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INTRODUCTION.*

RATHER more than twelve months ago, the Mar-
chioness Ricel, only daughter of the illustrions Mas-
simo d’Azeglio, whose death Italy had mourned a
year previously, published the Memoirs of her father,
in compliance with a wish expressed by himself in
bis last days, although they did not comprise the
whole period contemplated in his original design,
which the premature close of his existence prevented
him from completing,

In so doing the Marchioness Ricct not only ful-
filled & duty in thorough harmony with her mest
sacred feelings, but she felt that this publication
would, if possible, still farther increase the respect
and veneration the Italian people already entertained
for 80 great a patriot.

* 1. I'lialie dz 1847 & 1866; Correspondance Politigue ds
Massimo d'Azeglio, avee une Introduction par M. Eugéne Rendu.
1 vol. Parls, 1866. 2. Zey Précurseurs Raliens, par M. Charles
de Maxade ; Rewue des Doux Mondes, 15 février 1867. 8. Com-
memorazions di Masrime d'Azegliv; diseorso del Commendatore
Mogaari. Barl, 1868, 4, Nots Biografica del Marchkoss Ricoi.
Fivenwve, 1867; &e,

YOL. 1. b
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Shrinking from herself attempting the eulogy of
her own father, she could not refrain, as she stated
in a short preface, from expressing her belief (which
was perfectly well founded) that no biography could
be better calenlated to illustrate the peculiarities of her
father’s genius and moral charseter, From the hum-
blest descriptions, she said, from the greatest eccen-
tricities of comical incidents, he ofien rises with
incredible suddenness and ease to philosophical and
political considerations of the loffiest nature; nor
18 it a rare occurrence for him to enter quite unex-
pectedly into historical discussions with true dog-
matie erudition, hinting at every step useful advice,
wonderfully appropriste to our present day. This
was her hope, concluded the Marchioness; and the
success of the book confirmed the judgment of filial
love, in foreseeing that this last work of her father
wonld be welcomed by the Italians, even when his
suthoritative voice pointed out their faults and the
effects they have yet to produce ; and that the pages
his dying band last penned would be deemed a
worthy conclusion to the constant labour of a life
which had been devoted mind and soul to the glory
and well-being of his country.

Her expectations were fully realised ; for thege Re-
collections afforded a curious contrast to the sad lack
of pleasant readable literature presented by the Italy
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of our days; thanks to the mania of modern aunthors,
who, as D’Azeglio says in the preface of his Auto-
biography, fancy themselves obliged to change their
language when they write, for a stilted, affected style,
under pretext of a misconceived idea of elegance.

An able English critic wrote last year: ¢ Massimo
d’Azeglio was completely free from this defect. Like
all the I’ Azeglios (for, as he himself tell us, it was
common to the race), he was ¢ a character,’ a man of
whims, and oddities, and hobbies, and erotehets, and
consequently the last person in the world to remain
bound in any conventional thraldom, whether social
or literary. This character of individuality, which
impressed its stamp on his whole life, is charmingly
revealed in every sentence of the Memoirs which he
has left behind him; so that, more than any of his
previous writings, their mingled homeliness and wit
and wisdom justify the epithet which I once before
ventured to give him when I described him as the
¢ Giusti of Italian prose.’ ™

This eriticism is singularly to the point, showing
how even foreigners appreciated the Memoire of our
famous patriot; and on reading them it at onee struck
me that a translation would be welcome to the English
publie. A few days after this had ccenrred to me,
Marquis d’Azeglio received a letter from Florence, in
which both the family and the Italian editor, aware
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how much interest Italian politics excite, in England,
-ovinced a wish that the Recollections should be trans-
lated in London, where many had personally known
their author.

But who waas to do it? TItalians were not wanting
in England possessing such perfect mastery of the
English language as to be fully competeni for the
task. Several English writers, too, are in existence
with every qualifieation for translating the Italian
work, althongh it is writter in so familier a style
as 10 make the real meaning of more than one pass-
age quite pmzzling to a foreigner. Yet nobedy
seemed inclined to undertake the work; and an
answer in this sense was on the point of being
despatched to Florence. I felt immensely disap-
pointed. Was the best work written in Italy for
many a year to remain unknown in England, where
the high qualities, the honourable straightforwardness
of the author’s character were better appreciated than
anywhere else, while his friends were most anxious
that the reverse should be the case? Rather than let
a refusel be sent off, shall I try it myself? thought L
Here arose a number of objections: Shall I have the
* Apscity ? shall T have the time? and a thousand
reasons too numerous to dwell upon, and not always
of a nature to reassure me about my prospect of sue-
ocess in such a hazardous enterprise, Still the idea
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haunted me, and gained ground by degrees; till at
last it got the upper hand, and I began my work.
Alss! I know not how far its result wounld have
satisfled D’ Azeglio, for I am conseious that I am now
presenting to the reader the book of a great man
translated by—a very small onel Whatever the ver-
dict of the public may be, I hope that at least the
motives which were my incentive to make the at-
tempt will not be forgotten. But I had yet another
reason, which was of great weight with me. T must
here make a confession. The deseription of old
sturdy Piedmont, of the apirit, manners; and tradi-
tions of a society amidst which I grew up; the faet
that I was, or am yet, acquainted with the greater
part of the persons mentioned in 1’Azeglio’s Recol-
lections, nay more, am connected with many of them
by the closer ties of blood, offered a double attraction,
that I was unable to resist: so, once having set to
work, I went on, We say in Italian, “ Peccato con-
fessato & mezzo perdonato;” and having thus confessed
myself with all sincerity, I hope I shall not be denied
the benefit of indulgence.

In many parts of the Recollections I have thought
it necessary to add explanatory notes, to avoid confu-
gion or misinterpretation. In some cases likewise,
where the author adverts to facts that may be known

to foreigners, although only in & summary way, I
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have ventured to suggest the circumstances, some-
times very peculiar, which gave rise to these allusions,
hoping my additions would not be unacceptable to
the general publicc. But to those readers whose
foreign knowledge is, on the contrary, so complete as
to render such an amount of precantion superfluous,
I will say, as Massimo d’Azeglio himself very often
does in the course of these pages, when a passage
oceurs which he deems uninteresting—skip it.  Hav-
ing thus eased my conscience on this score, I will
merely add, that all the French and Latin senfences
contained in this translation are copied verbatim from
the original.

Massimo d’Azeglio began these Memoirs within
two or three years of his death, hoping, as he says,
to bequeath to the rising Italian generation a book
that might inculeate the precepts his long esperience
and patriotism suggested as the best means of secur-
ing the good of the nation. But he did not live
to complete his work, and it was brought to an un-
timely end just as he was commencing the narrative
of the most important part of his politieal career.

It is impossible not to regret this deeply in the
interest of history and politics. Yet was it & good or
an evil that these Memoirs should end so abruptly?
It is difficult to amswer this question. Though
we are deprived of a very interesting portion of
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the author’s life, it is, perhaps, as well that Mas-
simo d’Azeglio did nDot begin to write his Recollec~
tions at an earlier stage, and was thus prevented
from touching contemporary history; it being in-
deed difficult for anyone to pronounce an impartial
judgment on the men amongst whom he has Jived
and the events of his own time. For it is im-
possible to take an active share in politics without
being more or less jarred by the conduct and opinions
of others. The divergence of ideas that divided
IYAzeglio from Cavour, and many other Iltalian
statesmen, often made him unjust to them, and caused
him to regard his country, and the phases (unfortu-
nately not always of a satisfactory character) throngh
which a young nation must pass in the early stages
of its political regeneration, with a kind of over-
strained fastidiousness.

Gtod knows what excellent intentions, how much
genuine feeling, were concealed under his oecasionally
rough warnings and advice, which, had he recorded
the second and most conspicuous part of his political
life, would perhaps have taken the shape of & diatribe
against many men of the day, with little or no profit
to the country, nay fo its detriment.

'We are compensated for the loss of an interesting
acconnt of the busy years of Italian revolution by a
eharmingly dispassionate chat sbout days long past,
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little known, yet curious for the student and the ob-
server to dwell upon. We have eloguent pages, full
of philosophical as well as soctal observation, poli-
tical reminiscences, anecdotes, reflections on art and
education; while the sketches of national chsracter,
under its various saspects during the counter-revo-
lutionary period, are picturesque in po common
degree.

The author undoubtedly represented one of the
most striking individualities of his time, and spent
a life equally full of romantic adventures and prac-
tical activity, in uninterrnpted serviee to his country.
A painter and novelist, he returned in mature years
to his early profession as a soldier in defence of his
native land, He was also at once political writer,
statesman, and dipl:;matiat; and amid such wonder-
fully varied pursuits he never swerved from the one
chief aim of his life—the liberation of Italy.

Most people know how the Italian revolution
was accomplished, but few, if any, are aware bow
it was prepared. This book will fill up the blank ;
and though it barely comprises the preparations for
the great movement of the year 1848, it exaetly
goes over the field where most instruction can be
gleaned about the foundations on which the actual
social life of Italy is based. :

To render this work more sttractive to the reader,
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I propose to give a short summary of D’Azeglio’s
political career from the time these Recollections were
cuf short by death; for it embraces the most important
period of the Italian revolution, and will greatly
facilitate the understanding of the anthor’s remarks
and allusions,

His reminiscences stop abruptly in 1846, just in-
cluding the publication of the pamphlet he wrote in
that year, Gli Ultimi Case di Romagna, and which
created a profound sensation throughout the country.
I’Azeglio was then recently returned from a tour
in the pontifical provinces and chiefly in Romagna,
made at the request of the Liberal party, who had
intrusted him with the delicate mission of first
inquiring whether the country was ripe for a
movement or not, and then_ preaching concord and
faith to each individual, while he foreibly pointed
out the reckless blunders and wickedness of seeret
societies.

The rash revolutionary outbreak of Romagna in
1845, which, as usual, only ended in bloodshed,
and gave the priestly government a prefext for
o fresh display of cruelty, furnished a text for the
above little book published under his own name in
the beginning of 1846, To sign it was a singular
act of courage at that time, and resulted in his ba-
nishment from Tuscany (the pamphlet was pnnted
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at Leghorn), and from the Austrian dominions in
the Peninsula.

In a few days the volume was conveyed by hand
from one end of Italy to the other, It roused the
enthusizsm of the Italians, and, while urging them,
with practical good sense, to abandon the imprudent
and always futile attempts of the advanced party,
and to follow instead a more regular policy in broad
daylight, it encouraged them to persevere all the
more in the wise course pointed out by Gioberti and
Balbo.

Not long after, the Holy Bee became vacant
by the death of Gregory XVL, and on the 16th
of June 1846 Pins IX. was elected Pope. After
a month’s reign, the new pontiff promulgated a
general amnesty. The effect of this measure was
wonderful, and took everyone by surprise. It was
the confirmation of the mational principle, & sanc-
tion granted by God’s representative on earth to
the liberal aspirations of the country, that thus fell
from the Vatican. Gratitude and hope gave an im-
mense political significanco to that decree. Liberty
of the press and other changes soon followed, making
all Haly reécho with the name of Pius IX,

D’Azeglio then shared the general illusion that
these reforms might become a pledge of perpetual
concord between the Romans and the ecclesiastical
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sovereignty. Like Gioberti, Balbo, and many of
their contemporaries, he believed (I lay stress on
this fact, for it is a very important one, explaining
the subsequent attitude of some of the politicians of
that period) that liberated Ttaly must assume the
shape of a confaderation of free states with its cenire
at Rome, and the Pope for its president.
It now seemns a dream to recal the popular song
then chanted in the streets of every Iialian town:
“Evvive Piemonta,
Sicilia, & Toscana,

La Lega Italiana
Pio Nono ha Re!"

The antithesis with our days is strong, but who dreamt
of united Italy at that early stage? Some few: but
when did they think the vision would be realised ?
That is another question. A great transformation
had siill to take place, 2 new generation to grow up,
bold and energetic—that of the sons of revolution.

As soon as Pius 1X. liad granted these reforms,
D'Azeglio felt it a duty to hasten to Rome, where
his popular voice powerfully supported the national
cause; and his principal object being war to the
foreigner, he greatly contributed to the increase of
military preparations.

In August 1847, the Austrian troops, eontrary to
all existing stipulations, wantonly invaded Ferrare,
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and D’'Azeglio flew to Pesaro, in order to be near
the pontifical camp of observation established in
Romagna. There he struck a fresh chord, and
instead of preaching moderation as on his previous
journey, he advocated resolution and firmness. His
advice was not thrown away, and a legal protest of
the Roman legate caused the Austrians to withdraw.
The failure of this usurpation afforded further proof
to the Italians how wise I)’Azeglio’s words were,
and also of the necessity of practically following them
without loss of time.

He spent the whole of the exciting year 1347
in Rome ; as the signal for the new movement had
come from thence, he considered it of the ulmost
importance to watch the public spirit on the spot,
believing the rest of Italy would be obliged to
adhere to the liberal policy of the Pope. Indeed,
his noble mind entertained the delusive hope that
Pius IX. would accomplish a complete trans-
formation in the Papacy ; and so great was his
trust in the man who had spontaneously inaugu-
rated a mnovel era for his people, that he deemed
him worthy of the moral leadership of Italy; not
without conditions, of course. *Ri Pie IX veut,"*
he wrote in his political correspondence, published by

* All the pasesges extracted from this correspondence are
guoted in the original French,
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M. Rendu, “vil consent & étre co que 'opinion fait
de lni, la papauté est définitivement la force dirige-
ante . . . &'il &'y refuse, jo ne sais pas ce qui arrivera.
+ + . La Providence n’offre pas deux fois une occasion
telle que celle-ci.” How truly this prediction has
been verified! A Papacy transforming itself into
an element of progress and civilisation—a Papacy
ceasing to be a system of gross abuses and priestly
tyranny—might have been the salvation of Italy.
Ag it turned out, it caused the social and religious
revolution under which she is still writhing,

It was in this year that Massimo d’Azeglio wrote
an admirable series of pamphlets nader the title of
Programma per la Formazione di un’ Opmione nazio-
nale, in which his genius entirely disclosed itself,
and the essential character of the Italian revival was
boldly sketched out.

In the mean while the first months of 1848
changed the face of things, giving an impulse to
the hopes that had been raised, and which now
only wanted, an opportunity to burst forth openly.
D’Azeglio waited in Rome, like a sentinel at his
post, ready to give a timely warning to the impa-
tient, or to counteract the anti-national intrigues of
which the eternal city has always been the active
centre. Quite early in the year he issmed another
most interesting publication, I Lutii di Lombardia; a
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heart-stirring narrative of the martyrdom of Lom-
bardy and Venetia ander Austrian tyranny, almost
equivalent to a popular declaration of war,

At length the revolutionary blast of 1848 began
its work. The outbreak at Paris in February gave a
signal soon followed by a great part of Europe, and
its first consequence was the rising of Milan against
the Austrians, who fled after five days’ desperate
fighting, during which the citizens set the noblest
example of valour and resolution.

The state of Piedmont was indeseribable. The
desire to rush to the rescue of the Milanese was
universal ; Charles Albert cast the die, and entered
Lombardy.

As soon as the starfling news reached Rome,
D’ Azeglio redoubled his exertions with one single
aim, that of swelling the ranks of the combatants
against the foreigner; and his eloguent voice end
influential pen urged the Romans to enlist under the
tricolour Italian flag, unfurled for the first time by
Charles Albert on crossing the Tieino,

One night at a political club, where a recently
promulgated electoral law was exciting a hot debate,
¢ (fentlemen,” he cried, * this iz no time to discuss
the greater or less liberality of a franchise; we may
consider it afterwards. Let us now go and fight for
our independence.”
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The Roman Liberals regarded him as their leader;
the Pope himself was not quite opposed to him ; and
his advico was attended to. Instantly all discussion
ceased ; a subscription for money and weapons was
commenced, men were enrolled, and a little army
hastily drawn together nnder the command of Gene-
ral Giovanni Durando, I Azeglio had been the soul
of the expedition, and after setting it in motion by his
influence, he was the first personally to give the ex-
ample, and received the appointment of staff-adjutant
to the commander-in-chief, whose handful of scldiers
marched into Venetin; whilst Charles Albert, after
several brilliant engagements, arrived on the Mineio,

At this date D’ Azeglio wrote several letters, pub-
lished in his above-mentioned correspondence. In
them he develops the policy of the day, and ex-
pounds his views on the situation. Writing from
Monte Belluno on the 5th of May, he says, “Pie IX
et Charles Albert peuvent seuls sauver 1’Italie, non
pas des stranieri, mais des Italiens, qui seraient le
plus & craindre, 4 peine le danger passé.” Always
the same delusion—fuith in the Pope !

I must not, however, leave the reader under the
impression this declaration might ereate. Polities in
D’ Azeglio were but the emanation of his noble cha-
racter, with which they became identified. Of course,
the idea of a Pontiff who had solemnly implored the
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blessing of Heaven on his country in the memorable
words, ““ Benedite, ok sommo Iddio, I Italia,” wasenough
to stir the generous mind of I’Azeglio. Conceiving,
a8 he did, that Providence was now offering the Pa-
pacy anopportunity for becoming Italy's chief strength,
on condition that some wise reforms separated the
temporal from the spiritual power, how could he re-
main indifferent to the beautiful ideal of an Italian re-
ligious and political supremacy, founded on the true
principles of liberty? It was indeed a grand idea,
and one that made many a heart believe God had at
last selected the fair peninsuls, for centuries so crueily
battered by adverse fortune, as the abode of spi-
ritual and eivil harmony and concord.- Alas, how
rudely facts dispelled this phantasmagoria! Yet
many an ardent Liberal indulged in the same dream
a5 I’Azeglio ; and to prove that his apparent severity
towards the Italians was not inspired by diminished
faith in their cause, but must only be attributed to
over-anxiety, I will here adduce the end of the same
letter 1 have just quoted. The patrict as well as the
artist is revealed in this passage, bastily written under
a tent, and dated from the camp of that curious
anpmaly, the pontifical army of 1848, composed half
of regulars, half of volunteers, with enthusiastic
priests preaching the national crusade, at the head
of which the Holy Father stood foremost, though
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already sgainst his will. Strange contrast ; but how
well this extract depicts the time |

“Un de nos jeunes gens eut le poignet compé.
Je voulsis le comsoler; il me répondil, en me mon-
trant sa main droite: Resta queste. Le sommeil a
¢té long, mais le réveil est complet et puissant, je
vous assure. Notre armée marche avec un earroccio.”
No vous moquez pas de mol; c'est nn peu moyen
dge! J’ai pensé que Parmée pontificale devait
avoir un service régulier, et jai fait arranger un
sutel sur un chariot; rien n'y manque, y compris
le mit qui porte les couleurs de I'Eglise, avee Viva
Pio Nono! d'an cdté, et de Pautre Dic lo vuole/
Ayjourd’hui, jour de la féte du pape, nous avons dit
la messe en plein air, toute Parmée rangée sur quatre
lignes, par un femps magnifique, et avec une multi-
tude de paysans des environs. Notre auménier, qui
est un carme, a fait un petit disconrs de circonstunce ;
et tout cet ensemble, jo vous sssuve, était d’un grand
offet. Aussi I'enthousiasme était & gon comble,

“Je fus bien touché aussi l'autre jonr par une
scéne d’'un genre différent. Nous étions sur la route
de Bellune ; nous recontrimes une maison isolée prés
d'un groupe d’arbres. En nous approcbant, nous
aper¢limes une vingtaine de petites fillettes toutes
agenouillées sous les arbres, les mains jointes et

* Bee note at p. 859, vol. i,

YOL. L - "
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priant pour nous; prés de 13, un vieux paysan ef
quelques gutres individus : il n'y eut pas un eri, pas
une voix qui se fit entendre, pas ume remarque.
Noms passimes en silence. Aprés quelques minutes,
me retournant pour voir si je les apercevais ehcore,
je vis plas d'une vieille moustache qui gessuyait les
yeux. (est bien simple en apparence; mais, dans
notre position, vous ne sauriez croire quel effet cela
nous fit.,

‘¢ Maintenant nous attendons la division Ferrari,
et puis nous passerons la Piave et ensuite le Taglia~
mento, et, Dien 2idant, nous rejetterons l'ennemi au
deld de 1'Isonzo.

¢ Notre armée a vraiment I'aspect d'une croisade.
Outre la ligne qui est trés-bien, nous avons une
armée de volontaires et de paysans, avec costumes
de fantaisie: lances, fourches, et toutes sortes d'in-
struments dont on a fait des armes. De plus, des
prétres, des moines qui, au reste, pourraient bien
ne pas porter tous ces pistolets et ces poignards;
mais le moyen de le leur faire comprendre? Enfin,
tout ceci ne mangue pas de couleur locale.”

The small ponufical army had dome little in the
joterval. Placed in a diffionlt position, their
chiefs were obliged to hold a very extensive line,
while long marches backwards and forwards ex-
hausted the soldiers. Attacked at last at Vicenza
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by BRadetzki with 45,000 men and 110 pieces of
artillery, the 10,000 combatants of Durando, with
their 25 cannons, capitulated to the overwhelming
Austrian forees after 2 more than honoursble de-
fence. Thrice they successfully repelled the attack
of the enemy in an open town; but finslly they
were worsted (June 1848), and D’Azeglio fell,
dangerously wounded, in the thickest of the fight.

As he was being carried away from the action
to the ambulance he exclaimed, “ My God, I did
believe in the future of Italy, but I dared not hope
to be so fortunate as to draw my sword on the field
of battle for its independence!” In recognition of
their stout resistance, the Italians obtained the right
of leaving the place with the honours of war,

But, alas, in other guarters too fortune frowned
upon Italy. The princes by their bad faith, and the
people by their rashness, played into each other’s
hands; reactionists fostered anarchy in the expectation
of resping its inheritance ; factions ran high, puving
the way to foreign intervention; and it was in vain
that one s:wereign and his faithful army, though
shamefully zbandoned, fought for Italy with a valour
worthy of a better fate, till Charles Albert was obliged
to conclude an armistice with the Austrians, D’Aze-
glio, however, remained unshaken in his hopes, He
repaired to Tuscany, and at the Villa Almanzi, in the
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neighbourhood of Florence, where he had gone for
meodical advice, he resumed his pen, and now began
to censure the prevailing excesses of the Liberals with
the same firmness he before displayed against the
absolute governments. His writings ealled forth the
bitterest retorts from those to whom they were addres-
sed ; but he heeded not, and undauntedly continued
in spite of personal threats. He had never flattered
king, and he disdained to cringe before a mob.

The position of Tuscany was most critical. It had
become the hotbed of demagogy. In the hour of peril
the reigning Grand Duke, Leopold, summoned D’ Aze~
glio, and requested him to form & ecabinet. But he
put no trust in the weak prince; and having inquired
on what guarantees he could rely 1o quell the discon-
tent, the Grand Duke, Instead of answering, piteously
paced to and fro, without getting over his miserable
irresolution. Thie combination having failed, despair
threw the government into quite other hands, and the
new administration was installed under the unltra-de-
mocratic auspices of Guerazzi and Montanelli, Sin-
gular determination of a sovereign as cowardly in the
face of danger as he was bold when backed by a foreign
atmy! Yet he was withal the best specimen fo be
found among the worthless Austro-Bourbon prinees by
whom Italy was graced. 1’Azeglic’s indignation at
the Tuscan agitators then reached its climax, and he
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poured forth his feelings in the pamphlet entitled
Timori ¢ Speranze; a passionate invective against the
class of demagogues who were killing liberty all
over Europe.

“ If we are not brought back to despotism,” said
D’Azeglio, ‘* it is not the fault of the Republicans;
for (let us be just) they are doing all they ean to
revive the happy days of Divine Right.”

Ag far back as the month of April Charles Albert
had offered him a seat in the Sardinian upper cham-
ber; but, preferring to be a deputy, he refused the
honour, and was returned to parliament by the town
of Strambino. In January 1849 he addressed to his
constituents one of his usnal pamphlets, which may
be considered his best production of the kind, He
did not, however, do full justice to Gioberti, who, in
the midst of the party spirit, infuriated passions, and
confusion of ideas reigning in Piedmont, had the
courage to accept the direction of public business,
endesvouring by his genius to raise a barrier against
anarchy, snd to restore the tottering fortunes of the
country; a blot the more to be regretted, as at the
beginning of the year, before appointing Gioberti
his minister, Charles Albert had offered the post to
D’Azeglio himself, who declined the burden, because,
on the one hand, he did not believe that renewed
hostilities with Austrin could bhave any chance of
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success, and, on the other, e had not the heart to
sign a treaty of peace in such sad circumstances,
both domestic and foreign.

Depressed in spirits, and embittered by the down-
fall of the national prospects, he went to La Spezia, on
account of his still open wound. In the short disastrous
period of political factions that elapsed between the
armistice of August 1848 and the catastrophe of
Novara, if IPAzeglio had a gleam of hope, it was
when Gioberti conceived the idea of an armed inter-
vention in Tuscany and Romagna.

This design originated in a desire to make the
Piedmontese army the guardian of order and re-
stored coustitutional liberties; and it pleased D’Aze-
glio so much, that he not only modified his severe
judgment on Gioberti, and hastened to apprise
him from La Spezia of his unconditional adhesion
and approval, but he even tried to follow General
Lamarmorg’s division, which was manceuvring in
the neighbourhood of Barzana, till his bad health
forced him again to renounce active exertion. Be-
gides, the illusive hopes fostered by this grand scheme
were soon dispelled; Gioberti was ousted from power
by the democratic ministry, doomed to the uwnenvi-
able fame of having precipitated the Piedmontese
army into the disaster of Novara,

That fatal day drew nigh. D’Azeglio foresaw
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its issue ; but when the die was cast for war, he re-
frained from all recrimination. The royal army did
its duty, and fought se stoutly against. dispropor-
tionate odds as to make Radetzlki himself acknow-
ledge that without the superior forces at his com-~
mand he should have lost the day. Shortly after the
catastrophe, I’ Azeglio wrote to M. E. Rendu :

' La Spezin, 8 wvril 1849,

¢“Mon cher ami, vous le savez, & cette heure,
tout est fini. Je Iavais prévu,—et il ne fallait pas
&tre sorcier pour cele,—lorsque je refusai la prési-
dence du conseil, ne voulant ni jeter le pays dans le
désastre qui le frappe maintenant, ni signer une paix
qu'une suite funeste d’'erreurs et de fautes avait
rendue inévitable. Je crois vous Iavoir éerit dans
le temps.

“ Vous pouvez imaginer comme j'ai le coarr serré.
Avoir travaillé toute sa vie dans une seule pensée,
sans espérer jamais gn'une occasion se présentit; la
voir arriver, surpassant toute prévoyance raisonnable;
et puis sentir tout cet édifice ’écrouler dans un jour!
Aprés de pareils coups on ne garde que les appar-
ences de la vie. L'dme et lo cceur sont morts. Je
ne verrai plus ma pauvre chére patrie délivrée din
joug. Que la volonté de Dieu soit faite !

¢ Je n'ai pas la force de vous expliquer quel mal-
houreux role ont joué dans notre catastrophe I'ignor-
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ance, les mauvaises passions, les rages de partl. Je
vous raconterai cela un joumr. Pour le moment,
je désire seulement qu’on sache,~puisque tout est
perdu,—qu’au moins 'armée g’est bien battne. Noums
n’avons plus que notre honneur. Dans notre cham-
bre,—formée par Valerio® et la jeune Italie de tout ce
qu’il y avait de médiocre et de vulgaire dans le pays,
—un M. L—— a pronone¢ des paroles inconcevables.
Ce n'était guére mauvais vouloir, je pense, mais
pure bétise. Il donnait 4 entendre que Iennemi
était inférieur en nombre, et n’avait que trente-cing
mille hommes! Voici ce que m’éerit mon frére
de Turin: ¢Abercromby ha detto e ripetuto che
Badetzki stesso trattenendosi con Imi gli aveva
dichiarato, che senza Ia forte maggioranza del nu-
mero, e di muovi battaglionl che faceva avanzare
a rinfrancar I’ aziome, la giornata, per lui, era
perduta: quel diavoli di Piemontesi, dieeva, sono
sempre gli stessi, e malgrado il minor numero loro
o la stanchezza delle marce fatte, o temuto piti @’ una
volta di dovermi ritirare.”t Deux généranx de divi-

* A Piedmontese lawyer, then a radical leader 1n the elective
house.

1 “This is what my brother wriltes me from Turin: *Aber-
eromby’ (Bir Kalph, the then British minister 8t Torin) ‘has said
and repested that Radetski himeelf declgred to him, that with-
ouf the gresl advehirge of pumbers, and of fresh baettalions

which he brought forward to sustain the setion, he should have
lost the dey. Those devils of Piedmontese, quoth he, are slways
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sion sont morts: le Marguis Passalacqua et M. Por-
Tone, celui qui servait en France, et y a épousé la
nidee de M. de La Fayette. Un antre est blessé,
lo général Bes. Dans tous les régiments wn grand
nombre d’officiers tués ou blessés. Dans un seul de
bersaglieri, sur trente officiers, vingt-cing manqué-
rent & l'appel le soir. Lrartillerie a fait des pertes
énormes. Un des fils de Cesare Balbo, Ferdinand, un
brave jeune homme de dix-huit ans, lieutenant dans
la batterie oll son frére Prosper était capitaine, a enla
tdte emportée par un boulet. Ce pauvre Balbo, qui
ne vit que pour ses enfants, supporte cependant ce
malheur avec une grande fermeté.—Il parait que le
général Ramorino est un traitre. Il a désobéi au
général en chef, eb fait manquer son plan. On l'a
arrété & Arona, comme il se sauvait en Suisse, et on
I'a conduit & Turin garrotté. Il est sous conseil de
guerre.*

““Je swis & la Spezia, tichant de me rétablir;
mais ma blessure est toujours ouverte, et je crains
que j'en aurai encore pour longtemps. Elle m’s
épargné d’étre témoin de cet affreux désastre.  J’at-
tends ma fille qui est 2u couvent, 4 Florence, et dont

the pame; and notwithstanding their inferior numbers, and the
fatigua of the marchea they had undergone, I more than omee
feared I should be obliged to retire,'”

* He was convicted, as may be remembered, and shot,
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la santé réclame des moins assidms. Je vais m'y
consacrer, Cela m’aidera, j'espére, peu & pen, &
accepter.  Je me vois plus rien A faire pour le mo-
ment. 11 faut rouler jusqu'an fond de I'abime pour
voir oll 'on s'arréte, ot pour se reconnattre. Alors
pous recommencerons! mais ce n'est pas moi qui
cueillerai le fruit, Souvenons-nous que Famorr de
la patrie est sacrifice, et non jouissance.

% Veuillez, je vous pris, communiquer & M. Dou-~
bet * ce qu'il ¥ & d’essentiel dans cette lettre; jo smis
slir qu’il partage notre affliction. Ef surtout, tichez
que tout le monde sache que nous étions cinquante
mille hommes, comme avome Radeizki dans son
bulletin, et qu'il nous & attequés avee quatre-vingt
mills, et que nous nous sommes bien battus.—Adieu,
mon cher ami: nous sommes accablés, mais point
découragés; clest un long travail & refaire, voild
tout, Vous qui avez plaidé notre cause avec tant de
oenr et de talent, aidez-nous 4 rétablir les faits, et &
préserver le seul bien qui nous reste—1"honneur.”

This letter depicts D'Azeglio. The sentence, i
nous reste Dhonneur | expresses his noble pirit: nous

* A vary distinguished Frenchmsn, who spent several wintera
in Ttaly for his health, and thus beoame soquainted with Massimo
d’Aseglic. M. Doubet returned to Italy with an officisl mission in
1853 snd 1854 ; and to kim I¥Aseglio wrote several of the letters
contained in his political correspondence.
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recommencerons! is the thought of the patriot of un-
diminished faith.

The bitter cup, however, had to be drained to
the dregs, and all Italy atoned for the short space
of lawless anarchy by half a score of years of cruel
wanton reaction. Sad years of expiation those were !
years of exile, sacrifice, and hopeless yearnings under
the triumphant oppression of the most atrocious
tyranny.

Amid the general squalor one bright spot remained.
Piedmont had survived the wreck of so many hopes
and righteous expectations. Through the darkness,
the clouda that overcast the horizen on all sides,
the star of Iialy might still be seen shining over
Turin as a rallying-point for the future, in spite of
the violence of the storm. At the foot of the moun-
taing among the stout'guardians of the Alps there
were men preordained by Providence religiously to
keep up the national aspirations by offering a safe
asylum to the shatlered rights of a whole people,
and a hospitable retreat to the wandering brethren
driven from their hearths by the blind fury of ruth-
less despots, For the weal of Italy at that supreme
moment, God gave Piedmont a youthful prince,
who had already won his spurs on the field of
batile, and a statesman whose name alone guaran-

teed the honour and dignity of the country.
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Having vainly sought victory or death on the
fatal plain of Novara, Charles Albert, with a mag-
nanimous disregard of self, and only anxions for the
future of Italy, resigned his crown to his eldest son,
and retired to the far-distant shores of Portugal to
die & voluntary exile.

The new king, after signing the armistice dic-
tated by hard necessity, went to Turin to take his
oath of fidelity to the constitution.

That was a grand and memorable hour for the
Italians. On the morrow of an immense disaster,
amidst treachery, anarchical passions, with reaction
defiantly raising its head everywhere, Victor Eman-
uel, firmly grasping in his hand the national flag,
gteeped in gore, torn by Austrian bullets, but re-
spected and honoured by the very enemy, solemnly
swore to mamntain the libertiés granted by his father.

Here began one of the most conspicuous epochs
of D’Azeglio’s life. He had been a principal in-
strument in preparing the great Italian upheaval,
and now it was again his lot to save the popular
cause from the dangers which menaced it on every
side, and guide it into the path which, though under
another Hlustrious chief, was to lead o its ultimate
triumph.

T'wo ways lay open before the youthful monarch :
he might either renounce all idea of future grandeur,
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and attend to the consolidation of the constitution
within the narrow boundaries of Piedmont, or stake
his fate on that of Italy, and proclaim the principle of
nationality. Troe this latter course was full of dangers
and uncertainty. But Vietor Emanuel sprang from
too generous a race to hesitate, and selected, as every-
one knows, the more difficult line—the one that was
to confer so much glory both on his royal house and
country, by the loyal observance of constitutional in-
stitutions, and the transformation of Pisdmont into
a palladium of Italian liberties, the only remmant
of the great revolution saved from the ruin of No-
vara, but which preserved the seeds that were, ten
years later, fo ripen into the entire emancipation of
the Peninsnla,

The politician to whose lot it fell to share the
perils of the situation, and to advise Vietor Emanuel
at that eventful instant, was Massimo d’Azeglio.
A new ministry had been hastily composed under
M, de Launay, a native of Savoy, an honest con-
servative, who bad neither the power of enforoing
respect to the constitution, nor that of dispelling
the generally-prevailing mistrust. Under such
auspices, the administration could he but a short-
lived one; and the future king of Italy summoned
I’ Azeglio, not only to form a cabinet, but absolutely
to save the country. Perhaps the young monarch,
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in those agitated and gloomy days, did not guess
that the man he was thus placing at the head of his
government was destined to lay the foundation of
his fatore rise.

With remarkable procision of thought M. de
Mazade says, in his Préourseurs Haliens: A rot
galant homme galant homme ministre, ¢’est I'his-
toire de cette heure délicate et décisive. . Par son
passé, par son caractére, par un libéralisme aussi
ferme que modéré, par le patrictisme qui avait fait
ga popularité et qu'on le savait homme & ne point
abdiquer, par cette blessure méme dont il souffrait
encore, I’ Azeglio était une garantie pour tous.”

It was a great sacrifice for D’Azeglio to become
minister at that conjuncture, when the public spirit
was still cast down by recent misfortune, amid con-
tending passions, with an Austrian garrison holding
the citadel of Alessandria. Three months before, he °
had declined Charles Albert’s offer to form a cabinet.
After Novara, he obeyed the orders of the new
king, fully appreciating the extent of the sacrifice,
yet decided to accomplish his ungrateful task with
an iron will.

The first thing required was to negotiate as honour-
able 4 peace with Austria as circumstances permitied,
in spite of the extreme parties, which stigmatised
any compromise with the foreigner as treason; and
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this, be it remembered, whilst the Austrians were
in possession of n considerable part of the country,
threatening mothing less than an alteration of the
frontier. Everything conspired against us, Among
foreign powers, some regarded us with inactive sym-
pathy, some with doubtful compassion, and everyone
would have declined to lend us the smallest assist-
ance. Internal affairs were in utter disorder; and
notwithstanding this dark horizon, it was voted better
to transform Turin into & new Saguntum than come
to terms with Austria!

In all Italy there was then no more perfect type
of honour and honesty, both in private and public
life, than Massimo d’Azeglio. Liberal without os-
tentation, and loyal beyond all suspicion, he cer-
tainly was obe of the men who loved Haly most
intensely and disinterestedly; buf the native sin-
cerity of his character abhorred secref societies, con-
spiracies, and accordingly rabid demagogy, their
natural offspring, which were then trying hard to
gain the upper hand. He was not therefore the
man who, at such moment, with right on his side,
would give way to street demonstrations or radical
speeches. While a blind and infatuated throng
spread ominous reports of treason, D’Azeglio was
steadily carrying on the long and laborious negotis-
tions with Austris. The pretensions of the victorious
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Imperialists were grest on this score; but he had
given the most stringent instructions to the Pied-
montese representatives to refuse any clanse re-
pugnant to the sirictest semse of honour; and the
little kingdom, althongh invaded by the enemy, with
neither money nor an army, yet found strength to
rally, under the leadership of I’Azeglio, and exact
that the Austrians should recross the frontier.

At last, on the 6th of Angust 1843, the treaty
was definitively signed ; but, to give it effect, the
ganction of parliament was of course required. I
have described the unsettled state of affairs at that
unfortunate period, and the Chamber reflected the
temper of the country by unwisely refusing its rati-
fication. D’Azeglio had the courage to oppose his
own liberal instinets: sfill, he did not swerve an
instant from the path his conscience dictated, and
twice he dissolved parliament, the same deputies be-
ing twice returned, as only radical electors appeared
at the poll; the ratification of the treaty of peace
thus continued to be refused. The last time the
Chamber of Deputies was dismissed, the King issned
s manifesto, countersigned by Massimo d’Azeglio as
prime minister, known as the proclamation of Mon-
calieri, after the royal castle from which it was dated.
That proclamation has now assumed the importance
of an historical fact. It ought not to be viewed
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in the reactionary light in which it appeared at the
moment, not as many at present consider it—as an
act of pure royal prerogative. It could hardly be
celled a coup d'dtat; but D’Azeglio brought the King
prominently forward, and put into his mouth strong
words, throwing all future responsibility on the
country if it persisted in refusing its assistance to
the government. .

The purport of that proclamation was speeial,
positive, and straightforward ; betraying a firm re-
solve to save the monarchy and the mation at all
cost. The people understoed, and the future of
Italy was secured; but the obstacles I)’Azeglio’s
will overcame at that period were such as might
have daunted and diseouraged the most energstic
and resolute statesman, On this occasion he gave
proofs of extraordinary intrepidity and patriotism, all
the more sublime for its being ecalmly accomplished
without the applause of the publie, nay, against the
popular current, and also but too much against his
own dearest wishes.

The new house voted the treaty, and the ministry
was then in a position to submit to parliament all
its schemes for the finaneial and administrative re~
organisation of the kingdom. 1’Azeglic had a most
arducus enterprise before him. Every branch of the
service required a complete reconstruction : the ex-

VOL. L d
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hansted exchequer wanted funds for the first neces-
sities of the state; the army had to be entirely re-
modelled ; public order reéstablished after the period
of revolution and war, from which the country had
just emerged ; and lastly it was indispensable to show
Kurope that the obly part of Italy which had survived
the wreck was seriously bent on profiting by the lesson,
and making preparations to meet the emergencies
the fitare had in store,

Thus, whilst in the rest of the Italian peninsula,
and in Europe, reaction reigmed triumphant, the
Little sub-alpine state, under the guidanece of a great
man, healed its wounds, expended large sums in re-
forming its army and finances, developed its liberties,
and became, more than the refuge, the real home of
all Italians banished from their own.

In every department Massimo d’Azeglio was pre-
pering the ground upon which others were destined
to reap 8o rich a harvest,

Our stroggle with Rome and the clerical party
also began at this time, Among the first laws pre-
sented to Parliament was the bill for the abolition
of the ecclesiastioal jurisdiction in civil matters (Feb-
ruary 25th, 1850); and:D’Azeglio never failed
strennously to defend the rights of the crown and
of the eivil power against the clerical party in the
Chambers and at Rome itself. This was the first
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act of open opposition to the Papal Court; an act
brought about enly by its obstinacy, as since 1847
the negotiations with the Holy See on the subjeet of
the ecclesiastical tribunals had been pursued with-
out any result; then the constitution of 1848, abro-
gating all eivil distinetions, intervened; but Rome
remained desaf to sll representations—nay more, she
answered, as if in derision, by a eounter-proposal,
according to which even increased privileges would
have been extorted from the eivil authority.

This is another instance of I’ Azeglio’s chivalry.
Witk such a doeument in his hands, the Prime
Minister could have shown by material evidence the
futility of attempting to treat any farther, as Rome
would admit no basis for an understanding that was
not, an utter impossibility. He, however, declined to
do so. This counter-proposal concealed such clerical
blindness and tenacity, such priestly hatred, and its
publication would have so deeply wounded the reli-
gious feelings of the country, that D’Azeglio, though
legally authorised to produce it, preferred remaining
silent, and facing the odium of such an important
messure alone,

But when, a fow years later, Cardinal Antonelli
publicly intimated, in 1855—1I forget in what docu-
ment—that, among other things, Piedmont had been
guilty of bresking faith and grossly violating the
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Concordat since the example first given under
D’Azeglio’s administration, he could restrain himself
no longer, and retorted by one of those fine satirieal
pamphlets, to which the public was now well accus-
tomed ; yet this one was specially remarkable for
the movel image of the two consciences he attributed
to His Eminence the Papal Secretary of State and
the members of the Roman Curia.

With all the energy of truth, he dexterounsly re-
minded the Cardinal that by living in certain atmo-
spheres overy sense of honour becomes extinet, and
an artificial eonscience takes the place of the natural
one implanted by God in the heart of every man,
and which for the Christian is the only eriterion of
what iz just and honest.

As we see, it was D’Azeglio who initiated the
religious confliet too, the vast proportions of which
later almost frightened him who had given the first
impulse. '

Every branch of the public serviee was thus
undergoing the complete reform indispensably re-
quisite after the adoption of an entirely new policy.
The provident premier placed Lamarmors, that ex-
cellent organizer, at the head of the war-office, to
reconstruct the army that was to form the nucleus
of the fature Italian forces; and he haa also the
credit of having been the first to offer Cavour a
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share in the government. Already, at thai early
moment, Cavour attracted public attention by the
prominent position he had earned both in Parlia-
ment end in the press. When I’ Azeglio proposed to
admit Cavour into the cabinet, the King smilingly
warned him that he was introducing an element
likely by degrees to absorb the whole administration.
D’Azeglio was not one to stop at this selfish consider-
ation when he deemed the interest of the state to be
concerned, and he cheerfully welcomed a colleague
who was but too truly destined to realise the royal -
prediction. I)’Azeglic understood it at onee, and
jokingly said to a friend, “ With this little man at
my side, I am Jike Louis Philippe—I reign, but do
not govern.”

Between the two statesmen there existed a pro-
found disparity of opinions, and their characters like-
wise offered no less an antithesis.

They were both aristocrats, attracted towards
democracy—the one by instinct, the other by reason.
In the former, a high sense of honour, love of jus~
tice, and hatred for violence, tempered the natural
instinet ; in the latter, reasoning stifled the influences
of caste and tradition, and, his goal once marked ont,
hardened his resolve to attain it at any rigk,

The first differences between them arose in Par-
ligment. The immediate cause was the law on the
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press, in May 1852, Without consulting the premier,
Cavour assumed an attitude in the Elective Chamber
which engaged the government in a new political
line. The yomung minister, thereby boldly breaking
with the right, upon which the cabinet had hitherto
leaned, and accomplishing the famous ‘coslition
with the left, headed by Rattazzi, performed the
extremely dexterous manceuvre designated in the an-
nals of Piedmontese parliamentary life by the name
of comnubio.

The addition of this sudacious proof of the ill-dis-
guised independent apirit of Cavour to the infernal
divisions that had already caused a split in the cabi-
net made the cup overflow, and I’Azeglio resigned
office, thinking he could not retain it with dignity.
The King made due amends to D’Azeglio by in-
trusting him with the formation of 8 new administra~
tion: in this he succeeded, excluding his stirring
colleague. The change, however, hardly offered =
solution, and the government was uncioubted]y weak-
ened by the loss or the animosity of & man now
possessing great authority in Parlisment. D’Azeglio
felt it, and having assumed power—not out of ambi-
tion, but because he deemed it a necessity—proved
over-ready to velinquish it, in Qctober of the same
year (1852), as soon as he found a worthy successor.
A desertion of his post before that he would always
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have looked on as a base action. Now, on the con-
trary, this determination appeared a duty, and he con-
sidered the opportunity most propitious for returning
to a calmer life and his former favourite pursuits.
The truth also was, that poor I Azeglio was tired.
His badly-healed wound continued to cause him great
suffering, which was not foseign to the sort of moral
lassitude that began to pervade him. He had become
prime minister when straightforwardness of character
was the indispensable quality in the man holding the
destinies of the state in his hands, The positicn of
affairs was now quite different. D’Azeglio did not
possess the ardent activity of ambition which can
alone cope with a stormy parliament; nor had he
any love for the complicated policy, for the bold and
subtle expedients suited to the intricate situation of
the day, indispensable for steering the fragile bark
of Piedmontese hopes safely through the reefs and
dangerous breakers interposed between her and the
harbour to which she was bound. D’Azeglio was
aware of all this, and he bad the greatness of soul to
acknowledge it to his friend in his correspondence—
i Qutre que je ne suis pas dévoré d’ambition, je n’en
puis plus physiquement, ot los affaires eussent fini
par en souffrir, J’al & me reprocher, je vous le dis
franchement, de ne pas avoir mis assez d’activité dans
los derniéres affaires de Rome. On a fait quelques
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‘pottises, qu'une action plus minuticuse de ma part
aurait sans doute prévenues.”

His rival was, on the contrary, ambition and
energy incarnate. He had the passion for affairs,
his genius pervaded the whole cabinet. Even when
serving under the ex-premier, he was the soul of
the administration ; his wonderful mind adapted it-
self to all its branches. Egqually preéminent at the
Board of Public Works, at the Ministry of Marine,
and as Finanee and Foreign Minister, Cavour was
the man to avail himself of everything for the sake
of the plan he dared to conceive; nor was he stopped
by the consideration of any danger whatever; and
in the eight years that his administration lasted,
with one short interval, with singular skill and
practical spirit he fostered all combinations at home
and abroad which could advance the solution of his
one great idea, and eventually crown it with success.

Meanwhile the very different ID’Azeglio de-
scended from his elevated rank and quietly withdrew
into private life. He chanced in those days to stop at
a small town near Genoa; the innkeeper asked his
name and profession, and he answered: ¢ Massimo
d’Azeglio, negoziante di carta sporca” (soiled-paper
dealer) ; while all Italy knew with what ink he was
wont to soil paper! He refused all the honowrs
and distinctions the King offered him in acknowledg-
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ment of his services, on the ground that being poor,
and obliged to earn a livelihood by his brush, so
humble a position did not allow him to accept the
highest dignities the country could bestow ; and, like
Cincinnatus, he repaired to his modest laborious life,
Passionately fond of horses, as the reader will see
by his Memoirs, on leaving office he sold all those
he possessed, jestingly saying, * Once more I return
to the infantry!” The only thing he did not include
in this general refusal was his nomination to the
Upper House of Parliament, as, owing to his wound,
his health no longer allowed him to share the excite-
ment of the Elective Chamber.

It had been a strange sight to behold on the
ministerial bench this artist, who had wandered over
the whole of Italy with his traps on his back, rest-
ing sometimes in a wood, sometimes on a moun-
tain; onme day mixing with his equals in all the
splendours of a Roman palace, the next perhaps
enjoying a chat with a brigand-band in some dark
almost prin:eval forest, where he was bent on snatch-
ing from nature her secret wonders of light and
shade, and another day a popular leader in a town
of Romagna; often the object of an ovation, and not
unfrequently too slipping through the fingers of the
sbirri! Indeed, this most simple and unsophisticated
man had a curious way of being prime minister, no
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doubt very much at variance with that of all past and
future potentates. The following anecdote is an in-
stance of the extent to which he carried his contempt
for everything in any way tainted with baseness.

Shortly after his assumption of power, the Maz-
zinian party put the government to many serious
trials. The famous agitator, with an activity and
zeal worthy of a better cause, either by cavils or
pretexts was incessanily inciting the people against
the authorities, thus preventing the work of recon-
struetion undertaken by the king and government in
order to re-establish that tranquillity of which the
kingdom of Sardinia was then so sadly in want.

One day when the street-demonstrations raged
most, and the danger of great disorders became im-
minent, D’Azeglio received a mysterious warning
from London : he looked at it, and being anonymous,
he crushed it in his hand and carelessly threw it
into the fire, Not long after, another communi-
cation arrived from the same source; but this time
it was not anonymous. Its author trusted, he said,
to D’Azeglio’s honesty. The prime minister treated
the second warning like the first, and, to satisfy
fully the confidence of the writer, consigned this
epistle also to the flames,

At last came a third letter, no longer from Lon-
don, but dated Turin, The mysterious proposal was
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23 follows. First of all, Mazzini was represented
as the principal author of the prevailing agitation.
Thence the necessity for the government to get him
out of the way. He (the writer) had the means of
safely putting the great conspirator into the hands
of the police, with every guarantee that no inter-
national troubles would be caused by the arrest; and
should any resistance be offered, he then pledged his
word that in such an emergency more decisive and
energetic means would be resorted to: the latter were
not elearly explained, though their atrocious meaning
was obvious. All this for a certain sum.

“ And this man is an Italian!” at last burst out
D’Azeglio. ““ And he believes me capable of spend-
ing the public meney on such heinous schemes! Upon
my soul, I am rather tempted to send Mazzini some
money, that he may himself carry out the whele ope-
ration in an inverse sense !”

The mysterious adviser was not to be found any-
where. Perhaps he saw from whai quarter the wind
blew, and décamped.

But this gentlemanlike donhomie in state affairs
did not prevent hig attaching a very stern point of
honour to his official functiona.

A French envoy then accredited at Turin, who
was eagerly hunting-down a poor devil of a political
refugee, once wrote to D’Azeglio an official com-
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munication on this subject, in which he almost
openly asserted it was enough to be & seoundrel to
insure the protection of his excellency the prime
minister and that of the Piedmontese government.
1 Azeglio, for reply, sent him his seconds, of whom
General Lamarmora was one; and the insolent note
was withdrawn by the irate diplomatist.

This snambitious premier, broken in health and
rather blasé; put a stop to all the evils of poor dilapi-
dated Piedmont by the courageous step embodied in
the proclamation of Monealieri, which was to achieve
its cure; and under his liberal and provident rule the
kingdom of Sardinia, restored to vigour, sprang up
again, and became the kingdom of Italy.

One proof of this is that Cavour had not been two
years at the head of affairs when the improved condi-
tion of the couniry already allowed lim to devise the
participation in the Crimean war, and his consequent
admission to the exeiting discussions on the Italian
question at an European Congress, No animosity
existed between the chief of the past administration
and the fortunate rival who led the succeeding one;
so much so, that the elder statesman frequently sus-
tained the younger in parliament, and especially so
on the occasion of the Piedmontese adhesion to the
alliznce against the Russian empire.

This was ane of those flashes of Cavour’s genius
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neither wmderstood nor appreciated when first an-
nounced; and even among the ministers it gave rise
to such objections, that a erisis seemed to be on the
point of threatening the very existence of the cabinet.
Massimo d’Azeglio at the beginning was also among
the opponents; but his quick intellect soon led him
to seizo ‘the true meaning of the wonderful stroke of
gkill by which the small Piedmontese monarchy was
brought 80 conspicuously forward beside the great
Western powers; and with his usual sincerity he at
once withdrew his early disapproval, and publicly
declared his readiness to support the scheme with
his influence.

As soon as Cavour heard of this be hastened to
D’ Azeglio’s house, not only to express his gratitade
warmly, but even generously to offer his illnstrious
predecessor the presidency of a new administration,
in which he would be glad to accept a department,
and lend him his best codperation. The veteran
statesman met his junior’s disinterested proposal as
it deserved, ‘and refused, promising strenuously to
defond his policy by every means in his power. He
did not fail to do so; and his suthoritative voice,
both in and out of parliament, was of the greatest
asgistance to Cavour; 2 noble example of self-denial
and patriotism too seldom witnessed between rival
political leaders, and very illustrative of the qualities
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of the men who had the rave fortune to accomplish
the greatest national reconstruction known in modern
history !

Count Cavour thus remained in office; and the
Piedmontese soldiers went to the Crimea to win for
their conntry the privilege of being the champion of
Ttalian rights and hopes before the most solemn
European assembly.

The rivalry of the two leading men, instead of
fostering the private interests of either, turned to
the sole benefit of Jtaly; and when at the end of the
war, in the autumn of 1855, Victor Emanuel went
to Paris and London, accompanied by Count Cavour
and D’Azeglio, the former had so high a respect for
the latter’s character, that he said to everybody,
“The presence of Massimo d’Azeglio at the king's
side will show Europe that we are not infected by
the besetting sin of revolution.”

At this period already the Emperor Napoleon
asked Cavour, “ Que peut on faire powr DItalie?’
and the task of answering that important question
was infrusted to 1’Azeglio, who willingly accepted
it, He accordingly wrote a memorandum on the
grievances of the Italian nation, which I have been
enabled to peruse. Its contents enumerated with
great lucidity the wants of the country at the period
when it was written; but after all we have since
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achieved, it now almost elicits a smile to think of our
humble demsands in 1856, by many deemed over-
exacting, and of our successes within the lapse of four
years. However this may be, it paved the way for
the language Connt Cavour was abeut to hold at the
Coongress of Paris, that preeursor of the Italo-Napo-
leonic policy which was to unfold itself to astonished
Europe in 1859.

D’Azeglio was even on the point of being him-
self sent to the Congress as the king’s first plenipo-
tentiary; but af the last moment some disagreement
having arisen between him and Cavour, he insisted
on the appointment of the latter. And here again
his modesty was for the good of Italy. Not that
their wishes diverged substantially as to the end
to be attasined, nor that one was more liberal than
the other; buf his patriotic anxiety itself prevented
1’ Azeglio from lending his approbation to the daring
and perilous designs of the bold statesman, which in
his eyes were too dangerous and imprudent to be at-
tempted. -

Quite an abyss divided him from Cavour. The
ohe belonged to the past, the other to the new gene-
ration. The ome had prepared the movement, while
the other carried it into execution. T really think
there are men to whom Providence confides a special
mission ; and once accomplished, their power ceases.
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D’Azeglio was born in snother age. In company
with a few geperous minds, he had dreamt of a
glorious future for his native land. His artistie
rambles had made every inch of the Jtalian penin-
sula as familiar to him as the wants and aspirations
of its inhabitants. The state of Europe, and of
Ttaly herself at that time, rendered it quite impos-
sible to foresee that its regeneration and fusion into
one nation would take place almost immediately,
and in the wonderful way by which it was Lrought
to pass.

D’ Azeglio, like many of his contemporaries, cer-
tainly desired the unity of Italy with all his heart
and soul ; but scenstomed, for the greater part of his
life, to look for its realisation in a bright far-distant
future—a foture equally dazzling and remote from
the actual wretched condition of the country —
he deserves no little credit for having divined the
destinies of Ttaly, and worked for their accomplish-
ment with nnshaken and persevering faith, during
the epoch of darkmess and corruption, between the
Seylla of tyranny and the Charybdis of secret socie-
ties'; and what wonder if I’Azeglio’s poetic and
over-scrupulous mind soon found itself ontstripped—
as is always the case, alas !—by revolution ?

In Italian we have a singularly applicable };roverb,
@ cose nuove uomint nuovi~—~for new things new men.
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Nover was there an adage truer than this. Massimo
d"Azeglio did the work at a period in which Cavour
would have signally failed. But when the prepara-
tion and instruction of the public spirit had ceased
to be the sole object, and the time was come for
utilising the elements at hand, good or bad, Cavour
appeared in his turn, and finding the way already
paved by his illustrious predecessor, his comprehen-
giva genius took in the new situation of affairs at 2
glance, and with extraordinary boldness he embraced
a policy from which D’Azeglio himself instinctively
shrank. A4 eose nuove uwomini nuovi, Cavour cer-
tainly did not possess, like I’Azeglio, the peculiar
qualities requisite for acquiring the ascendancy and
influence over the masses of central Ttaly destined
to play so important a part thronghont the Iialian
movement. But in spite of the coldness elicited
occasionally by differences between the two great
men, I’Azeglioc magnanimously forgot his repug-
nances in the day of trial, and finally bowed be-
fore the bold young Piedmontese leader. His gener-
ous nature would not suffer him to remain inaetive
in the hour of danger, when the fight for inde-
pendence was resumed, and his own cherished pro-
gramme, for which he had himself striven so long,
was at lust to be carried out. Ho had not entirely
approved Cavour’s theories; but when, in 1853, he
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saw the future of Iialy identified with the success
of his rival's plans, he hastened fo write to him:
“Henceforth I discuss no longer; I accept your
policy, and sequiesce in it. The time has arrived
for making it triamph, and uniting all our efforts
to insure its vietory.” And he thus concluded:
“Here I am, enlisted among the Cavourini/ I
know not what I shall be able to do; but I am
walting for orders.”

His offer was at once accepted, and he was sent
to Rome to mnegotiate an nnderstanding with the
Roman liberals, while fulfilling the ostensible mission
of investing the Prince of Wales with the highest
order in the gift of the House of Savoy. He next
went to Pazris and London as special envey; for great
eagorness to prevent the war was displayed in every
quarter. His object was to establish an acceptable
basis for a eongress which should decide the Austro-
Italian difficulty, and, especially, to persuade the
English Tory cabinet, then in office, of the concilia-
tory dispositions evinced by the Sardinian govern-
ment. The crisis was of extreme importance; and
I mgself heard Count Cavonr afterwards say that,
though his unflinching faith in the destinies of
Piedmont had never abandoned him before, on that
¢ne occasion his heart sank with deépajr; for the
reader may recollect that a proposal was made for a
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general disarmament; and had it been accepted, the
patient labour of so many years, the scheme so won-
derfully prepared at Plombiéres, would all have fallen
to the ground, as no Congress would ever have se-
cured to Italy results equal to those of the campaign
of 1859. Everybody knows how these negotiations
failed by Austria suddenly altering the terms of the
offer, thus clearly showing herself bent on war. At
last it broke out; and Romagna having revolted
from the Holy Bee, D’Azeglio was despatched to
Bologna.

After the campaign he became governor of Milan,
and remained so till the spring of 1860,

In May of that year Europe was startled by Gari-
baldi’s expedition to Bicily, and by the mysterious and
infricate concourse of circumstances which preceded
and followed it. To borrow the expressions of his
biographer, the Marquis Rieei: ¢ D’Azeglio could
no longer reconcile himself to a policy he considered
not quite honest, and so resigned office. The sudden
annexation of the Neapolitan provinces, too, did not
greatly please him ; he thought it premature, a work
of violence, a focus of discord, a source of weakness,
and seriously meditated upon the remedies to be
applied to a state of things to which he objected
8o much.” )

After his resignation he again became sirongly
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opposed to Cavour, and withdrew entirely into pri-
vate life. He spent in the country all ihe time he
was not obliged to devote to his daties as Director
of the Royal Picture-Gallery of Turin, a post to
which he had been lately appointed; and he sought
alleviation to the disillusions and causes for alarm
his anxiety discerned in tho state of Italy, at the
favourite villa on the Lago Maggiore, which he had
built for himself a few years before, in a charming
spot between Cannero and Oggebbio. His very ap-
pearance was a living image of the weariness of his
mind, after the many trials he had gone through.
That pale, noble countenance yet lingers among
us, with its soft and expressive look; his exquisite
courtesy and simple manners, and the very sadness
that seemed to pervade his whole being during the
last few years of his life, still survive in our hearts
as proofs of the immense solicitude he incessantly
evinced for the welfare and prospeets of his beloved
country. In that quiet retreat, where he loved to
pass a great part of the year, surrounded by a few
intimates, he painted, and sometimes wrote. Heo took
partienlar delight in writing memoirs of some of his
departed fitends. While so doing ho was, however,
perfectly impartizl, and even here he did not forget
his wonted frankness. Witk the fixed idez of re-
generating the national character consiautly before
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him, he saw in the homage paid to the virtues of
eminent men s mesns of rousing his conterpo-
raries. It was thus that he wrote the life of that
noble type of a gentleman and soldier, General
Giacinto Collegmo, and those of some few other old
comrades, with whom Massimo d’Azeglio was always
fond of associating himself, as having been among
the first to dream of the freedom of Italy,

He sketched, too, several notices of Italian man-
ners and customs, with the artistie charm peculiar to
him, whether he wrote or painted. He also treated
other and graver subjects. He published, for in-
stance, a litile volume in Irench-—a language in
which, as the reader may have scen by the letters
I have quoted, he was a thorough proficient—with
the object of proving how the beneficent influence
of Clristianity and civilisation ought to modify the
political aspect of the world, and that departing from
the conventional laws established Dby the peace of
Westphalia, the rights of modern peoples should now
rest on the principle of nationality. This publication,
ealled “ La Politique ¢t le Droit chrétien aw point de vue
de la question’Tralienne,” was chiefly written with the
view of strengthening the Kmperor Napoleon in his
reselution of non-intervention,* and baffling the de-

* Would someone were able to persuade his Imperial Majesty
1o vevert to thiz wise and undoubtedly more wholesome policy
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vices and the obstacles by which the sophistry of
diplomacy oppgsed the wnification of morthern and
central Italy, which was but the beginning of the
union of its hitherto scattered provinces.

This short essay, begun perhaps with modest in-
tentions, acquired in the heat of argument such power
of logie, that it became a serious and weighty philo-
sophical work, commanding the attention of every
thinker, as do indeed all the philosophical writings
with which the solitude of the little villa on the banks
of Lago Maggiore inspired its owner.

