the evening the Countess Maggioliniwith her boy, came in time for a cup of tea; thencame the Gajanis, the Comstocks and Artoni -the Comstocks to take leave. By the way theCaptain says Mr and Mrs Russell - the latterHope Tues - arrived here Thursday evening andleft early Friday morning.Sunday 30 May 1st.Brother Charles and I being both onthe invalid roll church-going was put off by the rest
till afternoon, and in addition to bodily ills we haveBanks' disaster to meditate upon. Mr Marsh andC. got ready for afternoon service, but the former,going in to look after Charles before setting out foundhim actually in bed. Of course he did not leavehim, but sent a message to Dr Monnet to callin the evening. We have however the satisfactionof seeing Gaetano well on the way toward recovery.He was able to come here with wife and childtoday and hopes to recommence active operationsin the field by Wednesday.Monday May 2nd.Pleasant letters from home thismorning, among them a capital one from Milton.Half the servants ill, brother Charles very feeble but luckilybut few visits, and a quiet evening entirely to ourselves.Tuesday May 3rdNo visitors today except the Countess Collegnoand Margherita.Wednesday 4thOur minister to Copenhagen, MrWood, came in quite early this morning and hadmuch to say that was interesting about the Danesfor whom he feels the holiest sympathy. His ownpersonal experiences with the State Departmentat home were very diverting. As soon as he leftMr Marsh went to the Hotel to look for Lady, andMiss Estcourt whom we were expecting. To ourgreat joy they had arrived safely notwithstanding
an awful gale, attended with a storm ofsnow encountered last night on Mont Cenis.They came to us as soon as they had rested a littleand breakfasted, and never were friends morewelcome. Lady Estcourt has recovered much ofher old quiet gaity, and Miss Estcourt, while sheloses nothing of her life, is gaining every yearin intellectual breadth. We had a most happyday with them, and even the Marchesa Arconati,welcome as she always is, was less so today thanusual. The Woods too, whom we should have beenglad to see at almost any other time, were ratheran interruption this evening. Miss Wood, ayoung lady in very delicate health, interested mevery much from her earnest views of life and itsduties. She seemed to regret that her future homewas likely to be in Albany, a place so much behindmost other towns in the U.S. not only in culture, andreal refinement, but even in patriotism. Itwas pleasant to me to look at this young creatureand see what an immense gain she was uponher imperfectly educated mother. We hadto bid the Estcourts goodbye, as they leave earlyin the morning, but hope for a longer visit fromthem next week.Thursday 5thWe seem to have gone back to March forour weather, and as to wind, the like of it forthe last few days was never before known in these
parts. I am reconciled to it perfectly by the pease [peace]and quiet consequent upon it. We had no visits, dayor evening, except the Doctor's, and had nothing to dobut to nurse ourselves and each other. We managedthough to make some progress in Le Progrès, and toget on a little in one of Caterina Percoto's stories.Friday May 6thThe same scowling weather andthe sick list not much diminished. We hope toget off for Saluzzo tomorrow. - oh, the Pope'sworse. A curious article in the Opinione aboutthe manuscripts left by Silvio Pellico for the benefitof his sister Giuseppina which were not givenup to her by the Countess Barolo, but left at lastin the hands of her confessor - he steadfastlyrefusing to surrender them to any one. A bluesummary from the U.S. Conference matters inLondon making but poor headway. Goldwin Smithis distressing himself lest our gov't should retaliatefor the Fort Pillow massacre. It's a dreadfulbusiness anyhow but I think he'd better spendhis breath in exhorting the President to a strongerpolicy than the milk-and-water one he has hithertopursued with regard to the rebels.
	