But whatever 1) Azeglio may have thought of the
conduct of his countrymen, he did not admit that
any foreign nation had a right to interfere in our
affairs.  “The day,” he said, ““that the events of
1860 shall be put in jeopardy by foreign violence,
1 would be the first to shed my blood in their de-
fence.”

The moment was now approaching when the ever-
lasting and all-absorbing question of the Papacy was
destined more than ever to engross the public mind,
and naturally I’ Azeglio could not remsin an indif-
ferent spectator,

He had not considered the early annexation of the
Roman provinces as in any way illegitimate, or ex-
coeding the rights of the Italians. But as a declared
enemy of brute force, and everything resembling vio-
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lence, his noble and elevated character recoiled from
the strong measures subsequently adopted, the incar-
ceration of the bishops, and other acts to which the
government was impelled by the fatsl necessity of
eventa.

Recent facts have brought this vexed Roman
question so prominently forward, as to make it my
duty to enter fully into all its particulars, examining
the views of a great patriot like Massimo d’Azeglio,
inasmuch as many people, witk an evident intention
of thwarting Italian aspirations, have of late laid
much stress on the attitude of I’ Azeglio as friendly
to the Holy See, taking advantage of his retirement
from office, and of his disapprobation of Cavour’s
conduct, to assert D’Azeglio’s dislike of taking Rome
from the head of the Chureh, and implying a change
in his mind favourable to the Roman Curia. Let the
truth, therefore, be spoken at cnce, and sweep away
the misconceptions so clamorously bruited abroad for
any but a charitable purpose.

The political correspondence of his latter years
offers us ample materials for a refutation.

His ideas on the Roman question are well known;
his great point of divergence from Cavour's policy
certainly was, that he did not think Rome calculated
to be the political capital of Italy. Moreover, personal
respect and regard for the present Pope, who had
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formerly originated the Italian movement,—an epoch
he could not efface from his memory,—and lastly, the
influence exercised over him by the reminiscences of
his youth, and the political school which devised to
free Italy from foreign dominion, and constitute her
a sort of national confederacy, only contemplating
its wnity at some distant date, had never debated
whether Rome should Le its eapital or not, altogether
mzade him pronounce himself explicitly on this head
whenever he had an opportanity. But with reference
to the temporal dominion of the Pope, and the whale
of that strange edifice still surviving in the middle of
Italy as a stumbling-block in the path of her modern
progress, he was equally explicit.

The reader will find several instances of this in
the course of these Memoirs. But D’Azeglio freely
expresses his thoughts on this subject in his above-
mentioned political correspondence, from which I
extract the following significant passages, some of
them quoted by a part of the Italian press at the
time of his death, The first alludes to the respecta~
bility of the advisers of the Pope, and draws 2 parallel
between the attitude of the Liberals in 1847, hailing
him as the origmator of Italien liberties, while by the
clerical party he was considered as the scourge of the
Chuurch :

“Je vous &i cité déjd, je crois, le mot de Pancien



INTRODUCTION. Ixix

général des jésuites en 1847: ¢ Le pape actuel est lo
fiéan de I'Eglise; il n’y a d’autre reméde que la
cloche du Capitole.” Celle qui sonne 4 la mort des
papes. Pie IX est le fléau de I'Eglise! Oui, c’était
13 leur pensée quand mous l'exaltions, nous; quand
nous le bénissions, ils le maudissaient -an fond du
cceur. Eh bien! ils ont vaineu ees gens-li; ils ont
vaincu lors de I’Encyelique du 29 avril, et an mo-
ment do la restauration de 1849; ils ont vaineu
quand ils ont mis sous leurs pieds, grice au parti
eatholique de France, la Constitution donnée par
Pie IX; ils ont vaineu quand ils ont rétabli toutes
les oppressions et toutes les chaines théocratiques,

¢ Bux qui faisalent des veeux pour le triomphe
de PAutriche d4 Solferino, ils finiront toujours par
vainere tant qu'ils auront un doigt dans le gouverne-
mwent, ot quand les populations se léveront pour les
chasser, ils trouveront toujours moyen,—et ils seront
de bonne foi en agissant ainsi,—eux, coupables, de
donner leur chitiment pour une perséeution; eux,
oppresseurs: de so poser en victimes; et d’amenter
contre un malheureux peuple, qui se débat sous leurs
étouffements, le monde ecatholique fout entier, en
criant au sacrilége !”

On the system that has so long been dominant in
Rome hear his words again ;

“ Le pouvoir temporel associé avec le spirituel
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perd nécessairement dans ce mélange le sentiment
de ses limites comme celni de son but propre. Un
gouvernement théocratique est avant tout un pro-
sélytisme servi par les lois, par les magistrats, par
les sbires, c’est-é-dire le pire de tous les prosé-
lytismes. Sous un gouvernement ol il n'y a de
droits que pour ceux qui professent une religion
donnée; ol, dans le sein méme de la société des
fidéles, il existe un certain ordre, et dams cette
hiérarchie et dans cet ordre un grand nombre d’ex-~
emptions, d’immunités, de priviléges, on ne peut pas
parler d’égalité devant la loi.”

In the next passage with what lucidity does he
explain the reasons of the pontifical non possumus,
and the utter impossibility of obtaining a reform !

# Quand on parle de réformes dans les Eiats de
I’Eglise, on oublie trop facilement que I'Eglise- a
une législation qui se momme le droi caronr; que
le pape, méme comme souverain temporel, n’est pas
un homme, mais une institution, une tradition vi-
vante, immuable, comme le passé. Le pape séparé
du droit canon qui a fixé cette tradition, ne serait
plus que le pécheur de Galilée; Pabrogation du
droit canon serait le protestantisme dans la con-
stitution de PEglise: lorsqu'on demande au pape
d’abolir d’un trait de plume les constitutions de
ses prédécesseurs, peut-on espérer qu’il edde? On
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abdique pour me pas céder; on ne céde pas pour
abdiquer.”

As may be readily gathered from the preceding
extracts, if Y’ Azeglio opposed the idea of Rome as
the capital of Italy, his opinion of the pontifical
government was far from flattering, and the friends
of the temporal power had very little cause to re-
joice in it; for his verdict on the conditions of the
patrimony of 8t. Peter and its inhabitants was plain
and outspoken enough.

% Qu'on ne vienne pas dire qu'il S'agit ici dutilitd
capitale, d'intéréts spirituels, Rien ne justifie ln. vio-
lation d’un droit formel et précis. Qui vole fait mal,
quand méme il n'aurait pas d'autre motif que de
faire une donation & I'Eglise. Qui assassine fait
mal, quand méme il n'aurait pas d’antre but que
de délivrer I'Eglise d'un ennemi dangereus. Qui
“viole le droit qu’ont trois millions de eréatures hu-
maines & &tre gouvernées selon la raison; qui tue
une nation ayant droit de vivre, fait mal, guand
hien méme il serait persuadé que le domaine tem-
porel est utile & PEglise. Et nous ne faisons pas &
I'Eglise de Jésus-Christ I'injure de croire que, pour
prospérer, elle ait bescin de vietimes humaines.”

In another place, ireating of the difficulty foreign
Catholics have in understanding the wants of Tisly,
he writes as followa :
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“ Le pape des Italiens n’est pas le pape du reste
de la catholicité.—L’Italie est la minorité, soit. Mais
puisque c'est de I'Italie qu’on veut s’occuper, il faut
I'accepter ielle qu’elle est, telle que 'ont faite ses
antécédents historiques, politiques, sociaux, religieux,
cle. etc.

“ Pour D'étranger, le souverain disparait sous la
majesté du pontife, du vieaire de Jésus-Christ, du
chef de la eommunion chrétienns la plus logique, la
plus ancienne, la plus fortement organisée; pour le
reste du monde, Pie IX est le pape de I'amnistie et
du pardon; il est l'initiateur des réformes et de la
régénération de I'Italie. Pour les Italiens, par con-
tre, le souverain cache le pontife. Bien plus que le
vicaire de Jésus-Christ, ils voient en lui le vicaire de
I’ Empire, obstacle permanent contre lequel se sont
brisés les efforts des générations pour conquérir I'in-
dépendance et la liberté. Ils ont sous les yeux la
Curic Romane; comment voulez-vous qu’ils pren-
nent le change? Comment voulez-vous qu’ils parta-
gent au méme degré la vénération dont I'entourent
les catholiques de P'étranger?

# Le gouvernement romain, qu’a-t-il fait des trois
millions de chrétiens que la Providence lui avait
donnés? Aprés quatre ou cing siécles d’expérience
ol en sont-ls? Ils sont les moins religieﬁx, les plus
sceptiques des chrétiens, et ce gouvernement ne se
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soutient (cas unique dans le monde) que par la pré-
sence de deux armées étrangéres. Kt il s’est trouvé
un chrétien, un catholique convaincu qui a pu dire
aux-sujets du pape: ¢ Votre esclm-’ag}e est indispens-
able i Ia foi catholique I’ Croit-on que dans ’esprit des
Italiens cet argnment puisse augmenter beaucoup lenr
attachement & la foi de leurs péres? QOu pour le
moing, ne seraient-ils pas en droit de demander si les
mots: ‘Oneratis homines oneribus que portare non
possunt, vos antem ne quidem digito tangitis sarcinas !’
ne sont plus dans I'Evangile?”

We simply beg to ask what answer the temporal
aunthority could oppose to these irrefutable arguments ?

The possibility of a compromise between the
Italian kingdom and the Papacy had already been
hinted at by D’Azeglio; and an important event
was ntow about to modify the relations between Ttaly
and Rome.

Since 1861 the national yesrnings for Rome
were his chjef pre-occupation, and preyed painfully
upon his mind. In March of that year he pub-
lished his well-known pamphlet on the subject,
entitled Questioni Urgenti; in which he once more
proposed lis favourite solution of the Roman ques-
tion in even clearer language than he ever used
before: * Nominal sovereignty of the Pope, with
all the necessary guarantees for his spiritual inde-
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pendence ; municipal government; the participation
of the Romans in the rights of the Italians to be
as great as possible; the political capital elsowhers.”
Agsin, in a remarkable lotter addressed to Eugéne
Rendu, dated 28th of January 1863, he reverted
tensciously to this scheme. He advocated, in Na-
poleon’s own words,* ¢ Une combinaison qui en
maintenant le Pape maitre chez-lui, abaisserait les
barriéres qui séparent aujourd’hui ses états du reste
de I'Tialie.” ‘“Toute la question est 1i,” concluded
Massimo d’Azeglio. Certainly, if such a compact
had been possible, instead of the arrangement, signed
on the 15th of September 1864, how many misun-
derstandings, how many dangers would have been
avoided ! .

It is mot our intention to enter into the merits
or defects of the SBeptember convention. Its great
redeeming feature certainly was the withdrawal of
one of the two foreign armies then encamped in
Italy. Upon this argument was founded the de-
fence of the treaty in both houses of the Htaltan
“parliament.

It is hard, after recent events, to speak of a
diplomatic compromise, the failure of which exposed
the very fabric of Italian unity to such great risk.

* The Imperial letter of the 20th of May 1862 to M. de Thou-
venel, then Minister for Foreign Aftairs,
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But it must be said that D’ Azeglio, from the outset,
was strongly opposed to it; although up to a certain
point it embodied his own ideas. Two things galled
him : the transfer of the capital,—for while he had
been the first to propose Florence as the seat of go-
vernment, he revolted from effecting it at the bidding
of a foreign power, which exacted such a weighty
pledge of good faith, instead of simply trusting the
word of Italy ; — then the absence of any proviso
whatsoever about the rights of the Roman popu-
lations; rights they possessed just as much as any
other people. He wrote to Eugéne Rendu on this
head: *'Je suis, vous le savez, grand admirateur de
I'Empereur, i ce point que je donnerais ma vie pour
conserver la sienne; mais je ne puiz comprendre
comment dans la convention du 15 Septembre il a
pussé sous silence le droit des populations Romaiues.
..... 11 2 eu son idée; voyons vemir.”

It is not my province to examine here what the
Emperor’s idea may have been; it suffices to say
that it was ‘at least not one Massimo d’Azeglio, even
with his moderation and his hostility to the procla-
mation of Rome as the administrative centre of Ltaly,
would have been likely to applaud.

At the time of its promulgation, & great many
true patriots made the best of the convention; for
though the eompact contained no clanse expressly
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reserving liberty of action in case unforeseen circum-
stances should arise, yet a correspondence exchanged
directly after between the French and the Italian
cabinets, past events, and the spirit of the age, all
combined to suggest a favourable interpretation of
this omission. Besides, o great fact, as I said,
towered above coverything—thoe cessation of foreign
intervention. But this important safeguard, the soul
of the whole transaction, was virtually done away
with almost from the first by the formation of the
Antibes legion, composed of French soldiers wear-
ing the pontifieal uniform,

Then came the mission of General Dumont, who
reminded them they still owed allegianece to French
military law; and to crown all, tho letter of the
Minister of War, Marshal Niel, in which he off-
cially repeated the same statement.

Such ambiguous conduct and so much provoca-
tion added fuel to the irritation already excited in
Italy, and thus hurried on the events of last October,
and a second expedition sallied forth from Toulon,
followed by the jamais of M. Rouher.

. Would the high-minded 1’ Azeglio have approved
of ull this? or atiributed the disaster of Mentana
solely to the rash imprudence of the Italians? For,
let there be no mistake about the matter, if the
great statesman did not deem Cavour’s claim on
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Rome altogether expedient, his ideal solution of the
Roman question was one widely differing from the
present state of things, of all the most baneful to
the existence of the Pope-king. This is strikingly
developed in these Memoirs, They contain ample
proof of how severely he judged the temporal rule
of the spiritual chief of our religion, whose mission
on earth ought to be one of love and blessing, by
the social evils pervading the whole of the Roman
states, and the degradation of the lower classes. For
example, what can be more expressive than this sen~
tence? He was passing through Baccano, a desolate
spot. of the Roman Campagna, and thus speaks of its
wretched inhabitants: “They have sinister and per-
verse countenances, like people corrupted by bad
government, the malaria, the fleecing of passing
travellers, and misery; a physical as well as moral
Tottenness to the very core.”

Having entered into conversation with one of
them who eynically unveiled to him all the tricks
he resorted 4o for extorting money from casual tra-
vellers, he oxclaims: * His candour was so great
that I was really unable to brand him as'a seoundrel
even in petto; and I mentally ¢jsculated » string of
imprecations wgainst the government, the clerical
system, &o.; aud I was more than ever confirmed in
the idea that all criterion of fas and nefas is lost,

YOL, L 7
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extingnished, dead and buried in the happy pontifical
dominions.”

Is this declaration explicit enough? No; D’Aze-
glio was not a supporter of the papacy, as many of
the clerical party have skilfully though unsucecessfully
striven to prove. This point is of so much national
jmportance, under present circumstances especially,
a3 to make me most anxious to prove conclusively
that, far from having swerved from the popular
policy of the whole eountry on the Roman difficulty,
D’Azeglio, except in a secondary question, was truly
Italian in his aspirations. His opposition to Cavour,
his resistance to the general ontery for Bome, was
chiefly one of form. Indeed, besides the right of the
Romans to decide on their destiny advoeated in his
political correspondence, does he not say in his Me-
moirs, when alluding to the good qualities retained
by the Roman populations notwithstanding their pre-
sent degradation : ‘“ All these are symptoms of a
brave race, with a dare-devil nature, which ought
some day to produce good citizens and good soldiers,
when it shall be freed from the claws of the Papal
government”? I8 not this a solemn admission of the
fact which some detached portions of his own writ-
ings seem to demy? It must be confessed that on
this special topic he singularly indulges the taste for
paradox to which his natnre was occasionally prone.
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I have before remarked that D’Azeglio, although
one of the foremost Italian patriots, was born at a
time in which hope was an act of faith, and endur-
ance the only means of testifying in its favour. The
sudden realization of Italian unity was to the men
of his creed a surprise: the politico-religious com-
plication deriving from' it had never been practically
contemplated by them. The new generation, on the
contrary,—thanks undoubtedly to the noble sacrifices
of their predecessors,—has risen, fused itself into a
nation, and imperiously claimed what it thinks its
unquestionable rights; and D’Azeglio, like many of
his contemporaries, was in fact débordd by the march
of events; for if it be true that no human foree
can bring 2 revolution to pass before it is mature,
it is equally undeniable that its limits cannot be
foreseen, and once set in motion it becomes impos-
sible to arrest its progress, whatever course it may
take. It may be returded, or even stifled for a time;
but what are delays in the history of the struggles
of a nation? What social revolution founded on
right, honesty, and morality, but has frinmphed ulti-
mately to its fullest extent ?

Let us hope the day is not far distani when
Europe, when the Catholic world, will see that
the interests of Itely and of the Papacy are iden-
tical, and the separation of the temporal from the
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spiritual power will no longer appear dangerous to
the Church.

When people — foreigners in particular — speak
of the inopportunity of making Rome the capital
of Italy irrespectively of the religions question, the
answer is very simple. How did Paris become the
eapital of Franee, London that of England, and
Rome that of the Roman Empire? Because the
whole nation regarded it as its own centre of gravity,
and gathered round it spontanecusly, unconsciously,
driven, as it were, by a natural instinet. Now, I
would ask, what else do the Italians mean by their
cry for Rome? Can anyone of sound mind entertain
for an instant the preposterous notion that classic tra-
ditions have anything to do with the present eraving
for the eternal city? No. Nobody dreams of Roman
eagles, legions, consuls, or the scholastie list of Capi-
toline splendours; but everyone looks upon Rome as
the natural mefropolis of the eountry, lying between
the two seas and bounded by the Alps, and the sym~
bol of the eompletion of its unity.

People scoff at the widespread but erroneous
Onception that Ttalians delight in the mere revival
of a political Rome 2s a sort of child’s-play ; and this
proves how very little is sometimes known of the true
character of the most important questions. Roman
history does not belong to the Italians alone; it be-
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longs to the world. The glories of the ancient urbs
are now 8o far from 18 that, except for the arch=zologi-
eal scholar and the schoolboy, it has cessed to have
any hold on the modern public mind. But what is,
indeed, not so far distant as to be effaced from the
recollection of the Italians, is the time when Gienoa,
Venice, and Pisa were contending for supremacy ;
when Naples and Palermo, Turin and Milan were
jealonsly vying with each other, and disunion was
the precursor of foreign dominion, the interests of
" which it invariably fostered. The Italians remember
that. May we ask if our adversaries also recollect
the prediction they made, that Italian unity econld
never last, because of the municipal rivalries of its
numerous capitals? For if not, we might refresh
their memory, and make another prediction in our
turn; viz. that if Italian unity ever runs a tem-
porary risk (I say temporary, having unbounded
faith in its final success), it will certainly arise
from complications brought about, not by internal
divisions, bul by its very endeavours to enforce the
natural rights of the nation.

“How can a state subsist with a foreign and
hostile power established in its very midst? How
could France or England subsist, were there a
hostile and foreign government encamped in Paris
or in London?” was asked by General Menabrea, in
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the Itakan parlisment, on the morrow after Men-
tana

The anomalons characier of such a position would
‘not have escaped a politician like Massimo d’Azeglio
whatever private sympathies for the present Pope
he might have retained in memory of his share in
initiating the national reforms of 1847.

Personal regard for Pius 1X. and dislike of rash
revolutionary elements did not prevent him from writ-_
with this remarkable sentence as far back as 1849:
“ Quoique jo sois modéré, retrogrado, ete., je suis au
fond et serai toujours du parti qui sauvera 1'lialie.
81 les exaltés y parviennent, va pour les exaltés I

Unfortunately, born, as I said, in othor days,
he forgot that when a people is once roused, it can-
not be stopped at pleasure, and that revolutions too
often go th;'ough sad phases, generally accompsanied
by deplorable excesses, produced mostly by the
blind stubbornness of the adverse party. Conse-
quently, hating violence as he did, he sometimes
broke out into bitter criticisms on certain acts of the
Italian government and on the recklessness of the
uation, through which pierced the feeling of weari~
ness that preyed upon him,

“J'a1 fait tant et si bien,” wrote he not long be-
fore his death, “ qu’on ne peut plus me souffrir. . . .
Je suis su ban de la cour pour abus de sincérité ; an
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ban du ¢ parti catholique’ pour leso governo papale ;
an ban de la macgonnerie comme contraire & ¢ Rome
capitale;’ au ban des sectes et des rouges pour leur
avoir dit des vérités trop dures.” And again he
added : “8i an milien de tout cela, j'ai le emur
triste et la parole ameére, ne m’en voulez pas. Je
suis vieux, ef je ne puis plus rien. Je n’ai qu'une
chose 4 faire, et je la fais: je travaille sur mon esprit
et sur mes affections, pour les faire plier & la vo-
Ionté de Disu.”

Notwithstending these little displays of bitterness,
and what I might call the peevishness of his last
years, one cannot but feel admiration for the high-
hearted man living for one thought alone, and who
to the last moment endured for Italy an anxiety like
that of a loving mother lest her sons should do any-
thing wrong, or incur blame for want of warning
and advice. Honesty was his first care, honour his
device. Hear his words :

“ I must, make a declaration. God in His good-
‘ness planted in my heart a Jove of justice and &
hatred for injustice and deceit. . . . . . Therefore
I say frankly that I always bate Injustice, no matter
who is to profit or may be injured by it. T hate
it if it profitt my ememies. I hate it if it profits
my friends; if it profits me. I should still loathe
it even if it were profitable to the persons mdst dear
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to me in the world, or if it forwarded the fulfilment
of my most ardent yearning to see Italy really re-
contituted.”

Buch were the prineiples of one who never for
even a second entertained a base idea, thongh it
were to secure all he most coveted ; one who might
rightly be called the modern chevalier sans peur et
sans rgproche. To him God confided the mission
of dispelling the notion of Maecchiavellism tradition-
ally connected with Italian politics. Macchiavellism !
Were a digression allowable, I might discuss the
propriety of the opinion which couples Macchiavelli's
great name with that of deceit; yet the connection
being assumed, persons wholly ignorant of the writings
of the great Florentine, adopt the word, and fling
it as & standing reproach in the face of all Ttalians.

But, as my business here is only to point out

some prominent characteristics of cne of our most
remarkable statesmen, I will merely recommend a
more diligent perusal of Macchiavelli's works; and
repeat that, however the accusation originated, it
was D’Azeglio’s task to destroy it by his uncom-
promising straightforwardness and honesty. What
.he abhorred next to deceit was despotism; and in
these pages he frequently gives vent to his feelings
on this secore. The tyranny of Napoleon L, for
instance, was his bugbear,
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“Ten Wagrams and twenty Austerlitz,” says he,
““ do not efface one single act of tyranny.”

Gifted with an artistic and poetical nature, he
foresaw a bright future of independence and liberty
for his country ; and, brought up in the sober aus-
tere Pledmontese school, e nobly made its reali-
sation the aim of his life, and never for ocne mo-
ment ceased to exert himself to rouse, to nerve
the Italian character, and prepare it for great en-
terprises. For, if he had the soul of an artist in
all that regards beauty and eonception, and instinc-
tive horror of everything ungenerous and tyran-
nical, nobody entertained more practical views, or
outdid hir: in the pitiless war he waged equaily
against the reactionists and the rabid demagogues.
He prides himself on being 2 democrat; but “let
me be understood te mean,” says he, ‘that truly
Christian democracy which makes every man equal
in the eye of the political, social, and civil, as well
a8 of the religious law.”

Theré have been men who, either as soldiers,
writers, or statesmen, took a more brilliant share
in the liberation of Italy than Massimo d’Azeglio.
But he ranked above those who may have left a
more dazzling fame to posterity, by his moral supe-
riority, his manly spirit, and his freedom of mind
in proaperity as well as in adversity.

TOL. L , [
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He died but a few months before the liberation
of Venice, about which his staunch faith had never
allowed him to doubt, and the last word murmured
by his faltering lips was, Italy!

The intelligence of his death reached London on
the 16th of January 1866. The Marquis d’Azeglio
had some days previously left the Italian legation,
to see once more his illustrious uncle, and I re-
mained in charge during the absence of my chief.

Liord Russell was then at the head of the govern-
ment; and I naturally had frequent opportunities
of seeing him, and witnessing the deep interest his
lordship evinced in the serious illness of Massimo
d’Azeglio, whom he had intimately known.

Lord Russell, I seize the ocension of remarking,
shines consi)icuously among those statesmen of Eng-
land to whom the cause of Italy has long been dear,
and to whose moral support the Italian peningula is
greatly indebted.

Throughout his political career, Lord Bussell has
always warmly supported our efforts to earn our
national redemption; and both in office and in
privgte life ltaly has always found him a valuable
friend.

I therefore think I cannot better terminate this
hort essay on tho politieal life of the patriot who
rote the Memoirs I have undertaken to translate,
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than by publishing the letter Lord Russell addressed

to me in reply to my announcement of the eatastrophe
that had just cccurred at Turin.

“ Dear Count MAarFEl,—I was moch eoncerned
to hear from you that the illness of Massimo d’Azeglio
bad terminated fatally.

¢ Ttaly will mourn his loss as that of one of the
purest of those patriots by whose talents, courage, and
foresight she has been raised to her due place among
the nationa of Kurape, and is no longer a geographical
expression, but a living, independent state.

“] have often had an opportunity of enjdying the
society of Massimo d’Azeglio, and of cbserving how,
in the midst of his great task, his uncommon powers
of mind and refined taste enabled him to exeel in
literature and art, while he was working out the de-
liveranee of his eountry.

‘ His parlar was not like that of Petrarch, indarno;
and while I lament over his death, I say with joy,
Grod speed Ttaly!

¢ Yours very truly,
4 Dear Count Maffei,

¢ RUssELL,
# Pgmbroke Lodge, Richmond Park,

% Jan. 18th, 1866,

I am greatly mistaken if beyond the Alps, and in
England where Italy has so many sympathisers, this
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letter, so honourable to both eountries, be not read
with much interest; for in few lines it evokes the
recollection of all the phases, hopes, and fears, and
ultimate iriumph of that exciting Italian struggle
ended but the other day, and which many in this
wonderful age of ours may look upon as almost a
thing of the past, although a world-wide religious
drama enacted at Rome has not yet attained its ter-
mipation.
A. MavreL
Loudon, March 25th, 1868,



MY RECOLLECTIONS.

ORIGIN AND OBJECT OF THE WORK.

For several years I have been thinking of writing
the story of my life. But no soomer does this idea,
or rather this aspiration, present itself to my mind,
than a thousand donbts arise to hamper and check
it. Is my life worth being told? Why do I feel
any desire to relate it? Am I moved by a praise-
worthy motive, or is this a snare laid for me by a
vulgar and’ indiscreet vanity? The entreaties of
friends are always at hand to silence such doubts.
But, to be just, I must not accuse them of having
used over-much persnasion in this matter; besides,
I think that in similar cases i would be more to
the purpose if one could discover what enemies think.
Therefore T let this argument drop.
VOL. T. , B
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The following are the motives which determined
me to write :

I have lived to my present age of sixty-four
without any breathing-time—I may say, without
ever having had leisure to look behind me. It is
now time to cast a glance backwards. It is a morally
wholesome practice to submit the acts of youth and
early manhood to the cold and sober judgment of
mature age. And if this process of arraigning our-
selves, as it were, be useful to us, why should it not
be equally so to others, provided the judge be just,
clear-sighted, and sincere? It remains to be seen
whether I shall prove such a judge. Without ufter-
ing a too presumptuons yes, I content myself with
saying that I hope I may, and that I shall do my
best. As a ficst proof of my sincerity and can-
dour, T may as well give one hint to the reader. If
I speak ill of myself, let him blindly believe me;
but if I indulge in self-praise, he had beiter be on
his guard, Now, in order to render my work use-
ful to the public, and more especially to the younger
generation, I mean fo divide and classify its conients
~¢follows, My object is to make a moral and psy-
chological study of myself, rather than to relate the
adventures that have befallen me; I shall endeavour
to analyse and describe my own nature and my
character in all its snccessive phases ; recounting as
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I go on the imwaerd or cutward canses which may
have modified it for good or for evilh If I am not
mistaken, this kind of moral autopsy will be far from
nseless, both to those who educate others, and to such
as think it the duty of every man to strive after
salf-improvement up to the very last day of his life.
But it will not be enough to examine myself, and
endeavour to draw useful precepts from the study: I
hope to be able to offer to those who will read these
pages much better material than that of which I my-
self am made. It has been my lot in life fo asso-
ciate with a great many people ; it has also beenmy
good hick to find among them some men of first-rate
merit, of great intellect, noble hearts, and characters
far sbove the average. With their moral portraits 1
hope to make a gallery rich in noble models. Would
to God it might produce another equally rich—that of
their imitators! In my long career I have met with
natures of true heroic stamp. But let me be well
understood on this point. I call those beroes who
sacrifice themselves for others, not those who saeri-
fice others to themselves. I shall therefore have no
otcasion to set forth any types even vaguely resem-
bling those great tormentors of onr species, admired
and adored by the latter in exact proportion to the
evil perpetrated by them. No! My heroes, most of
them unknown, all victims, not cne an executioner,
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belong to every elass of society. For, thank heaven,
if humanity is not such as it ought to be, neither
is it composed altogether of fools or of knaves, as the
Heracleites of every age are wont to believe, But
in this I have enjoyed peculiar good fortune.

To find sublime natures, worthy of being brought
to light as perfect models of noble sacrifice and
blameless life, I need not go beyond the circle of my
own family ; nor do I know how better to begin this
eritical study of many lives, among which mine is as
& chein to connect my recollections of more worthy
existences, than by some account of my father and
mother. I should like to inseribe their names upoen
some monument far more durable and illustrions than
these humble pages, which I dedicate to their dear
and honoured memory; but more than this is be-
youd my power.

I am well aware that the reader will not be able
wholly to share my feelings, but 1 will not weaken
their expression on that account. In so doing I
should be false to both heart and conscience ; I should
break the law of felling the truth, which I have laid
dpwn for myself. It would almost ssem to me as if
I abjured the veneration I profess for those who gave
me being, and, what is far more precious, all the
litle good that may be found in me, and who never
let me see an act or hear & word that did not present
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a virtuous example. Can any man of feeling reproach
me for these sentiments ?

Another warning: I should not like this to be a
political or ephemeral work; and if I succeed in
carrying out my ideas, it shall not be either. I
know how difficult it is for a writer not to be more
or less imbued with the thoughts of his own time.
One may even say that it is impossible, and perhaps
undesirable, quite to efface their influence. But as,
in my political life T have always striven to find out
and follow exelusively that which was true and just,
without party spirif, or caring whether I encountered
praise or blame; 8s I have the inveterate habit of
judging men by their individual qualities, without
considering whether they belong to this or that party
(and, on this account, I bave succeeded in becoming
obnoxious to all); as, when in office, I did my best
to discover and propound the elementary laws which
serve to found and promote the prosperity of nations,
without troubling myself about interests, petty pas-
sions, or mean details,—I almost hope to attain my
aim, and leave to fature generations some pages
which msy be read without tedium, and not entirely
without profit, even in circumstances and times very
different from our own. I should, however, like
these pages to be serviceable to the present age in
one sense. 1 will explain myself.
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For nearly half & century Italy has been strug-
gling and labouring to become one people and make
herself a nation. She has reconquered great part of
her own territory. The struggle with the foreigner
has already proved successful; but this is mnot the
difficulty. The grestest and the real one, that which
keeps everything uncertain and in jeopardy, is the
internal conflict. The most dangerous enemies of
Ttaly are not the Austrians, but the Italians. And
why ? Because the Italians have been intent to
create a new Italy, whilst they themselves remained
the same as of yore, with the deficiencies and the
moral littleness which have been their inheritance
ab antiguo ; because they are thinking of reforming
Ttaly, and none of them are aware that they must
begin by reforming themselves; because Italy, like
all other comntries, will never be able to become =
nation, well ordered, well administered, strong against
foreigners as well as againgt internal agitators, free,
and with a right ofher own, until every Italian, high
and low, does his duty, each in his own sphere, and
does it well, or at least to the ntmost of his ability.
But to do one’s own duty, generally a, tiresome, vul-
‘gar, and obsoure one, requires strength of will, and
the belief that duty must be done, not because it is
8 pleasant or profitable task, but simply because it is
duty ; and this-strength of will, this convietion, con-
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stitutes, in fact, that precious quality which, in a
word, is called character: 60 that we may say, the
first want of Ttaly is, that Italians should grow up
gifted with high and strong characters. But, alas,
we tend fowards the opposite pole! Italy is made,
but not the Italians.

Now, if the topies, the narratives, the examples
contained in this book could have the effect of con-
tributing to produce one single great character, I
constder that I should have rendered a real service
to my country. If it be true, as the saying goes,
that one fool makes many (and we see many illustra-
tions of this every day), it is just as true that one
great and strong character also creates a hundred or
even a thousand others, and imparts life, colour, and,
so o speak, a more wholesome and generous tone to
s whole community for years to come.

I must now make known the last motive which
instigated me to write these volumes; albeit, cer-
tainly, the least important, as it is entirely a personal
one. I mtist, therefore, invoke all the indulgence of
the reader in its favour, In all probability my family
is about to become extinet, and T am far from reckon-
ing this fact among the calamities of the State. On
the contrary, truth to say, in our own private in-
terest, I had rather see it end now with honour, the
Inst three gemerations (this I may frankly affirm),
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having numbered none but honest and honourable
men, than run the risk of its dying ont at a more
distant period in the person of some silly marchesino,
a8 might very well happen, or perhaps worse. Dante
says in his Purgatory,

0 Ogolin de’ Funtolin, securo

E* il nome tuo, da che pii non o' aspstta
Chi far lo posas, tralignando, oscuro,”

%0 Hugolin,
Thou sprung of Fantolini's line, thy name
Is safe ; sinee none is look'd for after thee
To cloud ita lusire, warping from thy stock.”*
These lines show that when I feel thus, it is in good
company. Nevertheless, it is In human nature to
shrink from destruction and still more from obli-
vion. I could not bear the thought that in a country
which I have loved so dearly, and which has been so
well loved and served by my kinsmen, a few years
hence we should be forgotten, as though we had
never been. It is therefore my intention to make
this work a narrative of my life, and of the actions
of the distinguished people to whom I belonged by
family ties, or with whom I have associated; and

* « The Divine Comady, translated by the Bev. H. F. Cary, MLA.
London, 1850. Hugolin Fentolini was s virtuous gentleman of
an ancient and honourable family of Faenza, who, probably on
account of hls mge, was not likely to leave any issue, I have
availed myself of the ebove besutiful and acourate teansiation
for all the quotations from Danie in theee memoirs.



ORIGIN AND OBJECT OF THE WORK. 9

also to weave into it & brief memorial of our house,

1o prevent ifs memory being suddenly extinguished
in the hearts of my countrymen. I feel but too well
that I am not one of those swans whom Ariosto de-
scribes as alone able to rescue the names of the
deserving few from the waves of oblivion. But why
might I not obtain that which I am unsble to win
for myself, from the kindness which I have found
in so many of my contemporaries, and which may
become—TI hope it will—a tradition among their sons
and successors ?

Having thus explained the spirit of my work, I
may be allowed to say a few words about its style.
In my description of myself I must appear just as
T am. Imust be nothing but myself, not anyone
else. To attain this end I must therefore not only
relate facts with scrupulous accuracy, and unveil
my thoughts and opinions ; but it is also necessary
that I should wse the manmners, the phrases, the
words, the idioms which are hsbitual to me, and
which spriﬁg from my own individuality, character,
and habits. X think that, in order to write well,
one should express omeself as one would speak in
genial and refined society, composed of respectable
men and well-bred women. It is enough to abstain
from a few colloquial or trivial forms, which a Lttle
tact suffices to point out; every thing else may, and
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indeed should, be said frankly, in the same style and
the same words as are employed in conversation. If
this rule were to be adopted in Italy; if a number of
authors did not deem. themselves obliged to change
their langnage when they are writing; if (I beg
leave to use a rather bold expression) they pub the
pen into their mouth instead of holding it in their
hand,—the reading of Italian books would no longer
be that ungrateful, not to say almost impossible task
which it unhappily is at present for ourselves, and still
more for foreigners. And see how true this is! Tialy
is one of the countries where fuent and elegant
speakers most abound, and where likewise unreadable
writers are most rife. For God’s sake let them write
as they would talk in good society, and they will be
read, as they are listened to, with great pleasure.
Let us analyse this matter a little, that we may un-
derstand it better. Supposing, for one moment, that
the above-mentioned genial company had time and
patience to listen to a verbal narralive of what is at
present in print ; should I ever dream of beginning
by saying: Here, ladies and gentlemen, is the title
of my book, Ricordi per Massimo & Azeglio #* What!

* In this passage the suthor alludes to the affected habit,
adopted by some modern Italian writers, of placing before their
names on the fitle-page of their books the word per (for) instead

of di (of), to indioate that the matter contained thersin has
been written by them. For example, ‘ Ricordi por Mesimo
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(some one would interrupt}—What! for you? It
would seem, on the contrary, that these memoirs are
Jor us who are listening, and when they go to press
they will be for the public. Well, would not this
be quite true? Therefore, on my title-page I have
written di, and not per, Massimo d'Azeglio. Now
let us also suppose my tale not to prove too tedious
to the listeners, and that some one should observe, it
would be well to publish it; would he say: Why
don’t you dictate* these recollections of yours ? He
would certainly say : Why don’t you write them?
Otherwise I might answer : My eyes are not bad, nor
have I rheumatism in my fingers, and I can- write
without dictating. It is very strange that some people
should imagine that elegance consists in a false and
equivocal affectation. If such were the fact, it would
indeed be easy to write elegantly. For this reason
I began my book by saying: I have long had the
thought of writing, not of dictating, my recollections.

My third remark is: in the aforesaid society,
if 1 were addressing a person with whom I did not

d’Azeglio," instead of  Ricordi 4i Masimo d’Azeglio.” Though
in Iialign thesa two words in the above instencea have the same
slgnifieation, the first in so interpreted only in a figurative sense,
and sounds very affected.

* Here the author is ridiculing another affoctation of some
Ttalien writers, who would think it is more elegant to zay “Me-
morle dettate” than  seritte da Massimo d'Ameglio.”
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happen to be very intimste, I should not use the
pronoun fu* or voi; and why? Simply becsuse it is
not the custom. Why, then, should I say thou to
my reader? I prefer addressing him as lef, in ac-
cordance with Italian usage. Whenever #u becomes
universal in society, I will address my reader in
like manner. :

These examples will suffice to illustrate my
idea, which is in substance as follows: To use
common words according to their natural meaning ;
to avoid all stilted expressions, all ambiguities how-
over small ; to eschew transpositions ; s¢ fo express
myself, in fact, that the reader mnay understand
thoroughly and at once, nay more, to make it im-
possible for him to hesitate, even an instant, as to
the real meaning of what he is reading.

Now one last remark. Since the French have
invented what they call *lhomme sdrieux;” since
babies smoke, youngstors of eighteen despise danc-
ing, men of thirty marry dowries, and girls of
fifteen millionaires of fifty ; since, finally, the three
most obnoxious of the seven mortal sins, pride, envy,
ang avarics, have become predominant over the re-
maining four,—in every language, more or-less, a

* This again is & protest ageinst a very genersl affectation of
addressing the reader in the second person singular, which in

Italian is only used between relations, intimate friends, or from
s superior 10 an inferfor,
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dictatorial, pedantic, ponderons, melancholy style has
sprung up, false, affected, and tedious in form, and
which accordingly I infend to avoid. Whenever a
question ariges, it is in my nature to rush in thought
to the consideration of all its aspeets and of all its
congequences. I often perceive a laughable side in
serious things, just as I at once detect the serious
point lurking under frivolities. Such am I, and such
shall I appear in my book. Life, thank God, is not
always sad or tragic; it is gay sometimes, and at
others has a comical serioumness, which last is the
ne plus ultre of absurdity. Having to describe one or
more lives, why should I limit myself to the repre-
sentation of one of its aspects only, instead of paint.
ing all those which it alternately assumes in reality ?
I shall therefore let myself be guided by the subjects
which oceur to me ; and if reflections and instruction
flow naturally from them, why should I refrain from
giving them utierance? Being desirous of impress-
ing them on the minds of the young generation, is
it better to collect them into an ez professo treatise?
or may it not be preferable to spread them over a
narrative in which the author does not always keep
up a monotonous sertousness, but condescends to
laugh when there is something to laugh at?

1865, M. ’AZEGLIO,






CHAPTER I
« Quesivi justitiam, el odivi iniguitatom, propierea . .
Ignorance of family traditions—Wise reply of my father—Anti-
pathy to the family name—OQpportunity of learning ite history
~—Originally from Brittany— The Brenier (apels—they re-
move to Dauphiny—one of them eetiles &t Baviglinno-—An-
other version of Monaignor della Chiesa—Queen Joan investe
the house of Teparelli with the fief of Genola—Purchase of
Lagnasoo — Brenier, a msan-at-armg, acknowledges us (gix-
teenth century)— My grandiather the Count of Lagnasco—
hia portrait—Ecoentrio reputation of the family—Remedy for
court deceptione wsed by my grandfather—his death—Cesare
my father—Crigtina my mother—Doubt whether I cught fo
write about her—Portrait of my father—his birth and enlist.
ment—Garrison life~Manners of the superiora of that date—
hig enrly life—he enters the king's houschold—Society st
that period-— Arlstoorscy —ite faulis; its merits — Conse-
quences— Convergion — State of opinion — The cause of his
change—Reflections,

Unrr1, three months age I knew mothing of my an-
cestry beyond a few details heard now and then from
an old servant of the family, Not a word on this
subject ever fell from the lips of my father or mother.
I remember once, during my childhood (I might
then, perhaps, have been t{welve years old), all the
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family and a few friends being one day assembled,
the conversation happemed to turn on the subject
of nobility. Thoughtlesaly I asked my father, ¢ Are
we noble, signor padre?” I soon perceived that I
had asked a silly question, as everyone began to
laugh at me, and my father, smiling like the rest,
apswered, “ My child, you will be noble if you are
virtnous.”* After this I inquired no further. I
asked no more questions for a long time. Neverthe~
less—I know not why—I have always had a dis-
like to our name of Taparelli, and have always called
and signed myself Azeglio.

It iz now three months, since, on the sad oceasion
of the death of my eldest brother Roberto, I kad to
examine some family papers and documents, and
was thus enabled to carry my archmzological re-
searches concerning the history of my house farther
back than my grandfsther, beyond which point I
had never before been able to reach, I then learnt
the following facts : ‘

- Our race is of Breton origin. This will perhaps
account for the leaven of stubbornness prevailing in
ouy, family to this day. Old chronicles speak of a
family and of a castle in Brittany, both named

* This reminds na of a favourlfe maxim of one of our good
old princea of the House of Bavoy, Charles Emanuel IL, who
uscd to eny that “dignitiss and honours without virtues were
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Brenier Chapel or Capel, and upon the walls of the
latter were seulptured coats of arms identical with
those always borne by our house. This castle was
destroyed, and the family disappeared; but years
afterwards it was to be found transplanted to Dau-
phiny ; and several documents existing in the ar-
chives of Girenoble prove it to have settled in that
part of France. When Charles of Anjou crossed
the Alps to conquer Naples, or perhaps earlier, a
member of the family came to Italy, and, though I
am unable to state how or why, it is proved that he
established himself at Savigliano, where he married.
Among his descendants we find ome (tiorgio, who,
heaven knows how, from Chapel or Capel became
Taparel. He andghis sons are identified by docu-
ments, and are the first really historical persons of
the family. The earlier portion of the history I re-
late as I have found it. Whoever is incredulons
may search and see for himself,

Monsignor Agostine della Chiesa gives a differ-
ent version in his history of Piedmont, and says (for
brevity I give the substanee only), the Taparellis
are a very ancient Guelph family of SBavigliano. As
early a8 1240 Guglielmo and Odone are mentioned
with their sons, in the vellum volume containing
the charter of the peopls of that town, as posséssors
of mills and other machines moved by water, of

YOL. L a
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rights of fisheries, and also of lands and hamlets in
the aforesaid distriet.

At this stage the Giorgio of the other version
‘reappears. Monsignor delln Chiesa adds, that one
Rupert di Leonardo, seneschal! and captain-general
of Queen Joan, being at Cuneo, invested the sons
of Giorgio, Goffredo, Leone, and Pietro Taparelli,
of Bavigliano, with the fief of Genola, in recompense
of the many services rendered by their family to the
queen, with the right of building a castle thereon,
as a defence against the enemies of the House of
Anjou. )

A few yesrs previously (1341) the family had
become possessed of Lagnasco, a fief sold for 25,000
golden florins to Gioffrede Tapagplli and Pietro Fal-
letti of Alba, by Tommaso Marquis of Saluzzo, for
the purpose of raising the ransom of 80,000 florins,
imposed upon him by his uncles, who, assisted by
Berirando del Balzo, seneschal of Charles IL. of
Anjou, and other allies, had taken him prisoner and
deprived him of his principality.

From that time to the present our family have
Mways refained possession of these castles of Lag-
nasco and of Genole, As our family history, though
of ancient date, is not remarkable for famous deeds,
or for those historical names which might render
the details of interest or importance, I spare both
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myself and the reader any further remarks on this
subject ; and will only add, that the two versions re-
specting our origin may, I think, be reconciled, as,
before being Guelphs in Bavigliano, our ancestors
most probably came from France with ome of those
but too numerous northern hordes that have de-
scended into Italy. We have positive mention of 2
Brenier, a man-at-arms in the company of M. de
Termes, who came to Baviglianc during the wars
between France and the Empire.

M. de Monlue mentions that he belonged to the
garrison which then occupied Savigliano; and I find
that the said gentleman, seeing his own armorial
bearings in our house, inquired our origin, and,
being informed of it, recognised us 2s kinsmen. To
ascertain with gre!iter certainty, he asked the name
of our special patron saint, and being told * St. Mary
Magdalen,” he said that in his own fumily also she
was the most honoured of all. Tt seems unlikely
that this sh?uld be the result of mere coincidence ;
yet, should the French knight have conjectured
rightly, it would follow that after having so often
cried Fuori il barbaro/ 1 am discovered to be a
barbarian myself [*

* The name of " barbarlane” having been constently applied
to the foreign invaders of Italy,—Giambullari, in his History of
Furops, calls the Alpine passes in Friuli the “ asosl road of the
barbarigns, . . . & fatal passage lef! open by nature in punishment
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Instead of writing the history of a series of. ob-
soure lordlings, whose private adventures would doubt-
less bo far from edifying, I will simply relate a few
anecdotes which I have gleened from among the old
family papers. They are more or less interesting,
inasmuch ss they belong mot only to the Taparelli
family, but to the still older one of Adam, whose
posterity affords inexhaustible materials for study.

My grandfather, the Count Roberto of Lagnasco,
married Cristina Countess of Genola, the offspring
of another branch of our own family. They had two
sons : one, the Marquis of Montenera, died young
through a fall; the other, called Cesare, was my
father, A few days after his birth his mother died.
Several years later, Count Roberto married Matilde
Caissotti, of Casal Grasso, by whom he had an only
daughter, afterwards the wife of Count Prospero
Balbo, the father of Cesare, the celebrated author,
my first cousin, and the dearest and most esteemed
of all my friends.. Of my grandfather I know only
the little I heard from my father. He was a very
clever msan, but he was not without a dash of that

of Italy's past sins,"—the ory of * Fuori il barbaro !” has been
handed down from one generation to snother. It resounded an
heertily sa ever in all the popular deruonstrations of late years,
and was the rallying ery of the masses in every insurrection up
to the moment of our liberation.
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eccentricity in which all our family are said more or
less to share. In old Piedmont I must confess that
the Taparellis enjoyed the reputation of being some-
what touched in the upper story. Without dis-
cussing the why or the wherefore of the subject, I
must nevertheless observe that in old Piedmont, so
fall of good and sterling qualities, one often met
with that conservative tenaocity, that love of tradi-
tion, that dislike of innovation, which characterise
those vigorous races, capable of maintaining them-
selves for a lengthened period. Every inmnovation,
no matter how insignificant, displeases the majority,
and is rejected withont further ecomsideration as a
pazzia. Thus, for instance, my grandfather was
very familiar with the English language and litera-
ture. I think I hear his friends saying among them-
selves, “ Very odd that Count Lagnasco, with his
English1”  After this would speedily follow the eon-
clusion, ¢ All the Taparellis have more or less a bee in
their bonnet.” I know but too well {as Ishall after-
wards relate) that for having early attempted to be
something different from the marchesini of my time,
1 was unanimously voted mad.

However this may be, my grandfather entered
the army, according to the ancient custom of my
family. He afterwards lived at court, and was the
friend of King Victor,—so far as it is poasible to be
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the friend of a king. Although a courtier, he was
reputed an honest man ; and as in that position none
have sufficient strength or wisdom to avoid all danger
of disgrace, or the risk of frequent mortification,
my grandfather chose to be forearmed, and in a
conspicuous place in his stndy these words were
inscribed in Piedmontese, “ A{ fa pa nen,” or in
plain language, ¢ It matters not in the least.” The
meaning in that dialect is still more sarcastic, and
may be rendered, “I don't care a straw.” Thus,
when he returned from court, his temper embittered
perhaps by some intrigues against him, his eyes
would alight on the above inseription, and shrugging
his shoulders he would dine with hiz usual appetite.
All this I learnt from Cesare Balbo. My grandfather
died at fifty-seven, while oecupied with the marriage
of his only remzining son. The earliest arrange-
ments for the latter were already completed. In all
that concerns my father's history I possess the safest,
the most precious of guides: I have now before me a
manuscript by my mother, in which she relates his life.

I cannot conceal from the reader, that, now that
the time has arrived to spesk of her, to describe the
events of her life, to quote her words, and draw aside
the veil in which she so carefully shrouded herself,
her actions, aud her virtues from the eyes of the world,
an undefinable hesitation stays my hand. Shall T
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not be guilty of profanation? What though I have
nought to' disclose but as divine a beauty as ever
adorned a human soul, ia there not an instinet in
every filial heart which says: The life of a mother,
and even the memory and praise of her vii'tues,
should be strictly confined to the domestic hearth;
they should be written in the hearts of her sons
and grandsons, and there remain as a hidden family
treasure, not to be flung into the great current of
publicity to indifferent strangers and lookers-on? I
feel within myself this instinet, and yet I am re-
solved to disregard it. I yield to the temptation
of portraying the beloved features of that noble
figure, endowed with so mueh feminins grace, such
true candour, so rare a beauty, and {as we have yet
to see) a fortitude beyond her sex. For five-and-
twenty years she has slept by the side of my father
at Genoa, in the humble church of the Capuchins;
she belongs to the past; may not therefore this cir-
cumstance modify the severity of certain principles?
Can it be just or rightful that no noble examples of
feminine virtue should ever be held up to posterity ?
To whom, if not to the mother, has heaven intrusted
the mission of imprinting the first and indelible traces
on the character of man? and ought she to remain
forgatten who so truly possessed the wisdom which
trains up generations of vigorous men, and hence
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‘illustrious epochs—when the first want of Italy is
men, and those who are fit to educate and render
them strong and gemerous in heart and mind?
Moreover, have I a right to deprive my children of
their most precious inheritance—that of noble and
virtuous examples ?

Decided by these reflections, I shall proceed.
But first of all, a fow words to portray my father.
I quote the manuseript: * A young man of very
handsome appearance, courteous in manner, full of
talent and vivacity (yet very dignified), with a
highly cultivated mind, a good musician,” &e. So
far my mother. To complete this likeness, I may
be permitted to add, that he was considered oue
of the best soldiers of our army; a man of severe
principles, and at the same time of immense good-
ness of heart; one who would have given his life to
spare his family a sorrow, but who would have also
soen it sacrificed before his eyes rather than betray
either duty or honour. A pature like his would
have died with Regulus in one age, in another with
the martyrs torn by lions in the eireus while confess-
ing the faith of Christ.

The existence within him of the often conflicting
senses of duty and love rendered his life an inces-
sant warfare between the two. Perpetually mis-
trusting his own heart, always on his guard against
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yielding to acts of weakness, he sometimes fell
into the opposite error, and became rigid and aus-
tere. In our childhood he inspired us with an
almost incredible fear; and fear too often prevents
an impartial judgment. It will ever be a subject of
the most painfal regret that I should only know and
appreciate him as he deserves, now that he is no
longer in the world. How much we lose through
mistakes like thesa! and how important to endeavour
to avoid them !

He was born on the 10th of February 1763. At
eleven years of age his father presented him to the
magistrate who presided over the then existing uffizio
tlel soldo,* and administered that objectionable volun-
tary enlistment which gave such celebrity to the so-
called recrutewr, and which, thank heaven (though
the English and the Americans think otherwise), has
been superseded by conseription.

Notwithstanding the privileges of the anstocracy,
so warlike”a spirit had been instilled by the old
monarchy of Savoy—having always been built on
a military basis-—that it was not considered de-

* In Piedmont at that time custom required every noble to
enlist in the royal army when s mere child ; and for this purposa
they went to the wuffirio dol soldo (an office established aa far back
as the year 1688) to receive s day's pay, which constitated an
engegement similar to that represented by the shilling which the
enrolling sergeant gives to a new recruit in England,
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grading to become a private in the ranks.* Every
one concurred in the idea, that notwithstanding the
difference in military rank, the honouwr of a common
soldier was on a level with that of the fixat general
and of the king himself,

For this reason, the curious phenomenon of a
baby carried by his nurse and wearing the insignia
of a major or a colonel was unknown among us,

It is, however, true, that though our mnobles
entered the army by the common door, they after-
wards found their way through a privileged passage.
They soon became cadets, then officors; and the
substantial difference consisted in this.

My father, successively a private, a cadet, and
an officer in the regiment of the *° Queen’s Own,”
lived a garrison lifs, and was stationed lastly at
Cagliari. He was a great favourite with his colonel
and other superiors, ‘‘ who” (I refer to the manu-
script) ¢ at that time acted the part of fathers to their
young officers, ingpiring them with the precepts of
true honour, founded on allegiance to God and the
sgvereigm, in probity and bigh principle towards each

* Nor has the Piedmontese nobility lost this gallant tradi-
tion ; for in the late wars not only did its sons fight in the ranks,
when by chance they had not elready s higher grade, but the
example they thus set was so effectusl, that both in 1859 and

1866 the representatives of all the beat families of Italy volun-
tarily enlisted ee privates in the national army.
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other. This was the universal spirit of the Pied-
montese aristocracy, who served under their king’s
flag almost 6 2 man, Their pay was very scanty,—
that of the courtiers more scanty still; so much so,
that it hardly sufficed for the gratuities customary at
court. Honour was our great motto.” To this the
princes contributed by respecting that of their nobles,
only demanding their services when absolutely re-
quired,

From eleven to seventeen my father instructed
himself, and acquired great knowledge of military
matters ; and my mother writes: ‘This was the
most unhappy time of his life (so he would say
himself) ; because in those years of ardent youth
and fervid passion he lived the wild life of his age.”

At seventeen he was appointed equerry to the
Duke of Aosta,.son of King Vietor Emanuel; and
this new duty recalled him to Turin. Here the
manuseript speaks in the following terms of the
young man, glready accustomed to pass such severe
judgment on this period of his life: * He very soon
became intimate in the most select circles of society,
and was a favourite with many brilliant and talented
women ; he was also beloved by his family, and was
full of the tenderest affection for all its members.”

Judging by all this, his life at that time can
searcely have been so very displeasing either to his



28 MY RECOLLECTIONS.

family or to his friends—the best society of the
day. Strange society! of which ell traces and tra-
ditions have now vanished wholly; and which, con-
sidering its fanlts and failings, I certainly should not
wish to see restored to life; but which to us of the
present day, so far removed from its influence, so
ntterly changed, offers many interesting reflections
and suggestive thoughts.

The Piedmontese nobility of the last century and
the beginning of the present were more hanghty
in manmer than tyrannical in spirit. You might
often, dear reader, encounter a person who was un-
failing n the observance of the strictest civility, who
seid no word that could possibly give definite cause
of offence, yet whose whole manner betrayed such
a feeling of intense superiority, whose every look
and word seid so plainly, “ Stand aside ; I am some-
body, while you are nobody,”—that feeling it alike
impossible either to resent or endure if, you would
make s speedy escape, and register a mental vow
never, if possible, to subject yourself to it agein.

. This was the impression produced by the nobility
of Piedmont, and thence resulted that division of
classes which-has only now begun to dissppear.

But with these faults it had also its redeeming
qualities, and continued active and energetic, while
the aristocracies of the rest of Italy are faithfully
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portrayed in the Florindi and Rosaure of Goldoni.
And why this difference? Because the Piedmontese
nobility were engaged in perpetual war (within the
last century alone Piedmont took part in three), and
because war exercises over mations a more salufary
influence than a long peace. Fidelity to a difficult
and perilous duty educates men, and makes them
fit to perform more peaceful tasks well and worthily,
For instance Alfieri, who tells us he took the Greek
grammar by storm, just a8 he would have mounted
a breach when a poldier,

A singular conclusion might be drawn from all
this,—viz. that a nation, in order to preserve those
virtues which save it from decay, is necessarily obliged
to kill & certain number of its neighbours every now
and then. I leave the reader to meditate on this
question, and iotend to study it myself one day.
Meanwhile let us proceed. -

At the age of ftwenty-four my father passed
through one ¢f those moral revolutions which alter
and renew a man, but which are only possible in
upright, strong, and impassioned natures.

At that time there everywhere prevailed—chiefly,
however, in France—a general rage of destruetion
againat the old world, which made many people
believe that & new chaos was approaching, but which
has led us, through horrible evils it is irue, to the
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discovery, to use a biblical expression, of  ceelum
novum et terram novam.”

Ttaly is the old land of doudt. The Reformation
had little hold upon her; not so much because the
Roman Inquisition kept it in check, but becanse Italy
cared little for Rome, and still less for Wittemberg.
It is pot in our natures to believe more than the
priests themselves ; and facts have always shown that
the priests of Rome believe very little. The Italians,
therefore, have never considered dogmatic questions
very seriously ; and the ¢ Chi sa se & vero?"—* Who
knows if it be true?’ (a mournful guestion for bu-
manity) has always prevailed among us since the
days of Guido Cavaleanti, For this reason Italy was
an indifferent spectator of the conflict between Rome
and Wittemberg, with little regard for either. Bat
the doubts, the derisive sarcasms of Voltaire, were
more to her taste; and she smiled on French scep-
ticism a8 on an “old and familiar friend,”—at least
it was thus in the rest of Italy ; in Piedmont things
were different.

In spile of a few recent innovators, the old popu~
far faith remsined unshaken on its ancient pedestal.
Eiven now, after the many storms that have swept
over this poor country, its traditional character is
still almost unchanged ; we can imagine, then, what
it must have been when it had scarcely emerged from
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the influences of the middle ages. The religious feel-
ing was generally deep and genuine; and the Catho-
lic faith reckoned among its opponents a greater
number of evil-doers than of real unbelievers.
During the Lent of 1784 a monk preached in the
church of 8an Giovanni, who, according to the manu-
seript, was either Father Denobili or Father Casati.
My father heard him, and was firmly convinced that
it was his duty to change his life. As we have said,
the discovery of a duty and its fulfilment at any cost
were one and the same thing for him, Suddenly,
without regarding the eriticisms or sneers of others,
and perhaps the reproaches and pangs of his own
heart, he surrendered himself unrcservedly to the
assiduous observance of the Catholie faith, its wor-
ship aud principles in all their minutest application ;
nor did he swerve from them from that time up to
the Iast day of his life. In a nature so resolute, so
incapable of hesitation in anything, faith was speedily
transformed into a profound and absolute certainty.
He thus secured for himself the highest solace in the
bitter vicissitudes which awaited him,-— that of be-
lieving that for the true Christian the evils of this
lifo are but the coin which purchase the eternal
happiness of the next. Happy he who feels sure in
himself of so rich a bargain! But, unfortunately,
aspirations and wishes do not suffice to create belief.
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Man believes what he can, and not what he wills;
and God, who knows this, will not ask impossibilities
as men do, nor be cruel like them.

The word conversion sounds to us nowadays almost
like a relic of some holy legend. When do we now
hear of or see one of those world-famed conversions
which are recorded by St. Francis, St. Benedict, St.
Jerome, and others? Religions excitement is often
to be found in the Anglo-Saxon and German races.
Among them a conversion is a common occurrence,
Every seer, bo he rogue or fanatic, soon finds a
devout crowd ready to make sacrifices and endure
privations for his dogma. Now if one of them came
to Italy and preached in the strests, he would have
the same auditors as gather round a mountebank,
who, the sermon over, would disperse, shrugging
their shoulders, and saying in Piedmontese, “ 4 Pa
bon temp ;’ or in Italian, ¢ He is a lunatic.”

At first sight, we might say, perhaps, we are
wiser, because we are not so easily taken in; but if
we analyse the question, what do we find? We find
that the strongest, most moral, and most dominant
race is not the Latin, with all its talent, but the
Anglo-Saxon, This proves that nations are formed
not by subtle wit (esprit), but by firm and anstere
characters, Tt proves that something can be made
of people willing to die for their faith, even though
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it be an unfounded or eccentric one; whereas if
.people believe nothing, in the name of what, or
whom, can you induce,them to rouse themselves to
act or to die? Doubt is 2 great pretext for avoid-
ing labour; I might almost call it the real parent of
the Ttalian * dolee far niente.”

Here, however, the ship atrikes on the rock I
have already pointed out. Can a nation say, any
more than a man, 7T will have faith”? and if it
cannot, who is to blame?

I would fain not imitate those who at every diffi-
eulty, at every offence, seek cause of quarrel against
the priests and Rome. Let us be indulgent to every
one, oven to the priests. In the Middle Ages the
clergy were exposed to temptations so great, that to
resist them required perhaps superhuman strength,
—to hold the cross aloft, to have the power of trans-
forming it by one word into the sceptre of the world,
and to refrain from uttering that word! Let him
who could have so refrained throw the first stone.

But indulgence has to be applied to individuals,
not to logic or historieal truth; and this repeats the
teaching of Machiavelli three centuries age. The
spectacle of papal Rome has extinguished religion
in Ttaly; and if it be true, as Y think is beyond
doubt, that a nation without faith cannot be either
disciplined or strong (the Romans, the modern

VOL. L. D
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Anglo-8axons, and we ourselves, alas, are the proof
of it), one must conclude that Italy will never be
really a nation till she is based on a religious prin-
ciple; and that if this is not to be secured or enforced
by decreo or voluntary act, it may he developed
whenever the said principle shall disclose itself, not
a5 the instrument of material dominion {and that an
avil one), but as a beneficent emanation from heaven.
The natural and final conelnsion therefore is, that if
Rome, if Catholicism, does mot reform itself; if the
priest does not succeed in proving that he believes
that which he teaches; that he is convineed poverty
is not the worst of evils, nor wealth overmuch to be
coveted ; that it is a good thing to be meek and
humble, and a bad ome to be eruel and proud;
that charity and forgiveness are virtues, hatred and
vengeance crimes ;—until, T say, facts prove that he
believes all this, there is no hope of secing among
Italiana that true and sincere religious principle,
without which we shall always be, as we now ars,
& nation of little nerve, less character, and no power
of sssimilating our own national elements,
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Bad health—Anxiety of the doctor for our race—Alliance with
the House of Morozzo—Serupulous sincerity of my father-—
Eetablishment of the family—Number of children—Decay of
the cavalieri gereenti syslem—Joke on matrimonisl unions
& la mode—Ilness of my father—he leaves the court—Iso-
lation of Piedmont—Outbreak of war—My father aide-de-
eamp to the commander-in-chief—My shamefu!l ignoranee—
Aneodote—Piedmontess proverb—He i mads prisoner—Gal-
lantry of & young drummer—A new Pylades—his origin—
he confrives to be taken with my father—They are sent to
Montbrison—sare obliged to ask alms—Generoeity of & peasant
girl—Death of Robespierre—Improved condition— Horrible
reaction—His wife and family believe my father dead—hls
will—he refuses his release on condition of not bearing srms
against the Republic—The French government acknowledges
thie act of loyalty—Reflecilons—Return of my father—Re-
turn of FPylades—his death —Pylades and Alexander the
Grent.

THE conversion of my father made a great noise at
court and in society. But in the midst of youthful
life and vigour his health began gradually to-decline,
An iron will had, so to speak, seized hold of the
fleshly body, which collapsed and gave way in the
struggle. Seldom does anyone come forth unscathed
from battles between heart and will After s fow
months his family began to foel serions alarm on
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finding that the health of their only remaining son
was becoming dsily more and more impaired. He
‘was subjected to 2 long treatment, which, aided by
youth, produced excellent results. But his consti-
tution had received a shock, and though the tem-
porary illness was subdued, his former health and
vigour did mot return, My father was never again
really robuat.

The extinction of a noble race was not then con-
templated as philosophically as I, for instance, now
foreseo that of my owm, without losing either sleep
or appetite on that account. The doctors, questioned
by my grandfather, answered in a very matter-of-
fact way, that the Marquis Cesare being now the
only son, it would be well for him to marry at
once, in order fo propagate the race. My father
afterwards told me this anecdote, and was much
diverted at the good doctor having put him in the
same category as a King Charles's spaniel, or a
thoroughbred horse.

It was thereupon decided that a wife should be
fopnd for him ; and Cristina, daughter of the Mar-
quis Morozzo of Bianzé, appearing a snitable mateh,
proposals were made to her parents, who accepted
them, and the ulliance was concluded.

My mother, who was afterwards never tired of
expatiating on the exquisite sensibility of her hus-
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band, used to tell me that on his first visit to his
intended bride, my father, instead of being well got-
up and élegantly dressed, as is customary on such
oceasions, in order to prevent any illusions, actually
strove to present himself in the negligent attire a
husband might habitually wear at home {everyone
knows the awkward sort of dress then in fashion);
so that the young lady and her. friends, being at a
loss to explain such eccentricity, were not a little
astonished and perplexed. But, as my mother adds,
‘ this was only the beginning.” After a few com-
plimentary words, my father drew a paper from his
pocket, which he gave to his bride, saying, ¢ Here,
signorina, i3 my moral portrait, of which you cannot
Judge at first sight as you may of my outward appear-
ance,” After which he courtecusly took his leave,
saying as he went out, that if on acquaintance with
his real character she was still of the same mind, he
should be very happy to devote his whole life to her,
and become her husband.

My mother told me, that with the inexperience
of eighteen, with the candour and ignorance of the
world resulting from a very strict education, she
was so frightened by the long list of serious faults
of which her intended acoused himself, that she
was on the point of breaking off the engegement.
Her parents, however, who knew better how to take
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ity laughed at the paper and at her. The self-acensed
culprit was recalled, cordially welcomed, and after
receiving an assurance of full confidence in his future
reformation, the marriage took place.

On this subject my mother has written the follow-
ing words : *“ This was the first link of a golden chain
of faith and conjugal Jove which, for forty-two years,
bound the happy Cristina in an indissoluble tie till
the 26th of November 1830, when it was broken by
death, or rather rendered partly immortal in heaven.”

The agitation preceding the revolution had already

begun in Franece, but the outbreak was as yet de-
layed; end for three years my parents enjoyed true
felicity and peace. These were, I believe, the only
happy years of their life, They had two sons; the
elder of whom died in infaney: the second, named
Roberto, attained the age of seventy-three. Four
other sons and two dsughters were born to them
subsequently. One of the latter (Matilde) married
Count Rinco; she was besutiful and good as an
angel, but died of consnmption at the age of twenty-
two: the other (Melania) also died very young,
"lorico, afterwards a captain of artillery, died in
.1824, aged twenty-nine; so that Roberto, Prospero
the Jesnit, and myself, were the cnly survivors;
and they too left me solitary, the last of my bre-
thren, in 1862,
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Tt was the year 1788-89. Society was undergo-
ing a process of renovation, The epoch of legalised
“caualieri serventi” (sometimes even stipulated for by
matrimonial contract) was near its end. They had
been one of the thousand signs of the necessity of
reconstructing society on a new basis.

I leave the reader to judge whether, fashionable
ar not, my father was a man likely to yield to this
foolish and evil custom. But even suﬁposing he could
have done so, it could never have been folerated for
a moment by my mother. 1 find in her manuseript
& fow lines on this subject, which illustrate the
period, aleo her graceful wit and mature judgment.

“ These,” she says, were the happy days in
which it was onee more the fashion for hushands to
be the cavalieri of their own wives, What dreary gri-
magces, what dreadful yawns, might be seen on the
faces of certain married conples, who were thus com-
pelled fo sacrifice their liberty and inclinations to the
idol of fashion I’ How easy to imagine one sees them !

But this‘t;ranquil happiness was of short duration.
My father, being out one day stag-hunting with the
Duke of Aosta, whose equerry he then was, had to
give a loud cry in order to summon some huntsmen
at a distance, This effort occasioned the bursting of
a blood-vessel in his chest, and the hmmorrhage was
go great that his life was for some time in jeopardy,
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and he was compelled in consequence to resign his
post at court. This illness was again treated success-
fully, and my father recovered just in time to tuke
part In the Ibng wars and other national vicissitudes
which, after a short panse in 1814, began afresh in
1821, and will continue until it pleases God to give
us a settled organisation. :

It is no part of my plan to write history; least
of all that of events already generally known. I
shall therefore not dilate on the wars in which Pied-
mont resisied the French invasion. Alas that I
must say Piedmont! without adding, end the other
states of Tialy, albeit the latter shared the same hopes
and fears, and were threatened by the same dangers.
But when asked to form a league, they all shrank
from it. Naples alone showed some slight inclina-
tion to adhere to it, which, however, came to mo-
thing. The governments which had refused to unite
voluntarily in the hour of peril were afterwards—as
always happens—involved in the common ruin.

How often during my childhood have I heard my
father speak of this abandonment of Piedmont to ker
-own resources | He abhorred foreign invasion more
than any one; therefore more than any he deplored
the civil discord of Italy.-

‘When war broke out in the county of Nice, Count
Bt Amké was intrusted with the command of the
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corps d'armée in that district, and appointed my
father his aide-de-camp. He was with him through
two campaigns. Later he was sent to the Valley of
Aosts, where he held the rank of lieutenant-colonel
of the regiment Vercelli.

Here I am ashamed to confess that I know very
little of my father’s military exploits, except the last,
which I shall mention presently. I only know that,
as 1 have already said, he was considered an excel-
lent soldier. He never spoke in his own praise, and
very seldom made any allusion fo his adventures at
that time. I might, indeed, have sought information
from his contemporaries and brother officers, but this
I.omitted in the thoughtlessness of youth. What
would I not now give to be able to evoke and ques-
tion their spirits !

Let this be a warning to those who may still have
it in their power to avoid similar regrets. I remem-
ber, however, hearing one anecdote from a friend of
the family. When the war broke ont, our army had
been inactive since the wars for the Polish suceession.
Forty-six or forty-seven years of peace imply abso-
Iute want of practical knowledge, from the general-
in-chief down to the lowest drummer. Besides this,
the provincial organisation then in force—by which
the soldier only served a short time with his regi-
ment—had no tendency to correct this inexperience
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in any way. One of the duties, and also one great
difficulty, of the officers was that of accustoming their
soldiers to that severe and continual sacrifice of self
called discipline, without which one may muster a
host of gallant men, but it would be impossible to
organise an army or even a regiment. One day in
the Valley of Acsta my father had to lead his bat-
talion through a rather long defile, in the face of the
enemy and under s battery which swept the road,—
an excellent oceesion for training his provineial con-
tingent. He was one of those men whe prefer to dis-
play courage at their own expense instead of at that
of others. He might in this instance have formed
into column for a vain boast, and presented his flank
to the enemy, with great danger to his soldiers and
loss to himself. Instead of this, he drew up his
men in two lines, with drums beating, and placing
himself at their head, marched forward at a slow
steady pace. In this formation they reached the
ground which was to offer them shelter; and it is
singular that the fire of the enemy should have only
struck the point of the flag-staff; thus proving the
taath of Gianduja’s® old adage, La paura U & faita
o nen,—Fear is made of nothing; a proverb which,
if not always strictly true—for instance, when one

* The popular mark by which the Pledmontese type is per-
sonified,
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i3 under grape-shot—is, ‘Howev.er, the faithfol ex-
pression of the national character of our people, who
will never see danger where none exists, and some-
times not even where it does. I do not mean to
attach more importance to this fact than it deserves,
which my father himself would certainly not have
done, and his military life must have doubtless pre-
sented other episodes worthier of record, of which I
am unfortunately ignorant.

I now come to the action in which he was made
prisoner. It happened on the Little St. Bernard,
between Thuille and the Hospice ; for hostilities were
long carried on in those wild passes. He and
his men occupied the spot called Terre Rosse. It
had been a day of misfortune: the regiment com-
manded by my father was so cut up that it might
be considered entirely destroyed. Naturally refus-
ing to fly, he was surrounded on every side, made
prisoner, ill-treated, and robbed of everything valu-
able about him, as was the custom in those days far
more than it is now, thank Heaven! A moment be-
fore he fell into the hands of the enemy, he happened
to look behind him, to ascertain whether any of his
men were left. He himself told me the story in the
following terms : “I glanced behind me, but saw no
one, except a drummer, a boy of fourteen, Thinking
it was useless for him to be taken prisoner, I called
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out, somewhat impatiently, ¢ What are you doing
here? To which the boy answered, ¢ As long &3 the
colonel is here, I remain here too.”” Iths a pity not
to know what became of this brave boy. My father
never heard of him agajn. Anotber companion re-
mained also by his side, and with his history I am
fortunately well acquainted. I said in the preceding
pages that I should have to bring to light heroic
characters belonging to every class of society. Here,
then, is one of the most remarkable too, for I am
about to speak of & poor peasant from the Valley
of Lanzo, ignorant and boorish, unable to read or
write ; who had no idea of the existence of heroes,
either ancient or modern; who had no scquaint-
ance with the family of the Adrides, nor with
Agamemnon, and had never heard mention of his
son Orestes; he could therefore never understand
why my father ever aflerwards called him Pylades;
far less, I surmise, how much honour and glory was
attached to this classical and semi-mythological bap-
tism., Time out of mind, the Valley of Lanzo has
supplied Turin with servants, and with that pecu-
ilax popular type of street wine-carriers, clad in blue,
and called in Piedmontese brindour, so familiar to
every one who has been in the old capiial of Piedmont.

Giovanni Droveiti came from Colle San Giovanni,
a smeall hamlet situated in that valley, to be footman in,
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our hounse; and my father finding him a stalwart and
healthy fellow, took him for hig servant during the
campaign. He never lost sight of his master, and at
this perilous moment was by his side as usual, My
father said to him also, “Away! Don’t allow yourself
to be taken.” But the stout mountaineer stared
with eyes so full of wonder at hearing such words
addressed to him, that my father said not another
word, but accepted the faithful fellow’s sacrifice; -
and the glance exchanged between the two at thai
moment knit them together for ever. Having hoth
been led behind the French lines, my father was
mistaken for an emigrant, and was at once sur-
rounded by several republicans, who threatened him
with their drawn swords, crying out insolently, % Ca-
naille Qémigré!” My father calmly answered, “Non,
Je me suis pas un émigrd.” But at last an officer in-
terposed, and put zn end to a scene 8o unworthy of
disciplined soldiers.

He was then transported to Montbrison, "and
thence to Feurs, in the provinece of Forez. At that
time the power of Robespierre and the terrorists
still reigned in that far-off town ; they continued to
run riot even after the 9th Thermidor, which put an
end to their dominion in Paria. Ten sous a day in
essignats, which the loss of eighty per cent reduced
to two, were assigned to the prisoners. Upon this
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master and servant were compelled to live. They
had no choice but to beg alms. But during the
Reign of Terror, he who assisted a royalist was
looked upon with suspicion, and we all know the
result of being suspected at thai time. Our desti-
tute prisoners, therefore, did their best not to compro-
mise their benefactors. The mountaineer whom we
called John used to beg and receive charity in secret.
© % He found {says the msnuseript) great consolation
in the kindliness of the worthy people, always so
numerous in France, even in those terrible days,
more particolarly among those of the softer sex.
Charitable Iadies used to wait for Giovanni at night,
and give him bread and other provisions for his
master. There was even a peasant-girl who would
have lent Cesare six hundred francs, without any
security for ita repayment.”

Here, again, i another noble goul, whose name I
shall never know, and whose sons or grandsons I am
unable to thank,

More than once I heard my father relate some
particnlars of his life of beggary at that time. ¢ Ome
sy (be told me, among other things) we were taken
across the Rhone in a large ferry-boat crowded
with horses and mules. Hunger forced uws to beg
of the other passengers, They threw us a fow raw
onions, which fell in the dirt among the mules.
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Those onions, dipped in the river, were all we had
for our dinner,” Happily my father, in sharing that
coarse food with the poor mountaineer his companion,
folt it not a humiliation, but an homour, What, in-
deed, can be more honourable than to deserve the
sacrifices made by others for our sakes?

At other times he would receive a hint that Mass
would be said secretly in some secluded spof at a
certain hoar of the night. Like the Christians of the
early Chorch, he would go to hear it through every
difficulty, through frost and snow, through dark-
ness and danger the most extreme—for the liberty of
conseience then in vopue would have made death the
penalty of discovery.

At last, after the death of Robespierre, when the
Reign of Terror had ceased even in ulira-terrorist
Monthrison, a reaction took place scarcely less crnel
than the preceding rule. My father was no longer
hated and repulsed as before; a royalist might be
tolerated, if only becanse, under Robespierre, they
had debated the question whether it would not be
better to massacre all the prisoners, in order to save
the two sous allowed them for their maintenance,
But the kinsmen, the sons of the Jacobite vietims,
seized by a fever of savage revenge, pursued their
executioners to the death. My father told me of 2
young man he had always noticed for his piety and
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general worth, and who eame one day to see him,
with his hair dishevelled and his Jooks wild and
ferocious, erying: * Monsieur, je viens de tuer celu
gui a fait guillotiner mon pére” ¢ Monsieur, vous
n'étes pas chrétien,” was the answer of my father.

But while he was enduring so much misery, my
mother was in still greater agonies at Turin, where
she mourned her husband as dead.

In the action in which he had been taken, the
French, having, as I said, the advantage, had ocecu-
pled our positions. Any identification of the dead and
wounded was thus impossible. The reports of those who
had been, or ought to have been, among the combat-
ants, obtained implicit credence ; and anfortunately (I
grieve to say so of a Piedmontese officer) there was
one who, to prove that he had been in the front rank
as well as my father, actoally asserted that the latter
had received a bullet in his breast, and was struck
dead by a second in the forehead, before he could
assist him.

As it was impossible to suppose an officer could
be guilty of such infamy, his words were fully be-
Yeved : Lient.-Colonel Cesare d’Azeglio was reported
among the killed, and my mother informed that her
husband had fallen honourably at the head of his men,

When we, his three sons—Roberto, Enrico, and
I—entered the army, our father made us give him
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our word of honour never to atiempt the diseovery
of that ecoward, or even of his name, which he al-
ways refused to tell us,

My mother was then expecting the birth of my
brother Enrico; and the shook of this news greatly
contributed to min her health, and to render her a
confirmed invalid. '

On reading the will made by my father before
his departure to the war, it was fonnd that he had
left a very liberal jointure to his widow, to be paid
to her even in case of @ second wmarriage. In another
paragraph he said, * Should I die on the field, I beg
my wife not to wear weeds, but rather to put on gay
attire, since, after having given vent to her grief for
my loss, she must consider it & great honour for us
both that I was able to give my life for my king and
country.”

Two months elapsed before my mother received
any news of her husband. At last she learnt that
he was alive gnd unhurt, but a prisoner in Franece.
The joy of this unexpected announcement gave a
fresh shock to her already shattered econstitution.
Through the good offices of the king’s minister in
Switzerland she obtained the concession that the
prisoner should be sent home on parole.

Already she and her children were hoping to see
him, but he was o be free only on condition that he

VoL, L E
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should not bear arms against the Republic until
regularly exchanged; and my father answered with-
out hesitation that he would never sign a pramise to
abstain from fighting for his country and against her
enemies, He preferred remaining in that sad and
bitter captivity, leading a miserable life, far from the
wife and children in whom ull his affections centred ;
and he endured all this misery for six months more
rather than fail in what he considered his duty.

But his conduct was appreciated in a marnmer
very unusual at that time. Afier the armistice of
Cherasco, 21st April 1796, and the humiliating
peace of the 15th of May, he at last received per-
mission to return home; and those very men who
then ruled in France, and whom history has already
Jjudged, would not let Colonel d’Azeglio depart with-
out paying a tribute to his noble conduct. In the
document which liberated him there was a phrase
mentioning “la louable délicatesse du citoyen & Aze-
glio en refusant sa Libertd sous la condition de ne plus
porter les armes contre les ennemis de son souverain,” &o.

T beg the reader to think over the men he has
known, and consider how many he has found of a
similar stamp. If he has met with but few such, or
perhaps none at all, he will be able to understand
what I feel a3 I write these pages. And here it
may not be unadvisable to point ocut once more how-
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powerfully great minds influence the people who
surround them, their country, and the times in
which they live. With reference only to ourselves,
his children, I say that, however inferior we have
been to our father in eapacity for sacrifice and in
elevation of mind, we still owe whatever there msy
have been in our lives of good and honourable en-
tirely to his noble and venerated example.

I feel in myself the indestructible strength of first
ideas and first impressions. In fact, he who from
his earliest years finds himself in an atmosphere of
probity, loyalty, and honour, grows up surrounded
by it, gradually passing from the stages of childhood
to youth, and thence to manhood, becomes so tho-
ronghly imbued with those principles that, in spite
of error, wildness, and even serious faults, his cha-
racter remains sound at the core, thanks to an in-
stinctive sense of duty and honour. And in any of
the emergencies of life it iz almost impossible that
one so trained should prove a disgrace to himself or
to others ; the probability being, on the contrary,
all on the other side; and thus the country is well
served, well defended, and becomes strong, powerful,
and respected.

For this reason Washington, whom I consider
the first among those rare men, true fathers of na-
tions, who have bestowed on them not only material
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existence, but also their moral lifs,—for this reason,
1 say, he wrote from his retiroment at Mount Vernon
to those who were then at the head of the Govern-
ment, * Choose gentlemen for your officers,”” He
had neither arvistocratic pride nor democratic envy ;
his judgment was sober ; he loved his country ; and
by gentlemen certainly did not mean a particular
caste, but intended to designate all those who had
received s liberal education, and, if possible, were in
independent circumstances.

He eould not mean, nor do I, to depreciate persons

of a more humble class ; but society must apportion its
tasks with a view to the general henefit of the commu-
nity, just as on board ship the gualities of the different
hands are taken into account and employed to the
best advaniage. ¢ Knowledge must command, and
gnorance obey ;"' and if ships are usually better
ordered than states, it is only because every indivi-
dual on board secepts the position assigned to him,
whereas in governments the least competent are
generally the most ambitious of power.

And it is mot enough to say ¢ knowledge must
command,” if you do not add, ¢ and ke must take the
helm who is endowed with the greatest readiness to
sacrifice himself to duty;” that is to say, 4 who is
the most willing to sacrifice Ads own interest to the
general welfare. Now, I ask, which of the two is
the more likely to be prepared for such sacrifice ; he



THE TWC DEMOCRACIES. 53

who has learned from his infancy that it is honour-
able to acquire honestly and dispense liberally ; or he
who was taught by everything he saw and heard as
a child that man’s mission on earth is to buy cheap
and sell dear?

The demceracy of Washington was the {riumph
of right over privilege; but the democracy of onr
days is rather the triumph of another privilege over
common right.. The realistic school does not flourish
in literature and art only, but it may even be said
that its real cradle has been the field of politics. (Who-
ever wishes to make profound researches on this point
may betake himself to Hegel and Schelling, to the
Pantheists, &c. ; but let us leave such nebulous mat-
ters to the Germans.) This school does not acknow-
ledge anything asreal unless it be ngly and unchaste,
as it has shown in art and in literature, by choosing
loose women for heroines, and convicts for heroes,
and by painting pictures which, examined at railway
speed, might perhaps seem such, but which on a
closer inspection would never for a moment deserve
the name. What can we learn in politics from such
a school as this? In truth, the abuse of words
has now reached such a pitch, that one says of a
torn shabby coat, “ O, what a democratic coat!”™*

* In Italy the word “democratio” s ueed figuratively to de-
signata anything shabby, worn out, or otherwise worthleas,
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and of an ill-kept filthy dwelling, ¢ O, what a demo-
oratic house I” And a great many people are seriously
persunded that democracy consists in the worship
and triumph of the ugly, the ignoble, and the slothful
in general, as well morally as materially.

If Washington came now with his gentlemen,
I need not tell you with what favour this sort of
demoeracy would receive him.

Now, for my part, though an aristocrat by birth,
I am a democrat by choice ; but let me be understood
fo mean that truly Christian democracy which makes
every man quual in the eye of the political, soctal, and
civil, as well as of the religious law ; and I beg leave
to predict that Italy, Europe, and the world at large
will never be at reat (not even that relative rest con-
gistent with life on earth and human passions) until
true demoecracy shall reign unquestioned on the ruins
of the two systems, the old and the new ; until it has
stifled the two parasites which from above and below
consume the roots and the swnmit of the great plant
of human society ; until it is universally admitted
and htlieved that no government, no independence,
no liberty, is possible unless each authority, all par-
ties, all communities, as well as every individual, is
legally responsible, and wnless this responsibility is
rendered real and tangible by making exceptions to it
as fow as possible.
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But so long as society fluctmates, like a pen-
dulum thoughtlessly set in motion, between the two
extremes of Hussian despotism from above and that
of the United (now disunited)* States from below,
Adam’s poor progeny will seek in vain for a just
balance of power.

In common justice, however, I mnst apologise
to Rusgian despotism for having compared it with
that of America; for whilst Alexander Roumanoff
breaks the fetters of his own serfs, Abraham Lineoln
only emancipates those helonging to his enemies.
‘What conclusion must we draw ?  Of these two tyran-
nies, which must be considered the worst? But if I
continue in this strain, I shall never end, and I have
already wandered too far from my subject.

The reader may perhaps have blamed my love
of digression ; if so, I must, in my turn, entreat him
not to weigh the literary merits of these pages over
carefully. I offer them to the public merely as a
serap-book, wherein I noted down thoughts as they
arose in my mind, only hoping they may be of some
use to a future generation. If T herein delude my-
gelf, what is to be done? It will be a fault of my
intelleat, but not of my will.

I now resume the thread of my narrative.

The happy day at last arrived on which my

* Thege first chapters were written in 1868,
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parents saw each other agsin. The meeting took
place at the hospice on Mont Cenis.

" As T am not writing a novel, but a narrstive of
facts, a deseription of touching scenes does not enter
intoe my design. I therefore leave the reader to
pieture the joy of this young couple, so deeply
attached to each other, who had believed themselves
parted for ever, but who were thus once more united,
after so much anxiety and suffering, of which no
trace remained but an additional glory won for my
father’s reputation by his firmness and high-minded
courage.

Providence has exeeptional compensations in store
for those who continmally sacrifice themselves fo the
welfare of others; and there are certainly moments
in life which might abmost suffice to repay the tor-
ments of an eternity.

But my father did not come back from captivity
alons. The poor mountaineer, a voluntary prisoner
end beggar for his sake, returned with him, He
wept for joy at meeting his master and mistress. My
fr'her introduced him to his wife, no longer  Gio-
vanni Drovetti,” but ¢ Pylades.”” Ho presented him
as a friend, and as such he remained in our house
till he died. I have still the plessure of paying a
pension to his heirs, whom I pray Heaven to bless,
protect, and multiply.
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The other servants were quite nnable to compre-
hend his classical and poetical name, and instead of
Pylades, they but too often called him Pilate, What
everybody, however, did comprehend was, how de-
serving of esteem and affection the poor faithful
peasant was; for he had such a happy nature that,
without a vestige of that liberal education I men-
tioned above, he had heart and mind enough for a
hundred gentlemen. Nevertheless, the exception only
proves the rule.

Prylades is one of my earliest recollections. But
when I became acquainted with him, I did not know,
nor should T have been able to appreciate, the worth
of that clumsy, thick-built old servant, always in
knee-breeches, which displayed a pair of short Her-
culean legs, like those of the caryatides whose busi-
ness is to support galleries and cormices.

He died in the house at an advanced age, ful-
filling to the last his lowly duties, without boasting
of what he had done, or seeming to know that he
had been anything but & poor peasant in the service
of the Marquis d’Azeglio, like s0 many others,

Poor Pylades! I could wish these pages to pos-
sess merits enough to live for 4 while. Then, at least,
your fate would differ from that of so many other
‘bscure men, who, without the aid of hooks or ex-
amples, found in themselves the germs of heroism,
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and accomplished great sacrifices unknown and un-
dreamt of by the world. You, at least, would escape
a total oblivien.

Providence, however, will give him a better re-
compense. Having faith in its justice, I, for my
part, will never believe that, in the unknown and
mysterious place where their due meed awaits our
sonls, if, to use a human phrase, there are different
classes, crowns, or more or less exalted seats,—I
will never believe, I say, that if God in his goodness
gives me admission, I shall have the mortifieation of
finding Pylades, for instance, seated lower than Alex-
ander the Great. I feel certain, on the contrary,
that 1 shall find him on a far higher throne; and
this will be but justice to both.

It would be strange, indeed, that he who doomed
50 many human gouls to despair, in order to ap-
propriate the good things intended by Providence
for the benefit of all—he who, when maddened by
drink, killed his dearest friend, and died of intem-
perance, leaving so many nations a prey to his savage
captains,—it would be strange, I say, if Eternal
Justice were to prefer Alexander the Great to Gio-
vanni DrovettL

I should like to see this l--Never !



CHAPTER IIL

Ttalian disaeters—My brother Enrico—My birth—Domestic life of
my father—Poverty of the Piedmontese nohles—Error of our
rulers—Habita of my family—Distresa at the public calami.
tles—Beginning of the century—Endeavouts of wy father to
make himself usefol—He setiles at Florence with his family
—Fyit—Ie Florence o place of exile!—-My father hates the
foreign yoke—Exileg at Florence.

PuBLic misfortunes soon disturbed the domestic
peace of my parents.

For several years Piedmont had been literally
the battle-field of two powerful nations; we were
compelled to pay tribute of bleod and money to both,
with no better hope in the end than that of becoming
the slaves of the vietor.

‘Who at that time gave heed to the great truths
proclaimed by the Revolution to those eternally just
and beneficent principles called the principles of "89 ?
They had been replaced by those of °99, which may
be summed up in one word, rapacity. Plunder was
the universal sim ; and experience had not then proved
what even children in arms now know, viz. how
marvellously that pleasant operation is assisted by
grand and high-sounding words.
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Many believed at that time that liberty could be
imported from abroad, just as other articles de nou-
veautds are brought from Paris. It was supposed
that every fool could play the part of a free man,
and that any personal qualities and deserts were
mere superfluities.

Therefore all those who were tired (and not un-
reasonably) of the abuses of the old governments,
which the French Revolution had come to destroy,
received its apostles with open arms. History re-
cords, and everyone knows, how well their fine pro-
mises were kept.

But these questions are foreign to my subject,
and I therefore proceed.

I said that at the time of my father’s capiivity,
my mother was near her confinement.

She afterwards gave birth fo s son, who was
my brother Enrico. The terrible anxiety that had
preyed upon her exercised a fatal influence on his
disposition and character. He had great aptitude
for abstract science, but his intellect was of tardy
growth; and ss the quickness of his perceptions did
not keep pace with his love of knowledge and thirst
for distinction, he became melancholy and diffident,
and his short and weary life drew to a close before
he completed his thirtieth year.

But of him more hereafier; his frank, loving,
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but melancholy disposition offers a study not devoid
of interest, and may contain some mseful warnings
for youth—an aim I have continually in view.

Enrico was not the youngest son; I was the last
born; and I must now introduce myself to the reader,
and prepare to repeat perpetually that egotistical 7,
who from first to last is of all personages the most
troublesome and unmanageable,

But as I am to write my own history, this is
a difficulty from which there is no escape. Let us
therefore meet it at once.

I was born on the 24th October 1728, in our
house at Turin, in the inner room on the first floor,
in which I believe many generations of my family
first saw the light. Cardinal Morozzo was my god-
father; and the following string of names was be-
stowed on me—Giuseppe Maria Gerolame Raffaele
Massimo, by the last of which I have always been
known. ,

My mother was my nurse, and this was the first
.of that long series of benefits with which during life
her unwearied solicitude thenceforward continually
overwhelmed me.

- After the treaty of Paris in May 1796, my father
had withdrawn from public life, devoting himself to
his family and the care of his private affaira, which
had guffered greatly from the vicissitudes and wars
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of preceding years. Our once-wealthy house was
reduced to comparative poverty. In other parts of
Ttaly I have often heard people deride us Piedmon-
tese becanse we are poor, the aristocracy especially.®
But it should be remembered, first, that he who
has nothing, at least cannot be suspected of having
taken the goods of others; second, that every time
war broke out, as it frequently did, ind Piedmont
nearly always took part, the nobility, following the
example set them by the king, immediately ransacked
their houses, and parted with everything valuable to
assist in defraying the expenses, How, then, was it
possible to accumulate riches, when the houses of the
Piedmontese aristocracy were generally despoiled in
this way twice in & century?

Nor must it be supposed that the nobles alone
made these sacrifices; the government, the public
treasury, the whole population of the country took
their share. Even now coins are in circulation of the
value of eight, four, and one sous, which were ori-
ginally issued with a nominal value of twenty, ten,
and five sous (as is still shown by the legend they
bear with the date, 1796f); and these were simply a
false coinage, which everybody knew to be such,

* It wae & common aaying, that all a Piedmontess nobleman
pogacased was two nags in his stable, and a rusty old sword for
the servics of the dukes of Savoy.

1 This currency was withdrawm s few yesrs ago.
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but which nevertheless passed current; and why?
Because a Piedmontese is a tough and sturdy fellow,
ready to endure every hardship (the Romans them-
selves used to eay “malo assuetus Ligur’), never
shrinking from danger or maerifice for the sske of
his country, his sovereign, and his own honour.
Through this we have kept our independence, and
never fallen to the condition of a conquered land:
even when subdued for a while by the overwhelming
power of Charles V., Francis L, and the first Napo-
leon, we resisted with such fierce persistence, that we
have always succeeded in casting out the oppressors,
and becoming once more masters in our own.

And here it may be said that the Piedmontese
neither were nor are by eny means better gifted
than other Italians; but they have more firmness and
determination of character; and to this they owe
their leading position and their foremost place in the
total emanecipation (let us hope) of the Peninsula, as
also their unpopularity in the other provineces. But
as we have never speculated on our patriotism, or
considered the liberation of Itely in the light of a
joint-stock company, with its dividends and interests ;
a8 we are still the same stout old reee, and malo
assueti like our fathers,—we shall bear this evil as
they have borne many others in past centuries. And
when Ifalians shall have become men, and form a
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compact and powerful nation, what matter a few
sacrifices more or less to secure so glorions an end ?

But, in justice to all, let us remark, that though
it is their own fault if Italians are more or less
angry with Piedmont, it must also be said, that
the Piedmontese have to a great extent incurred it
justly, or, to speak more correctly (for the poor Pied-
montese themselves had nothing to do with it), those
who governed them have done so, thanks to the
egregious blunders they have committed. 1 shall
by and by have to recur to this subject toe often;
for, as everyone knows, I am accustomed to speak
unreservedly. This, however, is neither the time
nor place for the discussion.

My father, having rejoined his family, devoted
himself exclusively to his domestic and private affairs,
The late troubles had cost him no less than 400,000
francs in hard cash; not to mention losses entailed
on his estates by neglect of cultivation, agricultural
labours having been entirely suspended by the war;
nor the plate and jewels, &o., which, like the royal
family and all the nobility, he had sent to the publie
exchequer as soon as hostilities broke out.

After attending to his long-neglected property, he
was always in the habit of devoting the remainder
of the day o study. My mother had received a
very good moral education, as was ueual in ell our
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families; but it was alsc the custom to pay very
little attention to the intellectual culture of young
girls, of whom nothing more was required than a
knowledge of French, very little, if any, Italian, and
a moderate acquaintance with Télémaque and Rollin.

My father undertook to cultivate the mind of
his young wife, who had been very happily gifted
by pature, and who possessed a great facility of
conceiving and expressing idess; so .that her style
was easy and mnatural, yet full of graceful and subtle
thoughts. She thus alludes to her private life in her
manuseript: _

“ Cesare delighted in a lifo of domestic privacy,
shared by a few tried and well-chosen friends, whom
he liked to assemble round his table.

‘¢ His days were fully employed. After the fulfil-
ment of his religious duties, he spent several hours
with his wife, whose education he perfected. She
-aoquired. all she knows from that affectionate and
accomplished master. Four hours each day were
usually devoted to these studies during four or five
years. And the future education of the children was
thus provided for, by fitting their mother for ita
superintendence during the absence of her hushand
on the public service, The rest of the day he em-
ployed in reading works on history and literature,”
e :

VOL. L r
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- But this calm domestie life, these days of peace-
ful study, wore only the outward semblance of re-
pose; in reality they were troubled by dark fore-
bodings.

No one who truly loves his couniry can see it
gradually sinking to decay, gliding down the fatal
descent which leads to ruin, or at least to long and

terrible woes, or witness the evil which he has mno
power to arrest in its onward course, and yet hope
to find oblivion or consolation in study and artistic
pursaits, He who believes it possible has never
passed through that ordeal which my father was
destined to find so long and bitter.

At this stage, a host of reflections crowd in upon
my mind. The reader must pardon me if I give
utterance to a few.

For centuries man has heen as restless as an
invalid fretting on his bed of sickness. Like him,
he has sought relief by turning from side to side,
ignorant that his pain is not the result of a posi-
tion, but of an internal disease, and that it is this
which must be cured. And what iz this disease?
It dwells not in the different forms of government
or their laws, but in man himself—in his heart and

“in his conscience, The evil lurks in the darkness
which has hitherto overshadowed human intellect,
in the imperfect notions of right and wrong, of
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Jjustice and injustics hitherto attainable; in a word,
it consists in the absence of that moral healthiness
which can alone keep society hale and strong. The
first government on record was intrusted to the
many ; what Alfierl calls the government dei Troppi.
Weary of them, society next submitted itself to one
ruler. Again disappointed, it tried the leadership
of a fow; and then, more dejected and discouraged
than ever, renewed its experiments again, under the
impression that the mistake had been one of form.
Each of these different phases of government bhad
its representative men, who were severally interested
in prolonging its duration. Buf, by some fatality,
they have always been mainly instrumental in pre-
cipitating its end.

The Tarquins created the desire for a republie;
after Marius, Sulla, Brutus, Cassius, Cmsar, Pompey,
the empire appeared a haven of rest. Odoacer and
Theoderie, who (except in war) were more like re-
publican chiefs than is generally believed, seemed
acceptable after the patricians Aitius, Stilicho, Rici-
mer, Orestes, and the Exarchs of Ravenna., Nothing
but republics eould spring from the chaos of the tenth
century. Three centuries later they fell, more from
internal weakness than from external force. A
princely government was restored; and although
Glenoa, Lucca, and Venice maintained their repub-
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lican forms, how dreary an existence did they
lead ! ,

On the fatal day which sealed the fall of the
ancient Quoen of the Adriatic, the last Doge rated
the Council for not completing the work of self-
destruction with snfficient haste. ¢ Let us remem-
ber, gentlemen,” said he, ¢ that we are mot sure of
sleeping in our beds to-night.” This was the fore-
most thought in the mind of the Doge, Luigi Manin,
on the 12th of May 1797.

And wherefore so many failures, so many dis-
asters? Because none had been able to disoover
the true form for = civilised and powerful govern-
ment? No; simply because no one had known how
to form the heart, the conscience, and the charaeter ;
because, in one brief word, there were no men.

Where, on the other hand, some have been found,
the ruin was less immediate.

Piedmont, Heaven be praised, fell but twice, and
twice recovered itself. It resisted the best soldiers
of Europe for four years, and only succumbed at
last to the great warrior who afterwards spent fower
monthe or even weeks in the conquest of Vienns,
Berlin, or Madrid, than it cost him or the repub-
lican ge_merals years to enter Turin, This, then, was
no dishonourable defest,

It must, however, bo admitted that the two last
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kings had neither the firmness nor the talent of
many others of their house.

In the beginning of the century, the indomitable
Victor Amadeus IL,* despoiled of everything, still

* Indomiiable indeed ; for he endured all the calamities of
wer with undaunted courage, rigking life and throne in the cause
of hin allien. By velour in the flald and ekil! in the cabinet he
waa enabled, at the Peace of Utrecht, to doubls hiz ancient do-
miniong, and to exchange his dueal coronet for & kingly crown.
In sttaining this resuli he was greatly indebted to Queen Anne,
whose ally he had been throughout the war of the Spanish Succes-
gion, An ancestor of mine was then his ambassedor in London ;
end the intrigues which led the court of England to taks so
active s part in securing adequate compensation to the Duke of
#avoy for his many sacrifices are now eo little known, that I may
perhaps be pardoued if I borrow some account of these negotia-
tions from the memoirs of another member of my fmmily, who
during the war had commanded the troops of the Elector of
Bavaria,~—detaila which at this moment scquire additional in-
terest from the importance assumed by the kingdom of Italy.

#Le roi Charles ayant &€ exclus de l1a succession d’Espagne
apréa son $lection & ’Empire, par la grande raison qu'il ne con-
venoit pas de joindre sur nune méme téte lea deux couronnes; et
1e roi de France jugesnt presque inévitable de rappeller en France
le roi Philippe, non seulement & canse des grandes perfes qu'il
avoit faites, et qui le contraignoient 4 s'accommoder & l'inten-
tion de cee allige qu'il vouloit détacher de I'Empereur; mais
encore par la mort de tous les princea de sa maigon, 6t Ia maladia
dangereuse du Duc d'Anjou, qui éboit 1'unique qui restoit : il paret
4 la reine Anme (d'Angleterre), que le meilienr expédient seroit de
faire roi d'Espegne le Dus de Bavoye, qui avoit 6t4 substitué a
cette monarchie par le testament de Charles IT, et elle en fit la
propodiilon au rei de Frunce, qui ne s’y oppoea point. Elle fit
écrire ensuite au Comie Maffei, qui, en qualité de premier des
trois plémipotentisirea de Savoye, aselstolt au Congrde d'Utrecht,
qu'elle avoit & Iui perler, ¢f qu'elle se rendoit caution que e due
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sooured the country, no longer his, at the head of
a fow horsemen. Without money, owning nothing
but his sword and his pistols, he one day broke the
golden collar he wore of the royal order of the An-

son maitre me trouveroit pas mauvais qa'il et quitté le congris
sang sa permission, 11 paess donc sur le champ & Londres, s¢a-
voir au moia de Mai (1712), et la reine nomms cing commissaires
aveo lesquels il devoit traiter, sans paseer par lo canal des minie.
tres. Cette intrigme fut menagée avec foul le secret posaible,
et Pon convint gue le duo seroit provisionellement mis en posees-
sion de toutes les provinces de I'Espagne, eana décider pour lors ¢o
quf arriveroit des asutres domaines de 1a monarchie. On deman-
doit pour ecet effet, que le duo renongit solempellement 4 ses pro-
pres états, qul devolent &tre donnez & quelqu’autre prince, afin
quil ne devinssent pag un domaine de la courcnne d'Espagne:
mais le Comie Maffei refusa de rien conclure par rapport au
dernier article, se conientant de faire ¢onnoitre, que comme le duc
avoit alore denx fils, &i le cade’c_ demenroit dany les &tats paternels,
cela puffiroit pour empéeher l'union qu'on paroissoit vouloir éviter.
Les choges mllerent méme #i Ioin, que le Comte Maffei aigna 2
Londres un traité de commerce entre I'Espagne et I'Angleterre,
qui ne devoit &tre mtifié qu'apréa que le due seroit en Espagne,
od la flotte anglolse le trangporteroit, Mais avec tout cels, pen
de mois changerent entierement la faco des effaires; le Duc
d’Anjou fut rétabli de es maladie; en Angleterre un suire partl
prit le dessus; les troupes frangoiees eurent d’heureux succis en
Flandre, et en un mot, on ne parls plua de rappeller d’Eepagne lo
roi Philippe ; of tdus ce beaux projets s'4vanouirent. Alors cet
habile ministre changea de batterie, et profitant de la conjoneturs, .
q oigqw'il n'etit eucun ordre mi instruction pour la choss qu'll
méditeit, il fit une auire tentative gui lui réussit 3 merveille, I
déeouvrit qu'on devoit mecorder A Empereur les &tats d'ltalie,
maia que la reine Anne gervit s maitresse do dispozer de Ia
Sleile. Il demanda une sudience particuliers & eette princesae,
ek agut lui représenter ¢l vivement combien il étoit juste de recom-
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nunziate, and divided it among some poor peasants
whose cottages had been pillaged and burnt. But
his bones lay in the sanctuary of Superga,* and on
his t-otteriﬁg throne Providence had seated Charles
Emanuel and Victor Emanuel, well-meaning, like
all the princes of their race, but incapable alike of
firm resolve as of bold and energetic deeds.

Like many other princes of that period, they
themselves accelerated the destruction of their own

Denger par-ld un prince si couwrageur, of qui avoit fant mérité, et
qu'ella pouvoit par ¢e moyen lui faire connoitre ses bonnes inten-
tions envers lui, que la reine ¥ coneentit de hon coeur, et lui remit
un billet signé de sa propre main, par lequel elle lui en donna sa
parole royale, Le Comte Maffei envoys ce hbillet sur le champ #
Turin par un expzés, et lea jours sulvans il y expedia deux autres
couriers, Ainsi le duc se trouva roi de Sicile, avant qu’aucun
ministre, pas méme ceux de I'Angleterre, lo sousgent, et sans qu'on
¥ elt jamais pensé auparavant, Ce fui ensuite une acilon bien
digne de la magnanimité de Vietor Amedés, lorsquil et pris
possession de s Sardeigne, d’en nommer le méme Maffei vicerol, en
disent publiquement, qu'il étoit bien juste de laisser lo gouverne-
ment de ¢a roysume & celui qui luf en avoit procuré la posses-
sion.” Mémoires du Marquiz Maffei, vol. il p. 218-22. La Haye,
Jean Neaulme, 1740, .
By & curious coincidence, nearly & century and s half later
,(1860), it was my fate t0 be attached to the King's Legation
in London, when another Queen of England was the first sove.
reign in Earope who recognised the new kingdom of Iialy.

* Thia church was built by Vietor Amadeus IL, on a hill to
the north of Turin, to commemorate the defeat of the French
under the walle of the city, 1706 ; and has been the burial-piace
of the princes of the House of Savoy ever since,
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order. The monarchy of Savoy was shattered by
the strength, and still more by the perfidy, of the
French Government ; at the same time 1t was under-
mined to its very basis by the Piedmontese repub-
lican party, whose activity and audacity made up
for their want of numbers; and, as if all this were not
enough, the royal family and its natural supporters
helped to discredit thomselves, and accelerated their
own fall, by that blind pursuit of impossibilities
which invariably hastens the last moments of systems
doomed to perish,

My father witnessed these harrowing misfortunes,
an impotent spectator of the ruin, and, what is
thousand times worse, of the disgrace, of all that he
bad most venerated and loved on earth, Whenever
an opportunity arose of being useful to his country,
he never failed to velunteer his services. He twice
offered himself as a hostage for the king : moreover,
wherr Napoleon went to Egypt, and fortune, follow-
ing the great captain, had deserted the French in
Europe, forcing them to yield to Suwarrow and the
allies, he was sent to Sardinia to invite the king
to return to Turin. .

Victory finally crowned the French colours on
the plains of Marengo, and Piedmont was definitively
annexed to France. My father then adopted the
only course open to him, and left a home which
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.reminded him of so much misery, to settle with his

family et Florence. In his study, opposite his writ-
ing-table, he hung a view of Turin, on the frame
of which was inseribed the word ¢ Fuit/” As a
child T used to gaze at the drawing, and spell that
word, unconscious how many glories and misfor-
tunes, what long and desperate struggles, what pain-
ful anxieties, passionate yearnings, and immortal
hopes, a noble heart summed up in that word Fui,
which he kept before his oyes in the land of exile.

Florence a land of exile for & Turinese? This
question may now well be asked, and with reason.

But nothing is more unjust or fallacious than to
judge a man of one generation by the ideas of the
next. In weighing merits, as well as faults and
errors, it is most important to distinguish between
those which belong to the man individually, and those
which are due to the peried in which he lived.

The ideas of nationality—mnow destined, unless
appearances deceive us, to change the aspect of the
civilised world, or at least very greatly to modify
it—are peculiar to our century alone. They are a
logical sequence of the Christian scheme, which, by
guaranteeing his natural rights as man to each indi-
vidual, implies a tacit recognition of those of nations,
which are the most equitable and perfect form of
human association—rights which are anterior to all
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written law, and which constitute the least uncertain
of all bases for the political edifice.

This new aspect of society, now admitted by every-
one, is a step in advance, and one progression the
more, But it is quite a recent progression, and it
would be unfair to assert that our fathers should have
acted upon its principle. Those among them who
already felt the ignominy and evil of a foreign yoke
deserve praise, on the contrary, and must be com-
“sidered as the precursors of our epoch. My father
was under the influence of this feeling. When re-~
duced to an inert and passive life, he beheld his
oountry, its institutions and its independence, pros-
trate before s power which from the outset threatened
n violence that was afterwards carried to a height
far beyond all previous conception.

If my father grieved for Piedmont and not for
Italy (the different States of the Peninsula only
thonght of themselves, as we saw when a league
for the general defence was proposed to them), the
fault was that of his age, not his own, But the
merit of having combated the foreigner by every
means in his power ; of never submitting fo serve
him; of remeining faithful through life o the poli-
tical and religious faith his conscience dictated to
him, without being ever drawn aside from that
straight path by hope or fear,—that merit, I say,
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is all his own. His was the merit of dying with-
out having ever hesitatod a moment when duty lay
before him ; and for this he had the honour of being
deemed exireme and fanatical by the faithless and
enervated generation amongst whom he was to spend
his days.

But even the most violent and blood-stained
revolutions do not end in merely producing politi-
cal improvement, but, by a strange antithesis, they
are often the cause of & moral regeneration. They
rouse men up, force them to seek strength and
resources in themselves, and to display qualities
and virtees of which they had no previous notion.
Certain political storms, like atmospheric ones, seem
to clear the air; and men breathe more freely
afterwards, under the influence of an invigorating
breeze.

Far be it from me, however, to have any hand
in the raising of such a storm. I do not like revo-
lations; but Providence seems to approve them at
times, and I then content myself with trying to ana-
lyse their effects.

How many effeminate souls in sll ages have been
regenerated by persecution and martyrdom !

During the terrible days of 1793, how many
victims overcame the ferocity of their judges and
executioners by their heroism !
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How many steadfast believers, how many in-
domitable characters, sprang up unexpectedly in the
ranks of a court and boudoir clergy (who scarcely
knew in what or in whom they believed), to defy
the thunders of those new despots who had madly
proseribed Christ, and proclaimed & courtesan as the
Goddess of Reason !

Europe was then swarming with refugees who
had escaped from the guillotine. They were to be
found in Florence, as in every other country ; and
men who had sacrificed their all to a sense of duty
were naturally the born friends of my father and his
constant associates,

Among them there were the Bishop of Alby, the
Bishop of Béziers (of whom I have still a dim recol-
lection), and an old eouple of the name of Sessolles.
There were also in Florence, exiles like my father,
Count Prosper Balbo with his family, Baron Per-
rone, the Marquis Delborgo, the Marchioness Prié,
and Count Searampi, all Turinese.

Besides these there was the illustrious voluntary
exile, Vittorio Alfieri, who held my father in great
esteem, not so much for his virtues or his erndition,
as for the firmmess he had displayed in opposing
and refusing all submission to the French revolu-
tionists,

My parents lived with this distinguished society,
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and inhabited a smsll house in the Mereato Nuovo,
of which X have no recollection, for they left it when
I was guite a baby, and went fo reside in the Casin
de’ Nerli oltr’ Arno. I have some remembrance of
this house, which was the scene of my earliest im-
Ppressions.
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My ppothecsls~Vitiorio Alfleri and Fabre—I am persecuted by
iwo givlg-Anecdoteg——Alfieri's bolt—The Marchioness Prif—
End of my ncquaintance with Countess d’Albany and Fabre—
A eatastrophe—My father's ocenpations—A sonnet addressed
to Alfieri—Alfieri and Metastasio—Sonnet by the former in the
Piedmontese dialect—he reads Alcests and Myrria to my
parenis — Laet daye of Alfierl—He takes the sacramenta—
(Clementina Prié-Incontri—Lert {1lness of Alfieri—his death.

&« Elt Mammolino, stai fermo!” * Mammoline, I say,
be quiet!”

These words, spoken in a sepulchral voice by a
tall man dressed in black,—with a pale face, bright
eyes, frowning brows, and reddish hair thrown back
from his forehezd,—were addressed to a child four
years old, sitting stark naked on his mother’s knees,
The child, alarmed at the terrible black man and
willing to obey him, suddenly became motionless as
a statue ; so that a painter who sat before a large
ease] painting a ¢ Sacre Famiglia,” almost out of
patience, was enabled to proceed with the drawing
of hss infant Jesus in comparative comfort.

The seene was the studio of Fabre; the man in
black was Vittorio Alieri; and I myself the child,
then known ss Mammolino,
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The picture was intended for Montpellier, and,
ag far as I know. is still in a chureh there, which is
accordingly enriched with my portrait. I should
likke to know if any er-votos have been hung before it.

This ineident is one of the first of which I have
any distinet recollection.

I also remember that I frequently went to the
house of Madame d’Albany. I was taken there
every Sunday morning, and the Countess heard me
repeat the verses I had learnt during the week,—a
recital which was immediately followed by its re-
ward, I faney I still see the ample and portly figure
of that celebrated woman, all in white, with a large
muslin fichu & Iz Marie Antoinette, standing on a chair
in order to reach the hox of bonbons which stood on
the highest shelf of her bookease.

After the sugar-plums, & pencil and drawing-
paper were given me; and I remember (precious
memory !) one sketch in which I tried to represent
the Grecian fleet setting sail for Troy. This com-
position met with great applause ; so that, if I never
became either a great poet or a great painter, it was
not for want of a Msecenas nor of precocious enconr-
agement.

Shortly afterwards, the Countess organised chil-
dren’s parties every Saturday evening. My brothers
and T used fo meet the Balbos, the Ricasolis of Ponte
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alla Carraja, the Antinoris, with their sister, a re-
splendent beauty, the futare wife of Rimuceini and
mother of the present Marchionesses of Lajatico and
Trivulzio. The Torrigianis, Santinis, Delborgos, and
Priée, also used to come. If I olose my eyes, I can
see the whole scene as clearly as if it had been yes-
terday,~—the great mantelpiece opposite the windows
by which Madame d’Albany always sat in her arm-
chair, dressed & la Marie Antoinette. I still see two
pictures by Fabre—one representing the ghost of
Bamuel appearing to Saul and the Witch of Endor,
the other a subject taken from Pompeii—on the
walls; the round arched windows looking on the
Ammo, with their three steps upon which I used to
sit and enjoy an ico and two cakes, the rations the
countess assigned to us children. I still see my
father in close conference with M. Lagensverd the
Swedish Minister, Carletti, and Libri. I see, and T
might almest say I feel, the two large sofas which
stood on either side under the pictures, with their
white-and-gold frames and red-moroceo covers; for
the two youngest Delborgo girls, who were always
ac~ustomed to tease me in every possible way, used
to seat me on a sofs, which one withdrew while
the other held my legs, so that I fell anywhere
but on my feet. These two young ladies subse-
quently became the Marchionesses Passalacqua and
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Pampara. May posterity judge between them and
me !

Thanks to the autobiography of Alfieri, to the
erudite research of certnin collectors of scandalous
gossip, and to the little care then teken to conceal
frailties either mascaline or feminine, we are as
familiar with the figures of Alfieri and the Countess
d’Albany as if the house in which they lived together
had been made of glass, according to the wish of an
ancient philosopher; and with theirs is inevitably
coupled that of Fabre the painter, who succeeded to
a heart which, agreeably to the habits of that period,
more especially in the higher ranks, seemed quite un-
able to lie fallow,

It is therefore no violation of domestic privacy
to add a few more particulars to that already famous
piece of gossip.

Every evening at nine o'clock Count Alfieri paid
a visit to a lady with a French name, which I have
forgotten. Was she a rival of the countess? Was
this a pretext o» an excuse for the intimacy of the
latter with Fabre ? Heaven only knows!

When he came home st night, woe to the servant
who, after admitting him, bolted the door while he
was within earshot. I am already slave enough,”
he cried; “but I will not hear myself locked up
like a prisoner I”’

YOT. L G
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My aunt, the Marchioness Prié, was a charming
woman, very clever and active, thoroughly accus-
tomed to society and politics, and so bitter an
opponent of French innovations that Napoleon
deemed it prudent to silence her, and sent her to
the fortress of Fenestrello,* My aunt, many years
after, told me in her amusing way: “I had long
since discovered the intrigue of the Countess and
Fabre, and mentioned it to Madame Santini, who
told me T was mad. The Count's tragedies used to
be acted in his own house, and he was one of the
performers. At one of these entertainments I and
my friend were sitting in the front row: on my left,
among a crowd of men, was Iabre, leaning agsinst
the doorway. He sesmed to have his eyes fixed on
me, and every now and then he raised his hand to
his Lips. ¢ What on earth does he mean ¥ said I to
myself. At last an ides flashed upon me; . . . . 1
glanced to my right, and whom did I see but the
Countess! Ha, ha! I understand. I whispered to
Madame Bantini, ¢ Look! Am I a visionary # and
she too saw Fabre ogling the countess, and kissing a
ring he bad on his finger,

% When poor Vittorio died, the Countess was in

* A strong fortress about twenty-five miles north-emst of
Tarin, which defends the paasen leading into France, It hes
often been nsed as & state-prison.
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despair; but Fabre knew what he was about. He
collected all the keys of the deceased, and gave them
to her,” &e.

The intimacy of these two lasted es long as they
lived; and, to finish their history as far as I am
eoncerned with it, I must now add, that gratitude
for the primitive sugar-plums induced me to visit
the Countess whenever I passed throngh Florence, 1
used also to go and see Fabre, in acknowledgment
of my apotheosis. * 1 sometimes found him suffering
from gout, and the Countess nursing him, sitting
beside his bed. But their tempers became gradually
soured ; I know not whether throngh political dif-
ferences, old age, or from displeasure at the sight
of my blooming youth, My visits therefore became
few and far between, and the following catﬂatmphe
put an end to them altogether :

The Countess d’Albany still received, I believe,
the diplomatic body, and also the élite of the foreign
and Florentine society, every Saturday. My friends,
the brothers Rébilant, had just arrived from Tarin,
and I was to introduce them one night to the Coun-
tess, But on that evening we were tempted to go to
the Pergola. In my eagerness to make mattera
easy, I proposed paying our visit after the the-
atro. But we did not arrive at her house till the
party was breaking up. I put the best face I could
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on the matter, and bravely presented my friends.
The Countess, scarcely deigning to bestow on us
a distant nod, and turning away, said alond to
Prince Borghese, “ A gquelle heure viennent ces mes-
sicurs!”

We drew back thunderstruck, and took refuge
among the few remaining guests. Fortunately 1
porceived Count Castellalfero, the SBardinian envoy
in Tuscany, a courteous old man of the world and
an accomplished diplomatist, who bore no malice to-
wards youth because he was no lenger young him-
self.

I drew near and addressed him. Being a gala
evening, he wore his embroidered uniform, covered
with stars and ribbons. As usual, he received me
with the utmost cordiality, My equanimity being
somewhat restored by his kinduess, I conceived, alas,
the unlucky idea of taking an ice from a tray close
at hand. It was in the shape of a peach, and there-
fore round and hard as a stone. I was just oppo-
site the Count; and no sooner did I attack my ice
with a small spoon than it bounced on to his broad
ribbgn like a cherry-stone, then fell upon the carpet,
and rolled to the very feet of Madame d’Albany
herself!

I still feel the terror with which I fled: and this
was my last visit to the Countess,
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My father, who had the precious gift of activity,
and hated the dolee Jar niente (woe betide us, even
aa children, if ever he found us unemployed!), spent
his time of forced leisure in study. He edited a
newspaper called Z’Ape (the bee), which dealt with
moral and literary subjects, and was both popular
and successful. He published a pamphlet entitled
Trattenimenti oll’ Eleeto, and several other literary
or political and controversial essays, always with a
view of making himself useful, and not disdaining to
accomplish a little good when he was prevented from
doing greater things.

This is an example young men wonld do well to
treasure up and emulate in these days of perpetual
and open war between good and evil. He even on
one occasion addressed a sonnet to Alfieri, to thank
him for I know not what. Alfieri appreciated the
attention, and condescended to eorrect the verses; a
great favour only to be obtained by his most intimate
friends, He also corrected another poetical compo-
sition by my f‘ather, whe told me that it ended with
some lines in the style of Metastasio; and when
Count Vittorio came to them, he flung the paper on
the table, saying ‘ Roba Metastasiana!” In truth,
to have found Ttaly Metastasian, and to have left her
Alfierian, is one of the chief glories of that noble soul.

But to me it seems his first and chief merit lies
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in the discovery of Italy, one may almost say, as
Columbus discovered America, and to have been the
first to awaken the ides of an Itakian nation. I esteem
this grand thonght far above his verses and trage-
dies. In point of style, and of accuracy and felieity
of expression, he was far inferior to the imperial
poet he so much despised; and if the latter erred
through over softness, was not Alfieri perhaps too
bard?. This reminds me of & sonnet written in Pled-
montese, in which he rebuts this accusation. And
to be impartial, I quote the last line, the only one I
can now call to mind., After having dwelt upon the
charge of harshness brought against him by his
equals, the nobles of Turin, he concludes by saying,
it remains to be seen, )

*“ Be m’ i sonn dur, o 8' i se voui 4’ polenta 1"

“If I be hard, or soft polenta* ye!”

As I have revived the sccusation, it might be
a8 weoll for me to examine my conscience, and see
whether the retort is mot applicable to myself

Another anecdote I remember may interest the
reader, relating as it does to so illustrious a man.

Alfieri was one day reading aloud to my parents
his tragedies of Alceste and Myrrha, The first drew

* In the Piedmoniese dialect the word polentz (the well-known

favourite diek of northern Itely, made of the flour of Indian eorm)
is noed to convey the idea of extreme softness,
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raany tears from my mother’s eyes, but the second
won for its author a still greater compliment, the
truth and importance of which he knew how to
value. My mother, whose reading had been con-
fined to books chosen by my father, so as to prevent
her ever being shocked by the slightest immodest al-
lusion, had never heard the history of Myrrha.* (And
I must confess I have always thought it very odd
that classic scholars should attempt to make us en-
dure anything so infamous disguised as the vengeance
of Venus, when nowadays we believe but in ome
revenge of the goddess, which, by the by, is in no
way a fitting subject for tragedy.) While Alfieri
continued reading, first one aet, then a second,
then a third, my mother looked in blank surprise at
her husband and at Alfieri, uttering exclamations of
wonder, as if to ask, “ But what ean it be? What

* Alfieri took his subject from the fable of Myrrhs, daughter
of Cinyras, king of Cyprus, In revenge for some slight, ¥enns
inepired her with a passion for her own father, who, being In-
formed of it, attempted to kill her, Myrrha fled to Arabia, and
was changed into the tree which bears her name. Alfieri has
somewhat altered the primitive fable in his tragedy, which ia
eongidered one of his masterpieces ; for in spite of the monetroaity
of the subject, the language throughout is so chaste, that the
dreadful mystery ie not revealed till the end, when the unhappy
daughter betraya herself in & paroxysm of despair. To have made
thia gubjeet fit for the stage is a real four de forcé, in which, how-
¢ver, the grest Alfieri succeeded. Myrrha is one of the parts in
which Madame Ristori most excels.
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does the woman mean?” And it was only at the
end, when Myrrha exclaims,

% Oh madre mia felloe ! ... almen concesso
A lel sard . ., di morire . . . al fuo fianco.”

% How fortunate my mother!. .. she at least,

Press'd in thy arms . , . mey breathe . . . her latest sigh I"™*
that she understood the mystery which the author
intended to comceal throughout the play until that
moment. Aifieri was in the seventh heaven; and it
was certainly a satisfaction to his self-love, and a
gennine tribute to his genius.

There was but one point of difference between
my father and Count Alfieri: they could not think
alike on religion. Everyone knows the ideas of
Alfieri on this subject, and those who have kindly
borne me company so far are also acquainted with
those of my father. Neither of them were men in-
clined to'make concessions, and they therefore tacitly
avoided uselessly discussing a question which has
sown so much discord and caused so much cruelty
and intolerance, from the days of Christ down to
our own,

But sincers and ardent faith has a natural tend-
ency to proselytism, otherwise it would be illogical.
At home my father mourned over the moral con-

* Myrria, set v. scene 2, Translated by Charles Lloyd, Esg.
London, 1815,
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dition of bis friend, which he regretted the more
because he had no power to salter it. My parenis
were not alone in their distress, which was shared
by all our little colony of exiles, and especially by
the ladies, as being more pious and compassionate.
This devout little circle was one day startled by
great news, which filled everyone with joyful sur-
prise. The Marchioness Prié had a daughter, Cle-
mentina, afterwards married to the Mariluis Ineontri,
and mother of the present Marquis Attilio. One
morning in Easter-week she came home from church,
where she had been to take the sacrament, and found
her mother at breakfast with her two sons, Curtius
and Demetrius (the former died young; the latter
was afterwards implicated in the Revolution of 1821,
and was celebrated for the deviee of wearing fifteen
wigs to simulate the growth of the hair*}, and some

* I well remember this gentfleman snd his fifteen beauti-
ful wigs, each of which was a trifie longer than the other: he
put them on in turn, and on the sixteenth day brought out the
shortest again, to‘make believe his hair had been cut. He wag
quite & besu of the old school; and as there are 2o many Pied-
montess quotationa in thls book, perhaps the reader will pardon
one more to complete the portrait of Marquis Demetrius. During
the revolution of 1821 he one day recsived an ovation in the
streats of Turin, and somo people near him even wanted to em-
brace him. Our dandy was in a dilemms between his popularity
ond snxiety for his ehirt-frill ; and after a moment's hesitation
he said, ¥ Baseme, basems, ma sporchkeme nen M—ihat is, “EBm-
brace me if you like ; but, for goodness’ sake, do not soil me I”
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other friends. Tam mot sure if my father was pre-
sent, but I almost think so. At all events, he related
the anecdote, so that it is certainly authentic.

“ Signora madre,” said Clementina, as she took
off her veil, ¢ only think who received the sacrament
with me this morning,—Count Alfieri was next me
at the altar-rails 1"

The joy and the surprize of those good people
may easily be imagined ; and, 10 sey the truth, T am
astounded myself when I think of it; so much so
that, it being impossible to doubt my father’s word,
I am =lmost afraid Clemeniina made scme mistake,
However, nothing: is impossible; and it is at least
cortain that if Alfieri had once determined to take
the sacrament, he was a man to do so in the teeth of
the Encyclopédists, with Voltaire at their head. And
this is the advantage of having a strong mind,

In the last short illness of Alfieri, Father Cano-
vai, of the Beuole Pie, was summoned to visit him.
Afraid of so great a respomsibility, he went first to
the archbishop to know what he was to do, This
delay proved fatal, and when Father Canovai at last
wrnt into the sick-room, he saw the poet bow his
head, The priest thought it was a sign of welcome;
but, alas, it was the death of Vittorio Alfieri; so my
father used to tell me. -

Ifind in the manuscript the following words on
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this point: It was an immense sorrow to Cesare to
find himself in the death-chamber of Vittorio Alfieri,
and not venture, even at the Iast moment, to testify
the true Christian friendship he had for him, and
which would undoubtedly have been a souree of
eternal gratitude to Alfiert. But. ... the judgments
of God are tnserutable I”
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Details of eduoation—Matilds and I—Bad health of our mother
—Theory of my parents on primary edueation—They did not
flatter us—We were taught enduranes— Children's righta—.
Liberty consists in obedience—Respectful critfcism-— Aneo-
dotea— It snows on the soup— Galates—Reform of Ifalizn
conversation—On my knees to Fiacolin—Accustomed o pain
—I break my arm—Warnings—How I used to be swoke—
Abaie Lena—Serpent-hunting— Unmerited ovation—Woods at
night~Meritorious action—I possess a carriage—A generous
gift—La Rochefoucanld snd the Gospel——Mock Christian
ojvilieation.

Brme now compelled fo relinquish the service of
his king and country, my father devoted his most
earnest thoughts to the sducation of his children.
The Tolome colloge at Siena had a good reputation,
and my three elder brothers, Roberto, Prospero, and
Enrico, were sent there; I, being too young, stayed
at home. My sister Melania was at Turin with m'y
grandmother ; and Matilde went to school at Ripoli,
whence she returned soon after to live with us again.
The daughter of the Chevalier Biscarra was engaged
a8 her governess and companion. Bhe was called
Teresa, and afterwards married cne of the Rime-
diottis, Bhe is living still, and is my oldest friend ;
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for T bave never forgotten her affectionate care of
me when a child.

The entire attention of my parents was thus de-
voted to my sister and myself. She had a very quiet
and sweet temper. Mine was passionate, but I
must say equally good. Neither then nor for many
years after did I know what it was to feel spite
against anyone; nor should I have ever falt it, I
believe, had it not been for those confounded poli-
tics. I may, however, venture to affirm that if these
latter have sometimes been a source of much bitter-
ness and indignation, thanks fo those who convert
Italy into a field for the indulgence of their avarice,
cupidity, ambition, and vanity, it is equally trme—
and this I can declare in all sincerity—that I have
never personally hated any human being. Those
who might have aroused the feeling have not been
wanting.

But [ ¢laim no merit for this; such as I am I
was formed by Providence.

Neither of us being intractable, things at home
proceeded very smoothly ; and though Matilde was
five years older than I, we lived in perfect harmomy
and pesace.

Only one circumstance disturbed the happiness
of our family ; and this was the precarious state of
my mother’s health, The vicissitudes of fortune had
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been too much for an organisation so sensitive and
go frail, Her nerves—shattered from the first—never
recovered fone; she was subject to sirange and in-
explicable phenomena. At times she had fits and
ballucinations; at others, cramps and nervouns con-
vulsions; then for months she would be wnable to
uiter a word, and be obliged to speak by signs like
the dumb, The slightest noise often eaused her in-
tense suffering, and anything that accidentally shook
the room produced the same painful effect. She
could not, therefore, give much attention to our in-
struction ; but fortunately for us snch 8 mother never
failed to impart to her children, by precept and ex-
ample, & still more precious gift,—the education of
the heart, and the right direction of their affection
and 1mpulses,

Both our parents had too much good sense to fall
into the error so commen in those parents who under-
take the education of their children, viz. that of
studying their own vanity or convenience instead of
the good of their pupils. I was never subjected to
any of those domestic tortures to which, through
mawrnal vanity, those unhappy children intended
to act the laborions part of enfants prodiges are so
often condemned. Excepting a fow lines of Ossian,
learnt willingly with the prospect before me of Sun-
dsy Bonbons, I never recollect being asked to recite
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anything before the visitors who came to see my pa-
rents, I was never dressed up in any of those uncom-
fortable Highland or Zouave suits; nor did I wear
smart hats or fanciful boots. Moreover, my father
and mother never encouraged my personal vanity;
nor did I hear them say, * Quanto sei bellino!
quanto sei carino!” or the like flattering expressions.
And yet—with my présent fascinating appearance I
may say it—I believe I was a very pretty child.
Children pay much greater attention to what is said
than peeple imagine; and I recollect that by strangers
I was paid a thousand compliments and smothered
with kisses and caresses ; all of course very delightful
to me.

My dear parents’ foremost wish was to make a
man of me. They knew that education must begin
with the dawn of life; that it must grow with the
growth and strengthen with the strength; that the
germ of the future man lies in the first impressions
of childhood ; and that adulation and incitement to
pride and vanity, though they may be a mistaken
form of parental affection, are in fact the worst of
lessons for the child, and the most baneful in their
results. They also knew well that the mind of youth
is & tablet from which no line once graven can ever
after be effaced.

They never, therefore, admired or flattered me,
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lest I should become tonceited and presumptuocus ;
they never adorned me with finery, so as to prevent
my falling into that most absurd vanity—for & man
especially—of pluming myself on my looks. Nor
did they enervate me by excessive care and perpetual
admonitions, such as “ Mind! you may fall! you
may hurt yourself!” And if by chanee I did knock
my head, they did mot betray any over-anxiety or
compassion, only saying, not harshly, but with an
affectionate smile, ‘' There, there, “tis scon over!”
One day, as I was crying after a slight hurt, my
mother said, *Take care! if your inside finds the
hole, it will make its escape.” Ashamed of being
laughed at, pride soon dried my tears.

In a word, the aim of my parents was to prepare
me for the warfare of life, such as it really becomes
in after years. And this wuseful training consists
mainly in acquiring a habit of self-sacrifice, and in
learning how to suffer.

Verily, if the excess of affection "which leads
parents to spoil their children were not in itself a
touching excuse, what bitter reproaches might fall
on those parents who enervate their sons by a child-
hood of luxury and indulgence,—those who, knowing
the while that they must one day have to endure
both burning heat and biting frost,—knowing also
that, in after life, they musi ere long brave alike



CHILDREN'S RIGHTS. a7

misfortunes, delusions, and ‘the inexorable calls of
honour and duty, yet never dream of forearming
them against suffering. It should be likewise borne
10 mind that even children have naturel rights, and
that they may claim not to be corrupted, deceived,
or misled.

They have a right not to be sacrificed to a mis-
placed and pernicious tenderness. They have &
right to be led by the shortest and surest road to
that moral and material well-being which constitutes,
so to speak, their capital in life, which is a direct
gift of Providence; no good being possible to man
if he is not accustomed to suffer as well as to obey
when duty or necessity requires it.

Now, of all blessings, which is the first and fore-
most? To be a free and honest man. We must
obey the moral law to be the latter; the political
and civil law to be the former. Can this be dome
without sacrifice, without suffering, more or less?

I know but too well that in Italy my definition
of liberty as cbnsisting in obedience is now not uni-
versally accepted. On the contrary, the opposite
idea is afloat, viz. that liberty consists in disobey-
ing every law, 'This errer is excusable up to a
certain point. A violent reaction necessarily sme-
ceeded the long and odious despotism of the past.
But to fall from one despotism intoe another does

VOL. T. H
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not solve the problem, and it is impossible to be
freo, strong, or independent until law reigns in
place of the arbitrary will either of a tyrant or of
the mob.
The seeds of this manly obedience must be sown
m early life. By the law of Nature, children must
obey and not guestion, I defy any parent to an-
swer every question of his child otherwise than by
the words, Because I say ¢/ This authority must,
however, be maintained in the minds of the young
by profound respect and veneration for their parents.
It is therefore quite a mistake to adopt the modern
system of allowing children to treat their fathers
and mothers on terms of equality, to let them ex-
press an opinion whenever they please, and ask the
reason of everything, There is no equality between
8 man and a child, between the father and his son.
Any apparent equality allowed to exist is one wholly
unfounded in truth. In matters of eduecation, as in
polities, both the old despotism and modern license
are a direct result of cause and effect. Will ex-
perience ever point out a rational medium? Let us
Lic pe so.
~ In my opinion my parents had almost discovered
this middle path. I will explain why I say almost.
In spite of my profound veneration for my father,
I think I may be allowed humbly to express my
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doubts with regard to some of his acts and opinions.
Moreover, were I to ebstain altogether from eriti-
cism, my praise would be worth nothing.

I shall, therefore, state that in carrying out his
excellent system of authority, he sometimes gave
way to his hasty and impetuous temper; and this,
added to the perpetnal mistrust of his own heart,
which I have already mentioned, occasionally be-
trayed him into the opposite extreme, and he was
then, perhaps, over harsh with us. But I thank
him even for this fanlt; a hundred times better
such temporary severity than the permanency of the
opposite system, In every way and in all cases
there is no worse rule than a weak one.

These were the principles my parents followed in
our education. A few mnecdotes may serve to il-
lustrate them. Though childish and trivial at the
first glance, they are not so when we consider the
importance and difficulty of guiding children aright
from the beginning ; and if these pages could in any
degree facilitate the task of those who are to sue~
ceed us, my warmest wish would be attained.

The distribution of our daily occupations was
strictly laid down for Matilde and me in black and
white, and these rules were not to be broken with
impunity, We were thus accustomed to Labits of
order, and never to make anybody wait for our con-
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venience; a fault which is one of the most troublesome
that ean be committed either by great people or small.

I remember one day that Matilde, having gone
out with Teresa, came home when we had been
at dinner some time. It was winter, and snow was
falling. The two culprits sat down a little eonfused,
and their sonp was brought them in two plates,
which had been kept hot; but can you guess where?
On the balcony; so that the contents were not only
below freezing-point, but actually had a thick cover-
ing of snow !

At dinner, of course my sister and I sat per-
fectly silent, waiting our turn, without right of peti-
tion or remonstrance. As to the other proprieties
of behaviour, such as neatness, and not being noisy
or boisterous, we knew well that the slightest infrac-
tion would have entailed banishment for the rest of
the day at least. Our great anxiety was to eclipse
ourselves as much ss possible; and I assure you that
under this system we never fancied ourselves the
central points of importance round which all the
rest of the world was to revolve—an idea which,
thanks to absurd indulgence and fattery, is often
forcibly thrnst, I may say, into poor little brains,
which, if left to themselves, would never have lost
their natural simplicity,



CODE OF POLITENESS. 101

The lessons of Galateo™® were not enforeed at din-
ner only. Even at other times we were forbidden to
raise our voices or interrupt the conversation of our
elders, still more to quarrel with each other. Ifsome-
times as we went to dinner I rushed forward before
Matilde, my father would take me by the arm, and
make me come last, saying, ‘“There is no need to
be uncivil because she is your sister.” The old gene-
ration in many parts of Italy have the habit of
shouting and raising their voices as if their inter-
locutor were deaf, interrupting him as if he had no
right to speak, and poking him in the ribs and
otherwise, as if he eould only be convinced by sensa-
tions of bodily pain. The regulations observed in
my family were, therefore, by no means superfluous ;
and wounld to Heaven they were universally adopted
as the law of the land |

On another occasion my excellent mother gave
me & lesson of humility, which I shall never forget,
any more than the place where I received it

In the open part of the Cascine,t which was once
used a8 & racecourse, to the right of the space where

* @alateo Ia the title of a celebrated trealise on good man-
ners, by Monsignor della Cass, Archbishop of Beneventum (1544),
and Beoretary of State to Paul IV.; and his work is still 50 popu-
lar, that o “lesson’of Galutes” to thin day mesns a lesson of
politencas, '

4 The Florentine Hyde Park.
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the carriages stand, there is a walk alongside the
wood. I was walking there one day with my mo-
ther, followed by an old servant, a countryman of
Pylades, less heroic than the latter, but a very good
fellow too. I forget why, but I raised a little cane
I had in my hand and I am afraid I struck him.
My mother, before all the passers-by, obliged me
to kneel down and beg his pardon. I can still see
poor Ghiacolin* taking off his hat with a face of utter
bewilderment, quite unable to comprehend how it
was that the Chevalier Massimo Taparelli d’Azeglio
came to be at his feet.

An indifference to bodily pain was another of
the precepts most carefully instilled by our father,
and a8 usual the lesson was made more impres-
sive by example whenever an opportunity presented
itself. If, for instance, we complained of any slight
pain or aceident, our father used to say, half in fun,
balf in earnest: ‘ When a Piedmontese hss both
his arms and legs broken, and has received two
sword-thruste in the body, he may be allowed to
say, but not till then, ¢ Really, I almost think I am
not quite well.””

The moral authority he had acquired over me
was 80 great that in no case would I have dis-

* The Piedmontese diminutive for Giscomo,
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obeyed him, even had he ordered me to jump out
of window.

I recollect that when my first tooth was drawn,
I was in an agony of fright as we went to the
dentist, but outwa.rd.iy I was brave enough, and tried
to seem as indifferent as possible. On another ocea-
sion my childish courage and also my father's firm-
ness were put to a more serious test. He had hired
a house called the Villa Billi, which stands about
half a mile from San Domenico di Fiesole, on the
right winding up towards the hill. Only two years
ago I visited the place, and found the same family
of pessants still there, and my two old playmates,
Nando and Sandro—who had both become even
greater fogies than myself, and we had & hearty chat
together about bygone times.

Whilst living at this villa, our father was ac-
customed to take us out for long walks, which were
the subject of special regulations. We were strictly
forbidden to ask, ‘ Have we still far to go?’—
“ What o'clock is it?” or to say, *“I am thirsty;
I am hungry; I am tired;” but in everything else
we had full liberty of speech and action. Returning
from one of these exeursions, we ome day found
ourselves below Castel di Poggio, a rugged stony
path leading towards Vinecigliata.

In one hand I had a nosegay of wild flowers,
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gathered by the way, and in the other a stick, when
I happened to stumble, and fell awkwardly. My
father sprang forward to pick me up, and seeing that
one arm pained me, he examined it and found that
in fact the bone was broken below the elbow. All
this time my eyes were fixed upon him, and I eould
see his countenance change, and assume such an
expression of tenderness and anxiety that he no
longer appeared to be the same man, He bound
up my arm as well as he could, and we then con-
tinued our way homewards. After a few moments,
daring which my father had resumed his usual calm-
ness, he said to me:

¢ Listen, Mammolino ; your mother ig not well.
If she knows you are hurt, it will make her worse,
You must be brave, my boy; to-morrow morning
we will go to Florence, where all that is needful can
be done for you; but this evening you must not
show you are In pain. Do you understand P

A1l this was said with his usual firmness and au-
thority, but also with the greatest affection. I was
only oo glad to have se important and difficult a task
inurusted to me. The whole evening I sat quietly in
a corner, supporting my poor little broken arm as
best I could, and my mother only thought me tired
by the long walk, and had no suspicion of the truth,

The next day I was taken to Florence, and my
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arm was set; but to complete the cure I had to be
sent to the Baths of Vinadio a few years afterwards.
Some people may, in this instance, think my father
was crael. I remember the feet as if it were but
yesterday, and I am sure such an idea never for
one moment entered my mind. The expression of
ineffable tenderness which I had read in his eyes had
50 delighted me, it seemed so reasonahle to avoid
alerming my mother, that I looked on the hard
task allotted me 28 a fine opportanity of displaying
my courage. I did so hecause I had not been spoilt,
and good principles had been early implanfed within
me; and now thas [ am an old man and have known
the world, I bless the severity of my father; and I
could wish every Italian child might have one like
him, and derive more profit than I did; in thirty
years’ time Italy would then be the first of nations.

Moreover, it is a fact that children are much
mors observant than is commonly supposed, and
never Tegard as hostile a just but affectionate se-
verity. I have always seen them disposed to prefer
persons who keep them in order to those who con-
stantly yleld to their caprices; and soldiers are _]ust
the same in this respect.

The following is another example to prove that
my father did not deserve to be called cruel :

Ho thought it a bad practice to awaken children
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suddenly, or to let their sleep be abruptly disturbed.
If we had to rise early for a journey, he would
eome to my bedside and softly hum a popular song,
two lines of which still ring in my ears:

‘' Chi vuol veder I’ anrora
Lasoi le molli plums.”

" He who the early dewn would view
Downy pillows must eschew,”
And by gradually raising his voice, he woke me
without the slightest start. In truth, with all his
severity, Heaven knows how 1 loved him.,

‘When the opportunity offered he never failed to
show me his approbation ; sometimes even more than
I deserved. At the Baths of Lucca, where my family
went more than once, we lived at the house of a
certain Abate Lena. He was a very eccentric per-
son, tall and thin, and used to wear a kind of un-
couth flowing garment, covered with a large flower
pattern. No sort of difficulty ever stopped him;
and many years afterwards he tock & faney to go
to Paris. He owned a kind of crazy old gig, with
one horse, in which he seated himself, and set off
on his journey. On his way through Turin he
stdyed with us to rest himself and his beast, and
then jogged on all alone as before, Many months
afterwards he reappeared with the same equipage,
which finally conveyed him home,
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At the Baths of Lucea there are a great many
snakes ; they are harmless, but troublesome, as they
often crawl into the rooms. One evening, being
in = little orchard adjoining our house, I saw some
of these reptiles, and seizing a stick I killed several
of them. There was, however, no greai merit in
this achievement, for at that age (six or seven) I
had no idea that snakes were venomous, or that their
bite might be fatal; and as for the feeling of horror
they inspire in many people, I never felt it either
at that time or in later years, so that I showed no
great courage in slaughtering them.

I was therefore greatly elated when, on bringing
my trophies to my father and my two uncles Osasco,
both veteran officers, who were with him, the latter
hailed my vietory with loud acclamations. My father
too praised me, though with more moderation; and
my reputation for bravery was thus cheaply bought,
as often happens, and not only to children,

Que of the chief objects of my father was to
impress not onl§ on me, but alsc on Matilde, how
shameful a thing is fear; and still more so any
display of or yielding to its influence. Sometimes
he put us to trials adapted to our strength; among
other things he would take us both with him into
the woods after dark. As everyone kmows, the
shades of night impart a goblin-like appearance to
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trees and rocks, &o., and when he noticed such
he would stop and say, “Leok if it is not like a
huge animal, or a devil with his horns!” On such
occasions he used to quote the Piedmontese proverb
which I have already mentioned, “ Fear is made of
nothing ;" and then, taking us by the hand, he lod
us -up to the spectral appearance, which of course
turned out to be nothing unusual.

But if my victory over the snakes deserved but
little praise, I succeeded on another occasion in con-
quering myself, and there was some merit in this.

In every family the elder children are usually
overwhelmed with every kind of playthings, which
experience proves to be utterly useless; the younger
brothers consequently generally come off badly. I,
being the eighth, was never the possessor of a single
toy, and was reduced to play with chairs or brooms,
or anything I could lay hold of. The only exception
to this rule oceurred at the Baths of Lucea. Walk-
ing in the streets one day, we saw a number of toy-
carriages, with one, two, and four horses, in & shop-
window, and, in honour of I really know not what
s nt, I became the owner of one of the humblest of
these; and, never having before possessed anything
so splendid, I was in raptures, A son of Count
Cinzano used to come and play with me sometimes ;
and a8 he too had not been spoilt with such luxuries
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(it must not be forgotten that in those days money
was far from plentiful with any of ws), my little
carriage made his mouth water, and I saw he was
dying to have it.

I felt such compassion at hearing that he, poor
fellow, had nothing to play with, that I gave it
him directly, and of course away he ran in ecstasies
with my beautiful carriage, I own I felt rather
foolish, and almost repented my rash genmerosity,
until, my parents hearing of it, I soon saw from their
demeanour that I must have done something grand,
so much was I petted and caressed. Nor was this
all—the next day I was presented with the most
magnificent toy-carriage to be found in the shop
where the first had been bought.

This childish piece of self-sacrifice even now ap-
pears to me to have been praizseworthy ; and I could
never understand why M. de la Rochefoncauld makes
so Ight of pity.* It is true that in his time the
slightest headache felt by a noble met with attention
but who felt a.tjly sympathy for a manant condemned

* This is the mazim of La Rochefoucanld to which the author
alludes : * La pitié est souvent un sentiment de nos propres maux
dans les maux d’sutruf: o’eet une habile prévoyance des mathenrs
oil nous pouvons tomber. Nous dounons des secours aux nutres,
pour leas engager 4 nous en donner en de semblables ocoasions;
et cea services que nous lour rendons sont, & proprement parler, un
bien que nous mous faisons & nous mémes par avance” La
Rochefonoauld, Maxim eclxxif,
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to the rack? The pity then in fashion was relative.
Yet the Gospel says, ““Beati misericordes;” and,
after all, the Grospel existed even in those days.

This shows how long men who styled themselves
Christians remained in reslity worse than pagans.
And if, taking this principle for our guide, we
examine closely the actual state of society, we might
perhaps find that Christian civilisation is even now
far from deserving its name.

Let us take, for instance, one of the great build-
ings at Genoa, eight or ten stories high, divided
info several apartments, inhabited by as many
families, If we saw these apparently peaceful ten-
ants always adding bolts, double locks, and iron
clamps to their doors, and never coming out on the
common staircase unless armed to the teeth with
weapons of war, should we say that this community
had attained the ideal of Christian eivilisation, even
though its members when they met overflowed with
protestations of their love and esteem for one ano-
ther?

And is not Europe nowadays in the exact eon-
(ition of such & house ?
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Ingtruetion snd education—A new department of state-—The
porter of the Secolopi Fathers my first tutor—Napoleomic
tyranny— Compulsory return-—Letter from the King—My
father gives in his temporary adhesion to the French Go-
vernment—Return of the family to Turin—Unexpected sar-
prise—] am raised to the dignity of ceveliere—My grand-
mother and her castle—My grest-grandmother Da Camino—
Ancestress of one hundred and eseven individuals—Don An.
dreis, the second priest--he boihers me too much—Amnother
bore of & priest—Things go from bad to worse—The black
Virgin of Oropa—8t. Ignatius and epirituel exzerciseg—Ano-
ther priest—I am guilty of a sonnet.

As I have entangled myself in a digression, let ns
see to what conclusion it leads,

If the aforesaid tenants, who, divided into families,
occupy the different floors of the great edifice called
Europe, had, as children, found someone who would
have devoted himself, not only to their instrmetion,
but also to their training—not only to the cultiva-
tion of their intellect, but also to the development
of their powers of appreciating what is good and
true—does anyone pretend this would not have led
to a considerable economy in cast-iron plates, am-
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munition, and srtillery, or, still better, in dungeons
and scaffolds ?

1 am no Quaker, I do not believe in the Reign
of the Baints, nor am I a member of the Peace
Society. Unable to do bstter, I accept men as they
are, with all their seven mortal sins, and I believe
that there will always be crime, quarrels, and blows
among them, more or less.

But this question of more or less is exactly the
point under discussion. I admit that perpetmnal
peace, or the return of the golden age, is & mere
dream. But, on the other hand, should he be con-
gidered a maniac who endeavours to find some means
of diminishing the occasions which give rise to all
those evils that afflict mankind because there is no
equilibrium between the culture of their intellect and
the education of their heart ?

Perhaps one of these means would be to add to
the Ministry of Public Tnstruction which now figures
in the invent;ory of every constitutional government
another dedicated to Public Fducation. The first
might manufacture philosophers, while the second
sapplied honest men. .

¢ But honest men are formed by moral teaching,”
exclaims the reader. ¢ Morality is part of theology,
theology is the science of the priests, and would you
confide a department entirely to priests 7"
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The objection is serious, I know. But let us
look at it mare elosely.

A department confided to priests is not what I
mesn, the less so because every Christian nation
established one long ago. The teaching of morality
is everywhere confided to the clergy.

Neverthelesy, it is now universally admitted that
this does not suffice. Men have cessed to heed
them, It is therefore meedful to find something
better, or at least something more.

Could not the experiment be made, and example
bo added to precept? I am not speaking only of
priests; nay, I will even refrain from naming them,
I have raised my voice against the priests of Rome
in times and places where no one else dared do so;
but now that it is considered rather meritorious than
otherwise to attack them, I feel inclined to leave
them alone.

Let us, then, sbandon this subject; and turn
to that of governments of all kinds, without any
excoption—monarchies and republics, of every form
and colour; nay, still more, of every power, includ-
ing all sects and factions.

Yor once let us spesk frankly. Is there a ‘go-
vernment on earth which constitutes itself into a
ministry of public education (and this should be the
true misgion of every person in suthority), and en-

VOL. I. 1
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deavours to promote the moral development of the
people by the most potent of all means, that of ex-
ample? Are the actions of those in office on a par
with the principles they profess? Where is the go-
vernment, the party, the sect,—~in short, the autho-
rity of any kind, which fulfils the first and most im-
portant of all duties, that of setting a good example
to those beneath them? Montesquien says: “Ily a
des mauvais exemples qui sont pives que des crimes, et
plus d’états ont péri parcequ’on a viold les mepurs, que
parceq’on a viold los lots,”’

And without introducing a philippie against
authorities in general, I will recall cne single fact.
Since the Reformation we have often seen princes
abjure their own creed to adopt the faith of the
country which offered them a erown on this condition.
What can the public say? Either you believe in
your religion, and in that case you sell your con-
science for a throne; or, you believe in no religion
at all, and then you are an ignoble hypocrite to
simulate for such a motive a faith you do not possess.
Thereby, O prince, you teach all those below yon
th.t every man’s real business in this life is to pro-
vide well for himself, and that  Paris vaut bien une
messe.”

How, after this, can you blame those who be-
* Grandeur dos Romaing, chap, viil,



BOARD OF GOOD EXAMPLE. 115

tray you whenever they find it their interest to do
so? How blame those who feather their own nests
as best they can, even at your expense?

Let us, then, institute a ministry of moral edu-
cation—a ministry which might also be appropri-
ately called that of good ezamples; and let it be
administered by a member of the government in-
vested with an anthority to which men may bow,
and which may claim the right of guiding them.
Then there might be some prospect of Christian
civilisation, but not before.

Behold the conclusions to which my little Lucea
carriage has led! Let us now resume the thread of
my story,

My childhood was happily and peacefully spent
in fair and pleasant Florence, and for this reason
that beautiful city has always secemed more like my
native place than Turin.

On receiving my first lessons in reading and
writing, I turned very refractory, and was soon sent
to school at the Scolopi Fathers of San Giovannino,
in Via Larga ; and my first professor—a very modest
one, but quite in keeping with his pmpil—was the
porter of the convent,

Signor Piacenti had three pupils, of whom I was
one ; and we spent the day in more or less semblance
of study. I remember those worthy monks well ;
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especially a Father Mauro and a Father Bertinelli,
who often gave me sweetmeats and caresses, so
that of them I can say nothing but good. Bui far
more profitable was the oral instruction which I
received at home; and here my mind became gra-
dually fornished with certain ideas of history, geo-
graphy, mythology, and the French language, thanks
to the care bestowed on me by my sister’s gover-
ness, the excellent Teresa Biscarra.

Whilst my family was living thus quietly and in
obscurity ; whilst my father, after having witnessed
the fall of what was most dear to him in the world,
the independence and dignity of Piedmont, wished
only to remain forgotten in his Tuscan retreat, the
fron hand of Napoleon, which bhad smiften the
proudest heads of Europe, penetrated even to my
father’s humbler destiny, and made him feel its
weight.

Napoleon I, as everyone knows, had no predi-
lection for universal suffrage, and saw no cause
why people should choose their own rulers. The
Piedmontese (that is, the French inhabitants of
Turia) were forhidden to educate their sons abroad.
Biena was of course abroad. My father was there-
fore obliged to remove his three elder sons from
the Tolomei College, and bring them home. They
pursued their studier under the direction of the
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Fathers of the Scuole Pie. I continued mine with
my porter, and our home became more lively and
cheerful. The habits of discipline and good order
were not thereby interrupted, but the system was
applied to a large mumber of individuals.

Meanwhile the north of Europe was witnessing
the great episodes of the Napoleonic wars, which
were followed by extraordinary alterations of from-
tier, and by strange agglomerations of péoples foreed
to submit to political unions, contrary to their tra-
ditions no less than to their inclinations and in-
terests,

Napoleon I. was not a political genius, and in
fact no trace remains of his political work.

Piedmont was definitively annexed to France,
and the first decree, forbidding the education of
children abroad, was followed np by another still
more tyrannical, summoning the new subjects to
return home and take the oaths of fealty to their
gelf-imposed master. My father, who was bound by
another oath to his king, Victor Emmanuel, then in
the island of Sardinia, wrote to him (I am quoting
the manuscript), ¢ that he was ready al any moment
to devote himself to his service, to share his mis-
fortunes, even to forsake his country, wife, and
children for ever.”

Meanwhile he left Florence, and went as far as
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Parma, where he waited forty days before the ans-
wer could reach him from Sardinia.

Viector Emmanuel “replied, in the most gracious
manner, and with expressions of deep gratitude, that
be was determined not to increasc the number of
victims of his own calamities. He bade him take
the oath exacted, as he would mever consent to be
the means of separating him from his wife and
children, whose youth made them so dependent on
the care of such s father; all the less as he (the
king) was not sure of having even bread for him-
self and his faithful followers.”

This answer, so full of sense and feeling, deeply
grieved my father, but showed him the path he
must follow. He had nobly kept his oath fo his
king and country, and had pursued his course of
self-sacrifice till he found it closed against him by
an iron wall.

He remembered his family, went to Turin, and
tendered his temporary adhesion to the French Go-
vernment,

Five years later Napoleon L. had reason to know
the worth of oaths extorted by violence and unin-
spired by free will Not that my father was one of
those who made him perceive it. TUnder whatever
circumstances he had given his word, that word onee
given was enough.
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The decree fixed a day for the return of the
exiles. The time was drawing near, and our mother
received a letter from her husband desiring her to
come at onee with her family to Turin.

It was the end of December, and our caravan,
starting from Casa Pitti Gaddi, our last quarters,
left Florence by the Porta San Galle. We had two
carriages. In the first were our mother and Ma-
tilde; and in the second, a larger ome, wo boys
were huddled together, in charge of the Abate Moni,
of Lucea, recently engaged by my father. In every
noble and pious household it was then the custom
to have a family chaplain.

Travelling by the mail-conch is nowadays a relic
of antiquity. But at the time I am writing of
even this was an unknown luxury; and those who
could not afford post-horses were obliged to travel
by the carriages of Signor Pollastri, with whose
fame and that of his mules all Europe had begun
to resound. To give an idea of their velocity, I
remember that having left Pisa one morning, we
reached the Osteria Bianca, near Fmpoli, in the
evening, and entered Florence the following day a
little before sunset. Moving at the rate at which
bags of rice and Indian corn now jog along, where
there are mo railways, we journeyed by Bologna,
Piscenza, and Milan, to Turin, the bells perpetuslly
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jingling in our ears for fifteen or twenty days, till
at last, when it pleased Heaven, our carriages rolled
into the courtyard of Casa d"Azeglio, 19 Via d’An-
gennes, :

The inclemency of the seasom, the cold, the fogs
of Lombardy, and, to erown all, the painful prospect
of having to submit to a foreign master in our own
country,—all conspired to make this journey more
than wearisome to our poor mother, who arrived
quite exhausted. But to us boys this unknown
Turin, this ancestral home,—hitherto only beheld
in dreams, and in Giacolin’s highly-ecoloured de-
seriptions,—exeited our imaginations, and we were
wild with expectation and curiosity. When, too, on
alighting from the carriage, I found myself in an
elegant vestibule, and saw the servants of the house
and the secretary, Avvocato Cappello, coming for-
ward to meet me; when, wonder of wonders, I
heard the inquiry, “ Have you had a pleasant jour-
ney, Signor Cavaliere ?"*—1I hardly knew whether I
was awake or dreaming, so great was my elation at
this unlooked-for mode of address, and my surprise
at finding myself suddenly promoted to such high
dignity. Fortunately, legions of people have been
knighted mowadays who could not have expected

* In Haly the younger sons of noble houses are nddressed g
Cacalisre,
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it any more than I did. I say fortunately, becanse
if it were not for them nobody could have an ade-
quate idea of the joy I felt in that solemn moment.

My raptures went on incressing when I entered
a spacious room with silk hangings, baleconies open-
ing on a gurden, a beautiful polished floor, &e.
This was one of the fow moments of satisfied ambi-
tion that have fallen to my share during life. Not
thut I was born without ambition, hut, as the reader
will see, if Providence permits me to finish these
memoirs, mine was not one that aspired to titles,
palaces, dignities, and other such gewgaws,

We found my aged grandmother, the Countess of
Casal Grasso, already in the last stage of the chronie
malady of which she soon afterwards died. We'
were all taken to her bedside, and the caresses
with which she greeted us testified her heartfelt joy
at our return. Her affection was so great that
when towards spring we made an excursion to Stn-
pinigi,* she insisted on our visiting the Castle of
Millefiori, on the banks of the Sangone, which be-
longed to her, and even wished to leave it fo ns at
any cost. The history of this castle would be more
curious than that of Woodstock, but its legends are
foreign to my present purpose. Here I entered on
a new phase of existence. The privations of a life

* A royal oastle about five milea from Turin.
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of exile were exchanged for a wider horizon and a
more luxurious life. I had a comfortable room, and
a small garden entirely my own, By degrees I was
introduced to my relations, of both sexes and all
ages, beginning with an old great-grandmother, the
Countess da Camino, who greatly impressed me by
her enormouns white cap, in the centre of which
shone & diamond rose as bright as a star.

When Napoleon passed " through Turin (I think
it was on his return from the coronation at Milan),
this lady, born grd, mal gré, went to court. The
hero of the day, as is well known, took no pains to
make himself agrecable, and nobedy in Europe was
in a position to give him a lesson of politeness.

" Passing, as was his wont, from one lady to another,
addressing an abrupt sentence to each, he came to
my great-grandmother, and asked roughly :

“ Combien d’enfants avez-vous P’ |

¢ Cent-sept, sire.”

Napoleon started back, fixing his eagle eyes upon
her; and the old countess, with the utmost eom-
posupe, explained to him that having had nine
daughters, who were all mothers and grandmothers,
and, I believe, some even great-grandmothers, the
total number of her descendants to the fifth gene-
ration was one hundred and seven. Napoleon (Ma-
dame de Staél knew well) liked large families: he
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bad his own reasons for so doing. His face bright-
ened up as he replied, * (Pest bien, madame ; jo vous
en félicite ;” and passed on.

My father being dissatisfied with the priest who
had taken charge of and accompanied us on our
journey, sent him back to Lucea. But as in those
days it was thought impossible to do without a priest,
it became necessary to look out for another ; and the
first having been somewhat too hastily engaged,
more pains were taken in selecting his successor.

At last a second priest was discovered, whose re-
ferences were perfectly satisfactory. In fact Don
Andries of Dronero was the most simple-minded and
virtuous of men, but narrow-minded and almost like
8 mummy.

I had to endure that worthy priest for five years.
He never once hit the mark in matters of education,
tact, or manners, &e.; I could plainly see all his
blunders, and mischievously led him into fresh ones
every day by playing him a hundred tricks. This
shows in what esteem I held him, and what amount
of moral authority he exercised over me. . As a
priest he was of the Jesuit school and oppressed me
with pious esercises. Here is the programme of
my religious duties at that time: In the morning
(in winter before dewn) he said mass, and 1 served
it; a little later, a chapter of some devout book;
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before dinner (which was then in the middle of the
day), self-examination; after dinmer, a visit to a
church, or afternoon serviee; in the evening I sel-
dom escaped a Zriduwm or a novena; and at might
prayers, and so to bed; then he left me in peace
till the next morning. At times of peculiar fervour
(I had omitted this) I was required to find time in
the day for an additional half hour of pions medi-
tation. And this system was intended to make me
take delight in devotion!

To accustom horses to the explosion of firearms,
some people fire-off a pistol just as their oats are
being brought. But my excellent priest acted on
quite snother system, and in order to make me fully
enjoy @ mass he used fo twrn me out of bed by
oandle-light, and oblige me to make the responses
shivering with cold, and half asleep, in a damp and
dismal chapel. You may fancy how I delighted in it.

For a certain time 1 had to submit {0 even a
greater tribulation. There was at Turin a priest
who I believe was not really a bad man, but he was
one of those who are every day inventing some new
~piritual exercise, in order, under this pious pre-
text, to colleet children around him, with & view,
perhaps, of gaining admission into their families
through their means; this, however, is merely a sup-
position of my own, and may be unfounded in the
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case of Father Polani, an ex-monk and a man of this
peculiar kind. He had an oratory, where he as-
sembled some thirty boys, of whom, thanks to my
priest, I was one. He used to make me go through
a variety of religious exercises, sccompanied with
sermons and meditations in the dark; and then from
time to time he would comfort us with sanetimonious
little dinners or refections in the country. I am,
however, bound to say that I never discovered any-
thing wrong or objectionable in the manners of the
ex-monk. But to say the least, it was unwise and
indisereet to smother a lively and intelligent child
under that friar’s frock, which would have been too
heavy even for a man.

To conelude the religious history of my childhood,
I must add that my good priest was in despair when
he perceived that his system, instead of making me
very pious, as he espected, had produced (as was
but natural) precisely the contrary effect.

To this day I am wunable patiently to endure
being bored. When anyone wearies me, a glance
at my countenance soon makes him eware of the fact.
The expression of my face must often have betrayed
to the priest how much I enjoyed his holy practices.
Sometimes I could not aven refrain from laughing
at some of his stories of apparitions, evil spirits,
visions, and miracles. Onpe day (and this was a
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serious business) we went almost in the guise of
pilgrims to the sanctoary of our Lady of Orops,
where the faithful worship one of those black wooden
imsages, perhaps of Byzantine origin, which consist
of a female head supported on a kind of bell, meant
to represent the body. The infant Jesus in the
arms of this Virgin is an equally fine specimen of
art, and both are almost buried under the profusion
of rosaries, jewels, necklaces, and other precious
things with which the devout of many generations
have enriched the shrine. I arrived, as it pleased
Heaven, in sight of this marvel, which had cost us
a journey of so many miles, the greater part of it
on foot; and instead of being pervaded by a mystic
emotion, I bluntly said that I respected our Lady
who dwells in Heaven, but as to that ugly black
Virgin, I did not care a fig for her, nor did I believe
she could work me either good or evil.

I leave the reader to imagine what a hornet’s
nest I raised about me by the expression of these
ideas. I was called a heretic and a miscreant,
already without hope of amendment, who would
come to & bad end, &¢.

How often the master ought to be flogged instead
of the pupil! As a last frial, it was resolved to
make me go through what were then called * the
exercises.”’ Such things are now no longer heard of.
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I think it was an invention of the Jesuits, at all
events they were directed by men of their school,
in & convent or sanctuary that had once belonged to
them. Within a few miles of Sango, in the valley
of the Dora, there is a mountain peak, upon which
some shepherds, a3 usual, once had a vision of Saint
Ignatiug. The peak in question was a bare and
pointed rock, but, thanks to the apparition, it was soon
enclosed in a fine church, of which it became the
centre, and round the chureh rose a& convent, A
corridor also ran round the walls of the former,
giving access to rooms on either side. From the
windows looking over the country there was 2 mag-
nificent prospect of the Alps; but the opposite
ones only opened into the church, and afforded the
less magnificent view of Ignatius himself, in all the
glory of painted mortar, standing belt upright on the
point of his rock.

One fine summer day in the year 1813, my
priest shut me.up in one of these latter rooms, that I
might be less disturbed by external ohjects; and the
reader may guess how cheerful I found this Alpine
refreat.

This house of spiritual exercises was kept by a
certain Abate Guale, and we lived together as if at
college. There may have been about fifty persons;
my two brothers, Prospero and Enrico, were also of
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the number, but they had been indulged with a room
looking on the open country.

Abate Guala had once been a celebrity at Turin.
A great many priestly intrignes were attributed te
him. TItwas said, among other things, that he had
made a particular study of Horace’s art of inheriting,
and that he even surpassed his master. I have me
proof of this, however, and it is my maxim never to
affiem anything of which I am not certain, But
exactly for this reason I may say, in the first place,
that he was a fanatic, devoid of intellect, and utterly
destitute of the wisdom requisite for doing any of
that good which, I would fain believe, was his aim ;
and, secondly, what is still more certain, that he
made me spend such a week as I shall never forget,
were I to live a thousand years.

Excepting at meal-times, I either was continu-
ally at church listening to sermons, or in my own
room, where I was shut up directly after to medi-
tate upon them. And even at night, if I accident-
ally awoke, I saw that motionless black St. Ignatius
mounting guard over me, who, by the glimmering
light of the lamp dimly burning before the aliar,
looked like anything but & dweller in Paradise,

The result was, that, being at a loss to know
how to while away the tedious hours, and wishing
also fo vent my wrath, I composed a sonnet, which
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might indeed be called de circonstance, and inseribed
it in pencil on one of the panels. I remember the
first four lines :

# Yolendo far veder la seccatura
Quanto tremenda sis sua potestd,
Fece dar gli Esercizl dl pletsy
Da un prete eeccator senza misura,”

“ Boredom'e tremendons power to prove,
A prieat, of borea the ehief,
Was bid to inflict religicus rites
On all without relief.”

I never learnt how my holy mentor discovered
this poetical effusion. 1 did not even kmow it till
long after, for he took no notice at the time. As-
suredly his heart must have sunk within him, when
he saw this fine result of his last effort.

My father was informed of the fact; but even
he did not reprimand me. Probably he gaid to the
priest: “It serves you right.” One thing is eertain,
from that day forward the pious oppression was re-
laxed, and I was allowed to breathe.

VOL. L
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Religious instruction—Reflections on its place in edueation—I
do not argue with Atheizts—The teacher should eduocate honeat
men—Extra-dogmatic reasons to induce the pupil to be no—
Faults of the religious instruction I received—Iwmpor{ance of
the sense of respeot— Examples of the Romans —Third ele.
ment in # good education—Jernit-teaching—History—I be-
oome & day-scholar at college—Shameful examination—Good
sentiment—A stolen prize-— My character ia being spoilt-—-I
enter the University—I hegin to write—Excursions—I am
taken for a hichwayran—Gymnastios.

Rerigrous instruction is one of the greatest problems

of education. It opens the door to the most subtle

metaphysical questions ; but heaven forbid I should
venture into this labyrinth, since no Ariadne has
yet been found to offer a thread which does not
snap as poon 8s you try to make use of It.

From the beginning of time each generation has
asked these questions :

Whence come I?

What am I doing?

Whither do I go?

And humnan reason, not having had the modesty
to answor the simple truth,—viz. I know not,”—
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has from age to age found myriads of answers, each
more futile than the last; and will doubtless continue
to do so, as Jong as the Almighty leaves mankind a
life~tenancy of this planet.

But, though we may avoid metaphysics, we can-
not so easily rid ourselves of the practical questions
of life, with all the inevitable needs if entails.

Religion may, and in fact has, supplied means
fo pilot man through those rocks without putting
his reason to the torture of metaphysics. She boldly
answers the three questions, and indicates the path
to all those who accept her guidance,

But, as I have already said, many pages back,
men believe according to their power, and not ac-
cording to their will; and in the present age, who-
ever undertakes to examine and discuss the practical
questions of society—foremost among which I place
that of education—must, if he would seoure listeners,
take 88 a starting-point some universally acknow-
ledged truth.+

Here I must premise that I do not argue with
atheists, panthéists, or materialists, Atheism, if con-
gistent, reduces the question of Iife to this simple
formula : Procure for yourself the greatest amount
of advantage by any means whatsoever within the
pale of the law. And, as wo cannot conceive the
existence of any human society without reciprocal,
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spontaneous, and perpetual sacrifice, there is no pos-
sible compromise to be made with atheism,

In one respect, however, this does mot much
stmplify the problem. There is a wide abyss be-
tween the system of my narrow-minded priest, which
reduced . education to the novitiate of a Capuchin,
and that of Roussean, who proposes to leave religion
an open question with the pupil for the space of
thirty years.

I will content myself with a few observations,
the truth of which will, I think, be admitted by all.

Every teacher, be his religious opinions what
they may, must necessarily atm primarily at making
his pupil an honest man. To this end he must
first of all learn to do many things contrary to his
own inclinations.

It wounld be interesting to inquire for what reason
T should do what I dislike, setting aside all idea of
foture reward or punishment? Apart from this,
everything is reduced to a question of present im-
punity ; or, in other words, the learning how to do
what we please without incurring fhe penalty of
some other inconvenience, What am I, then, to say
to my pupil—what motive can I suggest to induce
him to forego his own gratification and become -an
honest man? Shall I tell him he must be one in
order to make his fortune? He would laugh in my
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face, though he were but & child in arms! * Shall
I expound the Bocratic thesis, viz. that justice is
the only good, and injustice the only evil; so that,
if I commit a crime, it must be a good even for me
that I should be hanged for the trimmph of justice?
He would laugh at me more than ever!

This proves the absolute necessity of building mo-
rality on a dogma. Having established this point, we
suppose that every teacher among us, even though a
sceptie, would select the dogma of the Gospel, and not
that of Islam or of Brahma. As a general rule,
we all agree in considering the tfen commandments
as a basis of morality not to be lightly disregarded.

The sceptical teacher may perhaps say: I can-
not teach or affirm what I do not know for certain.
And I reply by asking, whether he is absolutely
certain of the contrary? And if he assumes the
responsibility of selecting between the two courses
for his pupil, does he not run the risk of affirming
his own infallibility ? a position whieh, I suppose,
he cannot pretend to maintain.

In my opinion, doubt itself should lead to the
securing the morality of the pupil first of all; and
the impressing on his heart, through dogma, that
Christisn sense of right and wrong, which is after
all the basis of modern society, and the sole gnaran-
tee for that wise and equitable distribution of social
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well-being, the most rational and the widest appli-
cation of the first evangelical precept, charity.

The age of doubt will come oﬁ]y too soon; no
need for us to forestall it God exempts youth and
childhood from its influence. Let us not seek to
alter the decrees of His goodness.

My arguments, I know, will satisfy neither the
theologian or the philosopher, but they may possibly
have some interest for the many sincere and intelli-
gent minds who are so often obliged to content them-
selves with a moral presumption,

A great many problems i life require a prompt
golution, and there is no time to await the con-
venience of metaphysical or intellectual convictions.
Among these is the religious instruction of children,
Unhappily, through the injudicious system of nstrue-
tion pursned with me, I lost all veneration for things
most venerable. My faith also in things superna-
tural and moral was greatly shaken. How could I feel
any respect for the worship of the Black Virgin of
Oropa, or for the priest who was so fanatical on the
g abject?

He produced on me individually the same effect
a8 Rome has produced on whole generations; that
is, he made respect impossible by an excessive abuse
of it. . _

The religious and political powers of modern
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Europe, from aliensting the respect of mankind by
their conduct, have given rise to that general boule-
versement of ideas and things in which the revolution
may be compared to a steam-engine, and the general
good gense of the public to the *break,” which pre-
vénts us from going headlong to ruin,

But while all social elements are thus seelhing as
in a caldron, the feeling of abstract reverence has
evaporated altogether, The new generations may
feel excitement, or the wildest love for men and
things, but the sense of reverence is all but lost; and
if we consider the past, and partly the present, this
result is perfectly comprehensible.

Now it is the business of eduecation (if the world
is to be restored to its normal and orderly condition)
to re-establish in the heart of man that noble and
prolific sentiment of the human heart, respect for that
which is respectable; without this, example becomes
useless as an instrument of good ; and no system of
order can be firmly built up.

People are generally fond of quoting the Romans
and the Gireeks. Whenever an iniguitous or arro-
gant act is to be lauded to the akies, the Gracchi,
Brutus, Cassiue, and many others are constantly ad-
duced a8 examples, But let us do the same by
the laws and custome which bear witness to -the
importance attached by the Romans to respect for
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what is respectabls. Their respect for religion, for
their city, for the law, for paternal anthority, for
the consular fasces, the magistrates, and the tribunes,
is illustrated by bundreds of examples. When the
Consul Nasica, preceded by his Hetors, met his father
on horseback in the street, he made him dismount to
show the respect due to the first magistrate.

And when the Consul Duilius Nepos consulted
the auspices before a battle, and on being told the
chickens would not eat, said, ¢ Let uz see whether
they will drink,” ordering them to be thrown into
the sea, he showed neither wisdom nor statecraft.

When, from the Gracchi downwards, the Romans
bhaving gradually lost their respect for all these
things, fell at last so low as to be compelled to obey
Tiberius, Nero, and men of their stamp, the lez
majesiatis served to refresh their memory.

Now, in summing up the ahove facts and re-
flections, we may fairly conclude that a sense of
respect for what s respectable is the third element of
a good education to be added to the other two already
menkioned, viz. obedience o rightful authority and
Jirmness of will,

Thanks to my father, at twelve years of age I
was not entirely deficient in this firmness, and I had
also learned to obey ; but my priest, with his narrow
intellect and indiscreet zeal, had stifled in me all
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sénse of reverence, which was tantamount to having
endued me with & great dose of presumption.

The secular teaching I received from him was
sbout on & par with the religious. Think of having
gpent five or six years in studying Latin at the age
at which the acquisition of languages is most easy !
and that, instead of being imperfeetly acquainted with
Latin and Greeck, from which I have never derived
much benefit, I might have thoroughly learnt Grer-
man and English, which I should now find so ex-
tremely useful. Buf my eduneation was governed by
the Jesuiti system, and the problem it has always
80 admirably solved is this—to keep a young man
till he is twenty constantly employed in studies which
are of little or no value in forming his character, his
intelligence, and his judgment. In fact, my educa-
tion, and whatever I may have acquired, has been
the work of later years, and has cost me twice the

“frouble, at a time of life in which, instead of learning,
one ought to he reaping the fruits of previous study.
On historical matters, which, with languages, ought
to be the chief study of all classes of men, as being
the most ecapable of useful applications, I was fur.
nished with classic books, and became tolerably well
acquainted with all that had taken place at Rome,
Athens, Memphis, and Babylon, before the Christian
ers ; but of the events of which Italy was the thea-
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tre in the Middle Ages I knew not a word. And
why? because I was to be kept in total ignorance of
Teodora and Marozia,* of Alexander VL., and of the
ambition, the greed, tl.le violence, and the frauds of
the Popes!

But as I did not make much progress even in
Latin, T was sent as a day-scholar to the college,
which is now the military academy, and where Sig-
nor Bertone then taught rhetorie. It was clear that
Napoleon did not care much for rhetoricians, There
were but three scholars ; one Perrier, a Frenchman,
Fascini, 2 Piedmontese, and myself. Though I have
never since met these two schoolfellows of mine, 1
still retain a friendly recollection of them. If they
chance to read these pages, I beg them to accept a
hearty greeting from their old comrade.

In this course of study I was invarisbly the
greatest dunce of the three, It is perhaps the result
of a bad disposition or of a spirit of perversity, but
the fact is, that I was never inclined to study as long
88 my teachers tried to urge me on, but no sooner
was I'left to myself, than I began te devour books,
and have continued to do so, more or less, ever since.

* Two Boman ladies celebmated in the tenth century for their
besuty, their bad character, the influence they exercised on the
politics of the day, and on the elections of eight succesaive Popes,
mostly all unworthy occupants of the chair of St. Peter.
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But the time for the examinations drew nigh, and
one fine morning I found myself in a room with my
two companions, each seated at a different desk,
busy writing a theme. Nothing less than a Greek
composition had fallen to my lot! and I pnzzled like
& blockhead over the Lexicon of Schrevelius and the
grammar, and squeezed this grand Hellenic pro-
duction ont of my brain drop by drop. The maiire
d'dtudes every now and then paid us & visit. He
gave a look at Perrier and Fascini, and as I watched
him I saw his face brighten. Then he came to my
desk, glanced at my Greek, and suddenly his brow
grew dark. Heaven knows what outrageous Greek
I was producing |

The reader will soon understand the trepidation
of the maiire d’études on my account. I was the
nephew of Count Prospero Balbo, rector of the Uni-
versity; and it was as clear as daylight that the
nephew of one who held the fate of so many maifres
d'édtudes in his hands could not possibly be allowed
to appear a blockhead. -

Our mentor disappeared for half an hour, them
came back. He had taken one of those resolutions
which save nephews, and sometimes greater men
than them, namely, to perform my tesk himself, and
leave me to reap the credit. With a dexterity worthy
of & conjuror, he abstracted my theme without being
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perceived by my school-mates, and replaced it by
another sheet, with a Greek composition already
written, so that I had only to copy it out.

To my credit I must say that, having at once
understood the trick, and even its motive, I felt =
bitter humiliation, and a great dislike to lending
myself to such a fraud. But I must add, to my
shame, that I had not the courage to act upon this
praiseworthy sentiment,

I had always been accustomed to obedience, and
my ideas on jfas et nefas were not yet sufficiently
precise and clear to permit me to carry out my own
inspirations. I therefore bowed to authority, and
impudently copied the Gireek theme, which was na-
turally considered a marvel; and I heard my uncle
Balbo say, while talking with my father, that he was
quite astonished at my showing so much aptitude for
the dead languages. Fancy how much less astonish-
ing it seemed to me,

The day the prizes were distributed I received in
publie, from the hands of Count Balbo, a beautiful
Jolio edition of Homeri Opera Omnia, elegantly bound,
and was complimented on my erudition. This vol-
ume is still among my books, and I think of bequeath-
ing it to some public library, as a restitution (the
phrase is rather hard to utter, but I must bear that) of
atolen property. 1 was certainly wrong; but the maitre
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d’dtudes, heaven forgive him ! was even more guilty
than myself, for he set me a very bad example; and
bad examples given to young people by their elders
are in my opinion real crimes. The divine inno-
cence of childhood might almost incline us to believe
that human souls leave the lap of the angels to come
down and assume our shape. He who farnishes its
purity by the first soil and degrades it by the first
fraud is guilty of a great wrong.

I confess that this circumstance, added to many
others, and perhaps also to the severe strain upon
my mind, especially in religious matters, exercised
about this time a bad influenee on my character.
Every despotism, great or small, is the ruin of cha-
racter. Dissimulation gradually erept into my mind,
then falsehood, which is even worse, and I could tell
fibs with tolerable assurance. Bubsequently I cured
myself of this fault, and I really believe that for the
last forty years fow men in Eurcpe have been more
truthful, including the years in which I was a
minister and & diplomatist—professions in which it
18 more important than in any other to abstain from
falsehood, though the vulgar believe- the contrary.
But men will be convinced that I am right if they
vnce understand that there is no influence so irre-
gistible ag that which springs from the confidence
one has suceeeded in inspiring.
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Having thus honourably completed the study of
rhetoric, the nsual scholastic curriculum led me to
philosophy, which I commenced at the University
of Turin at the age of thirteen. At that period my
mind began to possese a certain degree of cultivation.
Whilst the priest taught me and my brothers Latin
(the only thing he knew), our father himself super-
intended the other branches of our education. At
regular hours we read with him the best Italian
poets and prose writers; Dante, Tasso, Pulei, and
Ariosto, each had their turn. Of course we were
not allowed to read all their works; but even those
selections which were adapted to young readers suf-
ficed to give us a taste for, and & just appreciation of,
their beauty of style, and to afford an opportunity for
useful comments to our father, who was a man of
retentive memory and of unusual erudition,

1 preferred Dante and Ariosto to all the rest, and
do so to this day. In this manner my taste was
gradually formed, and I acquired the habit of con-
stant-occupation and reading, which I have retained
all my life. 'Woe to us if our father had ever caught
us indulging in the ltalian dolee far miente! For-
tunately its charms were never much appreciated
by the Piedmontese.

We were also employed now and then in writing
descriptions of real or imaginary subjects. Very
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often, after an excursion, or a visit to some pic-
turesque spot, a villa, or a castle, one of us had to
write an account of what we bad seen. This exer-
cise is very useful for young people, and I have
noted it down as a hint to teachers. In order to
facilitate the task of the young writers, it is well
to call their attention during these excursions to the
different aspects of places and things, Our father
took every opportunity that offered of explaining the
different sites, and especially pointed ount their ap-
plicability to military science. He taught us to find
our way, to guess the points of the compass, to re-
cognise places we had already seen, to caleulate the
probability of finding water, or the vicinity of a
hamlet; also to judge distances, and the configura-
tion of ground, &e.; all things, & familiar know-
ledge of which is extremely useful on many occa-
sions, not only in time of war, but also in ordinary
life. '

These walka were in faok real military marches
of eight, ten, and even twelve Piedmontese miles ;
and I remember ome, the longest of them ‘(which
continued from the evening until two the following
afternoon), of five-and-twenty of our miles, equiva-
lent to thirty-six Italian ones. It is true that at the
end (not being yet fourteen) I was quite knocked
up, and slept twenty hours without waking. As in
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these excursions, which included our father, the
priest, and servant, we made a very formidable
array, the more so because we boys were very
tall, and as we wandered at random over hill and
dale, through woods and fields, we were faken more
than once on a dark night for a gang of robbers. 1
well recolleet that in the famous pilgrimage to Oropa,
about two in the morning, we had lost the road, not
far from the Berra, a high mountain near Ivrea.
My father heard people passing at a lLittle distance,
and called to me and another of us: “ Go and ask
your way from those people yonder.,” I ran as fast
as I could ; but on seeing us they took to their heels,
and never stopped for all my shonts.

From ths it will be seen that cur father wished
us to become men physically as well as morally.
For this reason he accustomed us to gymnasties of
overy kind. There was at that time no school for
such exercises, but his kind solicitude invented one
for us. Before the age of ten I was taught to dance
and fence, and later to swim and ride. Afterwards
weo went through = regular course of leaping, throw-
ing somersanlts, and dancing on the tight rope.

My brother, subsequently a Jesuit, hud then just
entered the first stage of clerical life; and I re-
member his appearance when he was practising the
aforesaid somersaults, clad in his long black priestly
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robe. Who would have foreseen in that coal-sack
revolving on its own axis the future Father Taparelli,
director of the Civiltd Cattolica,® and one of the most
eminent members of the Bociety of Jesus ?

* The (ieilta Catiolica is an ulira-clerical paper published at
Bome, and edited by the Jeevite, It is well known for its vio-

Tanna and indnlarenna

YOL. L
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My Jesuit—our friendship-Jesuits’ life—What my brother was
—his hablia—PBlack and Ked Jesuits—Tesuits and Englishmen
—Napoleon gives him 4 nominstion to 8. Cyr—Napoleon end
Dr, Jenner--Roberto becomee snditor {o the Council of State—
Prospero is liberatad—Matilde—her death—our grief—Giergio
Bidone-his affectionate advice—Political lifs of my Father—
Parsecution of Pius VIIL. — My Father's solicitude for im-
prisoned Priests—their merits— First tidings of the diaaster
of Moscow—Joy of everybody except those who logt their
eppointments—The déddele—The folly of mankind—Relief
to the wounded,

“Birps of a feather flock fogether™ is not always a
true proverb. It would be as diffiecnlt to find two
men more diametrically opposed than my Jesuit bro-
ther and I in our political and religious opinions, as
to find two more attached to each other than we
were from our childhood till his death, which took
place last year.

As a child T loved him better than either of my
other brothers. He had more talent than any of us,
with greater powers of self-denial, united to an un-
swerving and invincible will, His character may in
fact be summed np in three words—wisdom, virtue,
and strength. Hed he remained in the world, even
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as a priest, his powerful and well-organised nature
might have led him to great things, Who can say
of what use his talents might have been to his coun-
fry, to society, and even to his own religious and
philosophical opinions! But how act the part of a
great man jn the narrow precincts of a cloister ?

I, who have spent so many hours with him in his
cell, where one could never be half an hour uninter-
rupted, know it but too well. Imagine a poor fellow
who i8 writing, for instance, a disquisition on the
rights of man. Ding-dong, goes the bell. What is
itnow? Itis time to give the boys their lessons in
grammar—Amen. Accordingly he goes to teach
grammar., Then he comes back and resumes the
thread of his ideas on the rights of man. Three-
quarters of an hour elapse. Ding-dong, again. It
is the triduum, or the novena in honour of St. Stanislas
Kostka, or some such worthy—Amen. To charch
he goes forthwith, Again he returns, and the rights
of man are continued once more. Ten minutes after,
rap, rap, rap, at the door. Deo gratias. A deep-
voiced Come in/ uttered in desperation, answers the
knock, It is & novice come io beg advice on his
absence .of mind during Mass, or a pupil who asks
whether ancora is spelt with or without an A! It
soems to me madness fo suppose that a man com-
pelled to work under such physico-moral torment,
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however great his intellect and powerful his will,
should perform even the quarter of what he would
accomplish if free and undisturbed. In fact, though
the Jeguits have in their ranke men of great emin-
ence and talent, purchased by Heaven knows what
amount of labour and perseverance, they do not pos-
seas one of first-rate merit,

If, however, my brother never rose by his genius
to the high position he seemed born to fill—if he
never emrned the fame which is the due inheritance
of all great men,—he hss at least left some beautifizl
examples of self-sacrifice and virtue, far more. valu-
able, and which are of more use to those by whom
they can be appreciated and applied, than all the
marvels of human intellect.

I do not of course mean that anyone need become
a Jesuit in order to be like him; but these points
in his character are worthy the emulation of all. He
was a young man of ardent temperament and impe-
tuous passions ; he wes liable at times to fearful ont-
bursts of rage; he felt to the utmost all those aspi-
ratic 18 'and cravings, which the Almighty planted in
our nature. Yeti all these he subjugated, all these
he overcame, Before the age of thirty, he had at-
tained a meekness and serenity of temper, which I
never saw disturbed on any occasion. The mind and
heart, being in unison, had conquered, one might
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almost say destroyed, the material nature; for in these
violent and ceaseless struggles for melf-mastery he
ruined his health for life.

He had opinions, and very decided ones, on reli-
gion, philosophy, and politics ; and throughout life
sacrificed everything to his convietions. He en-
joyed the singular privilege, reserved to few, of never
even conceiving the possibility of being mistaken in
his creed; he felt an absolnte conviction of the truths
in which he believed. His truth was not mine,
nor that of many others in these days. But as
Pilate said, guid est veritas? Lot him answer who
can. And if no ope can give a satisfactory solution,
Jet us at least learn to respect all sincere belief, and
to act up to that which we have aitained and our
conscience approves. And in this my brother may
be an example to all.

Born to a rank in life which entifled him to
aspire to everything, he renounced all. I have
closely acanned his life, and can truly say that, ex-
cept that inward and certainly supreme safisfaction
earned by the perfect fulfihnent of duty, I mnever
gaw him indunlge in a single mundane pleasure. A
small comfortless room, poorly furnished, without
firoplace or carpet, and a hard matiress for a bed,
which he had to make overy morning; the plainest
of food, with no delicacies whatever; then ever-re-
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carring acts of obedience, perpetnal study, presch-
ing, and other ministerial duties; rising every night
at three o’clock, summer and winter ;—if all this does
not conatitute a life of self-sacrifice, I know not how
else it should be called.

I am not myself a Jesuit. I am well aware of
all the ovils they have worked by some of their
maxims and many of their arts; but all the more
do I wonder at the degres of self-abnegation to
which every one of them condemns himself; and for
what purpose? either to produce a bad result, or
none at all.

Nor do I belong to the opposite side, that dema-
gogue and revolutionary party, which is in my eyes
the inevitable counterpoise of the other, But grant-
ing that the latter sncceed in producing only a bad
or 'a mnegative result, it must be allowed that, judged
individually in the matter of self-abnegation, there is
& yawning gulf between them and my brother the
Jesuit and his companions.

On this gubject some curious parallels might be
drawa. I content myself with making the sugges-
tion, leaving its further elaboration to those who
take pleasure in the analysis of human griefs and
follies, One resemblance, however, I will mention,
and that is a likeness between Jesuits and English-
men. Taken individually, all are good and honest
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men ; but taken as a body, when the interests of Qld
England or the Society are st stake, they would not
seruple to sacrifice their dearest friends.

And as in general they mutually detest each
other, I must beg pardon of both for having in-
stituted a comparison between them,

Reverting to my brother: he narrowly escaped
following a career very different from that of a
Jesuit. Napoleon gave him a nomination to the
military school of 8t. Cyr; and this piece of news,
announced to my father by M. A  Lameth, the
Prefect of Turin, fell upon the family like a bomb-
shell, The reader may imagine the feelings of such
4 man as my father, when the most sacred of privi-
leges—his paternal anthority, the right, hitherto re-
spected by all and at every period, of educating and
disposing of his own sons according to his precon-
coived ideas—was thus rudely invaded. Two of them
{for Roberto was simultaneously appointed anditor
to the Council of State) were torn from him by the
enemy of his country, the jaler of Pius VIL, by
him who, since the treachery of Bayonne, as every-
one could plainly zee, was intoxicated and maddened
by ambition and pride; and fo have no means of
resisting him, was enough to break my father’s heart.

I was not then of an age fully io appreciate sll
this; but I well remember the sadness which op-
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pressed our home for a long period. It was then the
idea took possession of my mind, which has never
been effacod-—that Napoleon was a tyrant, and that
ten Austerlitzes or twenty Wagrams do not suffice
to redeem either an act of violance or the brutal dis-
regard of a natural right. \

And yet, thanks to the singular good semse of
mankind, Napoleon—who for his own gratification
caused the slaughter of a million of men and broke
the hearts of so many fathers and mothers—Napo-
leon is famons and admired even among savages;
while I dare wager ihe reader does not even know the
name of the man who has saved the lives of Heaven
knows how many millions of his fellow~creatures by
the discovery of vaccination. He was called Edward
Jemner, and was born on the 17th of May 1749, st
Berkeley in the county of Gloucester. And I my-
self who am preaching must confess to having been
obliged to refer fo the Dictionnaire de la Conversation
in order to quote these dates accurately! Reader,
let us at least remember his name !

2. Host of reflections here intrude themselves upon
me. I must give utterance to some of them. I need
no one to tell me that my parallel of Napoleon and
Jenner will appear an idle jest, not seriously in-
tended by its author. But this is quite a mistake; I
am as serious as possible. I foresee the dawning of
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an age in which it will seem incredible that men
should ever have entertained other ideas than those
I have just expressed. But I shall be asked, how
do you sarrive at this conclugion? From observing
the gradual modification of certain ideas of the past,
and thence prognosticating those of the future. This,
in few words, is my conception.

The ruder the condition of society, the more it
admires brute force and violence. Not to be tedious,
1 pass over the primitive savage state, and take an
example from the Middle Ages. Boccaccio tells us
that in the medimval period Ghino di Tacco fortified
himgelf at Radicofani, and attacked travellers on the
bigh road. One day he captured the Abbot of Cluny,
and addressed him in the following terms: ¢ My
lord, I am Ghinotto di Tacco, and assure your lord-
ship I am & gentleman, and mever had taker up this
course, and deelared myself against the court of Rome,
bad it not been in defence of my life and honour, I
was driven from my estate, and all T had in the
world was seized ; so that mere necessity obliges me
to be a robber on the highways. Your lordship may
be aware thiz creates me a great many enemies.”*
And the Abbot of Cluny thought this a very sensible

* 1 Decamerone, novel Xeil, trendated and printed in Lon-
don, 1722,
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speech, and, what is more singular, it seems that
aven Boceaceio had no fault to find with it.

To take another instance. Carlo and Grifone
Baglioni conspired to usurp Perugia, the territory of
their eonsin Gianpaoclo. They treacherously attacked
him and his family, and slew them =ll, save Gian-
paolo himself, who escaped, and coming back van-
quished them in his turn. He killed Grifone, and
drove out Carlo, who retreated to Nocera. From
this stronghold he harried the adjacent country with
fire and sword; and Materazzo, who was a partisan
of Gianpaclo, and consequently an enemy of Carlo,
nevertheless feels obliged to add: ““On this occa-
gion it cammot be denied that he showed himself
worthy of his family and pame.”* It is clear that
such views were then general, and not peculiar to
the chronicler, Hag not public opinion undergone a
great change since that day? and if it has altered
thus with regard to nobles and petty tyrants, is it
not still more likely to do so respecting princes and
great conquerors? Is it not already modified since
the Leginning of this century ?  If Napoleon L were
to return to life, conld he play the same part over

* (hronicles of Francesco Materaszo, This writer was born
at Perugin sbout the year 1240, wae eeoretary to the town.
oouneil, and died in 1312, leaving, besides litarary works, several
chronicles of the factions of his day, '
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again? Let us not, then, despair of the progress
of mankind, which in fruth consists not in steam-
engines, but in the increasing power of morality, of
Justice, and of truth, A day must come in which
Jenner will stand higher than Napoleon I. Mean-
while the world, like an old serpent, is casting its
skin. 8o much the worse for us who are living dur-
ing the operation. .

To return to the history of my family. My bro-
ther Roberto was eighteen when compelled to set out
for Paris on his new duties. Cesare Balbo, Prié,
Guaseo, and Collegno, were appointed to similar
offices, and Giacinto, a brother of the latter, was sent
to the military school of Bt. Cyr.  All these have since
distinguished themselves in their respective spheres;
and many of them tock an active part in the subse-
quent political events in Piedmont and Iialy.

On my father’s remonstrance, the government
granted Prospero, who was hardly sixteen, a year’s
delay before his gntrance into St. Cyr; but Roberto
was to start at once, and my father gccompanied him
to Paris,

The year of respite secon came to sn end; and
my father once more undertook that tedious journey
over the dusty roads of Savoy, Lyons, and Bur-
gundy, in company with & second vietm of Napo-
leonic despotism. But after great exertions, with
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the help and influence of friends, and, if I remem-
ber right, of Monsignore della Torre, Archbishop of
Turip, a partisan of the French, count of the Em-
pire, &e., he succeeded in bringing his son back to
Turin, free to follow his own inclinations, which led
him to a clerical life. He received his first orders at
the hands of the above-mentioned archbishop, and
began his ecclesiastical studies in the spirit in which
he persevered to his life’s end.

Of my two sisters, Melania, who had been left
at Turin with my grandmother whilst we were in
Tuseany, died at the age of twelve. The other,
Matilde, who married Count Pallio di Rinco, was
of extraordinary beauty ; and owing to her excellent
education, and also her angelic disposition and ex-
quisite nature, she had become a real treasnre.

It is no new thing for poets and writers of ele-
gies to say : “ He or she was too good, too heavenly ;
the world was not worthy of such a being; God
therefore recalled them to Himself.” And, in truth,
experience often showa these poets to be right. There
are some natures so perfect and angelic, that they
seem to have come into the world by mistake, or as
if they had lost their way. Soon they pass away
from us; and though mourned by sall, none seem to
wonder at their so early death.

This was the fate of poor Matilde, the companion
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of my childhood. T have her portrait, with her little
hands clasped in prayer, and a blue scarf round her
head, like that in which Carlo Dolei paints his ex-
quisite Virgins; and in truth she greatly resembles
them. Bhe died of consumption at the Castle of
Rinco, before the age of twenty-two. I never think
of her without recalling the graceful and ethereal
oufline of those angels of Fra Angelico da Fiesole,
with long robes fluttering down to their feet, and
light celestial wings to carry them to heaven.

The reader must pardon this dream of bygone
days, Fow recollect her now, and I longed to bring
her onece more to remembrance whilst still alive to
do so. Her death was an unspeskable sorrow to
us all, But nature, which gives each generation its
_dawn, its noon, and its eventide, makes childhood
incapable of that prolonged moral suffering which
crushes middle age, and shortens the lzst days of the
old. With us boys the natural elasticity of youth
goon softened the grief, felt more by reminiscence in
after years; But to our parents the blow was irre-
coverable. Many years after, I recollect, they conld
never bear to listen to the music of the Agnese of
Paér, and especially to that duet between the despair-
ing father and Agnese:

“ Quel sepnlero che racchinde
Di min figlia i resti esangui.”
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¥ The sepulchre which hides
My daughter’s last remeins.”

And this sad trial yet more impaired my poor
mother’s weak constitution, already shattered by the
many anxieties she had undergone,

+ These events have brought us to the year 1813, in
the August of which Matilde died. Meanwhile my
education had dragged itself along at the University
in a slow and slovenly fashion ; arguing in barbara et
baralipton under worthy Don Barucchi,* and writing
the leszons on natural philosophy in Latin under the
dictation of the famous and esteemed Professor Vas-
salli Eandi. In addition to these latter lessons, and
that T might also acquire some idea of geometry and
algebra, my father committed me to the care of
Professor Giorgio Bidone, who afterwards attained s
certain celebrity in mathematics and hydraulics, -

As will be seen by and by, I ought to kiss
the ground on which this man trod. With the
exception of my father and mother, I am under
more obligations to him than to snyone else in the
world ; but it is 88 yet premature to speak of them.
P& took every pains to insure my proficiency first
in arithmetic, then in algebra and all its branches;
but it only proved labour in vain. Providence had

* A good 0ld soul who taught logic and ethics st the University
of Turin, ’
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not gifted me with any aptitude for figures. It is
singular that, while I am naturally fond of calcu-
lating the causes, the consequences, and the proba-
bilities of facts, &c., I have no power of dealing
with written numbers.

Bat, in spite of my want of aptitude, and the
little credit s master was likely to reap from such
a pupil, he gradually became very fond of me.
From his conversation, more than from his scientific
teaching, I derived the greatest of benefits, that which
my poor priest had never been able to bestow, and
which is nevertheless the basis of every good educa-
tion, By degrees I was learning to think, to reflect,
to discard false ideas, and embrace accurate ones
in their stead. My friend Bidone, I might say,
was re-shaping my mind; not unlike the dootor and
nurse when they endeavour to give shape to the
soft cranium of a new-born child. From that mo-
ment I began to appreciate men in proportion to
their honesty and wisdom, and things by their
intrinsic merit. By following this system one may,
if opportunity offers, perform sundry noble, great,
and useful actions; but it is well to know before-
hand that no one will ever make a fortune by it.
This is a wamning to anyone who may hereafter
acense me of having led him on the road to starva-
tion by these theories of mine.
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During the first years after our return from
Florence my father lived a very retired and domes-
tic life. QOur house was frequented by a fow old
friends, adherents of the so-called Branda party
(from Branda Luecioni, the chief of & royalist band
in the time of the Republic), a name for which there
is now no equivalent, as it has completely vanished
from the political arena. To give an idea of them,
suffice it to say that our present eodini* would have
been considered so many Marats- by the Brandas of
yore. My father, who did not share their absurdi-
ties, used to quiz them; and we boys, heing struck
with their folly, so transparent was it, were fast be-
coming liberals, in virtue of the allopathic principle,
contraria contraris.

All this ended only in words. My father and
most of his friends had sworn to enter into no plot
agsinst Napoleon, and wounld not have consented to
realise even their fondest wish—the deliverance of
Piedmont from the foreign yoke—at the cost of
perjury. -

At this time arose a persecution agrinst the
1'0pe, the cardinals, the bishops, &c., followed
by events known to all. Piedmont, being on the
high road bstween Rome and Paris, witnessed the

. * Reactionists, and in genernl people attached to old fashions,
are 50 called in Haly ; eodine signifying pégdail in Iiglian,
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continual arrival and departure of priests of all ages,
scattered here and there like withered leaves by the
stormy will of the despot, who having lost all judg-
ment, only retained his talent. Napoleon ITI. would
have acted very differently.

My father was constantly and actively employed
in assisting these victims; and when Napoleon,
throwing off the mask, had recourse to his favourite
argument of violence, and the different prisons
(Fenestrelle especially) were crowded with cardi-
nals and bishops, my father, who had sworn to ab-
stain from conspiring against Napoleon, but not to
abet his tyranny, tock the foremost part in every-
thing that could afford relief, comfort, and hope to
the poor eaptives, Perpetusally on the move, either
in town or country, he would return home one day,
and set off suddenly the next, always alome (an
excellent plan for insuring secrecy), in one of those
light two-wheeled vehicles with one horse, then
called padovanelli, which have now completely dig-
appeared. Wherever his help was most wanted,
thither would he basten, withont a single thought of
fear; for when urged on by faith, he would have
sacrificed himself and all that he possessed in the
world.

It was at this time that he became an intimate
friend of Cardinal De-Gregorio, then a prisoner at

VOL. I, .M
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Fenestrello. He found means of seeing him, and
of communicating with other cardinals and prelates,
all of whom were suffering for conscience’ sake, and
therefore worthy of respect and esteem.

Strango to think what these prelates had been
a fow years before, and what they had now become !
To think of that ignoble mixture of corruption and .
intrigue of which the Roman court was composed,
and yet to see such noble and strong natures emerge
from its depths, — men who dared say no to Na-
poleon, then held immutable and eternal as Fate!
They left their fair palaces under the bright skies
of Rome to enter calmly the dungeons of a fortress
upon which the snow fell in June. Could they
know when and how their prison-doors would open?
Who amongst them could then foresee Rostopchine
and the Beresina ?

Such is the power of self-sacrifice in renewing
and ennobling the human soul. But another idea
immediately suggests itself. "Equally immutable is
the mysterious decree by which almost every good,
greft, and beautiful thing in the world is the off-
spring of sorrow.

But into this path we must not enter, for Hes-
ven only knows where it might lead; and I fear
my narrative already too much resembles that of
Jeremish. As, however, the most tedious of pages
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may always be skipped, it will be the reader’s own
fault if I weary him with my lamentations.

I have already said that to the minds of his
contemporaries Napoleon appeared as an irresistible
Fate; and this is true. Imagine, then, the bewilder-
ment of all those who, though erushed under that
enormous weight, and without hope of rescue, con-
tinued to chafe under injustice and disgrace, when
the first ray of a possible redemption gleamed forth,
—when came the earliest tidings of the report, borne
almost on the wind, Napoleon is vanquished! Na-
poleon is retreating !

I felt the reaction—I know its effects; and al-
thongh even it has not made me regret Napoleon
and French dominion in Ttaly, it is none the less
true that we lost a government which, sconer or
later, would have secured the triumph of those
principles which are the life of human society, to
revert to a government of ignorant and imbecile
men, full of vauvity and prejudice. But no cne at
that time gave it a thought; or even had it oceurred
to them, I believe every one (my father and I cer-
tainly) wounld have said: ‘ Rather the devil than
the French!” And because this feeling is so strong
in Piedmont, it has never been long under a foreign
yoke, -
The first uncertain rumour became an undoubted
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certainty. The famous twenty-ninth bulletin an-
nounced & fremendous disaster, so great as scarcely
to obtain belief. The whole population was aroused
as if by an electric shock,~—it was moved and shaken
to its centre, and agitated by hopes and fears, by
unlooked-for joys and by unknown terrors; for,
after all, A still lived,—a time so well described by
these words of the poet :

#Tn velgo disperso, repente 6l dests,
Protende 1' orecchio, golleve 1a teste.”*

¥ A seatter'd crowd, aroused to sudden life,
With ear intent uplifis ita eager head.”
Meanwhile the tide of good news rose higher
each day. Like Italy, Europe was rousing herself
at the great discovery that Napoleon could be beaten.
Nations called to one another like soldiers waking in
a camp; they clasped hands and banded themselves
together in readiness to rush with one accord upon
the great wounded lion,
The year 1813 passed amid the anxieties of
alternate victory and defeat: gradually, however,
* These lines may be found in Mansoni's tragedy Adeloki, and
ar~ from the following beautiful passage :
* Dagli atrii musoosi, dai fori cadentd,
Dai boachi, dall' srse fudine stridenti, v
Dai solchi bagnati di servo sudor,
Un volgo disperso, repente pi desta,

Protends ' oreoehio, solleva la tests,
Fercosso da novo crescente romor.”
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appeared long traing of military and civil officials,
the last adherents of a falling power, dislodged
and driven by the enemy like chaff before the wind.
Then came ragged soldiers, with emaciated faces,
and sad, dejected looks, their wonted arrogance laid
aside; mext there followed in constant suceession
ambulances, wagons, and earts, laden with wounded.
New hospitals were prepared. The beds being in-
sufficient, the want was supplied by layers of straw
on the floor, first in one row, then in two, then all
jumbled together, until there was no room for more:
some remained under a doorway, others sought any
imperfoct shelter they could find. Exposed to snow
and rain, they died from hardships, as so many had
ulready perished by the way, after what amount of suf-
fering heaven ounly knows,—shaken in rough carts,
buried under the weight of their comrades. I often
saw these carts unload their sad burdens : how many
young men, mere lads, when lifted up were found
to be dead, and thrnst aside, then rudely dragged
by the feet into & corner, thers to await the grave-
digger! How many fathers comfortless in their old
age, how many mothers without support, how many
forlorn widows, how many families made desolate or
extinct, were represeiited by a single cart-load! And
for what? for whom?

T believe those early and ineffaceable impres-
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sions riveted for ever within my inmost soul tha
profound abhorrence of conquerors, and all the
ambitious and wicked host, who, not content with
shedding the blood of one or two bundred thousand
men for the gratification of a caprice, have also even
succeeded in attracting the admiration and enthu-
siasm, I might almost say the adoration, of all the
fools whose lives they hold so cheap. It may be ima-
gined how great was my father’s joy at the downfall
of the grandest and most invincible of tyrannies, It
also offered a rare occasion of impressing true ideas
and virtuous prineciples on his children, and he was
nof the man to negleet the opportunity.

Even in ordinary times, my brother Enrico and
I (the two youngest) were taken by our priest to
visit the sick poor in their garrets. This is a very
good plan. For many reasons it is well that the
rich should be acquainted with the poor, and that
the latter should come in contact with the former.
We used to carry alms and comforts to the destitute.
Those who have young people to educate should
follow this system of my father’s. A child cannot
leafn too soon that every one does not find his dinner
put on the table af the sound of a bell.

But in this great ealamity, this influx of fresh
misery, he sent us to the military hospitals, and was
not withheld by fears of typhus or other contagious
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_fevers which raged there; and I still remember the
puinful epectacle of the poor wounded thrown on &
heap of old and rotten straw, wrapped in dirty rags,
to whom we tock the few comforts it was possible to
dispense while so many had to be cared for. Our
father in thie way taught us to see in a wounded,
cast~down, and miserable man, not a stranger,
Frenchman, German, or Chinese, but a brother, or,
better still, a fellow-creature—{(the word ‘brother”
seems to be now a debased and worn-out term)—
whom you must help and support for the love of
Christ, if you are a Chrisfian; if not, for the love
of Gtod; if you are an atheist, for your own sake,
and be d—d to you! These principles, thank Heaven,
were never effaced from my heart; and when, in
after-years, prisoners of war, wounded and suffer-
ing, fell into my hends, I do not think they had
reason to complain of me.
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Fall of Napoleon—Germans and French—A hint to France—
Love for the detested German—Civic guard —Emancipation
and farewell o Don Andreis—]1 become & sportsman—A fow
words t¢ my priest—My firet excommuuication—it doea not
last long—Pious frand and pie eredenduwm—Entrance of Vie-
tor Emanuel 1—The royal family going sbout—My father
Minister ad {nterim at Bome—Arrival in Rome—Btate of
Europe and Rome—Blunders of the restoration—Napoleonico-
Jesnitie despotisie—We settls in Rome—Our acquaintances—
Art and literature,

AT last, one blessed day, came the glad tidings that
Napoleon was no longer our master, and that we
were, or were ahout to become, free and indepen-
dent once more. He who was not at Turin on that
day can form no idea of the delirious joy of & whole
population at its utmost height.

Feeling deeply the debt of gratitude we owe to
the house of Napoleon; knowing so well the value
of every drop of that generous French bloed shed on
Italian soil for its ultimate renewal, I cannot say it
wichont remorse, but I must nevertheless bear witness,
because it is the truth, to the immense, the ineffable
happiness then caused by the departure of the French.

Bat here I must observe, that the difference be-
tween the French army of those days and that of
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our own js as great as between darkness and Lght.
I do not speak of its merit or valour as an army;
this was and is beyond question ; but I am speak-
ing of the spirit, the habits, the sentiments, the con-
sclence, so to say, of the two armies. And under
this aspect the balance is undoubtedly in favour of
the present ome. It has been said that the French
can make conquests, but not retain them: and this
is true. It has also been said, that the Germans
toil hard in taking the goods of others, but never let
go what is once in their clutches ; and this, as a
general rule, is equally trne. Yet as regards good-
ness of character, which of the two nations is the
better? The French undoubted]y a hundred times.
How shall we explain this phenomenon? Simply by
the faet, that the French make you bear the burden
of their vanity, and load you with it as the Cyrenean
was laden with the Cross; the Germans, on the con-
trary, make no difficulty about taking your cross on
their shoulders, on condition of being masters in
your house ! » And men in general are so constituted
that in the end they will more readily tolerate a
master who fleeces them with a modest and humble
bearing, almost begging pardon for his audacity,
then ome who, though he may be less rapacious,
makes them feel in his every word, look, and action,
that he is everything and they are nothing, If that
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noble and generous nation could but exchange its
vanity for an honest pride like that of its neighbours
across the Channel, then indeed it wonld be the first
of all nations, past, present, or to come. And I have
far too good an opinion of that people to doubt that
ere long they will effect such a change. Not only the
army, but civil officials and private individuals have
made rapid progress since the downfall of the first
Empire ; and we all know the grateful memories left
in Ttaly by the French army of oceupation, which
re-crossed the Alps three years ago, Under the first
Empire, on the contrary, men called after the depart-
ing French—* May you never veturn!” In simple
truth, the insolence of the military and the eivil
officials of those days was almost intolerable, and of
this I have a vivid recollection. I shall never forget
a seene which took place In our house just as the
French army was in full retreat on Mont Cenis. A
major or colonel hed been billeted in easa Azeglio.
Against this there.was nothing to be said; under such
pressing circumstances every one is hound to aid the
municipality. In this emergency my father hired a
suitable apartment in an hotel, in order to avoid any
disturbance et home (my mother being alwaye an
invalid, and we children more or less young); but
the officer refused to content himself with this, and
insisted on taking the house by storm, making a
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great uproar with his threats and bad language, &e.
The worthy major’s temper was doubtless ruffled, but
be was clearly in the wrong. My father (never very
famous for patience) eonfronted him at the fop of
the staircase, seized him by the collar, hurled him
backwards ; he swore fearfully; and my father, in a
passion, gnashed his teeth with rage. The chap-
lain, Don Andreis, muttered objurgations; we, like
hittle dogs who bark when they feel they are sup-
ported, were bravely pouring forth our little insults
in French; and Giacolin, Pylades, and the maids,
who brought up the rear, all made such an uproar,
that I think the poor major or colonel, whatever he
was, grew utterly bewildered, and was glad to beat a
speedy retreat, Down the stsircase, across the yard,
and into the street, we all rushed after him bare-
headed ; on seeing which, the people, as usual, ran out
of their shops, and a great erowd collected round us.
Finally, seeing that all this would have ended in a
regular squabble, we agreed to eompromise matters;
the eolonel retired to his inn, and we returned home
to rest on our laurels.

To the joy of witnessing the French departure,
succeeded another, not its equal, but still a great one:
this was, the arrival of the Austrians I—Verily, dear
reader, I am fecling myself all over fo see if it
can really be 7 who wrote that phrase. And I find
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it is T myself in person, bedy and soul.—I nesd not,
however, explain what ideas were then represented
by the Austrians, and what they have since become.
The period of a change of masters has always been
a2 harvest for every species of rogue. To save our
pockets, a civic force was soon organised, which re-
coived the name of the Urban Guard. I was then
nearly sixteen, but tall and strong as if T bad been
twenty, with a mania for seeing, doing, and rushing
about, all life and spirits, le diable aw corps, and an
irresistible desire to tear away somewhere like an
unbroken colt. The occaston was most favourable,
the whole country being in commotion ; my father, ss
may be imagined, was occupied with various interests
and hopes, which kept him anxious, and prevented
him from paying his usual attention to domestic-
concerns; I had only to defeat poor Don Andreis,
and my victory would be entire, absolute, and com-
plete.
Here I must take leave of that good priest, who,
although somewhat narrow-minded, was in all other

respects an excellent soul, and eonscientiously tried
all in his power fo do me good. I shall alwaya think
of him with affectionate gratitude, and refain a
sincere esteem for his memory, the more so as his
exireme dulness prevented my appreciating his good
qualities and made me harsh in my judgment of hir.
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It is really wonderful how much mischief is uneon-
seiously dore by pure stupidity.

1 must now summon up resolution for the con-
fession of that which, if it may not be called our
last farewell, oocurred but a very short time before
our final separation.

Our holidays were usually spent at a villa situ-
ated on the hill behind Moncalieri, not far from a
little town called Revigliasco. There we only studied
enough to prevent our forgetting what we had pre-
viously learnt; the rest of our time was devoted to
out-door exercises, running, jumping, shooting, &oe.
I had discovered in a garret an old gun, which
must certainly have done duty in the war of the
Polish Buccession, and by dint of ingenuity and pains-
taking 1 contrived to make it serviceable. Armed
with this wonderful weapon, I went out shooting
with my brothers and the priest, using it surrepti-
tiouely at first, and then, finding I was not checked,
almost openly, but still unknown to my father.
This gun, in- addition to some unknown internal
disorder, had also another imperfection, of which I
was bub too well aware——that of kicking most vio-
lently every time it was fired off. This betrayed me,
as I soon had a terrible bruise on the right cheek-
bone, which at last attracted the attemtion of my
father. This discovery did not lead to any un-~
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pleasant consequences, and I escaped with a simple
admonition ; nay, my father, touched by the pitiful
bruise on my face, gave me & new gun on my birth-
day, which at least had the merit of leaving my
wheek-bone in peace. In ome of these shooting par-
ties, finding myself alone with poor Don Andreis, I
began to quarrel with him-—for what reason I have
forgotten, but no doubt a very trifling one—and
gradually waxzed into & towering passion. Words
- ran high, presently they became shonts, then we lost
all control. T really know not who began, probably
I, or perhaps both at once, but we fell upon each
other with clenched fists, making full use of all the
weapons supplied by nature, fortunately not of those
invented by man. As I was very tall, robust, and
active as a cat, and a8, moreover, every blow I dealt
represented the long-repressed vengeance of nearly
five years, the drubbing was no child’s-play. For
the time I was blind with passion; and the poor
priest escaped from my hands bruised all over, rag-
ged, bleeding, and fearfully discomfited. As was
only natural, he reported of me aceordingly.

i expected mothing short of annihilation. The
same evening the curate of Reviglinseo, a certain Don
Rinaldi, who was very intimate with my family,
-took me aside, and told me that my father was ter-
ribly angry, and did not consider me worthy of
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being admitted into his presence; and as the parish
priest, he (Don Rinaldi) was obliged to warn me that
I had incurred the penalty of excommunication, be-
cause qui percutict clericum, suadente diabolo, &o. 1
listened with bowed head, awaiting some other con-
clusion ; perceiving, however, that none was forth~
coming, I timidly looked up, and asked very humbly
to what punishment I was condemned by this excom-
munieation, that I might know how to behave my-
self. ‘“You are now,” said the curate,  a separated
member of the church militant, and cannot partici-
pate in any act of worship until it pleases the bishop
to relieve you from the censure you have incurred.”
I must explain that there was a private chapel in our
villa, where we all had to say the rosary together
every night, with such an addenda of oremus, litanies,
and other prayers, that it seemed never to come to an
end ; and to me it was a perfect m om. My
thoughts immediately reverted to the said rosary, and
I inquired in a doleful voice, ¢ Not even the rosary "’

% No, sir ;.] have already told you that you can-
not share in any act of worship.”

A quelgue chose malheur est bon, was my internal
comment on the above, and at that moment I posi-
tively blessed, suadente diabolo, those most holy cuffs
I had administered to the priest. TFrom that day
forward there were no more masses, prayers, or no-
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venas for me; and during ‘the rosary I went into a
hayfield to hunt grasshoppers. It was quite a delight-
ful respite. But the Archbishop of Turin spoiled all;a
few days after, the eurate called me into the sacristy,
and read aloud the contents of a letter to me, It
was a pardon for my crime granted by the ordinary
superior, absolving me from every excommunication
or censure 1 had incurred, on condition &e. ; it being
understood &e. ; provided &e.

So, with as cheerful and relieved a countenance
as I conld contrive to muster, I was once more ad-
mifted within the unattractive pale of that évening
rosary ; to the great glory, relief, and satisfaction of
the grasshoppers in the hayfield. From that time
forward I could never rid myself of the suspicion,
which afterwards became a certainty, that the excom-
munication and the letter of the bishop were merely
& comedy intended to make a profound impression on
my mind, and to prevent me from fighting any more
priests, were I to live a hundred years. It was,
in fact, a pious fraud, near skin to the pie creden-
dum, All frauds, however, be they pious or impious,
h./e the great defect of being very Lable to dis-
covery, and are indeed invariably brought to light,
when, instead of improving maiters, they only make
them worse, One may almost compare the practice
of frauds to that of dram-drinking: though seeming
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to impart strength at first, in the end it leaves one
weaker than before,

My admission to the ranks of the Urban Guard,
eadily obtained, formed the first step in my military
career, and put an end to my education. I recom-
menced it later by myself, as soon as I had re-
covered, or rather acquired a little common sense.
My new-born warlike enthusiasm was not displeasing
to my father; but not wishing to leave me quite my
own master before the age of sixteen, he took the
trouble to jo.in the same service, to mount guard,
patrol, and drill on the parade-ground with the rest
of us.

King Vietor Emanuel I. had meanwhile left
Cagliari, and was daily expected to arrive. Native
troops there were mone; the Urban Guard therefore
had to do duty on the oceasion of his entrance into
Tarin, and we were very busy, both officers and
men, learning at least how to form line and break
into eolumn, without getting into complete confusicn.
At last, on the twentieth of May, the beloved and
long—éxpected King arrived. I was under arms in
Piazza Castello, and I well remember the group
formed by the king and his staff. Gt up in the old-
fashioned style, with powdered ha,ir; bags and pig-
tails, and wonderful cocked-hats & la Frederick IL.,
they presented on the whole a somewhat comical

YOL. I. N
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appearance. To me, however, and fo every one else,
it all looked very grand, and quite en régle; the usual
oris mille fois répdids preoted the good prince, with
such enthusiasm as to remove all doubt of the affection
and sympathy of his faithful Turinese, In the even-
ing there was, of course, 2 grand illumination, which
was equally splendid and spontaneous, The court,
that is to say the king, the queen, and the princesses,
appeared in public, if I mistake not without any
suite or formality. I kuow not whether the horses
and carriages of Prince Borghese® had disappeared ;
but even had they been forthcoming, the royal family
would most likely have declined to use them. I
know very well that his majesty had not even a
carriage or & pair of horses; upon which my father
offered him a huge antiquated chariot, which had
done duty at his marriage, all gilding and glass,
with dropsical Cupids painted on the panels. In this
coach' sat the good king, with his kind face, which
though, it -must be owned, not over-intellectual, was
that of a thoroughly honest man (as was proved
in 1821), and till one o’clock In the morning he
drove slowly up and down the streets of Turin, amid
the huzzas of the crowd, distributing smiles and sa~
Iutations right and left, whence naturally resulted an

* Governor of Fledmont under Napoleon, whose sister Pauline
ho had married,
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incessant wagging fo and fro of his pigtsil, which for
young folks of my age had already become an un-
nsual sight,

" This year witnessed the return of all the dethroned
prinees to their capitals, That of the Pope was known
to be mear at hand; and it was the king’s wish that
he should as early as possible recsive a welcome
from the head of the House of Bavoy, in which
respeet for the person of the pontiff is as much a
tradition as its firmmess in resisting the encroach-
ments of the court of Roms. My father was chosen
as the ambassador; and it would have been impos-
sible to select a more fitting representative of the
political principles and the religions creed of the
two sovereigns.

This appointment made and announced, it was
necessary to start at once. My poor mother, who,
notwithstanding the joy of recent events, was still
in very weak health, was alarmed at the idea of
my remaining in her care, wild and refractory as
I then was; .and my father readily consented to
take me with him. We started in two carriages,
and took Prosperc with us; for on the re-establish-
ment of the Jesuits he had determined to enter
their Order. All Italy was in wonderful confusion.
Italians of all classes were returning, civil officials,
soldiers, &e. ; the French were hurrying away; and
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all the roads were swarming with two opposite liv-
ing currents, like those of an ant’s-nest.

I remember that, before crossing the Apennines,
we met with a poor Roman lad who was returning
half-disabled from the army. I entered into conver-
sation with him at a place where the horses were
obliged to slacken their pace, and made him get
up behind the carriage; so that, instead of having
to toil on foot for heaven knows how many weary
miles, he very soon reached his home.

We arrived in Rome late at night, about the
middle of June. On entering the city, we found still
standing the triumphal arches of plastered canvas,
erected at Papagiulio and at Ponte Molle to celebrate
-the return of Pius VII., which had taken place only
a few days before. 'We alighted in Piazza Mignanelli
at the palace, situated at the farther end of it, which
was then a hotel. Next morning, without loss of
time (a symptom of Roman atmosphere), we had a
street serenade under owr windows, in which trum-
pets and drums took a leading part. ¢ What is it ?”
We were answered, ¢ His Holiness’s household wel-
coming the arrival of Vostra Eecellenze;” a cordial
mode of greeting, which every man of feeling is ex-
pected to acknowledge at once by a handful of scndi.

Rome, and one might almost say Kurope, then
offered a spectacle which can best be described by
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comparing it to a tract of country upon which a
burrieane has spent its fury before sweeping on o
other lands. The inhabitants stare in each other's
faces, and rejoice together, on finding themselves still
alive. They gaze in astonishment at the fields, the
crumbling banks, the ruins, the floods, the vener-
able trees torn up by the roots, and the shattered
walls of unroofed cottages: but they themselves have
survived ; the storm has passed away; the damage,
therefore, is not irreparable. Cheer ﬁpl it is but
a questien of money and time. They all set to work
heartily, singing, and encouraging each other. Some
make repairs, others prop the ruins and clear the
roads; some restore what is old, others build up
afresh. Such, at that time, was Europe; such was
Rome.

The Romans had not as yet experienced a papa
neto, like the rey meto of the Spaniards.* It is well
known that, before the Revolution, the temporal
power was restrained by capitulations, provincial
and muniecipal rights, usages and traditions; and
was consequently infinitely less odious than that
established by Cardinal Consalvi,} in paltry mimicry

* That is {0 2ay, the Romans had not yet been under the yoke
of & true Pope, in the sense in which the Bpaniards say Ei rey
nsto, to signify the ideal of an absolute king,

t Ercole Consalvi was born at Rome in the year 1757, and
died in 1824, He had been Minister of War under Pius VL (1789),
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of Napoleon, The latter had bequesthed to Europe
as a legacy the most ingenious machines and instru-
ments ever discovered by despotiam since it began to
torment mankind-—the police* and the bureaucracy.
Neither the Romans nor Europe could then
foresee that the sovereigns, and the ministers repre-
senting the re-constituted governments, would he
8o blind as not to perceive how different were the
men of 1814 from those of 1789, and not to know
that they would certainly be most unwilling to give
up that portion of good to which the great gemius
of Napoleon and the changes wrought by time had
accustorned them. The princes and their ministers
who returned from exile found it convenient to ac-
cept the heritage of Napoleon sub conditione; they
retained the police and the bureancracy, the taxes,
enormons standing armies, and so forth; but the
good system of judicial and eivil administration, the
impulse given to science and personal merit, equalisa-
tion of classes, improvement and increase of com-

wag created a Cardinal by Pius VIL, went to Paris in 1801, snd
signgd -the famous Concordat. Nspoleon, who was well aware,
howerer, of his indefatigabla hostility, procured his removal from
power for o few years, and even kept him prisoner in Franoe for
some time. In 1814 he went back to Bome, and once more be-
eame the Papal Becretary of State, *

* This word here means that infamous spy-system and repres.
sion of all individusl liberty inangurated in Italy after 1814.
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munication, liberty of conscience, and many other
excellent features in the government of the great
conqueror, were all ruthlessly flung aside. In Italy
especially the state of politics, the new despotism,
might be thus defined: Napoleon in the guise of
a dJesuit, or the lance of Achilles in the hands of
Thersites |

The two countries conspicuous beyond all others
for this astute and far-sighted poliey were Rome
and Turin. Of the latter I shall speak farther on
Meanwhile in Rome everything was restored as in
temporibus illis, 1 witnessed the return of the Bar-
gello (the odious chief of the old blocdhounds of the
police) and his familiars, the revival of the sbirri, the
rack, &c., and all its dismal associates.

But at that time neither I nor the Romans gave
much heed to polities, The town seemed to me full
of life and enjoyment, and I revelled in all its novel
splendours with the ardent vivacity of youth.

Pius VIL immediately granted my father an
audience, and received him with the favour deserved
by so steunch a supporter of the Holy See, who had
lately given such courageous assistance to the per-
secuted cardinals and bishops, and who was now
the envoy of the pious and devoted King of Bar-

My father was instructed to acquit himself, first
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of all, of his special mission of congratulating the
Pope on his happy return, and then to remain
temporarily at Rome, a8 minister, until the arrival
of the Marquis San Saturnino, who had been ap-
pointed our resident representative at the pontifical
court, We sccordingly took an apartment at the
Fiasno Palace in the Corso, and prepared for the
necessary official representation; so that I found
myself transformed almost unawares into a diplo-
matist, half secretary of the embassy and attachd.
In one month, from a student at the university, I
had beecome a diplomatist, wearing the uniform of
a certain guard instituted at the arrival of the King,
and having first of all passed through the stage of
the civic guard. Was this a foretaste of the mani-
fold transformations and metamorphoses I was des-
tined to undergo in the course of my long career ?
My official rank gave me the entrée to the best
clorieal and lay society in Rome, as well as to the
diplomatic body, then only in proeess of formation,
as all the governments had so many things on hand,
that they were unable to attend to any one thing
urinterruptedly.’

The Count of Lebzeltorn soon appeared on behalf
of Ausiria; a certain Abbé Sambucy, if I recollect
rightly, represented France ad interim: I do not
remember any others in the first instance. Cardinal
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Consalvi was at the Congress of Vienna. Cardinals
Pacca, Bomaglia, De-Gregorio, were all intimate
with my father; as were also Monsignori Morozzo
(my grand uncle), Riario, Frosini, Ugolini,—all
subsequently cardinals,—and many others. We fre-
quently saw the Massimos, the Patrizis, the Torlo~
nias, and the Piccolominis ; but I, who even at that
time preferred the friendship of kind and cordial peo-
ple rather than the gratification of vanity by seeking
acquaintances in high places, contracted an intimacy
with a family named Orengo, of Piedmontese extrac-
tion, which had been settled in Rome for about a
hundred years. From that time forward these good
people ever treated me with the utmost kindness and
affection, and I am always happy to have an oppor-
tanity of expressing the sincere gratitude I have
retained for them.

Art and literature were represented in Rome
by a great many distinguished and illustrious men.
I made the acquaintance of Canova, Thorwaldsen,
Rauch, Camuecini, Landi, Chauvin; the poet Ferretti,
author of several of Rossini’s librettos; the Abate
Coppi; and the dramatic author Gherardo de Hossi.

All this society "was pervaded by a brilliant ani-
mation and stirring life. Napoleon had fouettd le
sang of that generation; and it was widely different
from that sluggish type which has since flourished
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for meny yesrs amongst us, under the shadow of
the broad-brimmed Jesuit hat, and the microscopie
thrones of the Austro-Bourbonist-Ttalian kinglets ;
Heaven rest their sonls! In this exhilarating atmo-
sphere I imbibed with avidity ¢ the fresh breozes of
a new spiritual existence,” and felt that this at Iast

waa life.



CHAPTER X.

Wa explore ancient and modern Rome—Visconti—Malvotti—Be-
ginning of a bad period—Man {s to be judged by his sincerity,
and not by his flag—T acquire a taste for Paloting—My first
Master—TI take to Music agalo— Violicembalo—Music ia a mys-
tery—Dreams on Music—Similitude between the human mind
and body—Diplomacy—Murat—I am made a Cornet—My
Brother joing the Jesulis—Wish to make me a “ Mongignore”
—My impreseions of Rome—Fleure du tendrs—Canon Spaziani
—Donns Teresa Bracucci—Monsignor Brancadoro—Boceaccio
and John Huss.

Accorpisg to my father’s system of edneation, we
were never to lose time, but always to find the best
means of employing it under the circumstances in
which we happened to be placed. On this occasion
the best plan obviously was to avail ourselves of the
opportunity of seeing Rome. With this object we
began our round of the city, accompanied first by
Signor Viseonti, an antiquary, a son or nephew of
Ennio Quirino;® and afterwards with a painter—
Signor Malvotti.

Every one then “accepted Roman history as the
ancients had transmitted it to us, withont farther

* Ennio Quirino Visconti waa the celebrated archmologist
who publishsd the well-known work on Greek and Roman iogno.

graphy.
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inquiry ; the valuable modern works of Niebubr
and his countrymen, of Micali, Thierry, Ampére,
and many others, on the origin of the Ttalians, had
not yet, I will not say discovered the truth, but at
least proved with how much reserve the bulk of
ancient history is to be received. From the instrue~
tion of Bignor Viseonti we gained nothing heyond a
confirmation of facts we already knew; and we went
through a most minute investigafion of the antiqui-
ties (a task rendered unnecessarily long and tedions
by cicerones, door-keepers, &c., for the purpose of
extracting the inevitable three packi from the pockets
of the visifors as often as possible) ; without omitting
a single stone, and accepting Romulus, Clelia, Sce-
vola, Horatius at the Pons Sublicius, &e., in short
all the dramatis personee of that great drams, with
the blind faith of & Mussulman.

~ Under the government of the priests, archzology
wag one of the fow permitted studies. It would re-
quire a very powerful imagination to discover in it
any revolutionary tendencies. I must, however, con-
fess that the venersble relics which produced so great
an effect on the genius of Gibbon and Goethe made
but a faint impression on my youthful mind, In
those days I preferred movelties to antiquities; and
Bignor Malvotti was exactly of my opinion in this
respect. With him we resumed our survey of Rome
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and ity environs; but this time from an artistic point
of view. We visited 2]l the museums of sculpture,
picture- galleries, churches, palaces, and buildings
containing things worthy of note. This second tour
interested me much more than the first. I must
acknowledge that the character of my new mentor
had no small share in this preference.

Signor Visconti was an old white-haired man,
dressed in black, with knee-breeches, and a three-
cornered hat as large as a house; and nothing in-
duced him to converse on any subject but his own.
Malvotti, on the contrary, was & man of thirty, of
easy manners and high spirits, in short, a regular
mad-cap, 88 artists usually were befors the invention
of les hommes sérieux; he talked about everything
on earth, visible and invisible ; and when my clerieal
brother was out of hearing, he would also expatiate
on everything enjoyable by frail mankind, Scamps
always recognize each other at a glanee, and Signor
Malvotti and I had established an understanding be-
fore we had exchanged many words.

‘When this second survey of Rome was finished,
“Prospero began cultivating the society of the Jesnits,
whose religious habit he was so soon to wear ; while
I, under the guidance of the free and easy Malvotti,

- having finished my inspection of pictures and statues,
turned my attention to their living originals. And
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now begins one of the worse phases of my life; the
remembrance of which I would gladly banish, as it
must ever be & souree of regret and shame. But, on
the contrary, I remember it as if it were yesterday;
only that in recalling myself as I then was, I seem to
be thinking of quite another being, of some disre-
putable companion whom 1 had picked up, and after-
wards dropped as bad company. And this is really
trae, thank Heaven ; the Massimo of those days has
been thoroughly thrown aside; I shook him off four
or five years later, like a soiled garment. I would
fain blot out those years; but it cannot be: I must
be houmest not only with the reader, but with my-
self ; otherwise I should be treating my story like a
half-decayed pear, the spoilt part of which I should
cut out, and present only the sound portion; and
by so doing I might end by deceiving even my-
self,

If I too early exceeded the limits of wholesome re-
straint, I owe it to Signor Malvotti alone. How was
it, I shall be asked, that my father had not chosen
me g safer guide? A monsignore had recommended
the man; and it was assumed that a monsignore
could not possibly err, either from negligence, ig-
norance, or design. The profound sincerity of my
father’s religions sentiments, as well as his unshaken
faith, inspired him with a sort of exalted affection
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for the Pope in the first place, and then for the whole
hierarchy of the church; and the rogues of the clerical
party, both laymen and ecclesiastics, took advantage
of hiy straightforward and noble nature on several
occasions, which I shall have an opportunity of men-
tioning by and by. From this we may deduce =
precept of great practical uiility.

In factious times, past and present, we fall into
the habit of calling the men of our own party good,
and our adversaries bad; as if it were possible that
a country should be divided into two distinet bodies ;
five millions of honest men, for instance, on one side,
and five millions of rascals on the other. Men who
profess these ideas ave, as is natural, often bam-
boozled, or worse, by a scoundrel, whom they believe
honest for no ofher reason than that he belongs to
their own party. To avoid this, let us forbear from
selecting friends and confidants only on account of
their political opinions; and let us remember that,
if two different opinions professed by two opposite
parties cannot be equally true, logical, and good, two
men belonging to the said opposite parties are just
as likely to be two arraunt knaves ss two honest
mon. ,

During my stay in Rome in 1814, the taste for
painting, which has never sinco left me, began to
develop itself. If the antiquities and the remains
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of Roman greatnesa did not make much impression
upon me,* I was at least struck by the greater and
more dursble grandeur of the

% Vagta insslubre region, che stato
81 v& nomando,”

% The vast unwholesome region, which s state
Men onll”

All very true; but it is nevertheless a region which,
Iike some of those fair women born under its skies,
will ever remain the passion, the poetry, and the des-
pair of the artist. It is impossible to say why, but

* Forelgnera may find it hard to understand, but I believe
many Itsliane ghare this sentiment of the illustrious Massimo
d'Azeglio. At all events, such was the impression mede mpon
me by the Eternal City. On my own first visit to Rome, in
the year 1858, I was intensely anxious to behold the celebrated
ruins of which I bad heard sp mach, I arrived laie at night,
end next morning at daybreak I hurried to the Forum. The
golitude mnd stillness eombined {o render the gpectacle of mu-
tilated columns, fallen arches, and crombling templer aven more
striking ; yet I felt conscious of a ead deception. Though I fully
appreciated the artistio beauty of the relics before me, I was
stfll more impressed by the imege they afforded of the forfeited
independence, broken foriunes, and utter downfall of Ttaly, As
I turned back, lost in a thousand reflections, I met n few fo-
reigners escorted by their cicerones, and was reminded that Haly
A4 been called the land of the dead and of idle hotel-kespers,
Presently I wae rousad by the sound of bugles and drums, and
saw & French regiment march past the arch of Septimus Severus
to the Coliseum for their morning drill, thus trampling under
fool the very remnanta of our ancient greainess. Tpon my soul,
I believe I forgot the Austriane at that moment |
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once seen and known, their presence is enchanting,
and their absence death—to the heart. _

The dull pedantry of drawing-lessons——that in-
variable appendage to every education— with the
nsual course of noses, ears, mouths, &e. had utterly
wearied me. It is true, I used to sketeh horses,
warriors, and a thousand things, on the margins of
my school and copy books; but Heaven forbid such
serawling should be taken as s prognostic of future
artistic eminence. Parents should remember this,
unless they wish to expose themselves to many un-
pleasant disappointments. At Rome, however, 1
really felt within myself that internal fire, which
is the forerunner and promoter of the persevering
struggles of the soul with itself and the difficulties of
seience or art. My father, to whom I confided my
feelings, helped me in every way with his usual in-
telligent affection. My first master was a native of
Calabria, called Don Ciceio de Capo; but this Don
Ciceio, with his infantine name,* was eighty years
of age, and belonged to the old school which faded
into oblivion as the names of Voogd, Verstappen,
Bassi, and Therlink, became known during the last
years of the Empire. The old artists were painters
of a conventionalist school; the new ones scrupu-
lously imitated nature.

* Ciegio is the Neapolitan diminutive for Franeesco,
YOL. L. [+
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Those who know Rome will recollect ssveral
large landscapes which adorned the walls of the
Caffé del Veneziano in Plazza Sciarra; very effoc-
tive compositions, with great breadth of atyle. They
were the work of my good old master, who de-
Berves & .kindly remembrance on account of his
rare modesty, He used to tell me, in his Neapolitan
jabber: “ Now, the new painters are very good ; but
I, poor old man,—chits &' acegsi no saccio fare!—
more than this I cannot do!” Under his tuition
I began to daub canvas with oil, and to acguire
the habit of using a pallet and eolours; splashing
myself all over with paint, even to the nape of my
neck.

Besides painting, I also resumed the stady of
music with great delight, I had previously begun it
in Turin, as part of the afore-mentioned programme
of a systematic education, with Maestro Tagliabo.
He had, however, never been sble to make me go
through the seven notes without several blunders. At
Rome, on the contrary, I was fired with enthusiasm
for this agreeable branch of art, and took great pains
"o learn it. The passion for music has grown upon
Tue ever since.

My father was a very good musician. He reed
with great facility; and as, in those days, there

" were no arraﬁgements written for the pianoforte, he
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was obliged to accompany from the score itself, which
is exceedingly diﬁiculi';, and requires & thorough ac-
quaintance with all the clefs. '

His was a bass voice, full and expressive; not
flazible, but perfectly suited to the old style of musie,
of which he was very fond. The Jesuit, however,
was the best musician of the family. He under-
stood counterpoint, and was the composer of several
pieces of sacred musie, and might be considered an
excellent pianist,—in those days, I mean; for since
then immense progress has bheen made in this as
well a8 in many other things, He even invented
& new instrument, called by him the Violicembalo,
in which the usual harpsichord key-board puts an
ingenious mechanism in motion, producing, from
the vibration of the chords, a sound similar to that
obtained by the action of a bow on a violin. This
instrument, with its sustained notes, had great power
of expression, but was more adapted for grave than
for lively melodies. The Emperor of Russia bought
one of these instrumenta,

As for me, I was never thoroughly acquainted
with music; bat nature had endowed me with a
rather pleasing and very flexible voice, and, if I mis-
take not, with n certain amount of taste for singing.
There was & time in which I thought of nothing
but semi-quavers; but finding at last that it occa-
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sioned too great a waste of time, I renounced it en-
tirely, together with the gay companions who had
helped me to warble my days away. This was one
of the few good deeds of my life,

And yst, of all the works of man, music is to
me the most marvellons and only inexpliczble one.
Poetry, painting, sculpture, all the imitative arts,
are comprehensible ; their very name suggests their
origin. Finding a model, mankind spent centuries
in trying to imitate it, and in the end succeeded.
Science is comprehensible. Granted the power of
reasoning, and I find no difficulty in understanding
how each age has profited by the work of its pre-
decessor, and how humanity, raising itself on the
shoulders of former generations, has attained its
present height, But whence in all the universe came
music? This is a mystery similar to that of the
origin of languages. Yet music exists, and is innate
within us; though not in all, it is frne. I remem-
ber once, at a concert, Cobden whispered to me: “T
never could understand the meaning of the noise
they call musie.” The esperiments made on the
"monochord and on the prism, the relations which
exist between the distances of the notes and of the
colours, prove thet harmony and dissonance are ot
the results of human ecaprice, mor of an acoustic
conventionalism, But what explanation does this
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afford? It may be said, T am losing myself in the
clouds; still I must speak. Why is it that certain
melodies will bring tears to the eyes, like the sound
of & beloved voice, or the awaking of a sweet half-
vanished memory? And why, at other times, is
the whole being roused, the soul enncbled and ele-
vated, the will more resolute, the heart more true?
+ « + « How explain the influence of melody and
harmony on the moral qualities ? What did those
notes impart? Why should they fill the mind with
a eraving for all that is beautiful, sublime, and good ?
May it not be that music is & lost language, the
meaning of which is forgotten, and only the har-
mony retained? May it not be a reminiscence ot
a language perhaps heard before or to be heard
hereafter? . . .. I descend from the clouds, and
return to terra firma.

Alas for human genius ! Bound to a fixed point,
it dwells within a narrow circle, beyond the limits
of which it can never range. Such is its doom.

This idea recurred to me only a few days since
on seeing a little goat tied to a tree. The poor
creature had but s few yards of tether, and a few
square feet whereon to browse; it, too, complained,
in the timid tremulous bleating which constitutes
its language; it, too, looked beyond the limits as-
gigmed to its narrow circle, struggling to enlarge its-
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boundaries; and it, too, . . . . strained and toiled in
vain |

Away, then, with vain regrets, and let us return
to our suhject !

My oceupations in Rome were not entirely con-
fined to the domains of poetry and ii:na.gination.
It must not be forgotien that I was also a diplo-
matist; and in that capacity I had social as well
ay offictal daties to perform.

The Holy Alliance had accepted the confession
and repentance of Murat, and had granted him ab-
solution ; but as the new convert inspired little con~
fidence, he was closely watched, in the expectation,
and perhaps the hope, of un opportunity of crown-
ing the work by the infliction of penance.

The penance intended was to deprive him of
his erown and sceptre, and to turn him out of
the pale. Like all the other diplomatists resident
in Rome, we kept our Court well informed of all
that could be known or surmised regarding the in-
tentions of the Neapolitan (Yovernment; and I had
Ehe lively ocenpation of copying page after page of
incomprehensible eipher for the newborn archives of
our legation. Such was my life at that time; and,
in spite of the cipher, I soon found it pleasant
enough. Dinner-parties, balls, routs, and fashion=
able society did not then inspire me with the holy
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borror which now keeps me away from them. Hav-
ing never before experionced or enjoyed anmything
of the kind, I was satisfiel. But in the midst of
my pleasure, our successor—Marquis San Saturnino
—made his appearance, and we had to prepare for
our departure. One consolation, however, remained.
I had just then been appointed to the high rank
of cornet in the crack dragoon regiment ¢ Roysl
Piedmont,” I had never seen its uniform, but I
cherished a vague hope of being destined by For-
tune to wear a helmet; and the prospect of realis-
ing this splendid dream of my infaney prevented
me from regretting my Roman acquaintances over-
mueh.

The Bociety of Jesus had meanwhile been re-
stored, and my brother was on the eve of taking
the vows. He availed himself of the last days left
him before that ceremony to sit for his portrait to
the painter Landi. This is one of that artist’s best
works, who, poor man, cannot boast of many; and
it now belongs to my nephew Emannel.

The day of the ceremony at length arrived, and
1 accompanied my brother fo the Convent of Monte
Cavallo, where 1t was to take place.

The Jesuits at ihat time were all greatly rejoicing
at the revival of their order, and, as may be in-

* The present Marquia d'Azeglio, Italian Minister in London.
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ferred, they were mostly old men, with only a few
young novices among them.

We entered an oratory fragrant with the flowers
adorning the altar, full of silver ornaments, holy
images, and burning wax-lights, with half-closed
windows and carefully-drawn blinds ; for it iz a cer-
tain, although unexplained, fact that men are more
devout in the dark than in the light, at night than
in the daytime, and with their eyes closed rather
than open. We were received by the General of
the order, Father Panizzoni, a little old man, bent
double with age, his eyes encircled with red, half
blind, and I believe almost in his dotage. He was
shedding tears of joy, and we =all maintained the
pious and serions aspect suited to the oceasion, until
the time arrived for the novice to step forward,
when, lo! Father Panizzoni advanced with open
arms towards the place where I stood, mistaking me
for my brother; a blunder which, for a moment,
imperilled the solemnity of the assembly.

Had I yielded to the embrace of Father Paniz-
zoni, it would have been a wonderful bargain both

*for him and me., But this was not the only invi-
tation I then received to enter upon a sacerdotal
career. Monsignor Morozzo, my great uncle and
godfather, then secretary to thebbishops snd regular
monks, one day proposed that I should enter the
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Ecclesiastical Academy, and follow the careef of the
prelacy, under his patronage. The idea secemed so
absurd that I eould not help langhing heartily, and
the subject was never revived.

Hed T accepted these overtures, I might, in the
lapse of time, have long since been a cardinal, and
perhaps even Pope. And if so, I should have drawn
the world after me, as the shepherd entices a lamb
with a lump of sult. It was very wrong in me to
refuse. Doubtless the habit of expressing my opinion
to every one, and on all oceasions, would have led
me into many difficulties. I must either have greatly
changed, or a very few years would have seen an
end of me.

We left Rome at last, in the middle of winter,
in an open carriage, and travelling chiefly by night,
as was my father’s habit. While the horses are
trotting on, I will sum np the impressions of Rome
and the Roman world which I was carrying away.
The clearest idea present to my mind was, that the
priests of Rome and their religion had very little
in common with my father and Don Andreis, or
with the religion professed by them and By the
priests and the devout laity of Turin. I had not
been able to detect the slightest trace of that which
in the language of asceticism is called unction. I
know not why, but that grave and downeast aspect,
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enlivened only by a few occasional flashes of pon-
derous clerical wit, the atmosphere depressing a8
the plumbeus auster of Horace, in which I bad been
brought up under the rule of my priest,—all seemed
unknown at Rome. There I never met with a mon-
signore or & priest who did not step out with a pert
and jaunty air, his head erect, showing off a well-
mede leg, and daintily attired in the garb of a clerical
dandy. Their conversation turned upon every pos-
gible subject, and sometimes upon guibusdam aliis,
to such a degree that it was evident my father was
perpetuaily on thorns. 1 remember a certain prelate,
whom I will not name, and whose conduct was, I
believe, sufficiently free and easy, who at a dinner-
party at a villa near Porta Pia, related laughingly
some matrimonial anecdotes which I, at that time,
searcely understood. And I remember also my poor
father’s manifest distress, and his strenunous endea-
vours to change the conversation and direct it into
a different channel.

The prelates and priests whom I used to meet
ip less orthodox companies than those frequented
by my father seemed to me still more free and
cagy. Either in the present or in the past, in
theory or in practice, with more or less or even
no concealment, they all alike were sailing or had
pailed on the sweet feuve du tendre. For instance,
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1 met one old canon, bound to a venerable dame by
a tie of many years’ standing. I also met a young
prelate with s pink-and-white eomplexion and eyes
expressive of anything but holiness. He was & des-
perate votary of the fair sex, and swaggered about
paying his homage right and left. Will it be be-
lieved, this gay apostle actually told me, without
circumlocution, that in the monastery of Tor di
Specchi there dwelt a young lady who was in love
with me? I, who, of course, desired no better, took
the hint instantly, and had her pointed out to me.
Then began an interchange of silly messages, of
languishing looks, and a hundred absurdities of the
same kind; all cat short by the pair of post-horses
which carried us out of the Porta del Popolo.

Wrapped in my cloak, and nestled in a corner
of the carriage, I meditated on all these discoveries
(for such at that time they were to me), with many
others besides, as we rolled along the road towards
Tuscany.

The opinions of my father respecting the clergy
and the Court of Rome were certainly narrow and
prejudiced ; but with his good sense it was impos-
gible for him not to perceive what was manifest
even to & blind man, Daring our journey he kept
insin;mﬁng, without appearing, however, to attach
much importanes to it, that it was always advisable
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to speak with proper respect of a country where
we had been well received, even if we had noticed
& great many abuses and disorders. To a certain
ext-ent,‘ this counsel was well worthy of attention.
He was doubtless much grieved at the want of de-
cency apparent in one section of that society, or, to
use a modern expression, at its absence of respect-
ability ; but he consoled himself by thinking, like
Abraham the Jew in the Decameron, that no better
proof can be given of the truth of the religion pro-
fessed by Rome, than the fact of its enduring in
such hands.*

This reason, however, iz not quite conclusive;

* Alluglon is here made to Boceaceio's novel (ii.) of the First
Day of the Decameron, of which tbe following is the argument :

# Abraham the Jew, st the earnest request of one of his friends
{Jeannot de Chivigny), goea from Paris to Rome ; and being
shocked at the gcandalous lives of the clergy, returna to Paxis
and becomen a Christian.” .

The ides of the Jow, na expressed by Bocoaccio at the end of
this novel, was, that if the Christian religion shone triumphantly
everywhere, In spite of clerical atrocities, it must be true and
worthy to be embraced,

The following words, put by Boccaceio into the month of
Abrabam the Jew, are very wmuggestive, I take them from the
sirpady-mentioned London edition of 1722 :

‘#That court seems rather to me to ape the dsvil then imitate
God, insomuch that ] coneeive your Pope and all his dependents,
who ought to be the protectors and the supporters of the Chris-
tian religion, take u great deal of pains to ruin and desiroy it,
But in regard I ses they do not sueceed, but on the contrary that
your religion flourishes, and every day becomes more and more
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for if Boceaceio had had patience to wait another
forty years, he would have learnt, first from John
Huss, and then from Luther and his followers, that
altilough in certain hands things may last awhile,
it js only till they are worn out. . What Boceaccio
and the Jew would say if they were now to return
1o life, T do not venture to surmise.

tesp endent, I am entirely convineed that it is the most sacred of
ali religions, and that the Holy Bpirit is it true protector.”

Any reader desirous of further informetion respeeting the
scandals witnessed at the Court of Rome by this judiciouns and
observant Jew had better tead the whols of the novel from which
the mbove passage is extracted, He will, T am gure, derive both
plessure and edification from il# perusal.



CHAPTER XI.

The helmet is secured—Resction—Curious Tecomporition of the
army—My father & bad courtier—Courtiers, and true danger
for princes—End of Don Andreis—I definttively join the regi-
ment—Injustice of my promotion—Well-fonnded humility—
I learn my drill coneeientiously—Follies of our masters—My
love of justice—My dislike of aristooracy, and absnrd ideas
on democracy—I beoome ocorrupted, and live with rowdies—
Quarrel with & brother-oficer—My father is informed of it—
His vieit—Advice to young men.

AT two or three o'clock in the morning I at last

found myself at home again, groping my way in

the dark to my bed, which was in the same room as
that of my brother Enrico, who woke at the noise.

¢ Halloo, who's there?"—* It is I, Massimo, come
back from Rome ;” and in a twinkling I was in bed.

My first question was: “ Has Royal Piedmont
got a helmet?’— Yes,” I.drew a long breath;
after a fow more questions we both fell fast asleep.

Bearcely a woek had elapsed when one beautiful
sunny Sunday I at last felt that blessed helmet on
my head, and was enabled to contemplate myself in

a mirror in all the glory of full uniform, in which,

according to my fair flatterers, I was a rather good-
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looking boy. At last I had the ineffable joy of re-
ceiving the military salate from all the sentries, and
of parading in the streets till dusk, in order not to
defrand any of the inhabitants of Turin of the hap-
piness of admiring me on that memorable day.

The regiment was then in course of formation,
and I believe at that moment there was hardly a
troop mounted. The soldiers who retuwrned from
the French army were being enlisted, while old
officers who had been out of the service for many
years were recalled to command them. The plan
which was then resorted to for filling up the vacancies
both in the army and the civil service is very well
known. The court calendar, at the date of the
King’s departure, was consulted ; all those who had
then held any office were re-instated, with the sole
exception of such as had died in the interval—a

, statement by the bye which might have been left to
the sagacity of the reader. But not to mention the
gaps produced by death, the old officers were too fow,
and it was necesgary to appoint some younger ones.

1 was of the number, and was made an officer at
ones, And for what reason? only becaunse, if the
reader still remembers it, in the year 1240, or 60, or
80 (it is curious that I mywelf have forgotten the
date), a certain knight Brenier Capel came to Sa-
vigliano, married there, and was fortunste enough
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to be the efficient cause of that long line of Tapa-
rellis of which T have the honour to be the last but
one.

As to those who returned from the French ser-
vice, they were readmitted, with the loss of one step ;
the corporal again became a private, the sergeant
a corporal, and so on up to captains and colénels,
whatever they might be. It was simply the world
turned upside-down; for we young noblemen received,
without any desert of our own, that which was taken
away from veterans who had earned it by their valour
and their blood. We shall soon see the effects of
this injustice upon my mind,

I must not omit to say that my father had an
offer of returning to active service, for which he
had always felt an inclination, But he refused, on
the plea that, after eighteen years of inactivity, he
ghould consider himself rather a burden than an
aequisition to the country, if' he reéntered the army.
He therofore remained a general on the retired list.
He was made a commander of the order of St. Mau-
rice and Lazarus, which at that time had its value
Jhe gallant chiefs of the Theban legion had not
yeot become omnibus conductors) ;* and a year after-
wards he was appointed governor of Casale.

* The military order of St. Maurice m founded in 1484 by
Amsdens VIIL, Duke of Ssvoy, In honour of 8t Maurice, chief
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But in spite of his past conduct, and the merits
and virtues with which the reader is acquainted, if he
has not skipped too many of these pages, my father
was never very popular at court or in the higher
spheres of government,

The king was an honest man, and those by whom
he was surrounded were by no means dishonest;
the members of the aristocracy who had remained
in Piedmont, and had more or less bowed to the
power of Napoleon, received their share of honours
and dignities withont much difficulty; and these
latter, generally speaking, were men of honour and
distinction; they all esteemed my father, they appre-
ciated his intellect and his erudition, nobody was his
enemy; but if each of these individuals dived into

of the Roman legion enlled “Theban,” becanse it was raised in
Thebais, and entirely composed of Christians, who all embraced
denth raiher than idolatry, in the yesr 303, under the Emperor
Diocletian, The massacre iook place in Switzerland, between
Agauneun and Octodurus, the modern Bt Maurice and Martigny.
In 1572 this drder waa united to that of Bt. Lazerus by the Dake
Emmenuel Philibert. The Izatter was a religious and military
urder established by the Crusaders at Jerusalem in 1119, and con-
firmed by the Pope in 1258, The smalgamation of these two
urders formed that of Sainie Maurice and Lazarus, which has
cver gince been in the gift of the royal houee of Bavoy. When
the author here speaks of the leader of the Theban legion as not
having in his young days fallen s0 Jow Bs to be compared to
omnibus conductors, be alludes to the way in which this decora-
tion has of late been lavished both at home and abroad.

VOL. L P
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his own conscience, he felt there was an incompa-
tibility between him and them,

The simple fact is, that at times too much honesty
iz inconvenient. Courts have the same effect on the
mind and character that marshes have on the body;
there is bad air in both. I do not anhounce this as
a new discovery; the iniquities of courts have passed
into a proverb. The novelty would be to find out a
remedy; but as this depends entirely on princes,
who are the first to suffer from the noxious atmeo-
sphere in which they live, we are shut up in a vicious
circle. And yet what has always been the primary
cauge of the downfall of thrones? Not a rebel-
lious mob, but the court itself. It would therefore
be for the interest of princes, as well as of their sub-
jects, that the atmosphere should be purified; and
I could suggest a mode, but refrain from deing so.
Do not believe, however, that this reserve conceals
any republican leanings, It would indeed be a bad
exchange! We should have the kings, the chamber-
lains, les marquis de la républigue! Thank you.

. My father— who, like all high-minded men,
-never thrugt himgelf forward—whilst so many others
wero pushing their way to the front rank, was always
left behind; and this will ever be the fate of men of
his stamp. _
My regiment was to be quartered at Veneria,
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an ancient royal castle three miles from Turin,
which, after being partly destroyed during the wars
of Catinat, was granted by the king to the army to
be used as cavalry barracks. 1 was ope of the first
officers equipped and provided with everything ; and
the day for our departure from Turin was fixed. -

This was the last, the definitive separation from
home as well as from every educational bondage.
At fifieen and a half it came rather early, especislly
with a character like mine! Tlikewise took a final
leave of Don Andreis. To end his history, relieved
from the cares of my education, and thinking per-
haps that his pupil had not turned out the pious
young gentleman he had meant to form, he became
a Capuchin. .He died, poor fellow, in the year *30
or '31, if I am not mistaken, still praying fervently
for my conversion. In my turn I heartily pray God
to give peace to that worthy soul, who was in truth
ever animated by an earnest desire of doing good,

On five or six occasions in my life I have felt
a joy, a satisfection, so complete, so overwhelming,
that no words can be found sufficient to express if,
just as at those times my heart seemed too small
to contain its overflowing measure.

One of these few instances, which I shall care-
fully note down as we proceed, was that on which
I arrived at our barracks rejoicing in my bran-
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new uniform, the famous helmet on my head, and
mounted on a ]irancing charger, to the full as frisky
a3 his master, but who being also good-tempered
and free from vice, wes under perfect control, In
those days, what with youth, gymmnastics, fencing,
swimming, and riding, &ec., I was extremely active,
and on horseback a perfect dare-devil.

Being, as I stated before, one of the first officers
thoroughly equipped, I was very warmly received by
my superiors and comrades. The trumpets sounded,
and I rode out of Porta Palazzo to my new destiny
as happy as a Pope,—possibly even happier.

Ours was a curious way of forming a regiment.
The superiors, men of another period, had forgotten
everything. We youngsters had everything yet to
learn. Don Andreis had never given me any lessons
in drill; and our subordinates, the non-commissioned
officers and privates, who had almost all been trained
in the first school in the world and were thorough
soldiers, laughed in their moustaches while we were
present, and openly behind our backs.

I shall never forget the first time I found myself
with the regiment in battle array, and the impres-
. sion made upon me when I beheld those martial,
bronzed, and bearded countenances, made still more
sovere by the shadows cast from the visors of their
helmets; men proof against everything, inured to
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the smows of Moscow and to the scorching sun of
Andalusia, and who had survived so many dangers
to become the subordinates of beardless youths like
me, I felt so small, so humble, such an utter zero,
and, what is warse, so open to ridicule. This last
idea stung me to the quick. The thought occurred
to me—Why is all this, but because I am a noble
by the grace of God? At every glance from those
stern faces I seemed to feel the sensation of a cuff,
such as iIs given to an importunate child to get rid
of it. And what etill more enraged me was to see
that, while I was so deeply galled at these humili-
ating thoughts that they absolutely embittered my
life, my superiors, who ought o have been ashamed
to show themselves, looked as proud as if each ome
of them had severally been the conqueror of Napo-
leon. Among the captains and subalterns there were,
however, several who had served in the French regi-
ments, For instance, our adjutant, Marquiz Doria
Cavaglid, had been in the Cuirassiers. He arrived
straight from Moscow, had swum the Beresina in-
stead of crossing by a bridge, and would have faced
anything, The Chevalier Gazelli, now a genersl,
the Chevalier d’Albrione, one Lombardi, a Chevalier
Lovers, and some others, were just fresh from that
great epoch. Of course they talked of nothing else,
and I listened open-mouthed, drinking in every word
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and filling my imagination with those terrible scones
of sacrifice and bloodshed, eager to hear of daring
feats, anecdotes, names, mixed up with wonderful
stories of orgies, rows, military bravadoes, tavern
and barrack-songs, and I know not what besides;
from all of which I formed an idea of a world
8o different, so much greater, more dazzling, and
worthier of men and soldiers than ours. My sense
of humiliation increased every day, especially when
I measured myself, many of my brother officers, and
more particularly those who commanded us. Having
my head full of the reviews, the grand parades, and
the splendid mancenvres of Napoleon, it was very
irritating to see our major on Sundays, when the
regiment was paraded to go to church, get into
almost inextrieable confusion whilst attempting to
break into column and march off the ground. ¢ Pre-
mier rang ne bouge! Fn avant! Ouvrez vos rangs!”
was an order I once heard him give with my own
ears. The colonel too, who, having a bad memory,
was wont to write down the movements and com-
:Fands for a field-day on a bit of paper, and which,
forgetting all about it, he would leave on his desk,—
used to pearch his pockets for it and turn anxiously
to those who eurrounded him, erying in piteous tones,
“ Gentlemen, the paper,—who has got the paper?”
But I and the greater number of my comrades
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would on no account submit to the disgrace of not
knowing our drill. 'We worked hard under the ad-
jutant, who was our instructor, and a month had
not elapsed before we already knew more than the
colonel, the major, and some of the captains; and
in a very short time I waa judged fit not only to
lead but to instruct the third squadron, to which I
belonged, in both the foot and meunted dril. The
drill and the words of command were the same as
those of the French army. But our shallow-brained
courtiers of eourse had not eome back from the island
of Sardinia to submit to the eaprices of the usurper.
They, wished to do something preater and better, and
devised & new drill with Ttalian words of command ;
and, so far as it went, this was all very well; but
their other innovations and inventions were really
worth seeing. I will give a single example.

The position of the first rank in the charge was
the same as that still in use, which every one knows;
but what is not so generally kmown is the command
prescribed to us when eh;z.rging & square. We were
to make sure of victory as follows (I quote textu-
ally): “ Every horseman falling upon the infantry
shall make a cut with his sabre from below upwards,
in order to try and break the bayonet off the musket
of the enemy” !

Nothing makes one hate people more than their
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compelling us to cut a ridiculous figure. Thanks to
this accumulation of acts of injustice and blanders ;
thanks to the vexations of every kind to which we
were subjected,—the resulis efther of an exagge-
rated monarchical principle or of bigotry,—the en-
thusiasm of the day upon which I had seen the
entrance of the king on Piazza Castello was very
considerably diminished, and my sympathy for the
system had completely disappeared. Nor was this
all. The final result wsa, that I conceived a hatred
80 Intense for the nobility, which occupied the highest
offices in the kingdom, that I defy the whole middle
class of Turm in the old days put together to have
felt half as much. And not only did I hate the
aristocracy, but I was in despair at being a noble
myself. I blushed for it, and concealed the fact
whenever I eould. One day at Fossano I passed
myself off as the son of Signor Aragno (Mr, Spider,
the family agent at our neighbouring castle of Lag-
nasco, and I was in raptures.

Here I must make a declaration. God in his
geodness planted in my heart a love of justice and
a hatred of injustice and deceit. He bestowed on
me a love of justice, just as He gave me a sanguine
temperament, fair hair (guondam), and light eyes,
This is no merit of mine, and I could not be other-
wise, even if I desired it. Therefore I eay frankly
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that I always hate injustice, mo matter who is to
profit or be injured by it. I hate it if it profits
my enemies; I hate it if it profits my friends; I
hate it if it profits me; I should hate it even ifit
were profitable to the persons most dear to me in
the world, or if it forwarded the fulfilmeni of my
most ardent yearning to see Italy really reconsti-
tuted.

Having said this, the reader may understand
my deep despair at being a noble. Knowing that
no human power could alter the fact, and that hence
iy misfortune was irreparable, I envied those who
had escaped this disaster, and considered their hap-
piness as immense. It may be supposed I am joking
or exaggerating; but I could pledge my word of
honour that I am not adding one syllable, and that
I do not exaggerate in the least.

At that time I believed the nobility was justly
detested for an insolence, of which it alone was cap-
able. I then thought that its detractors would not
on any account have condescended to be kmighted
or created counts. Blockhead that I was! Had I
known then, as I have discovered since, that demo-
cracy is an egg which when hatiched produces the
chicken called an aristocrat, I should not have waxed
80 hot about the matter.

These extreme views of mine sprang from & good
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sentiment—an aversion to injnstice and undeserved
privileges ; only my want of experience made me
believe that the vice of arrogance was peculiar to
the aristocracy. Life has since tanght me that it
is inherent in mankind; and that man, when he
has a weapon in his hand, and nobody to oppose
or keep him in check, uses it to oppress his equals
and make them his inferiors. It results from this
that in a well-regulated community nobody should be
irresponsible, neither individuals nor elasses ; hence
no privileges, and perfect equality before the law.

But the king, you will suggest, is and ought to
be irresponsible. Trone. Bui it would be more cor-
rect to say that his person is inviolable. Buppose
a conflict between the Crown and the other two
powers ; in the end, if the latter did not yield, in
which very Iikely they would be right, what is the
sovereign to do? Certainly he can send a battalion
to ghut up the Parliament-house and put the keys
in his pocket. But what then? Is not this re-~
sponsibility ?

If my contempt for the government of that
p:ariod and my abhorrence of aristocracy were the
offspring of 2 good sentiment, they nevertheless pro-
duced a bad result. Owing to the spirit of contra-
diction, and the tendency to extremes, which is &
defect of youth, I gradnally mixed myself up with
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the worst company, snd became intimate with an
utterly depraved set. It was not enough that a
man should not be a noble, I required him to be
a rowdy.

I have already said that this is a period of my
life I would, if possible, obliterate, and for which
I have cause to blush. And to think that in after-
years, and every day more and more, I have felt
an invineible repugnance to all that is ugly or foul,
either physically or morally! Nowadays I am often
even compelled to accuse myself of intolerance ; for,
after all, men are not angels; we all need forgive-
ness, and I more than others. But in those days—
I cannot explain how it was—I lived with the seum
of society, and was as happy as a fish in the water.

This may teach mothers and fathers not to de-
spair of sens who may chance to follow in my track ;
and it may prove to those who have fallen so low,
that bad habits can be got rid of; it only requires
will, .

I did not, however, fail in my military duties;
on_the contrary, I attended very zeslously to them,
so that I was never punished for negligence. But
I was often put under arrest for fapages no&tumea,
escapades, freaks, guarrels, and wild conduct of
every Bort.

On one occasion I had a dispute with a brother



220 MY RECOLLECTIONS.

officer, and we went out to fight a duel. But I was
not yet sixteen, he very litile older; and as soon
-as we crossed swords, our seconds, both veterans,
interposed. Perhaps they only wanted to see how
the young recruits would behave. I, who am not
often irritable, and then especially scarcely ever lost
my temper, flew into a passion, and as soon as we
reached the barracks and each went his own way,
ran after my adversary, and said to him: * Let us
go out alone, that nobody may disturb us.”

Fortunately, General Count Richelmi came that
day to inspect the regiment at the hour fixed for our
second meeting. Being at liberty, I went to the
Place of meeting, and waited long, but no one ap-
peared. My adversary was engaged on duty, and
having immediately after been put under arrest,
was prevented from coming. Isay again forfunately;
because two angry children, each of whom wanted
to act the man, might have got inte serious mischief.

Beeing I remained measter of the field, I went
back to the barracks at sunset. The adjutant told
me I had behaved well, but that T was for the present
ander arrest; 8 premise, a8 every one may see, fol-
lowed by its logical consequence.

My father Jearnt what had happened, and I was
informed that he would pay me a visit. Here was
a dilemma! I did not suppose my father had been.
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apprised of the affair, and thought to myself, If ke
comes here and finds me under arrest, he will ssk
why? And what answer can I give? I must pre-
tend to be ill.

No sooner did I see a earriage stop at my door,
and make sure it was he, than I jumped into bed
without even taking off my elothes.

He came into the room, but there was no severity
in his look., e approached my bed; I said that
something or other ailed me: he made no answer,
but after a little while went away with my sister-in-
law, who had accompanied him, and who langhed
at my sudden indisposition.

If this visit made me feel very uneasy, it was
only becanse it was obvions that my father, with his
religious opinions, though a thoroughly good soldier,
as everyone knows, and one who in his youth had
been involved in similar scrapes, could not hesitate
about a matter which the Church has expressly de-
cided under penalty of exeommunication. Not yet
sixteen, and already twice excommunicated! Well,
he must have thought it a fine beginning !

A few days after, I received a letter from him,
in which he analysed the question of duels with the
warmth of heart and clearness of reasoning which
were peculiar to him, and pointed out the principal
reasons against them. This letter recapitulated, as



229 " MY RECOLLECTIONS.

it were, all he had previously said to us on this sub-
Ject whenever an opportunity arose, 8o anxious was
he to convince ue of its importance,

*  Unfortunately, this custom, which originated, not
among the Greco-Latin, but among the Northern
races, has its roots in the imstinet whick the human
heart has most difficulty in expelling—vanity. In
how many things the world would be better if vanity
could be changed into honest pride! The latter
suffices to itself; vanity requires applause.

The remedy, therefore, must be sought in public
opinion, Take away applause, and duels will disap-
pear. In England, where public opinion has declared
itself against them, duels have become obsolete.

Without entering into the question of its moral
or rations] value, which would take me too far, thers
i3, at all events, one good piece of advice to be given
to young men: Let them always consider a duel
as & very serious thing. They may kill, or maim
a man for life, and by so doing strike many other
persons to the heart. A day may come in which
such a recollection will be as heavy as a millstone,
1 am speaking of a serious duel; one fought for
social reasons is simply ridiculous. Therefore in
both respects it is a bad business, end to be avoided
#5 much a8 possible,
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Derapgement of henlth—Return of Napoleon from Elba—{Coon.
sels of Bidone—Reflactions on the charms of a curryeomb—
By Bidone's advics I quit the active service, and enter the
provincisl militin— Defent and expulsion of magks from the
Carignano Theatre—My triumphal entry into Turin-—-I go to
Milax, and there sell my ancestore—A warning to young men
ageingt running into debt—The chofce of Herculea—Bidone's
maxime—his quotations— GHory and popularity are more
highly paid than they deserve—AtL seventeen I was pining for
glory—" Leatn art, say I; then lay it by”—Complete conver-
alon—_Gorsip of my companions on the subjsect—I am declared
& downright lunatic.

Tue formation of a cavalry regiment is a very la-
borious undertaking. I worked hard at it in my
small aphere, and moreover underwent all the wear
and tear of a wild seape-grace life. After a day’s
drill I often sprang on horseback at sunset and
hurried off by cross roads to Turin, where I spent
the whole night in revelry of every kind, coniriving,
however, to be back again at Veneria by half-past
three in the morning for the révesile. A few months
of such s life, as may easily be conceived, so much
affected my health as to oblige me io pay it serious
attention.

I also began to feel the emptiness of garrison life
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in time of peace ; and of war there seemed to be then
no probability whatever, We had seen the landing
of Napoleon, the general sauve gui peut of the diploma-
tists from the Congress of Vienna, and the renewed
dread of the false warrior make many of the restored
princes shake with fear. Notall, however; for Vietor
Emanuel, old and infirm as he was, showed on that
oceasion from what house he sprang, and lost no time
in putting our little army in motion, ready to mount
Lorse himself at the first signal. The delight we all,
and I in particular, felt on learning the warlike news
may be imagined. Young, active, and accustomed
to hard work, what could I wish for better? Cesare
Balbo, though an austere man, used to say: ¢ There
are two pleasures in the world,—making war and
making love.””. It should, however, be added, both
are the business of youth.

But as the world is always cross-grained, I was
then, while a young man, obliged to stay at home;
and afterwards, when years began to press upon me,
I had fo endure all the hardships of war.

¢ After the crash of Waterloo, and the final impri-
sonment of the great world-disturber at St. Helens,
it did not require much penetration to divine that
for a long time the trade of arms, especially in the
non-seientific eorps, would be as exciting and plea-~
sent as & nunnery.
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My friend Bidone, whom I went to see every now
and then, always let some iromical words escape him,
some jest on the destiny to which I was called by
my epaulette d'cfficier tout juste, as ho used to say.
“ A pretty career, in which two arma take precedence
of one head I” And, to be quite sincere, during the
weary time in which my duty compelled me to pay
profound attention to the grooming- of the horses,
and to seo that the currycomb, the brush, and the
wisps of straw were used in accordance with good
principles ; when for hour after hour I had to keep
an eye on the soldiers to prevent them from using
the currycomb on the manes, and to make sure thut
they sponged the eyes and nostrils of their four-
legged companions properly; when I had to assist
at the refections of these interesting animals, that
the corn might be applied exactly in the manner
specified by the war-office; when, I say, my mind
was concentrated on these highly intellectual occu-
pations, it oocasionally struck me that I might have
to go on thus for the trifling period of thirty years!
This idea was at first as transient as a flash of light-
ning, but it gradually gained strength, and finally
haunted me with daily increasing pertinacity.

But when to all this was added the ill health
to which I have salluded; when I had aitacks of

fever every mnight, and coughed so that my wind-
YOL. L q
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pipe seemed like to burst, without being induced to
refrain from any of my usual mad escapades and
oxcesses, muy parents saw that this must not continue,
and determined to atop it.

They obtained a sick-leave for me, and, whether
I would or not, I was put under medical care at
home.

In the mean time my friend Bidone was always
harping on the same string; and when I recollected
that cursed currycombing, I began to think he was
right. But I would not and could not come to a
decision. At last, as 1 had always persevered in my
artistio tastes, and even while with my regiment oc-
cagionally tried to sketch from nature, I announced
my wish to leave the Royal Piedmont, and enter
the provineial militia.* In this service there were
only four months of active duty, followed by eight

* In the old Piedmontese military syetem the provincial mi-
litia waa a sort of reserve, on the Landwehr principle, destined
to be called out in time of war, and which was exercised for a
aertain period every year. It was by no mesns & bad frstitution ;
for when, in 1848, Charles Albert rushed to the rescue of Lom-

y, very few days sufficed to raise the little Piedmontese army,
notwithstanding fifty years of peace, to an efficient number, able
10 contend with the big baitalions of Ausiria in a campsign far
from inglorious for the old weather-beaten white cross of Savoy ;
and it is & curious fact, that among the many projects recently
submitted to Napoleon IIL for the reorgamisation of the French
army, this old-fashfoned Piedmontess system was warmly recom-
mended by an eminent general.



MILITARY INSOLENCE, 227

of liberty, which left ample time for any studious
occupation.

My father, seeing my state of health, and not
wishing to oppose any appearance on my part of a
desire to turn over a new leaf and work, assented to
this and took the necessary steps, I was transferred
to the provineial militia, and joined the battalions
attached to the brigade of foot-guards. The company
I belonged to was commanded by Captain Santarosa,
the same who was destined to acquire so much cele-
brity in the movements of 1821.

But the serpent changes its gkin and not its spots.
I became a scamp on foot, instead of being a scamp
on horseback. Iwaz to be found, more frequently
than ever, in the worst society, both military and
civil, It must be confessed that at that time the
officers who had been in the French army, accustomed
as they were to sucoess, always bebaved as if they
were actnally in & conquered country.

The arrival of a regiment was a real calamity
everywhere ; the cafés and inns frequented by us
officers wers soon deserted by all other customers ;
the noise, the rows, the insolence with which we
treated the unfortunate pékins, made ns odious and
unwelcome ; the officers of the actual army appear
like nuns if contrasted with what we then were. Only
imagine that one night there was a masked ball at
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the Carignano Theatre, 2t which very few people
were present. The officers took it into their heads to
turn out those few, extinguish the lights and close
the theatre !—a programme that was carried out to
a tittle. Yleave the muse to record the jostling, the
hard blows, the scuffle, the swearing, and the uproar,
produced by this beautifal scheme, which I must say
seemed even to me rather too much, and our supe-
rior officers, being still more strongly of that opinion,
rchuked us next day on parade as we deserved, and
indeed they ought to have gone farther, and inflieted
condign punishment upon us.

Another time the public of Turin was gratified
by a spectacle in which I was the sole actor and in-
ventor. The society in which I delighted, composed
of individuals of both sexes, has been christened
demi-monde by modern iIngenuity; but we, being
more primitive, used to call it by another name.
All its members were very fond of going into the
country to have jolly dinners at some suburban inn,
as a pedant would say. I was the possessor of two
'orses and o small carriage. One Sunday, when all
Turin was out for its afternoon walk, the said earri-
age suddenly making its appearance, dashed through
the crowd at full speed; in it were two damsels re-
nowned for their conciliatory dispositions, driven by
the Chevalier Massimo d’Azeglio & la Daumont !
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This expedition made a sensation in the town as
well as among my relations, and my reputation as an
irreclaimable scamp rose even higher than before.
And this was exactly my aim. I wanted to be con-
spicuocus.

My confession is now far advanced, and will scon
be over. Yet I must not omit a last episode, which
also had a great success at the time. I say, like
BrantOme, ¢ Eneore celle-ci ef puis plus I

I had arranged to go to Milan with some other
young rascals; bub those were days of pecunia rara,
and the capital we were able to serape together was
pitiably emall. What was to be done? We scru-
tinised our respective possessions, but in vain; no
resource made its appearance; in our cant phrage,
““not a fly was to be detected in the air.” Still, to
Milan we must and would go.

One day, being alone in my room, lost in pro-
found reflections on the great problem, my eyes fell
upon two old portraits in oil, which hung on the
opposite wall.

Luckily for me, a Count of Lagnasco had hit
upon the excellent idea (as in the seventeenth cen-
tury was the custom of noblemen who found no em-
ployment af home) of going to seek his fortune in
Germany. He had taken service under King Au-
gustne IIL, and commanded his guard in Poland.
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A lady of the name of Wallenstein, descended from
the same house as the famous Duke of Friedland,
found him to her taste, married him, and, what was
still more important to me, they both had had their
portraits painted by Rigault, an artist of some cele-
brity with an agreeable style.

Their two figures (the count with 2 cuirass and
a huge powdered Louis XIV, wig, and the countess
with her hair & Iz Sévignd and the low dress of the
period), surrounded by handsome gilt old-fashioned
frames, adorned, as I said, the wall opposite me
during my aforesaid meditation; and, as I also
stated, on glancing at the handsome features of my
beloved ancestor, he seemed to look at me with pity-
ing eyes, almost a8 if, non igrarus mali, he invited
me to throw myself into his arms at such a critical
juneture.

I did not wait for a second hint, but pounced
upon the idea, and responded to the kind invitation
as follows.

Two days after, at dawn, trotted along the Milan
foad 2 horse (no longer two), harnessed to a two-
wheeled carriage, intended, therofore, to hold only
two. In it, however, were five persons, namely, I
and two friends, and then the Count of Lagnaseo on
the right, and the Countess of Lagnasco Wallenstein
on the left, like two large screens, which prevented
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us, it is true, from enjoying the beauty of the land-
scape on either side, though they permitted us a full
view of the straight road before us leading to the
sighed~for Milan.

I remember we were packed rather close. Now,
why did that happy couple travel with us? They
were, I blush to relate, destined to be sold to & dealer
in old pictures, and thus defray a part of the ex-
penses of the trip. As the Georgians and the Cir-
cassians sell their young sons and daughters alive,
can it be so heinous a crime to sell & brace of painted
old ancestors?

I shall not attempt to relate all the follies we
committed at Milan, where, among other pleasant
incidents, its future governor was arrested for want
of a passport, I will merely add that the abduction
of my ancestors was considered so original by every-
one, that my escapade was forgiven, and my ex-
cursion to Milan was spoken of in the family ever
after as “ the journey with the ancestors.”

They were eventually brought home seversal years
after ; so that the service they rendered me on that
occasion only cost them a scjourn of a dozen years
at Milan.*

My wild Iife, so morally and physically fatal to

* The two innocent mbettors of this youthfal freak are now
in London among the valuable collection of Marquis d'Azeglio,
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& young man, caused the deepest anxiety to my
father, and still more to my mother; and even now,
a8 I write these lines, my heart aches to think of all
the grief I cost her in those days. Would to God
they had been the only ones!

In fact, I was on the road to ruin; for I have
not told all, nor even the worst part of my adven-
tures. I declare this because, afier so many pro-
testations of sincerity, if I am not at liberty to say
everything, I must not leave the impression that I
have done so when it is not true,

My mother, poor woman, often went alone and
muffled in her veil to the house of my friend Bidone,
to pour out her distress about me, seek advice and
comfort, or sometimes to repay him any small sum
he had lent me in some hour of need.

But as to debts, I must do myself the justice to
say that I always detested them. I may have sold
ancestors, but never ran into debt.

For a young man such repugnance iz a most
precious boon, and I had received it from nature
without any merit of my own. Enowing how to
live’ upon what one has, be it little or much, is the
first earnest of an honest and quiet life. When, on
the contrary, one begins to live on borrowed money,
farewell to peace, and but too often farewell to hon-
our. Let young men think of this; and every gen-
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tleman should bear in mind that if Don Juan came
back to this world, he could no longer slam his door
with a jest in Mr. Dimanche’s face. No one now
laughs at the creditor, but at the ruined debtor,

The worthy Bidone endeavoured to reassure my
mother. He spoke well of me, and inspired her with
some hope; so that she used to leave his house a
Litle consoled. He, besides, actually laid siege to
me; not trying to take me by storm with sermons
and reproaches, but, as he possessed great skill and
knowledge of the world, he contrived to invest me
on all sides, and in the most effectual way, without
causing any irritation.

1 partly evaded him—monitoribus asper-—and
partly, whether I would or no, succumbed to the
power of that clear and calm intellect, that sterling
straightforwardness which shone in his eyes, and
made it impossible to doubt the sincerity of his
opinions and of his endeavours,

The ancient myth of the choice of Hercules is
the poetical e;:pression of a fact which every man
must have more or less experienced for himself,
and it was reproduced in me with full intensity.
Sometimes, influenced by my wild companions, I
absconded ; and poor Bidone waited long for me
in vain ; then, drawn on by e fascination which I
was unable fo resist, I again, almost against my
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will, knocked at the door of my friend. I en-
tered his neat little lodgings, equally simple and
severe, in which everything was as orderly and
exact as a page of mathematics. I never saw a
house which was so exact an image of him who
inhabited it. He always received me with placid
benevoleneg, and never made a scene; for he was
one who knew the surest ways of becoming master
of a human will.

This oscillation between the attractions of two
opposite poles lasted for some fime. I now re-
member with real and heartfelt gratitude how ear-
nestly that excellent friend endeavoured to make
something good of me. Himself naturally fond
of study, and fully occupied by the duties of his
professorship, he nevertheless found time to watch
for opportunities of meeting-me', and enticing me
to take long walks with him, that he might be
able to talk to me at length, and insinuate good
and sound ideas into my head in a bundred dif-
forent ways. A volume would be insufficient to
enumerate them all; they may be summed up,
however, in these simple ideas: man possesses a
valoe in proportion to his honesty and instruction,
and to his utility to himself and to others; he
shonld therefore aim at everything conducive to
this end, and avoid whatever leads him the oppo-
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gite way; it i3 the duty of every man to regulate
hig life 80 as to be able to preserve the full power
of his intellectual faculties and good instincts ; eon-
sequently, among material blessings, the greatest
is health, without which it is impossible to be a
great man, and therefore it can never be paid for
too dearly, and it is to be obfained by temperance
in everything, &e.

In order to support these truths by tangible
examples, he pointed out to me the miserable
wrecks of a disorderly life—old men with blear
lifeless eyes and emaciated bodies, who spend their
lest days in cafés, age not having taught them
either to seem or to be respectable, and who
die, useless, abandoned and despised by everyone.
“ Look!” he used to say to me, ‘“what you will
become fifty years hence by following your presemt
course of life. Behold yourself!” At other times
be took as his example some entirely opposite type—
some man, either old or young, who, starting from
a humble beginning, by firmness and constancy,
had succeeded in doing useful and praiseworthy
deeds. He did not always censure me; nay, often
he would say, for my encouragement, “ Providence
has given you a powerful intellect; so cheer up!
and try to do something with it.”

I cannot remember these times and the friend-
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ship of Bidone without recalling to my mind the
affectionate verses in which Dante describes his
meeting with Brunetto Latini—lines which express
so well what I feel ;

¥ 8o foase pieno tutto '] mio dimando,

Risposi io lui, voi non asreste ancora
De 1' umane naturs posto in bando ;

Chd in ia mente m’ & fitta e or m' accora,
La cara @ buone immegine paterna
Di voi quando nel mondo ad ora ad ora

M’ ineegnavate come 1’ uom @' eterna ;
E quanto io I’ abbis in grado, mentre io vivo,
Convien che nella mis lingua si scerna."

“ Were all my wish fulfill'd, I straight replied,
Thon from the confinee of man's nature yet
Hadst not been driven forth ; for in my mind
Is fix'd, and now strikes full upon my heart,
The dear, benign, paternal image, such
Az thine was, when se Istely thou didst teach me
The way for man to win eternity.
And how I prized the lesson, it behoves,
That, long ae life endures, my tongue should speak.”

Would that my tongue could speak a tribute worthy
of him! But Brunetto Latini, so inferior, had Dante,
whilst Bidone, so superior, has only me, Just sce
upon what celebrity and oblivion depend! and ought
one to toil so much for glory, and believe so blindly
in the infallibility of fame ?

These ideas have now been paramount in my
mind for a long time; and however much I may
enjoy (I do not deny it) being praised when the
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occasion arises, I am also perfectly happy if no
one thinks about me. I have learnt in life, that
however many testimonies of approval a man may
earn, one only is sound, true, and worth seek-
ing; for that which mskes everything pleasant and
smooths our pillow is the approval of the judge
we all carry in our hearts, when it says, You have
done your duty! It has happened to me to be
praised and lauded to the skies by the outer world,
while this internal judge was saying, You do not
deserve it. And then I have felt embittered, and
on going to bed found that, in spite of all the
applause and bravos, I had laid my head on
thorns.

But at seventeen, having as yet no experience
of any kind, my pulse beat faster at the idea of
applause, glory, and fame. Bidone, who perceived
this, stimulated my self-love, saying, that, if I chose,
I might do great things. This roused me, and
my mouth watered at the hope of being perhaps
—who l_mows‘.s—even mentioned in the mewspa-
pers. How delightful such & prospect would seem
now! I began to turn over in my mind all the
ways, methods, and means by which it could be
arrived at. I began to consider my wishes, in-
clinations, and tendencies, seeking to penetrate the
probabilities of the future. Having resolved, fin-
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ally, upon action, I had next to determine what I
should do.

It was no use to think of exact sciences; poor
Bidone, who, with all his endeavours to teach me
mathematics, had never succeeded in making me
master of the first four rules of arithmetic, was well
aware of that. All other branches of knowledge,
however, were open to me; and when I asked
him, * What must I do?” he answered, with a
smile, ¢ Dol” _

 Impara U arte, e mettila da parte’—Learn art,
say I, then lay it by—was a proverh that seemed
invented by him; it was also one of his maxims,
that every man ought to be able to earn his daily
bread without depending on his fortune, salary, &e.;
not that ho, however, pushed the theory so far as
to require that every educated person should be a
carpenter——as Rousseau does in his Emdle.

It was thus that I became more and more
strongly imbued with the idea of dedicating my-
polf to art, for which I had already a great in-
clination. It is certainly not the surest means of
a.voﬂing starvation—my dear brethren in the pro-
fession know that; yet a brush may be put to so
many uses, that, so long as one can keep clear of
tho desert of Sahara, it would be very hard if, in a
Christian land, it were not the means of procuring
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8t least a daily loaf of bread. TUp to this time, alas!
1 bad not gone beyond good intentions; and ex-
cept in the rare moments when Bidone succeeded in
surprising me and tearing me away from my vices,
just as Socrates did Aleibiades (excuse the audacity
of the comparison), my dissipated lifo continued and
flourished, as before, in the midst of the nsual seum
by which cafés, billiard-rooms, &e. are peopled.

But the blessed day of the great, stern, absolute,
and durable resolution dawned at last!

Within twenty-four hours the change was com-
plete. The society I had frequented was given up;
male and female companions, cafés, billiard-rooms,
theatres, taverns, and all that is nnmentionable, were
abandoned ; habits, hours, places of resort, walks,
&e. were all altered. The old man had vanished ;
the new one appeared. I now rose before daybreak,
and without intermission I studied, read, and drew
till breakfast-time ; after breakfast I returned to
work, except an hour’s walk, till dinner; and the
same in the ewening. All this of my own head,
without guidanee, but impetuously, and especially
without giving any warning to my former friends.
I disappeared, and there was an end of it.

For a day or two this passed unnoticed; then

“my companions began to murmur. Where is Mas-
simo? Have you seen Massimo? What has be-
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come of Massimo? Nobody knew anything. I thmk,
though I am not guite certain, that I had ordered
the servants not to admit any visitors, This was,
perhaps, superfluons; for few, if any, of my wild
companions would have dared to show themselves
.in 2 house inhabited by my father ; and in this they
did thorongh justice to him and to themselves.

Being without any guidance, and yet wishing
to paint landscapes in oil, I applied to one of our
painters, the Chevalier Bagetti, 2 man full of talent
and imagination, bold, and familiar with the world,
foreign countries, and society. Napoleon had taken
him with him in several of his campaigns, that he
might paint the fields of battle.* I applied to him,
as I said, to learn how to begin, He advised me
to copy two marine views which the Marquis Cam-
biano bad in his gallery ; good pictures, I never
knew by whom, or have forgotten. I obtained leave
from the marquis, who kindly had the pictures
taken down to a lower room for me, and (wishing
first to copy them in chalk) I worked at them in
the gvening, One of my old friends (it would be
more correct to say enemies) came to see me there.
He entered with a smile ; but I saw that he scanned
me from head to foot, with a look in which confi-

* In ihe gullery of modern pictures belonging to the munici-
pality of Turin there are many of Bagetti's large water-colours,
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dence was not predominant ; just as if approaching
some dangerons animal.

“ Why, nobody sees you now. May one ask,
‘What have we done? What has happened 7"

“ You have done nothing, and nothing has hap-
pened,” said I laughing also; ¢ only I have s whim
of learning to paint and to copy these two pictures.”

This answer was as good as none; and my friend
took it in that light. After a few more words he
went away ; and I have learned since that, having
gone back with his report to the society of scape-
graces, it was unanimously voted by them, after
having heard, weighed, and examined the whole
business, that I had gone mad. And when by any
chance someone inquired after me, they imvariably
answered :  He has lost his head.”

YOL. T B



CHAPTER XTIIL

An met of pride—Trafning for sacrifice—My diligence—I fall ill
from over-exertion—I have an organic complaint—Mania for
going to Rome — Lagaitude of my mother, and her patlence
in suffering— Abate Natali—My mode of life—My occupa-
tions—Poetical sine—Xneas an odious hero—Other precepts
of Bidone—Vestri the actor, and my voeation for the stage—
My roge for Alfieri — AMieri has dizeovered Iialy — What I
would now say to Alfierl—My mother & subile Hterary critlo.

I say it in all sincerity, though there are many

things I did in those days of which I am ashamed,

and which I should like to forget, I am rather prond
of this one. Come, dear reader, say itruly, do not

you think that a young man who, after being a

downright rake for some years, passes without fran-

gition to the lifs, I may say, of a Capuchin noviee,
must have a certain strength of will, and that the
case is not a very common one? The fact is, after

being always tied to some apron-string or other, I

lived; four years and eight months in the most striet

and absolute abstinence from any connection of the
sort. The temptation sometimes was almost too
strong for me. But stop. I said no; and if I am

a man, it must be no, and no it waa.

This was a first result of the edncation I had re-
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ceived, and of the example set me by my father
and mother, and perhaps a proof of the advantage
of being born of such parents. The devoted and
thoughtful friendship of Bidene had also something
to do with it. The latter, moreover, taught me a
method of ascquiring strength of will; a method
which might be termed %moral gymnastics,” being
not unlike the physical means which are employed
to give strength to the muscles and elasticity to the
nerves, He used to tell me: ¢ Accustom yourself,
in the common acts of life, to make sacrifices which
no one 18 aware of Train yourself in silence—so
that you may not be compensated by either praise
or thanke—to give up things that please you, and
to submit to others that are distasteful; beginning
with emall things, and gradually atiempting more
important and difficult acts of self-abnegation.” I
éntreat young men-—~I implore them in the name of
that which is most dear to them in the world, in
that of our poor eountry, of our decayed Latin race,
whose greatest, and I might almost say only, need
is to nerve itself to sequire character, steadiness,
moral strength (for with these qualities it would be-
come the first nation in the world)—I entreat them,
T say, to consider this precept of Bidone, convines
themselves of its iwportance, and practise it better
and more effectually than I did.
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I do not mean to say that I utterly neglected it,
for in substance it was homogeneous to my nature—
a new application of an old theory I had often heard
inculeated by my father during my childhood; and,
thank God, I had good sense enough to appreciate
its immense value.

I therefore trained myself to small sacrifices ; for
instance, to give up a pleasure, to continue an oe-
cupation for half-an-hour after I had become weary,
to get up an hour sooner than usual, to defer drink-
ing or eating when I was hungry or thirsty, and
so forth ; and always without the knowledge of any-
one but myself.

Do not laugh, dear reader, at irifles which may
appenr childish, Remember that, if I were not bent
on writing & good wholesome book-—an eminently
practical book, which may be useful to young people
—1I should not be taking so much trouble. Re-
member, too, that in every case apalysis leads to
synthesiz ; that to become a good fencer one mmst
practise for hours and hours against a wall; to be-
come & good dancer one must go through millions
of batiemens; and that to create a character of iron
like that of my father, and such as I should wish
to see all Italians possessed of, it is necessary to
nerve oneself, and so mequire the habit of suffering
and making sacrifices in trifles, as to be able in
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time to do so in great things; and then a man may
flatter himself that he has become akin to those who
are destined to found as well as to save and to re-
generate nations; but not before.

I, however, wantad to effect the change at once,
and to begin by great sacrifices, I exchanged an
active and wunshackled life in the open air for a
sedentary one at home, hardly cver leaving my
studio ; in a word, I gave up the life which, barring
excesses, fattens a fool, for that which makes men
eager in the pursuit of knowledge grow thin ;—add
to this that I slept among colours, oils, and varnishes
—odours which might have thrown a mule into fits ;
—and the end of it was that, after six months of
furiously hard work, I fell ill. Mine was not an
acute fever, nor did it confine me to my bed; but
my nerves were thoronghly unstrung ; my ruddy
complexion beeame white as wax; besides which
I was as thin as a lath. I had such an oppression
on the chest that I could hardly draw my breath;
and finally my heart beat almost incessantly with
such violence that, especially after meals, I felt as if
it would leap into my throat. Conceive what a state!
Farewell to the studio, to painting, reading, and writ-
ing; farewell to it all! And I was condemmned in.
stead to lie still all day, whilst the desire of working
hard preyed on me more than ever. It was a great
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trial. My parents, knowing this time that, if' T had
committed excesses and suffered from them, they
had been virtuous excesses, surrounded me with the
most tender solicitude, and the doctors were called
in, To begin with, I was forbidden to do anything.

It was fearfully wearisome. Bidone comsoled
me and kept me company while my treatment fol-
lowed its course; but its success was not great. In
process of time I recovered my health, and was
again able o resume my former occmpations; but
it was many years before I lost the palpitation and
difficully of breathing, and sometimes even now I
feel their effects, I took it into my head that I
bad an organic complaint, and spent whole days
in feeling my pulse and counting its beats. All
this was not very lively. Ifound that a morbid
feeling was creeping over me, and came therenpon
to a peremptory resolution, based on the following
reasoning: If I have an organic complaint, it is
incurable; if not, it is absurd to torment myself.
In either case I had better not think of it, nor feel
my pulse, nor pay attention to every slight indis-
position, nor give way to anxiety. Having thus
made up my mind, I followed this system, and bave
done so ever sinee with the happiest results.

But meanwhile I improved very slowly, in spite
of change of air and of all the medical prescrip-
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tions. My love for art continued to grow wupon
me. I had been for some time in the studio of a
cortain Revelli, an indifferent artist, but who had
spent years st Rome, whence he had brought back
a series of studies recalling the splendid beauty of
the Campagna. I conceived a longing to go back
to Rome, which scon hecame & sort of mania. I
recollect that my eyes once filled with tears as
I gazed on a picture by this same Revelli, repre-
senting Monte Sant’ Oreste, a very poor perform-
ance, but which in those days I looked upon as the
ne plus ultra of art. 1 began to expatiate on this
Roman hobby to my mother, as the idea became
more paramount in my mind; and, to make a
long story short, that dear blessed woman, who
would have done anything for me, spoke to my
father; and partly in the hope that I might sue-
ceed in something good, partly for the sake of my
health, and perhaps also to remove me from all risk
of a moral relapse, they decided that the journey
should be undertaken,

In a few days the preparations were completed,
and my mother, my brother Enrico, and I, started
with a maid and a valet, in a travelling chaize drawn
by four post-horses.

My mother undertook this journey solely on
my account. God knows whether any other reason
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would have made her face a fatigue which, with
her delicate health, was a real risk. But no one
in the world knew how to bear suffering with
serenity equal to hers. The least attention paid
to her was rewarded by an affectionate smile ; she
was never exacting; not a word of complaint or
fear ever escaped ber; and she kept up a continual
and calm cheerfulness which only the most acute
pain was ever able to disturb.

Our first halt (at Piacenza, I think) gave us
some anxiety. She was extremely tired and ex-
hausted, and seemed to doubt whether she could
continue her journey. But a night's rest restored
her. The mnext morning she was quite another
creature, and said, in & lively and cheerful tone:
 We are getting on well ; let us set off at once.”

Monsignor Morozzo had already found us an
apartment, at which we alighted. It was a first
floor, situated in Piazza Colonns, opposite the Chigi
Palace, and belonged to a certain Abate Natali. He
was what is called a Monsignor di Mantellone,* super-
intendant of the office of weights and measures, and
was very old.

* Mantelione ia the nams given at Rome to a purple mantle,
the privilege of wearing which is conferred by his Holiness,
a5 & proof of his favour, although it does not constituie any
particular dignity of the' Church.
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I soon had a sample of the new atmosphere in
which we moved, so different from our own. One
night we had heard & mnoise in the house. The
next morning on rising we asked, * What happened
last night?” ¢ They came to fetch the abate, and
took him as a prisoner to the Castle,” so said the
neighbours. Diavolo! A priest—a high functionary
—an old man! It seemed impossible.

We heard afterwards that the wreteh had com-
mitted a forgery in an official transaction. This
fact made an immense impression upon me. If
high functionaries, priests, old men, said I, do such
things at Rome, and at eighty run the risk of end-
ing in gaol or a quid simile, what must the rest be
like?

Just as I was about to begin my studies, I fell
ill of gastric fever. It lasted a fortnight, and was
the only serious illness I ever had. The symptoms
of this fever were not threatening, but it left me
very weak, and with & prodigious appetite, which
my doctor prevented me from satisfying, so that it
was a real torment. How fully it made me appre-
ciate the eondition of these who cannot appease their
hunger even when in good health !

I spent the winter which followed our arrival at
Rome, working with constant but ill-directed dili-
gence. My life was, however, a model of regularity.
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Except the Orengo family, who then lived at the
Falconieri Palace at San Marcello, Gherardo de’
Rossi, and a few others, I frequented no society.
I rose early, and went straight to my studio. A
first I had one at the Due Macelli, at the corner
of the street leading to Capo le Case; then another
close by, near the Palace of the Pupazzi. In the
evening, I went to bed betimes, to the great sur-
prise of the Romans, especially the ladies, during
the fine season. |

In Rome, as everyone knows, sunset determines
the hours. Certain things are done all the year round
after the “Ave Maria.”* One goes into society, for
instance, st tre ore di notte (the third hour of the
night); so that in winter parties begin at eight, and
in summer at eleven o’clock in the evening, if we
count in the way usual elsewhere. This gave rise to
perpetusl gui pro quos, ““Why,” they said, “do you
go to bed at half-past two?’ and I, “ No, at half-
past ten, as I do all the year round.”—* But it is

% The Ave Marie (in France called the Angelus) in & prayer
in honour of the Virgin, announced by the church-bells at dusk ;
snd ifl Ttaly its name was formerly used, as it atill i3 In many
parts, for the beginning of the evening. Where the old Italian
cuitom of computing the hours from sunset to sunset still sur-
vives, the Ave Maric is Tung out at 24 o'clock. Thia eystem of
counting to number 24, instead of stopping at 12, being regulated
by the sun, oocasions the additionel inconvenience of & perpetual
change in the hours, and greatly puzsles the uninitiated.
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now half-past two.” ¢ No, it is half-past ten.” And
so forth, '

These regular habits greatly assisted in the resto-
ration of my health. Besides my favourite study of
drawing, I improved myzelf in musie, Italian lite-
rature, history, & And as I was just at the age
most liable to the sin of poetry, I became guilty of
it, like all the rest, and actually fabricated a heroie
poem, stanza by stanza, Nay, now that I think of
it, I had previously, when a boy of fourteen, written
several cantos of another poem, called Rinier d’ Aspro-
monte. 'What a curious Garibaldian coincidence !

I forget the title of my second epie composition,
but know that the scene was laid at Saluzzo, at the
court of the then marquis, and the argument was a
somewhat comical adventure. The vietor in a certain
tournament was to be rewarded by the hand of a
fair damsel. A sorcerer, however, her enemy, was
interested in preventing the marriage. The lists are
opened, the most illustrious paladins take part, and
soon remain masters of the field ; when suddenly a
knight presents himself—black horse, black armour,
all black, of course, He beging to lay about him,
and no ope is able to resist the shock. Fresh war-
riors contipue to compete for the young lady, and
the tournament is protracted so long that a certain
fatal hour strikes; after which, farewell bride and
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wedding ; it was not to be thought of more. The
hour having struck,.the black knight, who till then
moved, acted, and spoke, suddenly becomes immov-
able as a post,—he and his horss. At first this
atfracts no attention; but as his immobility con-
tinues, first remark and then marvel is excited. He
is spoken to, called, at last shaken, upon which the
coat of armour tumbles to pieces, the helmet falls on
one side, the cuirass and the gauntlets on the other.
In short, the hauberk was empty! A spirit had
assumed the arms to prevent the marriage, &e.

‘What do yon think ? was it not 8 most charming
invention ?

And besides a poem, in those days I wrote a
comedy, half a tragedy, and frantic odes and son-
nets about Italy.

The tragedy was Dido, Act I.: Mneas sum-
mons the chiefs of the Trojans to a comncil, He
tells them that Anchises has appeared to him, and
bitterly reproached him (Aineas) for spending his
time in soft dalliance, instead of going to Italy to
fulfil hie destiny and escape from the curse of Juno,
&c. "He must therefore depart. But the Getu-
liang ? but Iarbas? but poor compromised Dido?
In spite of all this, he determines to go; and they
must depart forthwith. The object natwrally not
being to write a tragedy in one act, it was necessary
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to il up the other four with the phases of the con-
test between Zness and Dido, until the catastrophe,
which everyone foresees, of the departure of Hueas
and the suicide of Dido. And this was, in fact, my
plot. But when half of it was written a ray of light
flashed upon me, and I abandoned my tragedy, writ-
ing on the manuscript, ““ A hero who announces in
the first scene what he is going to do in the last,
is an ambulant bore.”” And so I sent Aineas,
Dido, Anna, and the whole of them to the devil,

Even then I had a great tendency to work out
my ideas by my own lights, instead of humbly
accepting them from others ready made. In those
deys it was almost a heresy to treat the hero of
Virgil so cavalierly, But, Virgil or no Virgil, I had
no sympathy for Kneas, nor with his treating poor
Dido as a traveller’s caprice, nor especially with
his mseless and silly whining when be meets her
soul in the realms of Pluto, merely for the pleasure
of being snubbed ; a fate he exactly encounters. Not
to apeak of the ithpossibility for us moderns of taking
a passionate interest in the gossip of the ancient
Olympus, and the famous vengeances of Venus,
Juno, or Neptune.

The reasoning which made me abandon my tra-
gedy contained an excellent principle, which I have
always tried to develop—that of seeking out truth,
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and professing it, without regard to either persons or
things. Bidone insisted very much on this research,
and extended his theory to all the acts and incidents
of every-day lifs,. He used to say to me, ““Seek
for the truth; and when you have found it, speak it
openly and freely. Of course, there are modes and
forms to be observed even in the most rigid sincerity.
And especially,” he added, “do not messure your
words timidly according to your audience, nor pause
to consider whether your opinion will please or dis-
please,” &e.

I will not mention a comedy of mine in one
act, the subject of which was an episode in the life
of Frederick IT.,—a senseless absurdity. Yet—but
it may be conceit—I canmot help thinking that I
might have succeeded in this line. But I met a
person who stifled my ambition in the bud. Can
you guess who it was? Vestri,* the actor; and it
was in this wise: having finished and made a clean
copy of my comedy, I put it into my pocket, and,
with truly Arcadian simplicity, went straight {o the
Valle Theatre, where the Vestri company was then
a.ctu:g. It was about noon, and they were at a
rehearsal, 1 succeeded in finding my way to the

* A very celebrated Ttalian sctor, who founded s school, to

which several dlatingnished modern ertists still belong,—for in-
stance, Madame Riator, &e.
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stage, asked for Vestri, who wsa superintending his
actors book in hand, and with great trepidation
opened my case, and offered him my precious manu-
soript.

He gave me a glance which, translated into lan-
guage, seemed to signify: ¢ Poor baby, you must
be completely born before you write comedies I”
and turned on his heel, leaving me alone, under
pretext of some stage engagement. |

Thus I did not become a writer of comedies.
The idea, however, often came back, knocking at
my door to gain admittance. But I always dis-
missed it with my blessing, as Vestri did me,—not
under some prefext, but for the very good reason
that, as Italy has no language, no actors, and no
public, it is useless to think of writing comedies.
The explanutions requisite on this point would be
too voluminous, so I defer them till a more favour-
able opportunity.

The age which, as I said, is most inclined to the
sin of poetry has an equal tendency fo political sing
of a democratic-republican hue. Who has not felt
himself more or less a citizen of Athens or Sparta,
or at least of San Marino, while he was a student ?
Who between fifteen and fwenty has not slain at
least one tyrant,—-of course only in imagination?
As for me, I confess that I would have given I
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know not what to have discovered a tyrant to slay ;
but T never had the good fortune to hit upon one.
I vonted my enthusiasm by declaiming the trage-
dies of Alfieri, which I had learned by heart;
and, shut up in my studio, foaming at the mouth,
and ringing my r-r-7"s, I intoxicated myself with
those fits of fury, of which 1 must say I cannot
understand the meaning nor the use in modern

society,—when I now think them over calmly,—in
spite of all my affection and respect for the name
of Alfieri.

The daggers and cups of poison are welcomed
as & real blessing after five acts of uninterrupted
wrath, because at least they put an end to it; but
to us they seem the proper province of a criminal
court; and Heaven forbid that they should produce
any other effect. I did not think of this then.

We lad organised a company to recite these
tragedies, and every now and then we used to have
private representations. One night I remember that
Don Carlos in drawing his sword gave such a blow
to a lamp that it sent a deluge of oil over Philip,
Tsubella, Perez, as well as over his own beautiful
tloak, which was sky-blue and silver, of course—
he being the lover.

Howheit, if Alfieri showed a great deal of oddity
and eccentricity in his ideas, as in his life, it is
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none the less true that he was the first to discover
Italy, and that we are indebted to him for the first
symptoms of national Italian reswrrection. For this,
more than for anything else, he is worthy of the
highest honour ; and it is the bounden duty of
Italians to immortalise his memory by realising the
prophecy he made in the following sonnet :

“ Giorno verrd, tornerd giorno in cui
Redivivi ompi gli Itali staranno
In cempo armati, e non cot ferre altrui,
In vil difesa, ma dei Galli a denno,
[ ] * L3 [ 3 »
Odo gid dirmi, o Vate nosire, 1n pravi
Becoli nato, eppur creato hai quests
Sublimi etd che profetando andavi {*

“ The day will come, the day return, in which
Regenerate Italy, at length aroused,
Bhall epeed unto the battle-field in arms;
Not now for tame defence, with foreign sicel,
Bat hurled sgainst the Gauls,

* L L ] - *
Methinks mine ear already hears this strain,
Thou Bard, who, fall'n upon degenerais duya,
Couldst yet ereats this age sublime,—¢hyself
Tis propHet.”

Buppose someone had then whispered in the ear
of the bard, “The Gauls will be the efficient and
immediate cause of the triumph of Italian nation-
ality. They will be led by the nephew of him who
signed the peace of Campoformio; and the Italian
press, existing in the ‘age sublime’ which you are

VOL. L !



258 MY RECOLLECTIONS.

foretelling, will fire off against him and France a
volley of insolence, as a sign of their tender grati-
tude,”*

I should like to know what the honest and gene-
rows Alfieri would have replied to this counter-
propheey. I do not know what he would have said,
but I know well how I should be tempted to address
him, had I the honour of being in his presence at
my actual age, as I was when a child, I would
say to him: “Bignor Conte, forgive my excess of
singerity ; you are ome eanse of these enormities,
while another is that strange mixture of ideas which
are at once pagan, immoral, and withont any ra-
tional applieability in our day, and which nevertheless
have been the basis, or rather the fertilising essence,
of our education, and, I might add, of your own,”

If at least we had been taught to judge and ap-
preciate facts! If we had been told, for instance,
that nothing can excuse assassination, because it is
an act of treachery in execution of a sentence pro-
nounced without frial by an incompetent tribunal!
It is true that Alexander of Pherm, Nabis the Lace-
dwuionian, the Sicilians Agathocles, Phalaris, and

* Written in 1868-64. Tt would be curious to know how the
suthor would have modified these views had he heard the epeechea
on the Roman guestion delivered before the Corps Législatif in

the year of grace 1867 by the mouthpieces of the French Govern-
ment.
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Dionysius, Nero, Commodus, &c. were such loath-
some wretches, so powerful and so well guarded,
that the benefit of extenuating circumstances may
be conceded to those who rid the world of them,
by whatever means. But such tyrants no longer
exist (I ,do mnot speak of the French terrorists,
whom I regard as exceptions); brazen bulls are
no longer cast, the living are not now sewn up
in sacks with corpses; and modern petty tyrants
can be dealt with in many other ways, more effi-
cacious, because far more loyal and straightforward.
We ought to have been made to observe how
fallacious and erroneous the verdict of the assas-
sin has almost always turned out to be; how liitle
he discerned who was deservin‘g of death, even if
the legality of the form be admitted: we ought to
have been shown that the present age has a para-
mount need of universal responsibility, and is eager
for general security, and an act of Rabeas corpus ex-
tending to the whole world; that it is inclined to
clemency on every occasion, and revolts from the
infliction of capital punishment, especially for poli-
tical reasons; and still more from arbitrary judg-
ments pronounced without a trial, without = defence,
without witnesses being confronted. This antidote
should at least have been administered to rectify the
falso ideas necessarily instilled by reading and study-
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ing Pagan classics: and also—if Count Alfieri will
allow me to say so—by the recital of his tragedies:
for what is really the fundamental simple idea they
contain? What act attains the highest summit of
virtue, glory, and human fame? What remedy is
suggested for the evils produced by wicked princes
and bad governments? What is the shortest way
for a nation to arrive at perfect felicity, liberty,
prosperity? &c. Let somconc hide behind a door,
lying in wait for the tyrant, and when he passes
-—imng! a good blow on his head, and the thing is
done, completed and terminated ; ene blow makes a
whole people joyous and independent; all are free,
happy, virtuous, equal, like loving brothers; in a
word, they have sﬁddenly become inhabitants of a
land of Cocagne! And is it really thus? Is all this
true, and does it perchance ingpire sound ideas ?
Count Alfieri must allow me to say he is in part
responsible for the political ideas (I have proofs of
it) rampant in Haly in the universities, behind the
scenes of the theatres, in the billiard-rooms, the
cafés, in the press generally, in the barbers’ shops
—and this list unfortunately embraces three-fourths
of the Italians; and sn equal responsibility weighs
on the antique classical education which was given
us, winding-up with the finishing school of the se-
oret societies; and if & grain of jest pervades my
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words, it 15 because this is part of my nature, But
the imaginative fancies, immoderate eravings, and
unbridled ambition, which, after long brooding, ex-
plode in certain brains of small eapacity, little judg-
ment, and less instruction, are unhappily only too
serious. And all this is the result of ancient exam-
ples badly applied and worse understood; of the
glorification of a hundred guilty and insensate acts
in history, dramas, and tragedies; and to think of
the vast interests, the incaleulable consequences that
are thus abandoned to the caprices of madmen,
scoundrels, or fanatics, rendered all the more dan-
gerous, thanks to such a strange perversion! When
we Italians consider—had Orsini succeeded !—

But let us leave this subject, which makes my
hair stand on end. Let us thank God that he did not
succeed; and inquire whether it would be possible
for teachers, authors, poets, and also for preachers,
professors, and play-writers, to persuade themselves,
once for all, that false ideas corrupt human brains,
and that misguided minds are the ruin of society,
and thus learn to incunleate hetter omes: and put
forth such as may be heard with pleasure if well
expounded, and yet better a man instead of making
him worse than he was before.

My mother, who was highly cultivated, and added
to exquisite taste in literature the greatest wpright-
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ness of intellect and heart, might have been a model
for the teachers I am sighing after, to rectify the
false ideas that are current in the world. It was
my apecial good fortune to have her near me, and
disposed to help me in every possible way. As I
wrote, I showed her my prodnctions, and she found
in them a text for subtle criticism and ingenions
remark, Then, as ever, I did not profit by thia pre-
cious advantage as 1 might, nor was I so grateful
to her as I ought to have been.



CHAPTER XTIV,

Journey to Naplee—The friends I met there—The Carbonari—
Greating to Cardinal Amat and Count della Margherita—Our
travelling-chaize paeses over my body—Vieit of my father—
he secd my worke—M. de Blaces— Miss Knight—English
friende and my sheme—Miss Knight and one’s native country
—The Emperor of Ansirin at Rome— General yearning for
peace in Europe—I oateh the malaria fover—My master Mar-
tin Verstappen — his character —hia school—We were pupils
and servants ae in the fifteenth century—Our impertinencs to
the master—My mind slowly ripeng—Perlod of moral distress
=-Drenma of the future—Methed of study 1 propoeed to my-
self—Flights of fancy —Modifled political ideas— Cardinal
Conealvi—Love appears upon the scene,

AnovT the middle of winter, my brother Enrico,
who, as an artillery officer, had only a limited leave,
went to Naples, that he might not lose so good an
opportunity of visiting that inter;asting country. After
spending some weeks in the usual round of ancient
and modern sights, he fell ill, and in a few days
the Chevaliers (ermagnano, two Piedmontese gen-
tlemen, friende of my family, who were at Naples,
had fo write to my mother that his iliness had in-
creased, and that serious fears began to be entertained
of a fatal issue.

The case was urgent, and my mother sent me
to Naples without delay. I started in the evening,
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in our usual travelling-carriage. It was the time
gt which brigands were most rife. This made my
mother very anxious, and to the sum required for
my travelling expenses she added another to pay
for an escort. I at once calculated that the latter
could be so much more pleasantly employed at
Naples, that it was worth while to run some risk,
I did so, and successfully ; saw no brigands; and,
on arriving at Naples, beheld in their stead a little
heap of crowns ready to offer me their services.
Unfortunately, the wide and easy roads of roulette
goon led them into the hands of Barbaja.* Would
they liad been the only ones ! '

I found Eurieo much better ; he was soon able to
leave his bed, and was visited by a young gentleman
of Macerata with whom he had made acquaintance,
to whom I too was consequently introduced. Like
me, he occupied himself with music and drawing,
aud his name was Marquis Domenico Ricci. We
never met after those days at Naples, nor did I know
what had become of him, until one day in 1852 he
came to ask the hand of my daughter Alessandrina

* The famous Neapolitan ispresario, who at one time had the
management of all the principal Italian theatres. Roseini and
Barbsja were grest frionds; and it wea for him that the flins-
trious maeairo wrote his first musicel compositions. He also
kepi a large gambling-house at Naples, in a palace in Strada
Toledo, atill called * Palazzo Barbaja.™
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for his son Matieo; a marriage which happily took
place.

At Naples I found the Marquis San Saturnino, the
same who succeeded my father as minister in Rome,
and who had been transferred from thence. His
Seeretary of Legation was an old friend of mine,
whom I was very glad o see again, aud in whose
society 1 spent my time. I drew from nature,
studied, and admired the beauties of Naples (not
those of the animal kingdom, mind!). Hec wrote
verses and tragedies, which he then read alond for
my benefit,

This friend of mine, this tragic poet, was safter-
wards for sixteen years a minister of Charles Albert.
He was Count Clemente Solaro della Margherita,
with whom I have been engaged in constant dis-
putes ever gince.* Even then we discussed polities,
religion, cosmogony, philosophy, a little of every-
thing, but without any bitterness. Af that time
Naples was already pervaded by that subterranean
agitation which subsequently burst out in 1820 ; and
the increasing organisation and discipline of the se-
cret society of the Carbonari was a notorious fact.

* Count Solaro dells Margherita, after the fall of the system
of which he was the impersonifieation, at the fimt liberal reforma
granted by King Charles Albert to his people in 1847, became for
many yeara the well-known leader of the Piedmontese resotionist
oppositiorn,
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We were neither of us great admirers of seoret
sects; and verily, when Italy determined to regene-
rate herself, she had to apply to a society anything
but secret—that of rifled artillery! At all events,
it was the duty of the Legation to inform its own
government of what was preparing.

I laugh even now when I remember a poor devil
of & Carbonaro, who earned a seanty pittance by the
trade of a spy in the service of the Sardinian Lega-
tion. When he was pressed with questions to dis-
cover some very secret matter, his contortions were
piteous, He remonstrated, saying, with his funny
Neapolitan accent, ¢ Eccellenza, I cannot tell you
that ; it js impossible.” And if the question was
urged : ¢ Eccellenza,” he would exclaim, * you
understand. .. . . I have taken an oath. .. give me
at least another dueat!”

Besides Count della Margherita, I again met
another countryman, Marqnis Amat di San Filippo,
& very accomplished and charming young man, who
is now a cardinal, and one of the most highly es-
teemed among the sacred college.

If these pages happen to fall info the hands of
my two old friends, I beg them for one moment
to forget the disparity of the lives we have each
led, and to remember the pleasant excursions we
made together in the balmy evenings of that favoured
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clime; giving a thought also to the memory of the
worthy Federigo, onr attentive and aoccomplished
cicerone, who guided us in that vast Iabyrinth, and
thanky to whom we were able to enjoy its beauties
and singularities.

On our return to Rome my neck was near being
broken by an accident; but I was destined to escape
this, and many others still worse, without receiving
even & scratch. The carriage had atopped at a post-
house on the long straight road across the Pontine
Marshes, and fresh horses were being harnessed.
The postillion of the preceding stage had already been
paid, and poured forth the whole string of oaths and
maledictions usnally employed to extract a little extra
payment. I had put an end to the negotiation, and
was reading, The departure of a chaise-and-four
from one of these post-houses might seem the start
of a troop of demons snd witches on a nociurnal
ramble, so desperate are the howls, jumps, plunges,
and rears of those six beasts (if I include the two
postillions), orrather of those eight or ten, counting
the ostlers, helpers, and urchins, who push, whip, and
bellow, the dogs that bark, &e. However, off you
go at last, and generally straight along the high-
road, til} a series of tremendous plunges and back-
leaps, or ‘at least & gallop at full speed, brings yon,
if nothing is broken, safe to the next relay.
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But this time was to be an exception. Instead
of dashing along the high road, the whole convoy
rushed into the canal exeavated by Pius VI. for the
purpose of draining the marshes, and which runs
parallel to the road the whole way. Enrico and our
servant, who foresaw what was going to happen, had
time to leap out of the carriage. Being occupied
with my book, I was too late, caught on the step, and
was thrown to the ground, I heard a consoling voice
cry “ poor Massimo!” just as I saw one of the hind-
wheels of the carriage coming right upon my back.
Good-bye to my spine! thought I. The good-natured
wheel, howover, passed over me without breaking
any lones, enusing only a slight contusion, much
to the astonishment of all. Springing to my feet, 1
leaped for joy; the chaise, horses, and postillions were
motionless in the canal; the post-master seized a
pitch-fork, threatening to kill the latter, and even
when pacified by our entreaties, he continued the
comedy by dismissing them, which of eourse only re-
sulted in their hiding behind the post-house until the
interested parties were gone, when they emerged
fir m shelter and resumed their duties.

In spite of this mishap, our mother saw us both
safe and sound in the evening, Enrico perfectly re-
covered from his illness,

Early in the spring we hired a villa at Castel
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Gandolfo (the summer residence of the Pope), of cer-
tain well-to-do proprietors of the name of Albenzi.

Here my father came to see us. He examined
my drawings, and certainly did not attribute to them
more merit than they deserved; but, not to dishearten
me, he showed himselftolerably satisfied, and did not
criticise them severely. It must have seemed to him
hardly possible that a thorough seamp like me should
be bent upon work, and, good or bad, produce some-
thing, instead of spending his lifs in cafés and bil-
liard-rooms as before. It is certain that from that
time forward it has been unceasingly my endeavour
and delight to live amoeng honest people, and avoid
rowdies. The society which we mixed with at Castel
Gandolfo was very interesting. M. de Blacas, his
wife, and the staff of his Legation,* who lived at the
Villa Cybo; an English lady, Miss Knight, an old
friefd of my parents ; and oceasionally the Torlonias,
when they were at their villa, besides the visitors we
each of us received, and who came from Rome,

Miss Knight had been governess to Princess
Charlotte, daughter of the Regent, and first wife of

* The Duke of Blacas, Miniater of Louis XVIIL, and Intimate
friend of Charles X,, was for many years French Ambassador at
Rome and Naples, Gifted with wealth and = taste for avchaso-
logy, he formed the celebrated collection of antiquities which
bears his name, and which hes lately been ndded to the Britiah
Museym,
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Leopold, King of the Belgians, She had known all
that dazzling but corrupt generation, and had been
in lialy during the last years of the century. Bhe
had seen the Court of Naples, King Ferdinand, and
Queen Caroline, Acton, Nelson, and Collingwood : the
captain of the Centaur (the ship which led the line
at Aboukir, and served as a signal to the others by
the misfortune she had of running aground, whereby
she was prevented from taking part in the action),
the gallant Trowbridge, was to have married Miss
Knight, but, as she used to say, ““he was born un-
lucky:" ordered to India with a ship of war, he sailed,
and was never heard of again, only a report spread
that he had gone to the bottom in the Mozambique
channel. '

This kind friend of ours, who was no longer
young, taught me English, and talked to me of
literature, arts, und sciences, for all subjects were
familiar to her, She would relate to me events she
had herself witnessed. Nelson was her idol, and it
is impossible to describe the feelings with which she
spoke of the fatal Emma, Lady Hamilton, of the
death of Giravina, and the breach of the capitulation
of Castel dell’ Ovo.

Through her I knew and became intimate with
other English families—Lady Dawson, the Fairfaxes,
Miss Mackenzie—who all showed me resl affection
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and overwhelmed me with kindness; but I felt so
painfully humiliated in their company, that familiar
acquaintance with them caused me more bitterness
than pleasure.

I was ashamed of being an Ttalian !

I cannot describe the shame with which the then
political state of Italy oppressed me. I felt the guilt
of it as if disgrace were stamped upon my brow;
every word seemed to me an allusion, and I fancied
all eyes were fixed on me. The cold bearing of the
English, the indifference with which most of them
naturally regarded a youngster like me, the quiet
self-possessed pride written on their faces, all seemed
invented on purpose to mortify me, to make me feel
my inferiority, and give me to understand that when
a country has for centuries belonged to whoever chose
to take possession of i, and has allowed adventurers
from the four quarters of the globe to feed and fatten
within its borders, like huntsmen in a region where
game is abundant,—he who belongs to such a nation
may bo tolerated by foreigners, but as to being on
terms of equality with them—mever.

One day, I remember, Miss Knight was talking
of my fatherland to me; I answered in the bitterness
of my heart, *“Have the Italians one, perchance ?”
She stared at me in surprise, and my mother re-
proved me, I did not explain my idea, nor reply
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another word; I could not bear to touch that chord,
it was too painful. Heaven knows what the good
Englishwoman thought of me; for though certainly
not in favour of any revolutionary aberrations, she
was English to the core, and consequently loved
Liberty, and her own country above all.

The fatherjand is not merely the spot on which
we are born ; the Itelians have long known that.

This sense of humiliation has kept me sad com-
pany almost thronghout life; it has been in part the
cause of my constant disinelination for foreign travel
snd for the eociety of strangers. I own to having
always had a morbid sensibility on this point; and I
have often taken exaggerated offence at words and
acts which probably alluded to anything rather than
to our inferiority. Happy Gioberti, who triumphed
in having discovered the supremacy of the Italians !*

* Ap allusion to the celebrated political and philosophical work
of Vincenzo Gioberti, IT Primate morals e givile degl’ Haliani{The
Moral snd Civil Bupremacy of the Iialians), first published at
Brussels in June 1843. In epite of thia disparaging remark of
Mamimo d'Aseglio, it is not only & great beok, &8 Casare Balbo
callaal it, but its sppearsnce was an important event in Tialisn
history, or politice rather, snd had both at home and abroad an
effect for whish Italy will slways owe gratitude to its author.
It Primato is dedicated to Bilvio Pellico, and bears s an epi-
graph = quotation from Pliny, describing Ttaly in the following
emphatic {erms: “Terrs omnium terrarum slumns, eadem et
parens, numine Delim elocta, que celum ipsam clariue faceret,
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But so I was and so I am, and cannot feel other~
wise.

This painful thought almost entirely vanished
from 1848 to 1859 ; since 1860 it has partly revived,
and taken fresh root in my mind. We are not the
admiration of Europe, it must be acknowledged ;
therefore I live alone.

The Emperor of Austria cams to visit Rome ; and
you may imagine if the idea of witnessing the festi-
vities in his honour ever crossed my mind ! I would
sooner have hidden myself in the thickets of the
forest Fajola, an immense wond which stretches for
hundreds of miles from the lake of Albano along the
backbone of the Apennines, and is an almost virgin
forest, like those of Ameriea.

The reception of the Emperor by the Pope and
the Romans was, however, most splendid. ' The
latter were then very different from what they have
since become, and might in all sincerity have ad-
dressed to Kaiser Franz that verse of Dante, which

Ep&res congregaret imperia, ritusque molliret, et tot populorum
discordes ferasque linguas sermonis commercio contraheret : col-
loquia et humanitatem homini daret ; breviterque, una eunctarom
gentium in toto orbe patria fieret.” The whole work is somewhat
in keeping with this hyperbolic etrain; but it had the merit of
foatering the national ides, still further developed in the Prolago-
mena and the Gesuite Modernos, subsequent publicstions of the
eminent philosopher. :

VOL. 1, T
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the papal court alone would willingly recite now if it
could : '

# (lepare milo, perchd non m* accompagne {”

“ My Csmsar, why dost thou desert my side 1*

Tt must, however, be ohserved, in justification not
only of the Romans but of the world, that, after
twenty years of slaughter, devastation, and inva-
sions; after being plundered by republicans, im-
perialiets, foreigners and natives, Frenchmen, Ger-
mans, Russians, (ossacks, Tartars, and I know not
who else besides, all the nations of Europe were
utterly exhausted, and longed to see the end of so
much desolation, that they might live; live in pesace,
no matter whether under a king, pope, emperor, or
the devil, provided only they might live.

But I, who had scarcely perceived all the evils
which had come to pass during my childhood, was
not possessed with this intense longing for repose;
on the contrary, I bore within me the seeds of the
new generation and its works., Quite the reverse
of living in pence !

While we were staying at Castel Gandolfo, I
used to go out shooting in the plain below, and in-
stead of birds I caught the terrible Maremma fever,
the ancient scourge of Latium, Fever undoubtedly
raged in the time of Horace, who complains of it,
a8 everyone knows. I do not, however, understand
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how meny students can believe that the ancient
Latine were equally afflicted by it. How reconcile
large armies, like that of the Rutuli, for instance,
which Coriolanus led to the gates of Rome, with the
existence of malaria? Whoever has been at Ardea,
their ancient capital, and the head-quarters also of the
fever (which I have visited, thanks to the hospitality
of my excellent friend Duke Sforzs, the actual lord
of that ancient citadel), and bas seen their territory,
which certainly did not exceed forty or fifty square
miles, will never believe it possible to have raised an
army of 40,000 men there, had the Maremma fover
existed at that time. Try and raise 1000 men in the
Pontine Marshes now, if you can!

When I caught the fever, quinine had not yet
been discovered; the only remedy then in use was
bark, of which I was made to swallow large tumblers-
ful at & time. But in the beginning I had eight
or ten violent attacks without infermission, and the
antidote could not be administered till they ceased.
Thank God, it did not turn into malignant fever;
but I narrowly escaped a premature journey to the
next world. KEven after the disease loft me, I went
on taking bark, and swallowed seven or eight pounds
in a few months. Btill, for more than a year I con-
tinned subject to occasional attacks of the fever;
bat, strange to say, it did not affect my constitution
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in any way. A proverb of the Roman Campagna
says on this subject, “ La terzana, il giovane risana,
Al veochio suona la campana,”

“Tertian young men treateth well,

But for the old it tolls & knell.”

No one can have a conception of the icy shiver-
ings of the algid stage, nor of the agonising heat of
the burning one, both characteristic of these fevers,
which certainly make one suffer intensely. For the
Roman Campagna quinine is the most valuable of
discoveries. Since they are deprived of steam-
engines, the press, and many other discoveries, let
its poor inhabitants at least have quinine, which for
them is a blessing that makes up for all the others.

I continued my study of art with the same
ardour. At Rome I drew in the studio of Martin
Verstappen, and in the country from nature.

Mariin Verstappen of Antwerp was one of the
best and most esteomed artists of that day. He was
born without a right hand, instead of which nature
had only given him two or three deformed fingers,
with which he was able to hold a palette made on
purgose for him, while he painted with his left.
He had the qualities as well as the faults of the
Flemish school—colour, execution, and deﬁciéncy in
drawing. But his love for the true, which he sought
not in that which is ugly but in the beautiful, was so
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real, he took such pains to study nature, in spite of
trouble, danger, and fatigue, that he succeeded in
producing pictures that had the great merit of being
pleasing and attractive, and of procuring him the
means of living comfortably.

He was an excellent man; but he lived in great
retirement, aveoiding not only gay soclety, but every
one in general: he g.ot up at daybreak, worked as
long as he eould see, and then in the evening walked
for miles and miles, always alone, and for the sole
purpose of stretching his legs. His strong constitu-
tion required violent exercise; and, not to lose time
during the day, he walked at night, defying rain and
everything else, He had been doomed to this hermit
life by the extreme diffidence of his character. He
had come to Italy with heaven only knows what
idea of the Italians; and even I cannot say they are
angels. On the contrary, there both are, and were,
in Rome, especially at that period, an abundanes of
scamps of every degree, not to mention wild fellows,
who, partly for their own advantage, and partly for
fun, would have deemed it a real treat to expose and
ridicule a German mwf (a technical phrase of our
artistic slang), by giving him a chance of showing
himself as great a duffer as natare had already made
him.

Whatever the reason, it is a fact that he lived
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as a recluse, associsting with no one, not even
with his pupils, who were only two in number—a
young Roman and I, My fellow-student was a son
of the sculptor Pacetti, his landlord; and I believe
Verstappen had only accepted him because of the
quasi-impossibility of saying no. I had been admit-
ted for similar reasons, and I think our presence
gave him as much pleasure a3 the eyes derive from
the smoke of green wood. The only advantage to
be enjoyed at his school was a3 follows, His lodging
was composed of an ante-room with large studio-
windows, in which he hung up his finished pictures
until sent to their destinations. Another studio ad-
joining this room was his sanctum, and gave access
to other rooms unknown to mortal man.

The gate of Castel 8. Angelo, though sufficiently
well guarded, cannot be compared io the studio in
which our master worked. The latter was always se-
cured by a-bolt, which was only withdrawn on certain
days, not regularly. On these occasions the "good
Martin came forth with a face like a boiled apple, and
two white eyes as round as ducats. We used to be
copying one of his pictures. He would stop behind
our chairs, and gaze for five minutes without utter-
ing a word; we, who were ignorant of the rules, the
different methods, and the tricks of art, awaited some
wise precept, as from the mouth of an oracle.
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4 A leedle hart,” was the great sentence which fell
from his lips, in his harsh German pronunciation ;
and he passed to the other pupil. Five minutes more
of contemplation, and then, ¢ A leodle heffy ;” and off
ke weunt to his own affairs: it was for the sake of the
latter, and not for ours, that he oceasionally came
out and glanced at our daubs as he passed.

He understood the relations between master and
pupil much in the same way (except their affection-
ate side) as the old masters did. When he accepied
pupils, he expected them amiably to become his ser-
vants to a certain extent. *

X did not much object to this idea, finding in it
something of a patriarchal and familiar character,
which excluded all sense of humiliation, I am igno-
tant, and he knows a great deal; I require his help,
he has no need of mine; my object is netther gain
nor ambition, but art. Besides, ] mnst confess that
a touch of Don Quixote lurks in my nature. Just
a8 he imagined himself a comrade of Tristan or
Launncelot, I fancied that I was one of the many
pupils of the ancient schools, who were part of the
family of their teacher, did everything for him, and
looked upon him as a father and master in one.

For two or three years therefore, though I did
not actually nse a broom or carry water, I very often
opened the door when I heard a knock, received or
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delivered messages, carried piotures, and, in a word,
rendered a variety of services which, though above
the duties of a mere menial, may nevertheless be
thought below the dignity of the descendant of so
many horoes, and of a future President of the Council.

What say you? Was I right or wrong in accept-
ing the part of a pupil upon the old model of Giotto,
Masaccio, and others, when painters used to keep a
skep and shopmen, like pork-butchers ?

At all ¢vents, there is one consideration in my
favour. If I was n servant for the love of art, I
have never #vted like one to be helped up that
greasy pole, at the top of which hang decorations,
ribbons, titles, and ministerial portfolios, instead of
sausages and fat turkeys. And in my conscience I
really think that the sin of servility will not be the
one for which I shall risk condemnation at the Last
Judgment.

Faithfully to observe artistie traditions, we every
now and then played off same trick upon our un-
gociable master, If, for instance, we had been left
to desire his appearance for several days—he often
fergot our very existence for a while—we decided in
council that an example must be made.

We piled up easels, chairs, and frames in such
& way as mot to occasicn any damage; then gave
a push, and down they all came with a crash as
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though the house were falling. Poor Martin fancied
all his pictures were in tatters; and he darted out
like a flash of lightning, I can tell you. Of course,
we always had an answer ready for the anxious
“ Vot has peen de matter "’ which would escape him
as he withdrew the bolt and ran into his exhibition
room.

You see, if the instinct of mischief had no longer
a mastery over me, I could not boast that it was
entirely vanquished, A grain of this ingredient adds
a certain charm to youth, and I certainly did not
possess a larger dose of it. My charaeter began
to show some signs of maturity ; but it took a loﬁg
time to ripen thoroughly. I did not really feel my-
self a man, nor succeed in arriving at firm convie-
tions, nor in conceiving clear and well-founded ideas
on the majority of the most important moral, social,
and political phenomena until very late. This tardy
growth is perhaps inherent in my intellect ; or it may
spring from the longing I have always felt to dis-
cover as much truth as possible about everything,
not being able to content myself with probabilities,
or sccept the decrees of authority unquestioned, It
takes time to examine the reason of everything for
oneself. In those days I had hardly begun this long
and up-hill task ; and besides, my age was not that
of logical ressoning, but rather prone to sentiment
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and passion, I, who was destined to experience
very ardent ones, and of various kinds, then found
myself in & very peculiar condition. I felt within
me all the strength of passion, but there was mo
object to give it shape, soul, and life. In the early
morning I often used to wander among the groves
of the Villa Borghese, taking with me both drawing
and writing materials. I sat alone in the shade, but
neither wrote nor drew. Aspiratioms, yearnings,
forebodings, hopes, dreams of love, glory, sorrow,
bold and brilliant actions, mysteriously inflamed my
heart and imagination. It was a painful state, be-
cause it bad neither aim mnor issue ; but yet it
awsakened an intense joy in my inmost soul from the
fulness of life with which it inundated me. The
mysterious flower which blooms in our souls aa the
forerunner of spring was budding within me. It is
an inestimable treasure, the grestest of all to him
who knows how to profit by it, for it reveals the
most powerful of all the faculites which God has
imparted to men. But, unfortunately, most of us
fling this treasure to the whirlwind of passion; the
etrgy is uselessly squandered, and the evil is not
felt until too late, How often in this world he who
knows cannot, and he who could does not know !

I had done like the rest. In my earliest youth,
made precocious by circumstances, but which, in fact,
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was only adolescence, I had trampled the first bloom
of my heart and soul in the mud; but, thanks to
example and eduncation—thanks to Bidone—that
shameful recklessness came to a timely end. My
perversity was not complete, only the surface had
been scathed. Perhaps this was owing to my nature
~—a gift of Heaven, and no work of mine—a nature
from which it is difficult to efface that youthfnl and
glorious impress which is so faithful a guardian of
generous thoughts. In fact, 1 did not suddenly
become old. Youthfulness of soul lingered long
after age had crept upon my body, and even now
it is not quite extinet. It is only since 1860 that
I begin to feel my heart grown old. Hope is the
best preserver of its freshness, and years (it is their
bitterest insult) earry away several with every change
of season.

Fancy, therefore, what I was in 1819-20. I
sought 8 means of imparting life and form to the
resplendent future that appeared to me in my dreams.
In art I imagined new methods, new conceptions :
not piotures painted after the recipes of the man-
nerists of the eighteenth century; mot the minute
and scrupulous imitation of nature of my contem-
poraries ; for if this were the essence of art, photo-
graphy would be preforable to painting. I could
not then take into account the serupulous imitation
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of the ugly, realism not having yet invaded the class
of landseape-painters.

Yet, as I am on this subject, the realist school in
landscape-painting is an invention which does honour
to human ingenuity, Someone arose who had no
artistic fire, no sense of colour, and who was too
lazy to work. A fool would have humbly slunk back,
saying, * I have not the qualities to become a painter ;
patience ; so be it, I will be a carpenter,” The man of
talent said instead, * What is exeeution, eomposition,
and colouring, this preecision of lights and shades,
this glimpse of truth? Nothing but the clap-trap of
the fogies of the old school. Here is the new art,
the art of the fature.”

And cveryone ean see what it has produced.
But the publie swallows it all.

Let us, however, leave this subject for the pre-
sent. I shall find some better opportanity of speak-
ing of art and artists—a topic which demands much
diseussion.

Thus, in art too, I built casiles in the air, and fed
on fancies ; but being aware that my first business
wag to scquire a thorough mastery of my brush and
palette, and the power of execation in the reproduc-
tion of nature, I was bent on securing a good founda-
tion at whatever cost of labour. The idea of writing
as well a8 painting, nevertheloss, danced before my
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mind, and I had only to decide on the subject, the
object, the language, and the style—mere trifles, of
course ] I had often talked this over with Bidone
when at Turin, In this also his single piece of ad-
vice was, ¢ Write.” “But about what ?’ ¢ Write.”
“But in what style and language?’ ¢ Write,”
“ But,” said I at last, “‘if, one may say, there is
neither language nor readable prose in Ilaly ?”  *Is
there not? Invent one on purpose!” |

It was easily said, but meanwhile I chafed at
being unable to arrive at a satisfactory solution. I
then thought, * Let me study in the terim;” and
I was right.  During my stay in Rome the question
of writing remained undecided. It was not to be
solved, well or ill, till many years later; and in the
interval I suspended all farther consideration of it,
thinking it impossible to draw from nature and
write simultaneously, And herein I was not fur
wrong. But my poor little imagination fluttered its
wings, a8 diminutive as those on Mercury’s cap,
even beyond the fields of art and literature.

Happy they who can remain on the spot where
they were born, smiling on heaven and earth, on
men and beasts, and swallowing everything that is
thrust into their mouths or brains, and when their
turn comés, leave the world ‘as they found it. And
unhappy they who, scarcely out of their cradles, and
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as soon as they have glanced around them, chirp
out an insatiable why? as naturally as new-batched
chickens twitter. And these inquirers fret, roam,
examine, weigh, eonfront, search, grope. And what
next? They too leave the world—but no, by hea-
ven! they do not always leave the world—as they
fonnd it. Then man was born to move, to scrutinise,
and to know (if he can) who he is, what he does,
and whither he is going; and if he dies in harness,
he dies with honour, and perbaps with profit to his
kind. Therefore I do not eomplain if my nature be
inquisitive, as it always was and always will be.
From that time forward, besides art and litera-
ture, I asked myself a hundred questions about poli-
ties, philosophy, morals, and religion—all emanations
of my own soul, and not reminiscences of books,
What had I read—1I, who was a soldier at sixteen ?
My political ideas had already undergone some
modification. I no longer felt an urgent desire to
slay a tyrant. It may be imagined that the tyranny
of Alfieri in his exaggerations had sobered me. But
the craving to see my country its own master grew
mJte and more potent within me, just as I increas-
ingly felt the outrage of our humiliation. 'The beha-
viour of the foreigners in Rome towards the Romans
of every class, in society, and more especially at
public solemnities, —such as the ceremonics in the
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Papal chapel, those of the holy week, &e.; their
superb assurance in overriding, disobeying, and brow-
beating the officers and soldiers whose duty it was
to maintain order on those oeccasions,—aroused an
indescribable anger in my breast. The English were
the most domineering; and some of them would go
go far as to attempt to force a passage through some
door protected by the Swiss guards, It sometimes
happened, however, that these halberdiers, dressed
and armed like those of Giovanni delle Bande Nere,*
answered with the sharp edges of their armour and
with the butt-ends of their pikes; and I blessed their
hands, praying Heaven to deliver them from those
of Cardinal Consalvi,

The latter was, as iz well known, secretary of
state to Pius VIL ; and if in one way he had more
progressive ideas than the rest of the sacred col-
lege, on the other he wanted to copy the forms and
centralisation of the Napoleonic system in the narrow
limits of the tiny Papal state; and this idea—hy en-
tirely altering the old traditions and usages of the
inhabitants, sweeping away ancient charters, which
were precious to the government as proofs of an
accepted sovereignty-—was, in my opinion, the true
commencement de la fin of the temporal power. He

* ({iovanni de' Medicl, born in 1498, and thus surnamed from
the celsbrated “black bands” of Iialian mercensaries whom he
commanded,
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endeavoured to increase the public funds, which had
suffered so much under the past administration. He
knew well that it was neither an easy nor a short task
to reopen the dried-up sources of this wealth ; and thus
it was his particular study to attract foreigners, and
induce them to stay in Rome.—Unfortunately, in
default of other trades, Italy, from Florence down-
wards, has long practised that of an hotel-keeper |—
8o, whenever a poor Roman official tried to resist
the encroachments of a stranger, the latter never
failed to exclaim, I shall go to Cardinal Consalvi.”
And unluckily his Eminence nearly always decided
in favour of the impertinent foreigner, and agains.t
the faithful official. Therefore I prayed heaven to
save the Swiss from his most eminent hands.

Bat if my heart rebelled against the foreign yoke,
my intellect did not revesl any means of breaking
it. Even at twenty I already understood that Auns-
trian regiments could not be driven over the Alps
by the Carbonari conspirators, and still less by their
daggers. The time was still far distant in which
the possibility of a solution of this great problem was
to §ash upon me. - Then, on the contrary, the shades
of the Villa Borghese and many other places were
the confidants of my melancholy, and sometimes of
the tears I shed in secret over our degradation, which
I deemed everlasting.
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And as if art, literature, and politics were not
enough to throw my heart and mind into wild
confusion, love also intervened. But should any-
one ask, “ Were you in love?’—*I? mnot in the
least,” would be the answer. And this was exactly
my forment: to be in love, and not to know with
whom. )

In every autobiography love is sure to make its
appearsnce about the age of twenty. It is not a
subject to be exhansted in a few words, but requires
a separate chapter, and this shall be the fifteenth.

VOL. L. U



CHAPTER XV.

First love— How many gorts of love there are— Difficulty of
understanding them, and still more of noming them, except
one—Love in the lilernture of the reign of Louis Philippe—
Little love-makiog in the world—B8ilence on my love.adven-
tures—Love 1s the father of lies—Theory of fidelity—8ad end
of every love-adventure—Lesst bad wey of gelting out of it
fairly—Conclugion favourable to women— It is useless to preach
abstinence.

Arn polytheist religions place love among the divi-
nities. Cliristians in & sort of way look upon it as
Glod himself and his first essence—so at least we
are told. DBut this said love is the most inexplicable
of mysteries, ¢ Vous m'aimez, vous ées roi, e je
pars,”’ said Olympia Mancini to Louis XIV., when
she left the court by order of her uncle Cardinal
Mazarin.

““Yon love me, you are a god, and I suffer;”
the. poor human soul says this only too often. But
wherefore? The key of this mystery is not to be
found on earth: let us hope to find it in heaven,
Mere intellect is an inexperienced and useless guide
in euch a labyrinth, and abandons us in the midst
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of darkness. Let us rather follow the dictates of
the heart.

‘Who could eonceive with his intellect, or explain
in words, that primeval love before which * there
were no created things”? One fecls God, but he
cannot be conceived or explained. One feels him
to be an infinite love, and the motive power of the
universe. One feels him to be a protection, a de-
fence. One feels that he is good, and has prepared
for us an eternal future,~—inexplicable and unfathom-
able ‘to mortals, but full of happiness and rapture,
of justice and equity,—worthy, in a word, to be
the work of God. Therefore let us take heart, and
throw ourselves courageously into that vortex where
so many generations have already disappeared.

If perchance you were to say, I do not feel this
God of yours,” I should answer, “I am very sorry,
but in truth I know not how to help youn” But
this love,—the Jove of God for his ereature, and
of the latter for its Maker,~if it is the first, is not
the only one, Here the problem becomes multi-
plied. What is love in the heart of man? Love
of himself, of others, of ideas, of things? Which is
true love, and which is false? Which is virtuous
love, and whick is sinful? Which is noble and
generous, which is foul and abominable? &e. A
hundred such questions might be asked. But every-
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thing is confused, indefinite, and illogical; every-
thing is struggle and contradiction in this vast realm
of love ; and even language is under its influence.

What an inconceivable lack of expressions! what
indecision! In French, for instance, which appears
to me the most perfect inatrument of communieation
invented by man,—in that language, the most pre-
cise, the neatest, and most logical in existence (I
only speek a few, alas! still I think my assertion
is true),—nevertheless, in French there is only one
word for the expression of love: *J’aime Dien,
jaime ma patrie, j’aime ma mére, j'aime ma mai-
tresse, j"aime la science, jaime le vaudeville,” or
 y’aime les épinards au jus,” but always ¢ j'aime.”

In Italy, a8 in England, we are not much better
off; but still I can put spinage in one category,
and my country or my family in another, and say,
both in Italian and in English, “T like spinage,”
and T love my country;” ¢ Mi piacciono gli spi-
naci,” and “amo lg patria,”

Can this want of precision, this poverty of
language, be the result of pure chance? or is it
racher & defect which necessarily governed the ori-
gin, the formation, and” the erystallisation of lan~
guages? Is it then an anomaly, an absence of
logic, or, on the contrary, the application of its
most exquisite sense ?
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If the latter hypothesis be correct, langnage would
only possess one substantive, love, and one verb, fo
love, because love would he one, and its applications
many, but litherto badly understood and badly de-
fined, whence the nnecertainty and obseurity.

There 13, however, one sort of love which is
understood, perfectly defined, and known by every-
body, for which language has found, if not a verb,
at least an adequate substantive, or rather two—
self-Iove and egotism.

Perhaps it might be said that love for dear self
should be stigmatised by the vile name of selfishness,
while, on the contrary, love for any object not our-
selves has an exclusive right to the beautiful and
noble one of love.

Europe is under great obligations to France ; and
since Solferino, Italy in particular owes her an im-
mense debt of gratitude. There is no doubt that
the dazzling light which, by showing the world its
own deformit'y, made it ashamed, and thus induzced it
to atterpt an amendment, first radiated from France.
By her intelligence and her press France achieved
a real and beneficent vietory over the world; but
I, who am the friend and not the flatterer of the
French, tell them: “ You have made Europe pay
dearly for your benefits.” Who till now ever saw
a flood of books written for the expresa purpose of
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perverting human nature, like that known by the
name of the literature of Louis Philippe, and that
which followed ?

These works of imagination—novels especially—
(T bave seen some very sad instances) have really
inoculated Europe with unwholesome humours.
With few exceptions, the only object of the writers
was to make money, wherefore they coveted
popularity, and basely pandered to all the de-
praved instinets of the multitude, And as, when
these are to be incited, the true and holy de-
mocracy of equality before the law is of much
leas uso to him who secks to become rich and ride
in his carriage than that other democracy which
tramples—when it can—upon every law, and which
is the apothecosis of all that is hideous and foul,—
the writers in question, in order to flatter the
masses, have in their books proclaimed the triumph
of baseness, For a leng time, courtesans (I am
speaking of no mew thing), conviets, murderers,
scoundrels of every description, have been held up
as the only persons capable of heroic actions, whilst
Linest men were represented as foolish or impo-
tent. And the leading ideas inculeated by such
books were, and are, that the distinction between
good and evil is a bugbear for idiots; that violent
passiona are symptoms of a powerful nature, which
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is exactly the reverse of truth; that the infallible
sign of absolute moral supremacy is a total absence
of respect for anything, whilst it is precisely the
contrary. And as to love, that ancient and never
worn-out axis on which all narratives destined to
Please the masses turn,—tell me, dear reader, have
you ever found in French novels of this school a
chaste and graceful type like the Lucia* of Man-
zoni, for instance; the personification of an honest
woman, who is at once natural, attractive, and re-
fined? Sometimes the author (it is easy to per-
ceive) would fain present something angelie, some
flower of innocence, some being breathing purity
and candour—but, good heavens, what an exertion!
whal an incessant effort, what an utter miscon-
ception of nature and of real simplicity, of smooth
and easy deductions flowing spontaneously from the
story and the circumstances! One sees so plainly
that the author, wishing to raise himself above his
own level, is obliged to walk upon stilts.

But if we turn to a scene of courtesans at sup-
per,—to a description of the luxurious fare, the
wines, the plate, the lights, the scantiness of the
women’s dresses,—what fulpess, what truth, what
life in the imagery and the details, what an in-

* The lovely and charming heroine of Mansoni's Promessi
Spesi.
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spired stylo, what an outburst of eloquence! It is
quite evident that the anthor longs for that which he
describes, that he feels in his element, and is anxious
to receive the price of his manusecript, that he may
seat himself at the same table, and perhaps roll
undernesih it.

This literature is one of the causes of the very re-
markable fall which—as everyone knows—has taken
place in the moral thermometer of the reading
world in Europe. From the high-born damsel who
reads in secret, down to the humble girl who, to read
novels, defrands herself of the few hours’ rest allowed
her by the milliner for whom she works—what dis-
order, what deceit, how much irreparable mischief!
And all this for what? Let us go to the core of
the question. Because Mr. So-and-so, the author,
wanted to have six horses in his stable, and all the
rest of il ; and becauss he knew that the public, the
king of our time, like many other kings of yore,
liberally rewards those who flatter his depraved in-
stinets, and, betier still, those who serve him in
this respect.

Now at last, after so many words, we must
arrive at a conclusion, -

Love plays a much less important part in the
world than is generally supposed. It is most often
the child of idleness, and is an artificial product of
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literature. And French literature has made it a
disgracefnl object of apeculation.

These ideas are, as usual, the fruit of my own
observations, reasoned out by myself I do not,
however, consider them infallible. I know not what
the reader will think of them. He may very likely
say, ““ All very well ; but there are people who cannot
read or write, who work like horses from morning to

”

night, and yet they fall in love.” This is my answer :

First of all, among so many passions there are
no two of exactly the same essence; and it would
be necessary to make a chemical analysis, in order
to test the real value of each. We are agreed, as
you know, that in speaking of the rarity of love 1
mean to speecify that which deems the advantage
of the beloved one preferable to its own; otherwise,
as we saw before, it is no longer love, but selfish-
ness. And if all those who fall in love were sub-
mifted to a moral filter, do you think the result
would be an essence as pure as spring water ?

Seoondlfr, setting aside analysis and filters, the
question is reduced to saying, every rule has its ex-
ception, which I admit. I admit it so completely,
that, without going further, I offer myself to serve
as an exception, and cen confirm your chservations
In My own persen,

In my youth I had read mo love-stories. I
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worked, and to such an excess as to make myself
ill more than once; yet I had so impressionable,
go passionate a nature, that it would be impos-
sible for me to express the violence of the storms
of this kind I have had to go through. Diew merei,
c'est fini! quoth Richelien.

This might appear to be the moment for enter-
ing on 2 narration of my love-adventures, which I
might afterwards take up whenever their turn came.
But I intend to do nothing of the kind, and for
the following reasons :

In the first place, only change the names, and
essentially this particular is always the same. Se-
condly, while reading the autobiographies of others,
and the descriptions of their conquests, the authors
have constantly scemed to me ruther ridiculous.
Then, all those who become lacrymose in record-
ing the bavoc they have made in female hearts;
those who, for instance, just meet 2 woman in a
shop frying on a pair of gloves, and because she
pays them enough attention to avoid having her
dreas trodden on, note her down forthwith on the
hst of conquests; and, finally, those who scatier
flowers on the grave of some dear angel who died
of love (or dyspepsia) for their sakes,—all these
gushings of an inconsolable heart, poured oui into
the vast bosom of the publie, invariably appear to
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me one of the drollest masquerades assumed by
human vanity. To relate victories, therefore, is
ridiculous ; while as to defeats, frankly, dear reader,
do not you think it possible to find a livelier sub-
jeet? Thus it is better to be silent on both,

Theso are the reasons of self-interest; the follow~
ing plead on behalf of social propriety and real
feeling.

A true, loyal, and self-sacrificing affection is a
great treasure—the greatest in existence. If there
was a woman who gave you every possible proof
of it, ought you in return to oxpose her love to
publicity ? Names, I know, are never published ;
but ean anyone who has had a large acquaintance
veil the incidents and the different periods of his
own life to such an extent as to prevent the real
names being easily discovered ?

I have always considered ingratitude as one of
the most ignoble depravities of the human soul. But
ingratitude towards 2 womran who has loved you
truly and loyally, were it only for one single hour,
has always seemed to me the lowest form of the
sin. What more could she do, poor thing? What
good, what happiness wae there in her power to
bestow, that she did not give you with her love?
What did she not risk? what did she not confide
to your loyalty and Jove? And ought you to trample
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all that under foot? Ought you to betray her trust,
and make her a subject of common falk, to gratify
the most stupid of vanities ?

As it is very rare for a man, however unat-
tractive, not to have met with love of one calibre
or another, the best rule for everybody is nof fo
say, and still less to write, anything about it,

It is undeniable that some good might be derived
from the narration of such adventures by reasoning
on them, and thus discovering some compass for the
use of those poor frail barks which set sail for the
first time, full of hope and illusions, on that sea
wlich may be termed with peculiar force the faith-
less element.

Wishing, for my own part, to run with the hare
and hunt with the hounds, as the adage has it, I
shall confine myself to an exposition of general
facts, and the reflections they suggest.

The greatest harm of love, as it often exists in
the reading world, springs from the necessity of per-
petual falsehood. It very rarely happens that one
can make love without being obliged to deceive every
moment. Thence a habit of dissimulation is acquired.
The character becomes distorted, and it soon ceases
to produce any disagreeable impression ; just as those
who have no ear for music get accustomed to false
notes.
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I was never guilty of the lie— worse than lie,
the perfidy—of & cold and caleulating love. I have
never told or tried to persuade a woman that I loved
her when it was not true, Unfortunately it is by no
means uncommon for a man to see & young woman
contented and happy with ber husband, fond of her
family and home, without mysteries or cares, with
good spirits and a light heart, and to fix his mind
on her, taking it into his head to make this pleasant
garden of domestic happiness his prey, and render its
inhabitants miserable, for the sake of boasting after-
wards, ‘I succeeded!” There are men who, with-
out feeling any love, without a shadow of passion,
set to work with perpetual dissimulation, representing
themselves to the peor vietim as models of delicacy
united to invineible love, Woman is usually good,
confiding, ignorant of human baseness. She believes,
gshe yields; and the happiness, the peace, the future
of many persons are often forfeited for ever; and
the authors of such disasters generally find the door
of every house open to them, whilst those who rob on
the highway are hanged! And this is called justice!

On this score I have no remorse. Whenever
it was my fate to pronounce those fatal words, “J
love you,” and to utter them in earnest and not
lightly, it was but too true.

In early youth I was neither more nor less than
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a scamp, and I only associated with female specimens
of the same genus, among whom the word flove’ was
not current coin, A little later, I went through a
very bad phase—which, however, did not last long—
when I carried on two or three intrigues at the same
time, more from recklessness than anything else. But
the day 2t last came when I really fell in love with
unutterable violence. This lasted for many years.
In the mean while life and experience were maturing
me, Dissimulation and falsehood became every day
more hateful to me. T attempted to limit myself
with regard to falsehood, as families sometimes do
in their household expenses, fo the strictly neces-
sary ; and I was thus led into adopting a maxim not
often observed by young men—of telling the truth
and keeping a promise, no matter to whom—even
to women |

I therefore believe 1 am one of those who have
been most scrupulously faithful, chiefly because I
should never have been able to deny an infidelity
if Y had been questioned and driven to bay. Thus I
was more veracious than faithful. T used, in fact,
to say, * In love constancy is 8 necessary, fidelity
a luxury ;" and this was said half in jest and half
in earnes, And as it is possible to hate many peo-
ple at once, why should one not love them also in
the same way? Not in an equal degree certainly,



PANEGYRIC ON INFIDELITY. 303

but aceording to a graduated scale? Constancy, the
essence of every true passion, is rooted in our hearts ;
but might not fidelity in detail be counted, perchance,
smong the sophisms of literature ?

I know some of my fair readers, if 1 were at
hand, would gladly tear my eyes ont for these lax
doctrines. The curious fact, however, remains, that
in spite of these peculiar theories -on infidelity, in
practice I was entirely the reverse, DBut this, I
repeat, was more a repugnance to falschood than
anything else.

For the same motive, I never pushed deceit so
far as to seem the friend of a husband in order to
lay his vigilance asleep. I always considered this,
a8 it is in fact, a low and dastardly action. This
is one great evil engendered by such love; the cha-
racter acquires indelible blots, which remain even
when their cause is over. As love has a begin-
ning, it also, unbappily or happily, as the case may
be, has an end. This end, however, is never reached
by two lovers on the same day and at the same
hour., While one of the parties says, enough, the other
says, not yet. Only once I had to recite the part of
enough, and thought the easiest way was to confess
it; which I did by way of economising lies, as well
as, in truth, economising useless scenes, reproaches,
and lamentations. For though we are told that cer-
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tain men have risen from the dead, I never heard
of love being resuscitated, least of all by means of
tears.

If I cnce amid enough, on two other occasions I
had the more painful task of saying not yet; and my
suffering was so great that, wishing to avoid reeri-
minations and lamentations, I had to sustain a great
internal struggle :

“ Le brult est pour le fat,
La plainte est pour le sot,
L'honnéte homme trompé
S'élofgne et ne dit mot."

and this was the system I adopted.

I might prolong this chapter,—for matter would
not be wanting,—but I think T have said enough
to show what my character is in this respect. In
writing my life it was necessary to speak of it.

The conclusion to be drawn is the affair of the
reader, All the evidence against me is in his hands.
As to the reflections which may arise from the above
facts, and which may perhaps be useful to youth (as
far as precepts and sermons are available against pas-

seion), the following are those which seem to me most
obvious, Illicit passions, besides the intrinsie evils
inherent to them, are & source of itrouble, sorrow,
and even of real misforfune, in the present organisa-
tion of society. Holding aloof from them, if possible,
is therefore all gain, If that canmot be, there are
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two things, at least, not to be lost sight of—to do the
least possible. harm to others as well as to oneself.
To oneself, by resisting the invasion of lies converted
into a habit and a system ; to others, by never feign-
ing a passion that does not exist, and by never sacri-
ficing to personal vanity the peace, welfare, and hap-
piness of the being who has had the misfortune to
come across your path, '

I certainly do not lay down these ideas as the
expression of a complete and perfeet moral theory;
but I think them practieal, and therefore useful.

To explain my opinion of myself, I must say
that, unless I am greatly mistaken, I do not believe
I was the cause of mueh harm to others; but I cer-
tainly greatly injured myself. I was obliged to work
very hard before I could restore to my character the
rectitude, sincerity, and purity I had received from-
nature. The sincerity, the genuineness of my feel-
ings, have made me suffer so much that I certainly
have left by the way a considerable portion of vitality
and health which I might have employed much better:
in the service of my country. Reflecting on the
past, it seems to me as if my sincerity of heart and
complete abnegation of self were often the cause
of my becoming edious ; and, unfortunately, I ended
by suspeeting that very fow women can love an hon-
est man truly and for a length of time, Perhaps

YOL. L X
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the fault is more that of the honest man than theirs!
In spite of all this, the impression I have retained
from what I have felt and seen is, that, as a general
rule, women are much better than men, And, how-
ever great the suffering T have had to endure on their
aecount, I once found the compensation of an affec-
tion which never failed me, and which was never
influenced by any circumstance whatever. Let him
who can say as much be content. Not many can.

And with this I end the chapter. I entertain no
illusions about the conversions which ought to be the
reward of my wise reflections. In everything, and
especially in love, who is not desirous of trying for
himself?

Try, then, for yourselves, young men; and fifty
years hence you will be able to preach to the next
generation, just as I have to you, and perhaps with
the same result,
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Return from Rome to Turin — Franeis IV, of Modena— Exeur-
sion to Venice—State of Turinese society in the yeoar 1820—1
have slways evoided mecret socteties; and the ndvaniages I
have derived from so doing— Remarks upon the politieal
events of 1821 in Piedmont — Military revolutions are the
worst of all—Parsive resistance to bad governments generally
preferable to violence—Examples taken from the Lombardo-
Venetians—Conclusion of thia subject—Summer of 1820, and
Count Benevello—Tribute to this worthy nobleman—Difficulty
of living in peace in the society of Turin at that time—T1 per-
gigt in my intention of leaving the army, and going back to
Rome to contlnue my ertistic studieca—My parenis econsent,
after much henitation—Criticisme end goesip of the town—
Dialogue giving an iden of high Turiness eocicty in 1820.

In the spring of 1820 my parents left Rome, and I
returned with them to Turin. Our road lay through
Umbria and Tuscany; from Florence we went to
Bologna, ahd thence reached Modena. We stopped
at this latter place, as my father had to pay his
respects to the Duke, who had not yet earned the
celebrity as a crowned police-officer (I might nse a
less polite expression) which he afterwards enjoyed.
Still, he was an archduke of Austria, who, under the
name of the House of Este, tried to insinuate him-
self into favour. He was always a supporter of that
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evil-minded race which oppressed my country. For-
tunately I had no uniform with me. T have always
forgotten it intentionally, as a proximate canse of
many torments, I adduced this peremptory reason to
my father, who accepted it as such; but the Duke,
wishing to be amiable, sent me word that I might
go a8 I was. I was thus obliged to undergo the
diversion of an andience. If thiz was & bore to me,
the Duke meant it as a great favour; and therefore,
though he had been Francis IV, himself, there was
nothing for it but to decline his civility, or acknow-
ledge it here, which I accordingly do.

From Modena we went to Venice by Mantua,
Verona, and Padua. At Verona I saw Pindemonte.
At Venico I saw two Awustrian cannon with yawn-
ing muzzles planted before the ducal palace; I saw
others

“, ... nell’ arzand de’ Viniziani,”

23 Dante ealls it, in which
“bolle 4’ inverno la tenace pece,”

#In the Venetians' arsenal, a4 boils
Through wintry montha tenacious piteh ;"

and the blood boiled still more in my veins when I
beheld those great docks once used for the construe-
tion of ancient galleys, ramembering . ., . .. But
I am no longer a schoolboy, nor am I writing &
rhetorical theme; so, dear reader, if you are an
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Italian, and know our history, you can imagine
what my feelings were at one-and-twenty, loving
Italy as I do, and hating the foreign yoke. O, how
ashamed I was of being an Italian! how I yearned
to have one day an opportunity of fighting the Aus-
trians! I would have consented to be beaten, pro-
vided I could have kad a good fight! But in May
1820 how probable this seemed! I lived in a state
of wild despondency, to which I gave vent in son-
nets and odes ;—compositions so vile that I think
they would have made even the Austrians run away
had they but heard them.

One idea, however, consoled me: Venice, Rome,
Carthage have been great, powerful, and as arro-
gant as Vienna; and a day of doom will come for
Vienna, as it came for them. Who could then have
prophesied to me that my eyes would behold it
before closing for ever?

We passed through Milan, and this time I did
not make ny entrance “cum fustibus et lanternis,”
—iaken to Santa Margherita® for want of a passport.

* The Contrada di Senita Margherita—in reality the Pater-
noeter-row of Milan, being full of booksellers’ shops—since 1815,
under Austrian rule, beeame the terror of every cne involved in
pelitical disturbences; for there pat the dreaded direzions di
polizia, where Bilvio Pellico and many other illustrious patriots
were Lept in dark cells during the early days of their celebrated
imprisonment, The name was derived from the building having
been s convent of nuns before the religions communities were
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I remember a trifling incident, which, however, made
an impression upon me at the time, A great many
people came to see us at our hotel, and amongst
others a monsignore; but I cannot now remember
who he was, Talking of different subjects, the con-
versation fell on public education. After a good
deal of discussion, “I think,” said the monsignore,
by way of peroration, ‘¢ that ignorant peoples are the
emsiest to govern,” I was not so much surprised
at the maxim as at the candour with which it was
stated ; and I thought to myself (I hed just come
from Rome), “ My good monsigndre, you will never
make your fortune if you are so outspoken.” I do
not know even if my prediction was fulfilled.

Seciety in Turin was in that peculiar state of
restlessness which a sick man feels on the point of
an eruption. The year 1821, or rather the famous
Bpanish constitution,* was on the very eve of coming
to light.

abolished by Joseph IL ; and poor Bilvio Pellico remarks in hie
wbook Le mie Prigieni, that its former harmless inmates little
guessed thei their once peaceful walls would one day resound
with g0 many imprecations against e hated rule. It is etill the
central police-atation, but hae now lost its sinister renown,

* The military ivsurrection of Piedmont in 1821, led by
Cherles Albert, then Prince of Carignane, and a grest number of
Piedmoniese nobles, to which the zuthor makes frequent allusion
in these Memotrs, had for ita object to obtain the proclamation of
the Spanieh constitntion passed by the Junia of Cediz in 1812,
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I was a relation, or at least an acquaintance, of
the greater part of the leaders, and many of them
frequented the house of my sister-in-law. I did not
belong to any seeret society. I was not a Carbonaro,
nor one of those Masons designated free—1 do not
know why, unless beeause they are bound to obey
two governments instead of ome. I suppose my
countenance inspired no confidence in me as a con-
spirator, partisan, or such-like: but the fact is, that
I never was even invited to join & secret society, and
thus have never been a member of any. I do not
venture to say that precocity of judgment made me
abstain, for at eighteen or twenty chance is oftener
our guide than forethought. Be that ss it may,
I certainly enjoyed the advantage of mever feeling
afraid that my name might be found on any list of
conspirators, or of having it flung in my teeth as
documentary proof of having betrayed friends or
violated s pledge; nor that when I was in office
someone ;night come and whisper in my ear,
“ Now, BSignor Massimo, just remember!] . ...
Mind you keep in the right track,” and thus find

trescherously overthrown by Ferdinand VII. on his return, and
then again revived for a short time in 1820, under pressure of &
revolt of the srmy. The Piedmontese liberals wished fo adopt
this conatitution ; but Austrian intervention acon fruatrated their
attempta.
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myself in a dilemma, constrained either to break
the oath sworn to the King as member of parlia-
ment, cabinet minister, senator, and governor; or
the other sworn to a president of a Carbenaro lodge;
and third and last advantage, governments, political
sects, parties, or anybody else, may like or dislike
me, leave me in peace, persecute, or even kill me, if
they please, but I defy them all to call me a weather-
cock or a traitor.

Being then, as I have always kept myself since,
free to aet as I chose, and perfectly independent, I
quietly watched to see what such a state of con-
fusion as I have described would produce.

The events of 1821 are known, or perhaps now
almost forgotten; so many things of greater im-
portance have happened. in the world since that
date, Btill, I must make a fow remarks which oecur
to me on the subject.

However great the esteem and friendship I pro--
fess for aeveral of the leaders of that movement, I
Joust honestly say that I cannot approve either its
spirit or its form.

A people does not rice unless to attain something
which it knows, or at least desires, Therefore, before
engaging in action, it is necessary to instruct the
masses, or &t any rate to excite their wishes and
their passions,
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The prodigality of Louis XIV. and his sucoes-
sors, the feudal privileges of the clergy and aristo-
cracy, and the writings of the philosophers of the
eighteenth century, whose path was so carefully
smoothed by the blundering tyranny of the old poli-
tical and religious system, instructed the people,
kindled a craving for better instifutions, and the
French Revolution trinmphed! But in the Italy
of 1821 the recollections of the military arrogance,
the Continental blockade, the violent amnexations
or disloeations of provinces and kingdoms, which
were directly due to the, ambition of Napoleon,
and indirectly to the ideas and acts of the first
revolution, were still too fresh; five or six years
"of restoration had not yet been able o efface
them; and the majority therefore, which by 2 law
of nature js alwayz composed of the less sagacious,
considered the restoration as the return of a new
era of life, repose, happiness, and deliverance from
8 heavy arid detested tyranny.

But the majority did not yet understand that in
the Napoleonic cycle tyranmny was the exeeption;
whereas in that of the restoration absolutism was
the role.

The masses were then far from desirous of a
change. The felicity the revolution was bestowing
on Spain did not yet awaken much envy. Conse-
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quently the rising was only an isolated outbreak of
the secret societies, which did not and could not
extend itself to the rest of the nation, becnuse the
"ideas which inspired it were not appreciated, or
announced changes which were undesired.

Thiz affords a fresh example of the good service
done by secret societies; they present a phantasma-
goria of a world which does not exist, and thus
entangle you among impossibilities. Let us not,
however, forget that secret societies were in great
measure the offspring of the stolid and blind abso-
lutism of the restoration, so that the latter was their
true originator.

Cesare Balbo wused to say that thai movement
and its prototype at Naples postponed our emanci-
pation for many years; and he was right.

There is, besides, another important considera-
tion. The movement of 1821 had the character of
a military insarrection, which is the worst of all—
the most depraving, the most prolific of bad exam-
ples, and consequences without end. If I neither
%esteem nor love a government, I do not serve it; if
I have entered its service at a period when I loved
and esteemed it, and if, right or wrong, I after-
wards alter my views, then I resign. But to violate
a given promise—never] I hasten, however, to add
that it would be unjust to pass a dogmatic Jjudgment
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on the merit or guilt of certain actions in cases of
this kind & priori.

The true fault is to sin against conscience know-
ingly; and the Roman Court has not a monopoly
of the artificial conscience, which, as you perhaps
know, I have attributed to it. The sects hostile to
Rome have it likewise, being supplied with it both
by passion and the individuals themselves,

Which of us can boast of never having had an
artificial conscience, if only for one day? Therefore,
while I severely censure a military revolution, I am
far from judging those who incurred the guilt of it
with equal harshness. Hallucinations of the bodily
senses being quite as real a phenomenon as halluci-
nations of the moral sense, in pronouncing judgment
great stress ought to be laid on this element.

One last consideration. For several years after
1821 no other mode of improving our condition was
deviged than secret sociefies, with their periodical
miniature‘revolutions, which lasted a fortnight. Un~
il 1844 or 1843, no one ever thought of faking
public opinion as a basis, and making himself its
guide. The suthoritative voice of Napoleon III had
‘not yet tanght sectarians that the world is moved by
public society, and not by secret ones. And we see
that his system succeeds. But political brotherhoods
will not be abolished for the present, because there
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are adepts interested in keeping them up. Persuade
& man, if you can, that it is a good thing he should
lose his employment! All this applies to violent re-
volutions, for which, a8 you may see, I have no sym-
pathy. I have, on the contrary, always admired the
triumph of rights long trampled upon, when won by
passive resistance; and these conquests, which msy
be called the true revolutions, have always appeared
to me the most meritorions, manly, and durable.

The spread of Christianity was certainly one of
the grandest revolutions on record. It succeeded in
establishing, for the first time, the rights of man as
guch, not merely as a citizen; before God, the hum-
blest slave and the emperor became equals. This
idea has changed the world. And how was this re-
volution accomplished? By learning how to soffer
and die.

On a smaller scale, the attitude of the Quakers
in England, at the time when the intolerance of the
Anglican Church persecuted every dissenting com-
munity, was egually remarkable. Sooner than take
g0 oath which they considered a erime—and if the
Gospel says nolite jurare ommino, it would appear
that as Chrishans they were not guite so wrong—
they preferred to go into exile or be impﬁsoned;
and at one moment more than fifteen thousend of
them were in captivity. They chose to suffer like
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Christ and the first martyrs, and, like them, were at
last victorious.

Passive resictance does not offer the animated,
dazzling, and impassioned adventures of revolution-
ary aggressions, It will therefore never be preferred
by the younger members of a community, especially
among our Southern races, because it requires an
inflexible temperament, and presupposes a character
over which imagination has little or no influence.
But if the truth were spoken, is it more difficult to
storm a redoubt or a barricads, facing bullets and
bayonets amidst the shouts, the smoke, and the ex-
citing clash of arms, and soon to find one is either
unscathed inside or lying wounded at the foot of the
wall ; or to spend ten, five, two, or even one year
only in a dungeon, where the soul languishes in the
hopelessness of silence, solitude, and eruel abandon-
ment, and the body withers for want of the air,
exercise, and food made necessary by long habit—
where the”isolation is so complete that a sparrow, a
blade of grass, a spider have become such precious
treasures to the poor prisoner, that it was considered
an unheard-of ferocity to deprive him of them ?

Ttaly has offered noble instances of that endur-
ance of long and obscure suffering which I said was
rare among Southerners. The dungeons of Spiel-
berg know it; and it is attested with gratitude,
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honour, and reverence by every high-hearted man
among us. But everybody can see what a difference
there is between & penalty inflicted for an attack on
a government, however illegal and tyrannical it may
be, and that which sfrikes bim whose hand was not
raised in menace—whose only crime was a refusal 4o
renounce a positive right, or to become an accomplice
in violating it.

In the former case, there are always persons who
accuee the aggressor of imprudence and rashmess;
at least, there is also a feeling in the human heart
which prevents it from entirely eondemning even
a bad government, when it defends itself agninst
attack. But in the latter, interest, pity, honour, are
all on the eide of the vieiim; hatred, indignation,
infamy, all on that of the executioner.

‘What was, in fact, the old policy of our fathers?
Not to make martyrs. This is a proof that a martyr
injures an unjust government more than a rebel.

Right is really made Immortel, not by active but
by passive strength. One of the most singular and
marvellous illustrations of this truth is offered by the
Jows. They have now obtained almost everywhere
the recognition of the rights which had heen denied
them from the days of Titus downwards.* ¥or

* Massimo d’Areglic was one of the firet to advocste the
emuncipation of the Jewa,
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eighteen centuries, two or three hundred millions of
Christians and about & hundred and sixty millions
of Mahometans were ranged on one side; on the
other five millions of Jews, Everybody knows what
animosity was employed to exterminate, trample
down, and stifle every offshoot of the indomitable
seed of Jacob., Who won at last? The five tri-
umphed over the four hundred and sixty millions!
The Milanese and the Lombards have on several oc-
casions nobly exercised passive resistance. The poor
Venetians, alas! are still in the aet of practising it.
Let them be encouraged, however, by the thought of
its undeniable efficacy, and be assured that victory
will be theirs in the end. History will not set less
store by their present patient endurance than by the
splendid valour which earned them immortal glory
during the siege of 1849. If their sufferings be
long, their crown will be doubly precious.

To sum up the foregoing: if in 1821, instead of
that blind association of Carbonari, which only sue-
ceeded in kindling a short civil strife, scon stifled at
Novara by an Austrian army, the task of conquering
public opinion by every means of publicity then pos-
sible had been undertaken, that change which took
place four-and-twenty years later—that unanimous
onward movement begun in 1845, and obtained solely
by the conspiracy of publie opinion in broad day-
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ﬁght-—might perhaps have been produmced before,
and led to a more speedy and satisfactory result.

But I stop in the boundless field of hypothesis.
If there may be some use in establishing certain
prineiples, there is nothing more futile and fallacious
than speculation as to what might have happened if
such and such a thing had taken place.

All great revolutions, all great politieal and social
changes, come to pass of necessity; they spring from
a concourse of causes which no human intellect can
embrace or govern; and while writers wear them-
selves out in giving advice and ﬂirect&ons, the poor
hman race, writhing like a sick man in convulsions,
makes a thousand wild and extravagant efforts which
Providence knows how to direct, so that tranquillity
and a healthy transformation are at length their un-
expected results.

Revolutions are not the work of man, but of God;
and the meens by which they succeed is sufficient-
proof of this. In our own, for instance, it is plain
that He did not choose to let us even dream it was

* our own work.

Ispent the greater part of the summer of 1820
in the country, continning my studies from nature.
Count Benevello, with whom I was staying, either
at Baluzzo or at hir castle of Rivalte, was also pas-
sionately fond of art, Full of imegination, with an
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exquisite faste for colouring, his brain teeming with
new and often eccentric ideas, an insatiable spirit of
guriosity, which made him venture into every branch
of hnman science, possessing therefore a knowledge
more varied than profound, always frank, simple, and
amiable in every-day life, I remember him as one of
my best and dearest frionds. He drew and painted
both figures and landseape, effects of night, of va-
pours or mists, I do not pretend that hia skill was
very great; but he had much natural talent. In his,
or I might say in our generation, almost every one
endeavoured to do something. We all felt a thirst
for action—a craving to find some way of distin-
guishing ourselves, communicated to us by that
powerful and all-pervading electrie spark which the
indefatigable activity of Napoleon had imparted to
his epoch. Balbo, Peyron, Plana, Bidone, Sauli,
Bclopis, Provana, Collegno, Vidua, Santarosa, who
all more or less brilliantly distingnished themselves,
then flourished in Piedmont. His taste for art, and
his wish to acquire knowledge himself and promote
it in others, entitle Benevello to a place among them.
His house was open to the votaries of every branch
of seience and erndition. The first yearly picture-
exhibitions at Tarin were held in a gallery which
he had builé on purpose in his own house, and of
which he freely gave tho use to the public. He
YOL. L Y
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contrived some studios for painters at the top of his
honse. It was an unheard-of thing for the proprietor
of & house to arrange his garrets so that there shoulq
be sufficient light and space to paint a picture in
them. Moreover, Benevello took great interest in
his lodgers, as in all young men who entered on the
long and thorny wia crucis of art. He was one of
the first in Turin to perceive the difference between
an artist and an artisan, and to open his doors te
the unpolished followers of the Muses. They were
rude, cortainly ; but why? Because nobody had ever
deigned to admit them into the sphere whera a man
becomes polished by learning from others and en-
larging the limits of his own horizon.

Count Benevello wes thus the promoter of much
that was good in his country. Society, which was
then stiff and formal, and, as I have already said,
hostile to every innovation, laughed at him hecause
he had sometimes ideas on art, architecture, and lite-
rature which afforded ample grounds for ridieule.
But it is only those that do nothing who never make
méstakes, nor lay themselves open to criticism and
laughter. Such was exactly the condition of the
majority of those who made jokes at the ekpense of
my excellent friend, who was besides a worthy citi-
zen, a good master, and at once economical and very
generous,—iwo gualities which it is difficult to unite.
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He was kind and hospitable, and never spent an
hour of lis life in that idleness which is enpheuis-
tically called living like @ gentleman. He worked at
all things at once; and this was the real defect of
his nature. On an altar-piece, for instance; while
in the next reom le had some chemical experiment
going on; on a table in a corner there lay a manu-
seript of a novel or a comedy, or the plans for
the erection of a chureh; a little further, the skele-
ton of a machine intended to test the power of a
new propeller engine of his invention, &e. The
reader will ask me if any useful result has been
derived from -all these trials, inventions, and experi-
ments? I answer directly—In point of art and
seience, Little or nothing. But in a social point of
view, and to the upper classes in particular, he left
a legacy of valuable lessons. He was very rich;
yet he himself lived with a simplicity truly singular.
Poseessing palaces, castles, and villas, if I asked,
as T suddenly invaded his studio,  Where is your
room P’ it very ofien turned omt that it was only a
bed behind a screen in some passage, or sometimes
a lumber-room at the top of the house. He had
fow wants; ate anything, did not eare for cold, heat,
comforis, or luxury; he dressed anyhow, and slept
very little.

These are the good examples he left behind him,
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and which do honour to his memory. If he finds
imitators in his class, he will not have been less
useful to society than if he had discovered a new
salt or a new metal.

He had a son, who did not long survive him,
and in whom another race of honest men died out.*
In his house, however, the traditions of his intelligent
and amiable hospitality are not yet lost.

I too had, by that time, cause to perceive how
difficult it was for anyone to live in peace with our
Turinese society, who dared to think, speak, or act
in any way differing from the received ideas and
usages. Hoeaven forbid that one of us should use
his own brains to discover an idea and work it into
a syllogism with its major and minor, in order to
deduce some new conmsequence from it, which be
might use in case of need !

As in some countries a standard measure or
scales are set up in the market-place, by which to
test the upright dealing of everyone, it might have

tseemed s if God had only gone to the expense of
one set of brainsg for the whole nobility of Tuwrin,

* Poor Manslo was my schoolfellow, Like his father, he wan
full of talent and imsgination, and gifted with an excellent;
heart. He entered the diplomatie servioe, but died before being
sent abroad, Ilost in him a true friend ; and I eannot refrain
from eeying these fow worde of tribute to his memary,
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and placed it at court in the throne-room, where
each one might go and supply himself with the
ideas he required.

But not choosing to have recourse to these social
brains, I insisted, as I have already.said, on think-
ing with my own.

My father and mother, a3 was natural, warmly
applanded the determination I had come to—thanks
to Bidone—of abandoning my wild life, and trying
to do something in earnest. The journey to IRome
and my sojourn there—during which my resolution
had never in any degree failed me—was its first
result, I had siudied and worked, and had broken
off all acquaintance with doubtful society (this was
the time at which I succeeded in resisting the most
violent tendencies of a youth of twenty); but my
father, nevertheless, had not allowed me to quit the
army definitively. He was naturally afraid that my
artistic fever might prove a fire of straw, and that
I should oné day find that I had lost my rank in the
army without any compensation.

The moment, however, had come for finally
settling the question ; either to return to the ser-
vice 8s a career, or leave it entirely in order fo
follow that of the studio, and work independently,

I persisted in my determination. My parents
hesitated, thinking that to send me alone, at my age,
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without a guide or any curb, to a city like Rome,
and there to cultivate the very art which throws a
young man into the most gay, eccentric, and reck-
loss, and therefore most dangerous, of companion-
ghips, was like«playing double or quits with my
morals, my health, and my future, These doubts
and fears then quite provoked me. Now I am full of
remorse at the ingratitade and injustice of my im-
patience; for I understand how natural these sus-
picions were in my father and mother, who knew my
nature, and loved me with such intense tenderness,

The latter, who had constantly sacrificed herself
to her husband, her children, and her family, was in-
clined to let me make the experiment, and my father
did not positively refuse, till at last, as the autumn
advanced, it became necessary to take a resolution,
and the matter was decided in the affirmative.

This step was a proof of the firmness as well
a8 of the good sense of my parents. Now it would
not elicit any surprise, but be taken as a matter of
course. Then, however, the announcement that ¢ the
Jhevalier Massimo d’Azeglio had left the crack regi-
ment of Royal Piedmont, or the Grenadier Guards,
to go to Rome and become 2 painter,” horrified our
aristoeratic society; and this one phrase seemed a
return to chaos, and an abomination of abominations,

The shortest and best way of giving an exact idea
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of an epoch so different from our own, would be to
suppose ourselves transported for a moment into one
of the circles of our old nobility in the year of grace
1820, * The worst is, that if I write down the conver-
sation in Italian, all coulenr locale and interest will be
lost. It must be written in the Piedmontese dialect,
which will not be understood by everybody. Well,
those who like can have it translated, and those who
do not will not lose much, I am bound, moreover,
to warn the reader that he may find the picture I
have drawn of a world I knew so well very tiresome,
although it is amusing to me. In this case a remedy
1s easily found—skip it.

Of course I represent types, mot persoms; the
latter are imaginary. But I will begin by making a
sketch of the stage upon which my dramatiz persone
are to appear.

Seene.—A. palace in the architectural style of
1600, in via * * *. A wide archway for carriages
gives access to it through a spacious atrium and
roomy courtyard, from which the eye embraces a
view of the adjoining houses, with no less than twelve
long balconies terminated by twelve &e. &e., the sole
kind of publicity then permitted by the government.
No porter, of course; there are but few now (orif
one exists, he often lives in the garret, his only duty
being to shut the outer door at 11 at night), so fancy
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if there were any forty-three years ago! The large
stucco staircase, were it complete, ought to be deco-
rated with a marble, or at least a stucco balustrade,
acoording to the style of the building, But the
worthy ancestor who built the family mansion had
been obliged to go to the army, and provide him-
self with arms, horses, and all the requisites for a
campaign, so that money was wanting to finish the
palace; and the stairease, instead of a mobler deco-
ration, had received a wooden banister, which, as it
dates from the duys of Catinat or Vanddme, has now
acquired & dark and somewhat greasy polish under
the fingers of four or five generations, This said
Lanister has never been renewed, because the succes-
sive owners have always reasoned as follows : having
gone on with it very well till to-day, we may do the
same to-morrow.

The great entrance-hall of a Turinese palace, even
in 1820, was still such a curious sight, that, without
having seen it, no one could conceive what a strange
mixture it displayed. And, mind you, I am speaking
oF a wealthy house, with & grand room decorated with
stucoos, and large panels either painted in fresco or
filled up with rusty old pictures, often riddled by the
arrows shot at them by the young gentlemen of the
family, A huge old-fashioned piece of furniture,
seemingly a chest-of-drawers, but which at night is
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iransformed into a shakedown for the servant who
sleeps there, and by day is covered with a fringed
green cloth, all in rags and diseoloured by innumer-
able stains of oil; a brass lamp (lighted, as I suppose
it is time for the company to arrive), which smokes,
the long wick requiring to be suuffed. On a table
close by are all the boots of the family, mustered
in order, the large shoes of eloth or soft leather of
the gouty old unele, who is a knight of Malta ; the
hessian Doots, armed with spurs, of the captain; the
silver-buckled shoes of the priest of the house; the
lighter boots of her ladyship; and the tiny omes
of the young ladies and the children, &c., with the
bottle of blacking and the brushes; while the wall
is gracefully marbled with Llack from the daily em-
ployment of the said implements. A little farther on
is Lafleur or Albano, the lackey—an aboriginal from
the already-mentioned traditional valley of Lanzo, in
the family livery, not made to fit him, knee-breeches,
and, alas?! not always spotless stockings—eating his
supper on the corner of a small desk. He is on duty
in the hall, to answer the bell, and therefore cannot
sup in the kitchen with the others. In one corner,
but quite visible to the naked eye, are the brooms,
the dustpan, and & stand with a copper basin and
bucket. On another table—no two are alike—all the
candlesticks of the house are in battle array, with a
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second line of tallow candles and smoky lamps for the
servants, &c.; in a word, all the secret parspher-
natia of the household is exhibited in the full light
of publicity. )

From the hall—for the sake of brevity I omit
the description of the successive anterooms—we now
transport ourselves to the chamber in which the old
Marchioness Irene of Crescentino, the lady of the
house, sits and receives. She is in indifferent health,
and we find her in her bedroom. She is beyond
seventy. Her pale face seems almost made of wax,
Her features are delicate and lady-like, with a kind
but not very intelligent expression. She wears a cap
of doubtful fashion, neither old nor new, and a dark
gown. A small antique inlaid table is before her;
she is knitting coarse stockings for the poor, by the
light of & lamp covered by a shade, leaving the
whole room in darkness except a circular spot high
overhead, which shows the gilding on the stueco
ceiling, and another circle below, which illuminates
the small table and & bit of the polished Hoor.
Mhirough that semi-transparent shadow, of the tint of
a piotnre by Rembrandt, you half discover a world
of vague forms: a bed with a canopy & la duchesse,
and heavy silk curtains of flowered damask ; at its
head hangs a Virgin Mary by a good master, and
underneath the picture a host of images of saints of
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both sexes, ¢ hearts of Jesus,” agnus Det, &e. You
might perhaps expect me to name Saint Filomena
among this holy population ; but she was still buried
in the minds of the reverend Fathers, so could not
be there yet. After the saints, at a little distance,
figure the portraits of relatives and friends, those of
the grandfathers and fathers with powdcr:ad ailes de
pigeons ; then their successors, in the dress of the Di-
rectory, and here and there s few in the Napoleonie
uniform. In a circle round the lady of the house
are seats and armchairs awaiting the arrival of the
visitors, the former almost bearing the characteristic
impression of their habitual oceupants. General San
Romano, a cousin of the Marchioness—who has not
yet been able to discover why Louis XVIIIL granted
a charter instead of contenting himself with restoring
the old parliaments—has already arrived.

There, too, iz Abate Gerando, chaplain to the
king. He everywhere descries Jansenists lying in
ambush, ready to fall upon a Jesuit; at night he
dreams that Nicolle, Arnaud, Quesnel, have been
appointed almoners to the court, and that the bull
Unigenitus has been withdrawn.

There is captain the Marquis of Rubiera, for-
merly a major in the 18th Dragoons of the Empire,
who i3 a nephew of the mistress of the house, and
who has lost one step, like all those who once served
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Napoleon: In order to qualify himeelf to lose this
step in Piedmont, he had begun by losing part of his
shoulder-blade in Bpain, and then leaﬁng two of his
fingers behind him in the snows of Lithuania ; and he
had never been able to surmise why these two losses
should have entailed the third as their inevitable
consequence.  Forty-three years after, I do not
understand it either.

The Captain is no genius, but he is & man who
has seen the world, and has thus learnt something,
The conversation has become somewhat languid;
only the general and priest, seated mear one another,
have carried it on in an undertone,

GENERAL. But do you not hear? I tell you
again, it is positively true. A congress is about to
assemble — they already speak of Troppau—and
something will be done.

AsarE. For my part, T only wish they would
strike at onee. In Spain you see what a pretty pass
they have come to; now, teo, Naples is rising—
and Heaven grant—

+ GENERAL (glancing slily and ironically at him).
‘Why, Don Gerando, you think you already see them
run riot in the streets of Turin, eh ?

* In the original editfon this dialogue Is published both in
the Piedmontese dialect and in Italian. Of course I have omitted
the vemacular version, thinking ite beauties would be thrown
away on a foreign publio,
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ABATE. God forbid ! T do not say that, but—

GENERAL. Do not be alarmed. This is not Na-
ples. No one in this ecountry is thinking of any
such nonsense ; they do not even dream of it.

MarcrIONEsS. But, my dear sbate, for heaven’s
sake, are you not yet satisfied? I am an old woman,
and have seen all the slides of the magic lantern;
let us sum it up: we are now in the year 1820,
the whole thing began in 1789—just one-and-thirty
years ago—do you not think it ought to be all over
by this time ?

CapramN, But, dear aunt, you forget that the
people are changed ; if they were still the same in-
dividuals, then I know well enough that it would
be all over. And besides, if any one stirred, he
might find it the worse for him.

It is not impossible that the Captain, what with
the loss of hie rank, and the whispers of some
prosglytism, may have acquived a daily increas-
ing taint of liberaliem.

MarcHIONESS. Well, you know better than I—

I am an old woman, and I never learnt politics.
Now everyone seoms to be possessed with a mania
for grumbling. Be it so! Al I can say is, that
I have always thought one lived much better before
1789 than now—ever so much, We were all as

happy as the pope.
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Capramy (smaling). I beg your pardom, aunt—
that is to say, we mnobles were satisfied, of course;
but the others?

MarcuioNgss. No, my dear Edoardo, no. Be-
lieve me (shaking her head and smiling) ; you served
under the other, and were mixed up with the Jaco-
bins for so many years Of course they never told
you that one fared better before; but I, who was
alive at that time and saw with my own eyes what
I am telling you—believe me—that the common
people, the middle-classes, the peasantry—Ah! I re-
member when poor Creseentino was alive, how often
Bilverani the lawyer-—he who was cashier at St
Panl’s—ecame to dinner, and that poor doctor Ar-
aldi; and then in the country—at Bernasca where
we went, all the squires in the neighbourhood used
to come; and I never heard a word, not a syllable
of complaint from anyone, No, no, believe an old
woman ke me when she fells you— The fact is,
that, since Voltaire and the other fellows began to
turn people’s heads, they all grumble and grurmble,
2 nothing but grumble.

Carramn (smiling ironically). Do you mean to
say, aunt, that it is the excess of food that makes
them grow lean ?

MaRrcEIONESS (8miling affectionately). You rogue,
bow dare you laugh at your old aunt !
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A BERVANT (opens the door and ommounces) The
Countess Datis.

Enter a lady of about fifty, daughter of the Mar-
chioness, an ex-incroyable of the Empire ; ru-
mours were even current at the time of some
French -passion in o very high quarter. A
woman with remmns of great beauty, and of a
pleasing countenance ; dressed with taste and ele-
gance; easy manners, clever expression. She goes
straight to her mother ; they embrace each other,

MarciioNess. How do you do, Gina? (a very

Janciful abbrem'aﬁgn of her Clristian name, Teresina.)

Countess. How are you, mother? General?

Abate? Good-evening, Edoardo ; I thought you were
on service with the Prince (King Charles Albert,
then Prinee of Carignanc).

Capramy. Noj it is the turn of Collegno.

I the mean time the Countess has arranged her curls
at a looking-glass, has sat down by her mother,
and drawn a breath of general satisfaction.

Countest. Don Gerando, excuse me; just be-

hind you—on that chair, lock—there is a basket;
that is it, thanks. (She takes the basket, unfolds some
embroidery, and begins to work) But now (fo her
mother), pray tell me how you are.

MarcaioNEss, Why, to tell the truth, I have

not been very flourishing since last evening, In the
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night my pain was more troublesome than usual;
and all to-day I have been a good deal exhausted.

Couxress. But is it true, dear mother, that you
went to St. Philip's to attend the triduum?

Marcmonzess. Of course I did.

Couxress. O, but, dear mother, I really must
scold you. Abate—General—please help me.

MarcuioNEss. But, my dear danghter, how could
I miss the ériduum for the recovery of that poor Ga-
briella Montanern? And how is she to-night? 1
told the coachman* to go and .inquire. Edoardo,
do ring the bell ( Dirindindin, Enggr Albano). Has
Giovanni come back ?

Arsano. No, my lady.

MarcrIONESS. What a tortoise that fellow is!
Have you heard anything, Gina?

Counress. Bomebody told me she is very much
the same: yesterday she was bled for the eleventh
time, and Tarellat had been sent for, to have a con-
sultation. I know all this from Costanza d'Azeglio,
who sat up all night with her.
¥ Magrcrroness. Her confessor, Father Mellini,

* In those patriarchal duys the coachman, generally sn old
family servant, when not wenied in the evening, waa sent to
deliver notes and messages for his mistress.

t+ Signor Tarells wae the fashionable docter of Turin, snd
belonged to the school which regarded bleeding ma » general
pansces.
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was talking of her yesterday, and it seemed to me
that he mumbled something far from re-assuring.

GENERAL. But she is a blessed woman, who will
always insist on having her own way. Every morn-
ing, in spite of rain or snow, go she must to St. The-
resa’s for the seven-o’clock mass—and—why—Gabri-
ella is not so young as she was. (Enter Giovanni.)

G1ovanss, Ihave been to the Countess of Monia-
nera’s: her compliments and thanks. They say the
doctor considers her much betier this evening (e
general chorus of satisfaction); and I have heard
they were going to send a footman to tell the
Marchioness d’Azeglio there was no need for her
to sit up again to-night.

MarcaIONESS. The Lord be praised for so much
mercy ! God grant she may recover!

Couxntess. Truly, that excellent Costanza has
been wonderfully attentive to her; she never left her.

GENERAL. Ab, she is an angel.

ApaTE. A good, truly a good creature.

GENERAL. By the by, talking of the d’Azeglios,
do you know what I have heard ? That the youngest,
Massimo, is going to leave the army.

MagcmioNess, The youngest? Let me see, he
must be about twenty or one-and-twenty—and why ?
isheill?

GeNERAL, Not a bit of it] To be sure; we

VOL. L v,
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never heard of such things in our days: leave the
service at one-and-twenty !—unless one was seriously
ill or erippled. But my friend Quinto, his colonel
in Royal Piedment, had already told me that he was
a good-for-mothing,

Counrmsg. Still, from what I hear from his bro-
ther officers, they all liked him. He is as mad as
a March hare, it is true—I always heard that—but,
all the same, a very good fellow.

GENERAL. Always under arrest.

CarTarv. Genersl, allow me—he was often under
arrest, but never for neglect of his duty. Of course,
in the evening, his service once over—it is but too
true—nobody could hold him. Perhaps without a
saddle he would gallop off at & tearing pace to Turin.
I know it well enough, for I was then in garrison
here, and we used to play lo diable & quatre the
whole night long.

Marcaroness. Nice life indeed, indeed !

CapraiN. What would you have, aunt? Woe are
soldiers; we are mot a batch of nuns. Then before
Jaybresk on horseback again, and another gallop back
to the barracks at Veneria for morning parade.

GENERAL. This s all very fine, my dear marquis,
but both for men and horses night is meant for sleep.
We are not bats, to roam about like that; and I
do mot know how far young gentlemen who ruin
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themselves and their horses in such a way have a
right fo say that they are good offcers. Moreover,
after he had left Royal Piedmont and entered the
provineial militia, he used to swagger about the
streets of Turin with a white hat, and sporting a
scarf & Penfant; always in bad company, among
painters and singers; and one fine day did he not
take it into his head to sing on the stage? Count
Revel* sent for him, and gave him such a lecture.
Well, well! (Shakes his head, as if to indicate that
Chevalier Massimo does not suit him ot all.)

Carramy, O, as to that, I grant you he did every
wild thing you can conceive. Ome day did he not
gallop across the avenue of Veneria, at the time
when everybody was out, on a bare-backed horse,
he himself in the costume of an angel ?

Marcrroness (interrupting him), Now then, do
not talk such nonsense !

GexEraL, Well, well! the Taparellis have always
been very queer,

MarcmronNess. But his father ? What does ke
say to his leaving the army?

Countess, Well, I see I had better {ell you the
story, for I know all sbout it. Costanza told me
everything. He does not leave the service for a

* If I am not mistaken, governer of Turin, or oommander-
in-chief of the garrison,
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whim, but because he wants to go back to Rome and
become s painter.

ABATE,

(GENERAL. What? (Ineredulity.)

MarcaIONESS.

CaPTAIN. What an extraordinary idea !

Couxntess. As to that, after all, everybody may
choose his own career.

GENERAL. Nice profession !

Marcuroness. Well, I agree with you—be it so.
Yet, though I am not a prejudiced woman, I must
confess I cannot quite understand-—you say he wants
to go to Bome and be a professional painter?

GENERAL. What the devil! does he really mean
to become a regular whitewasher ?

Countess (laughing). No; not a whitewasher,
but an artist ; sell his pictures—how should I know ?
(general laughter.)

GENERAL, It seems to me as if, in the present
generation, the Taparellis meant to outdo themselves.
This truly is beyond everything. Tirst he wanted to
Yo a histrionie buffoon, and now a professional painter. .
If I were the king, I would send him to paint land-
scapes at Fenestrelle, and set his brains in order.

MarcrionEss. But, my dear friends, I am an old .
woman, and know nothing about these new-fangled
ideas. Do explain to me. Is Massimo (smiling) going
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to take up the trade of that bandy-legged dwarf
Vacea,* who painted the miniature of Gina? Yook
at it, Gleneral—there, behind you.

GENERAL, How ean I tell ?

CountEss. But, no, I say, that is not the ques-
tion, to choose one profession rather than ancther;
as to that, everybody is his own master. You see,
there was an Alfieri who was an archifect ; now there
is a Breme—the one living at Milant—who paints.
There is Canella too. But they do it like gentle~
men. Jremember,in the time of the French oceupa-~
tion, when we were in Florence—precisely when the
Azeglios, the Pearrones, the Balbos, were there too—
well, I myself heard Count Alfiert say a hundred
times that he never made any money by his tra-
gedies. He spent a good deal in having them pub-
lished, that is certain; but he never derived the
smallest profit from them.

Capramy. Yet—nmnot that I wish to maintain a
contrary oplnion—yet it is & fact, everyone tells me

* A miniature painter of some reputstion at Turin, but whoes l
deformity made & siriking contrest to the beauties he so skil-
fully portrayed.

t My uncle, theMarquis Breme (now created Duke of Sartirana,
on sccount of hin near relatlonship to Princess La Cisterna, the
youthful bride of H.R.H, the Duke of Aosta), mentioned here,
has always been & great lover of art, and is himeelf & painter of
considerable ahility, He now holds at the conrt of King Vietor

‘Emannel the office corresponding to that of Lord High Chamber-
lain iz Eugland,
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that in England gentlemen and noblemen often write
books and reviews, and that they sell their works at
a very good price,

Gexerar, Hear, hear! My dear Marquis, you
have made a good hit! What do they not sell in
England ? They even sell their wives !*

CarraN (asidz to the General). On that point I
prefer Italy, where we may have them for nothing,

GengraL (aside). If your aunt hears you, how
she will scold !

Countess. If I were his father, do you know
what I would say to him? ¢ Look here, my dear
boy,” I would say, * be a painter if you like ; but be
one for your own pleasure, and like 2 gentleman.”
And then I would add: “ All your family bave
always served their king and eountry; you by no
means lack ability ; every road is open to you. Re-
flect that you can earn yourself a position and a name
in the world, and make yourself useful to society, in
.other ways than by painting. Of course this will not
prevent you amusing yourself by making pietures, if
you really have such a taste,” &ec.

* This refers to the notion, so very current on the Continent,
especially at the time the author wes illusirating, that English
husbands have the right (and exercise it) of taking their wives to
market with a halter round their meoks, and selling them to the
highest bidder: Vide caricatures passim,
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This scene will suffice, and, if I am not misled
by my partiality as an author, it affords a very good
specimen of our nobility in the year 1820, with their
ideas, manners, expressions, and words.

I appeal to those who once frequented that society,
aud can yet remember it. In the foregoing conver-
sation I Lave laughed at our Turinese nobility, and
caricatured their obsolete ideas. But the proverb
says, ¢ He laughs well who laughs last.” Let us now,
therefore, look at the reverse of the medal.

But, before looking at the medal reversed, let me
make an observation. After having ridiculed the class
to which I belong, I think I have a right to add that
the types who, like eneral Sen Romano, preferred
the old system to the new ome, nevertheless died
bravely in the field fighting for the laiter (like
General Passalacqua and many others at the battle
of Novara) when it became their duty to defend it.*

* In order to understand thig allusion well, it must not be
forgotten thaf the grest majority of the high-born Piedmontese
officers fought nobly for Halian independence in 1848 and 1849
(like the sbove-mentioned Marquis Passalacqua, & general killed
at the battle of Novara), although the traditionsl prejudices of
their caste were &ll in favour of the old system, and made themn
regard the nmew one as ufterly comtemptible. Yet they fought
with their wonted bravery, because they deemed it @ duty to follow
their king wherever he choso to lead thew, The subjoined anec-
dote, which I have often heard my father relate, proves what an

extraordinary revolution of ideaz the war of 1848 must have
seemed to the aristocratio army of King Charles Albert, Formerly



344 MY RECOLLECTIONS.

s certain number of Piedmontese officers were sent almost every
year to the Anptrisn head-quwrters st Somma or Gustozza, to be
present st the manceuvres which took place there every summer.
On one occagion, 8 few years after the Austrian intervention in
Piedmont in 1821, my father, then a young cavalry lieutenant,
formed pari of the Bardinian milifary mission fo the imperial
camp. One day at s grand offioial reception the commander-
in-chief, old Field-Marshal Radetzki, who always overwhelmed
his Piedmontese gnests with civilities, perceiving wy father, who
happened fo he nenr him, tapped him on the shoulder ; and turn-
ing to his brilliant staff, among which were the representatives
of many a Eurgpean power, he exclaimed: “Messienrs, voici
notre brave avant-garde " This did not prevent my father re.
ceiving five wounds while cherging at the hesd of his regiment
in 1848 ; but how atrange it must have seemed to him and 1o all
hia contemporaries when Charles Albert threw down the gauntlet
to bis mighty neighbour,—just as strange a8 it would appest to
us of the present generation if told to be nothing but Austria's
braee avant-garde !



CHAPTER XVIIL

Plutarch and the Marchigness of Crescentino agree in their opl-
nion aboud the caltivators of art—1I skould have done betier
to learn science and the art of government rather than paint-
ing—Democracy of reprisals, and democracy fairly understood
~Exsmples—Comparisons between a financier, & general, an
adminiateator, a painter, & drncer, end & singer—It 1a right
that professions whose object is to please should be hetter
paid, but unfair that they should be more esteemed than use-
ful ones—The worship of certaln arts is a sign of decline—
My parenta consent {0 my return to Rome—At Genos I meet
Albert Lamarmora and Cesare Balbo—-I embark for Leghorn,
and arrive at Bome vid Florenee—I adapt my mode of life to
my financlal regources—My horror of debi—Lessons on hig-
tory and litersture, by Bignor Garello, before sunrise—The
Rospiglioei riding-school — Academy for the nude kept by
Antonio—I work in real esrnest to esoape from my pecuniary
difficulties—Curious expadients fo which I am driven by ne-
eessity—Excursion to Castel 8ant’ Elia to viait Verstappen,

Iy his preface to the life of Pericles, Plutarch says,
¢ For this reason, Antisthenes hearing that Ismenius
was a very skilful player on the flute, wisely said,
¢ But he is a bad man; otherwise he wounld not be snch
"an excollent player.’ And Philip, addressing his son,
who had sung agreeably and in & masterly manner at
s banguet, ¢ Are you not ashamed,’ said he, ¢ of aing-
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ing so well?”” Bo much for musicians. Now for
painters and scnlptors: * And certainly there was no
well-born youth who, on seeing the Jupiter at Pisa,
or the Juno at Argos, would have ever wished to be
_ Phidias or Polycletus.” Now for poets: *“ Nor who
would have wished fo be Anacreon, or Philemon,
or Archilochus, however much he may have been
delighted by their poems,” &e.

The above fragment proves that the Marchioness
of Crescentino, General San Romano, the Countess
Gina Datis, and the court almoner Abate Gerando,
thought in 1820 exacily as Plutarch did in the year
60 or 80 of the Christian era. This coincidence
leads me to the discovery of amother, which I do
pot like at all. That expression of Plutarch, *and
certainly there was no well-born youth,” &e. is a
sufficient proof that the world of his day fully shared
his opinion. No living author would dare to write,
% no well-born young man would choose to be Rossini,
or Delaroche, or Thorwaldsen, or Manzoni,” for fear
of being laughed at. Yet, whilst Plutarch and all
sensible people held these opinions, we find that at
the same period Nero was making his celebrated tonr
in Greece, for the purpose of presenting himself as
a competitor for the prizes of poeiry and musie, in’
which he reaped, as might be foreseen, an abundant
harvesi of Ipurels and crowns.
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As you will understand, the ides of being classed
with Nero (servatis servandis) rather than with Plut-
arch, the Marchioness of Crescentino, General San
Romano, and persons like them, is anything but
flattering to my vanity.

The matter is therefore deserving of more atien-
tive consideration. Not to lose time with meta-
physical distinotions, let us take a more precise and
practical view of the case. ' '

When a state is threatened with foreign invasion,
is it better to bave at hand a moderately good gene-
ral or Rossini?

‘When a state is on the verge of bankruptey, is it
better to have a tolerable financier or Delaroche ?

When & state has entirely lost its reputation—
thanks to follies and blunders—and has to reconguer
public esteem, is it better to have Thorwaldsen or
a tolerably good politician with a sound heed and a
little experience? And, lastly, go and ask Manzoni
whether he, or a plodding clerk who has spent his
life in the official routine of the department, is the
fitter to reorganise a navy, a judicial or a civil ad-
ministration, and you will hear his answer,

Thus, 2 general, a financier, an administrator,
of even moderate ability, are far more mseful to
society than & painter, a musician, or a poet of first-
rate merit.
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In consequence, he who, from circumstances or
inclination, cannot become & proficient in one of the
more practical arts or sciences, had better, rather
than do nothing, cultivate a less useful one; but, as
a second consequence, those families whose social po-
sition, fortune, and interest reduce the difficulties of
placing their sons in a profession of greater utility
by one-half at least, will act far more for the ad-
vantege of the communﬁ‘.y by trying to make them
good financiers, administrators, and soldiers, rather
than fiddlers, poets, or painters.

If the chain of my reasoning be sound and un-
broken, the final result would tend to show that the
Marchioness of Crescentino and Plutarch were, after
all, nearer the truth than Nero and I—he for want-
ing to play the musician instead of the emperor, and
I for desiring to be a painter instead of a soldier.

How often the profound reality of that truth has
been brought home to me in the conrse of my life!
And often have I said,—How much more useful it
yould be to me now to have learnt, and to be
thoroughly master of, the campaign-drill for instance,
instead of being able to sketch an oak from natmre !
To be well acquainted with the code, the public ad-
minigtration, the mechanism of finance, or the laws of
credit, rather than know how to paint a sky or a dis-
‘tance, or to write nonsense without any foundation,
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for the vain pleasure of making & tear roll down some
blooming and lovely cheek !

In this case, however, the offence with which I
am charging myself is not without palliation, Iin-
voke the defence of extenuating cireumstances. _

Among the ancient Greeks and Romans the only
occupation worthy of a free man (especially if born to
the enjoyment of wealth) was statecraft. The same
feeling prevails among the English. And why? Be-
cause both peoples had, and have, countries which,
if not always free, were perpetnally struggling for
liberty. Because, secondly, their citizens possessed
rights protected by the law, a political arena, list-
eners, adherents, adversaries, and a goal to reach, at
once useful, great, and glorious,

Instead of this, what temptation was there for me,
with my feelings and ideas, within reach of a des-
potism full of upright and honest intentions (I grant
it), but whose representatives and arbiters were four
old chamberlains, four venerable ladigs-in-waiting,
and s swarm of monks, nuns, priests, and Jesuits?
What prospect could diplomacy, the civil administra-
tion, or the army hold out o me? Only that of being
perpetually employed in learning af what church the
cabinet minister, the general, or the la.dy—in-iva.iting
heard Mass, and who was their confessor, se as to be
ready to offer them holy water as they entered their
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respective churches; or to aequire the good graces of
their spiritual fathers, and obtain promotion rapidly
by acting upon these prineiples; or see the neglect of
them rewarded by being left on the shelf, to be trans-
ferred, after thirty years’ obscure service, to the re-
tired Iist, among the fogies of the café Fiorio.* Be-
sides, as I then professed, as the reader is aware, a
profound hatred for aristocracy, and was thoroughly
imbued with that great delusion of our age, viz. the
supposition that demoeracy meant the extension of
common right to those who had long been excluded
from its benefits, wheress it is a reprisal of the latter
exercised against the ancient privileged classes; and
as I neither saw, nor was able to see, anything be-
yond the circumstances that actually surrounded me
(who, in 1820, could foresee 18487), could I possibly
become a humble disciple of that senseless, falla-
cious, and hypoeritical system? Could I possibly
suppress all my nateral tendencies, and follow the
more useful course I have indieated ?

+ My democratic faver was no longer in its former
inflammatory state. I no longer considered myself
bound to expiate the violence of the feudal barons,
nor the impertinence of aristocratic courtiers, by
haunting taverns and worse still, in disreputable

* One of the oldest and most faghionable coffec-houses of
Turin, formerly frequented almost exclusively by the aristocracy.
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company, and doing everything in my power to
exalt to the skies all that is ignoble and corrupt in
society. 'This system, which was an offspring of
the delusiom I alluded to before, was mo longer
mine ; or, to speak more correctly, after I adopted a
different course of life, it rose to a more wholesome
sphere, and I applied it more rationally. I was,
however, amused at the idea of somewhat vexing a
great many of my relations and other equals by birth,
who had annoyed me in more ways than one, by
making them uncles, cousins, or at least friends, of a
gentleman who sold the works of his hrush.

If they pay me for jolting up and down on &
saddle, said I to myself, why should I not also be
paid for painting & picture? If buying is no ghame,
why should selling be so? Can a transsction thus
accomplished by two consenting parties be shameful
for the one and hononrable to the other 7 Such were
my arguments, and they have since become almost
troisms.  But at that time there was a certain merit
in diseovering them and aceepting their consequences.
Az I do not conceal my faults, it is but fair that, when
it is possible, I should praise myself a little too.

This reminds me of a small water-colour sketch
in which I represented myself in my shirt-sleeves,
drawing from natare in sight of the Castle of Azeglio,
while the ghosts of my noble ancestors appeared clad
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a8 medimval paladins, and gave me 2 lecture which
I humbly accepted in an attitude that seemed to
implore their forgiveness. Now, however, I think
that reflection and experiemce have given a better
direction to my ideas.

Just as chamberlains, court-ladies, and effeminate
lordlings, disgusted me with aristocracy,—tribunes,
club-heroes, and rabid demagogues subsequently
cured me of the democracy which I have called
that of reprisals.

It is important in our age to have clear and well-
defined ideas on all subjects, but chiefly on this.
The sense of respect for everything that is respeet-
able (as I have already remarked) is daily decreasing
in the world, and the fault is not all on one side.
It is essential that society should seek to revive it;
and for this it is important that the classification of
things which deserve more or less respect should be
accurately weighed by public opinicn.

I will explain my meaning : the reader will then
Judge for himself.

Firat of all, of course, I would fein see honest
men respected, and it would be well for the majority
to leave off the habit of admiring and applanding
everyone, great or small, who malireats or deceives
his neighbour for his own advantage, provided only
he cheats and hullies him with genius and gkill. I
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should prefer to see those admired who are most use-
ful to their fellow men. For instance, at present
I greatly admire and esteem M. de Lesseps, and
hold his grand, useful, and happy enterprise in
much higher honour than a hundred victorics or
conquests. I very much admire Napoleon III. (be-
sides admiration there is also a debt of gratitude)
because he drove the Austriang out of Italy; because
he delivered the French consumers from the clutches
of the producers, and endeavoured to rescue the
Mexicans from four or five gangs of thieves, &e. I
admire the Emperor Alexander of Russia; not when
be bhangs or shoofs the poor Poles to preserve the
fruits of the great spoliation of 1773, but when he
frees the serfs of the crown, and gives liberty to all
those who mourn in captivity within his vast empire.

Newadays it is more than ever important to adopt
a system of impartiality, and apply it both to persons
and things. In consequence, I would place in the
first rank a financier, & general, an administrator,
an instructor, a professor, & teacher, an engineer,
an author of books which improve the reader and
do not make him worse, and in this class may be
included literary men, novelists, and poets.

Then, in the second rank I would place artists,
smong whom I humbly present myself for whatever

VOL. I - Ad
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share of esteem may be assigned to me—musicisns,
and singers ; with the proviso, however, that though
their art must be classified among secondary things,
individually they may always, if they choose, rise to
the first of all—that of honest men.

Hence this conclusion: when a tenor or & bal-
let-gir]l receives ten times the salary of a good ad-
ministrator or a good gemeral, it is not unjust, and
the latter have no right to complain. Let us re-
member what Mdlle. Banti said to Catherine IL. :
% qu'elle fasse chanter ses feldmaréchaux.” And the
reason is cbvious. If an individual is capable of
producing a certain effect which two thousand people
can enjoy simultaneonsly, and these two thousand
people are delighted to pay = dollar a-head for the
enjoyment of the said effect, I do not see what injue-
tice there can be in a lucky mortal earning two
thousand dollars in a fow hours by this means. But
when people take out the horses from the carriages of
opera-dancers, and substitute biped animals for quad-
gupeds; when honours and distinctions are lavished
simply for trills and entrechats; the generals, the
financers, the administrators of a state, have ground
for complaint, and then there is injustice.

And you must not fancy that I despise the lyri-
cal and the terpsichorean arts, or those who profess
them honourably, No; but this is a good instance
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of the desivability of fixing an exact and generally
accepted graduated scale of the estimable,

The profession of a general, an administrator, &e.
is more honourable than that of an opera-dancer, a
tenor, &e. And why? First, becaose 1t is more
useful ; secondly, because to undertake a diffienlt
and ill-requited employment to serve the real and
most vital interests of one’s own couniry, is a nobler
and more virtuous deed than to make the puoblic
merry and expose oneself to mortification and insult,
with no possibility of being respected, for the sole
motive of amassing a great deal of money.

One of the surest signs of the decline of a nation
1s an exaggerated esteem for those who professionally
dedicate themselves fo the amusement of the pub-
lie ; and in the rage for histrionic intrigues and pas-
sions, depravity and satiety lead the sensual in-
stinets to cruelty and scandal. Imperial ecorruption
led Hippia to elope with Sergius the gladiator,* who
was neither ‘young nor handsome, who had an ex-
crescence on his forshead, and was half erippled by
his wounds. . Sed gladiator erat!

Which of us has not sometimes wondered at
seeing a Hippia of high rank at the feet of an actor
neither young nor handsome? Sed gladiator erat!
Who has not, on some occasion, seen sctresses, true

* Juvenal, aatire vi, * Mulieres,”
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prodigies of vulgar ugliness, execite passions that
must have been blindfolded with a curfain instead
of a bandage ? Sed ludia erat!

When in Italy I heard actors yell out of tune on
the stage, unable to restrain or to modulate their
voiceg, I said to myself, Italy is reviving.*

In truth, enthusiasm for actors and actresses,
serenades, torchlight processions, hymns in honour
of ballet-girls, are now more common abroad than
in Italy. On this point we have made a lLitle
progress. '

Resuming now the thread of the narrative: my
parents finally consented to my wishes; the question
of putting up works for sale remaining in abeyance.
In point of fact, before selling pictures, one must
first paint them, and next find purchasers, My father
called me one day, and signified his assent to my
plans, saying I was free to go to Rome when I
pleased ; only, with the warning that it was not his
mtention to give me any assistance, I thounght this
was indeed very little, I humbly rawed my eyes,
half in astonishment, half in inquiry; and he went
on to explain, that his meaning was to make no addi-

* The truth of this remark ia illusirated by the fuct thet since
1889, patriotic eonge, with the eole exception of the (aribaldi
March, have made little or no way among the Itallan people.

They too, perhapa, begin to think it better to try sud be good
poldiers and ecltizena rather than fiddlers or singers.
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tion to the allowance he gave me as pocket-money
while I lived at home; which amounted, if I am
not mistaken, to 130 or 140 francs & month !

It was not much certainly, especially to live on at
Rome, where everything was dearer than at Turin.
But as I would have gone with nothing at all, I
accepted the terms that were offered me.

At that moment so scanty an allowance made
8 cerain impression upon me. I could not help
thinking my parents might have been more genor-
ous. But I am now convinced that my father was
quite right, The system of making everything
smooth and easy to young men leaves them with-
out energy, practical experience, or capacity for
encountering the vicissitudes of the world, And I
bless him every day for having followed an entirely
opposite system with me. O, I am certain his sever-
ity was far from being exaggerated. If every young
man started in Life with only 150 franes a month,
the world would be more worthily peopled than it
is. For me, however, it was a very perceptible
fall. From having two or three horses and a ser-
vant, besides an orderly when I was with my regi-
ment, I was about to find myself minus horses and
lodging ; all changed for the worse, But I repeat,
I would have gone at any cost: so I started.

For my mother especially, my departure was a’
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great grief. But with her brave heart, which only
beat for others, she always made her sacrifices in
gilence and without remonstrance. She accompanied
me to the top of the stairs, and went down a few
steps to give me a last look. After forty-three
years, I still see the expression on her face as if it
had been yesterday.

The road through the Giovi passes not being yet
made at that time, I took that by the defile of the
Bocchetta, and thus reached Genoa. I there found
Cesare Balbo, major in the infantry regiment of Ca-
sale; and Alberto Lamarmora,* who was also in the
army. They talked of nothing but polities, of the
cvents that were then taking place at Naples, and
of those that might soon occur in Piedmont,

Although his first cousin, T was then not so in-
timate with Cesare Balbo as I became afterwards.
I confided my ideas to him, and explamed my in-
tention of leading a life different from that of a com-
monplace young Turinese moble, He liked overy-
thing that savoured of independence and daring; sud
conceived 2 great sympathy for me, praised my
resolution, encouraged me, but did not say a word
sbout politics. From them I had kept aloof; he, as
I have mentioned, put no great faith in what was
brewing, and did not talk of it willingly.

* A brother of General Lamarmors,
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We have since amply made np for that silence,

An English brig was about to sail for Leghorn ;
at that time one had fo take on board a supply of
provisions for an unlimited period. With a loaf you
may go & hundred miles; with a hundred loaves
you might not go one mile, say the sailors, I
embarked laden with eatables. Weo set sail in the
evening: I was ill all night; and at eight the next
morning we were at Leghorn, The sailors inherited
my chickens and bottles untouched.

I shall pass over my journey from Leghorn to
Florence and Rome, every mile of which severely
tried my patience, as I travelled by vetturino. 1
will only mention an English doctor, who was one
of the party. On several occasions I observed he
was cheated in getting change for his money, and
stood up for him, so far as to give rise to regular
quarrels. With imperturbable gravity he bade me
not wax so hot, because Phomme est le méme par-
toul. 4

I treasured up this axiom; and it has been of the
greatest use to me ever since, by sparing me, or at
least mitigating the intensity of, several hundred
towering passions.

At last I reached Rome. My father had ar-
ranged for me to live with the friends I have
already named, the Orengo family. They received



360 MY RECOLLECTIONS,

me Jike & son; and I tried to settle myself at onos,
that I might begin to work.

It was of the highest importance to eut my coat
according to my cloth. My menthly income barely
amounted to five-and-twenty Roman scudi. About
fifteen went for lodgings, board, and washing. ~ The
rent of & studio swallowed up six more; only two
or three were thus left to pay for colours, models,
clothes, and minor pleasures.

Fully alive to the real state of my finances, I
acted as the chancellor of the Italian exchequer
ought to do, and cut down every exira expense.
It is true, that I was not obliged, like him, to deal
with a crowd of individuals who, now that Iialy is
made, would fain eat her up. I had only to take
myself and my own vanity info account,

The first time I came to Rome with my father
—then an ambassador—I possessed an elegant and
brilliant uniform; I rode on horseback or in & car-
riage, and lived on the same footing as the Roman
princes, grandees, diplomatists, &. Now, with three
Jfowns as my sole resource, I had little scope for
playing the prince !

I must turn over a new leaf, thonght L.  Carlum
novum et terram novem. 1 must descend as many
steps in the social scale es will bring me to a level
where my aforesaid three scudi may appear not
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only an endurable, but even an envisble appan-
age.

At this point I must display the pride of 2 Lu-
cifer, and, without caring to remember even the
existence of modesty, advise the rising generation
to follow my example.

Everybody ought to live on lds income; and
whoever runs into debt, more or less sponges on
somebody else. I had, and have, I must say, an
inborn horror of debt. Therefore, even when I had
very little, instead of borrowing, I learnt not to
exceed my means; and so have I constantly done,
and am still deing. In this case, as in many others,
vanity is the cause of ruin, and pride a safeguard.
Vanity crouches at the feet of a creditor, provided
it can indulge in show and luxury. Pride wears =
humble garb, and makes a boast that it need not
bow to anyone, nor incur obligations.

I therefore took good care mot to call or leave
wy card on ‘any of my former fashionable acquaint-
ance. My uncle, Cardinal Morozzo, had gone to
reside in his diocese of Novara, Cardinal de Gre-
gorio, the intimate friend of my father, was the only
great personsge I continued to visit.

I found a studio in & small house in the Piazza
Monte d’Oro; and out of the pittance I had brought
from Turin to defray the expense of my first estab-
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lishment, I provided myself with the few things I
wanted, and began my new life directly.

Tt was winter, so that I could not draw from
nature. I gave myself up to other pursuits, di-
viding my days as follows: I rose two hours before
dawn, and went to a master who gave lessons by
candlelight to pupils who were otherwise oceupied
during the day. He was a Genoese, by name Ga-
rello; a very clever man, who had invented a new
and useful method of applying mnemonics to the
stlidy of history and the English Ianguage.

At daybreak the lesson ended, and everyone
went about his business. 1 had made acquaintance
with the head-groom of Prince Rospigliosi, and at
& cheap rate I could have an hour’s gallop in the
riding-school of the palace on Monte Cavallo.

Without boasting, I may say that I knew more
abont riding then he and his men. At Rome—I
do not know how it is now, but then—the only no-
tion of a riding-master comsisted in one single word,
whipping. If the horse stops short, whip him ; if
ho poes too fust, whip him; if he refuses to turn,
whip him ; if he shies, whip him; and so forth, It
was distressing to see the poor colts—who till they
are three years old live unbroken in the eountry—
caught with a lasso, and at once treated to u volley
of blows. Then a rough bit was put in their mouths,
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and, with a girth round them, they were trotted
round a ring to break them into their paces, a rope
attached to the head-stall, while & boy-—almost an
equally pitiable object—ran panting after them, in
a smaller circle, with a stout whip in his hand,
which was used as often as it came within reach of
the quarters of the four-footed vietim. It would
be impossible to describe the bounds, the kicks,
the plunges, the frenzy of those luckless creatures,
who often ended by being lamed, or breaking their
necks ; and gometimes also that of the unfortupate
who first mounted them, after a series of other tor-
ments. There would be a great many anecdates o
relate on this score; but if I were to tell all, I
should never end. This, however, I must say, for
1 cannot pass it over in silence: those riding-
masters always made their horses canter on the
right leg. Once I asked why. ¢ Why ?" they said,
“ becanse horses cannot gallop on the left leg I”

I used to help them in breaking young colts;
and I remember that when I made the above re-
mark I happened to be on a buge carriage-horse,
perhaps in order to accustom him to earry a rider
occasionally ; and, I do not know why, but I had
no saddle, and only a enaffle bridle.

I burst out laughi’ng at such a strange theory,
and said, I bet you anything that, just as I am,
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I will make this big brute canter on either leg;” and
it was no great feat.

Anybody acquainted with a horse knows that he
must needs start on the leg which you make him
put forward; so, by a pull at the snaffle, I bent his
huge head to the right, and then with my heel giving
him a violent kick in hia side, so as to turn the hind-
quarters a little, I defy the brute to have gallopped
on any but the left leg; and this grand performance
exalted my reputation for horsemanship to the skies.

After the ride I went to my studio and worked
away till dinner-time, drawing and painting, study-
ing the anatomy both of men and horses; first
tracing the bones one by one, and then diligently
clothing them with their muscles. After dinner I
went to the academy of the nude, which was kept
by Antonio, a model whom all older artists will
well remember. His features were not handsome,
but he was splendidly made, and a true type of
that ancient race represented in the bas-reliefs of
the Trajan column, Antonio was a very good fel-
lo:v, and took a koen interest in art. When young
men were short of means he gave them credit, and
sometimes lent them money. I remember on one occa-
sion he even sold a silver fork and spoon-—his sole
Jusury—for a wretched painter who was in distress;
and I do not know whether he ever saw any trace
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of them again, It is trme that Sor Antonio, in a
moment of vivacity, had killed his own brother! One
cannot be perfect! The study of the nude finished
at nine o'clock—n reasonable hour for early risers
to go to bed.

This was work, and work in real earnest. I
was pledged to succeed, and I wanted to do so
thoroughly and quickly. After haviag chosen to
go my own way, in spite of all advice, and be the
first to forswear the traditions of my enste, I was
intensely anxious to show some results to those who
were awaiting an opportunity to make a butt of me.
I knew how indispensable it was for me to paint a
picture, and send it as a sample of my progress,
and an earnest of my future capability,

I strained every nerve to invent a subjeet which
did not require too much skill; and at last, making
the most of the few notions I had been able to scrape
together, I composed a picture having & castle on the
right entirely in shadow, and a distant view of Mount
Soracta on the left. This sketch had very little ar-
tistic merit, but was not altogether without colour,
and a certain general effect which might please those
who did not know much of the matter.

The wish to show what I could do was not my
only ineentive to work; I was also spurred en by
want, and I entertained a hope of being speedily de-
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livered from my straits if I could show that I had
not gone to Rome to be idle. It was literally im-
possible, with my scanty allowance, to buy clothes
and other necessaries; and T was reduced to the
oddest expedients.

The landlady from whom I rented my studio was
an old Milanese ballet-girl—an ugly but good sort
of woman, She was the widow of an architect, whose
name I never knew, but whom in her native dialect
she spoke of as el pover Sur Basili. Being left with
small means, she was put to various shifts to raise
money, and the wardrobe of her husband having
been doomed to replenish the empty cash-box, I,
as a lodger, obtained the privilege of the first pick.
The deceased having been abeut my height, several
articles of his attire were transferred to my chest at
small cost. But as he had been much stouter, his
boots would have held three of my feet, My friends
laughed on seeing me walk in these kind of boots,
and for several years always designated the time of
my early artistic life as the epock of Sor Basilio’s boots.

# I bought myself a suit of that warm hairy stuff
called at Rome borgonzone, which wears well, though
it makes no show. BSuch was my life, and it re-
mained the same for years,

All this was a sacrifice, and to many it would
have appeared & very great ome indeed; but I do



ARTISTIC THOUGHTLESSNESS. 367

not want to pass myself off to the reader as more
meritorions than I was, My fall into comparative
indigence never made me despond for a moment.
First of all, I defy anybody to be out of humour at
one-gnd-twenty with good health and full indepen-
dence. And then I think I have already said that
my character has some slight resemblance to Don
Quixote. When he slept in the open air, with his
stomach empty, and, as if that was not enough, his
bones sometimes aching from the blows he had re-
ceived, he was in perfect ecstasics, faneying all this
made him really a knight-errant. And so I, in like
manner, fancied I was a real artist when I found
myself without money.

Nor can it be denied that this was one of the chief
characteristics of the painters of those days. I am
speaking of Ifalian painters. Thus, always working,
either alone or with some other modest artist of my
own calibre, keeping aloof from society or the thea-
tres, and from all the other pleasures of life—youn
know why—1I spent the winter; and at the begin-
ning of the spring I had finished my picture, which
I forthwith sent to Turin. I then began to think of
‘hunting for a place where I might live cheaply for
a length of time, and continne my studies from
nature.

Though I was no longer a pupil of Verstappen,
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I had by no means entirely given him up; and
when I could penetrate his seclusion, I did my best
to keep on good terms with him. He had married
the daughtor of the seulptor Pacetti; and as I knew
her brother, mother, uncle, and aunt, I could go to
the house when I chote. T thns learnt that he in-
tended to go in May to Castel Bant’ Elia, betwesn
Nepi and Civita Castellana. Though a very skilful
artist, and a man about fifty years of age, he still
used to devote three or four menths of every summer
to drawing from nature, like a beginner. To me,
who indeed was such, the advantage of being near
him, and getting his advice, and, if possible, of seeing
him work, secmed so great, that I resolved to pitch
my tent also at Castel Sant’ Elia.



CHAPTER XVIIL

I afart for Castel Sant' Elia with Verstappen's brother-in-law—A,
night at Nepi in the inn of Veleno—Adventure--Description
of that part of the Roman Campagna—Castel Sant’ Elia and
ita owner, Count Panimolli—Michele Pacetti and I arrive at
Castel Bant’ Elis, and haesten to visit Verstappen—We lodge
in Bn old house ransacked at the time of the Republis—We
extemporise the best sleeping accommodation we can for our-
salves and Michele’s ass—The kitchen department—=Studies
from nature, and the abuatino my attendant—Remarks on
art, and especlally on landsoape-painting—Academies of fine
art3 and encouragement socleties—Life of Verstappen at Castel
Sant’ Elia—I study the new society which surrounds me, and
find that Phomme ost lo méme partout—I1 nm discovered io bo
Marquis Masshno d'Azeglio,

THE brother-in-law of Verstappen, who had been
my fellow-student for some time in his studio, had
alao chosen the same residence from similar motives.
Both were novices in landscape-pajuting ; both were
young, and had very lght purses; our reasons for
remaining together were therefore the same, and we
agreed to wait till worthy Martin had settled himself
and taken a house, that we might fall unexpectedly
upon him. Our visit certainly did not enter into
his plans, and without the complicity of his relations
we should have found it hard to discover where he
VOL. L BB
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was when once he had left the gates of Rome. We
wished, therefore, to let him seftle down before
appearing on the stage, fearing that if he were fore-
warned, he would make his escape without leaving
us a chance of following his traces.

At last the day of his departure arrived, end as
soon ss we were certain that he had taken a house,
wo also set off. Starting from Rome early in the
morning, we went to sleep at Nepi. The innkeeper
bore the nickname of  Veleno” (Poison), and was
the original of the host I aflerwards portrayed in
FEttore Fieramosca,* His hostelry was no better kept
than that of Barletta, as may be judged from this
incident. We were in bed, and had been asleep for
some time, in a wretched room at the top of the
house, when suddenly we were roused by the tram-
pling of horses, jingling of bells, and shouts, which
made us aware that there were new-comers. Just
as we were trying to go to sleep again, the servant-
girl knocked at, the door, and called through the
keyhole, ¢ Master says that he wants your mattresses
for these travellers.” I am sorely afraid that our
answer was not quite consistent with the respect

« Ettors Fiovamosca, or the Challengs of Bariletta, is the title
of the first historloal novel published by Massimo d'Aseglio, It
ranks smong the best of the modern Italisn school, snd &b ones
won for ite author the reputation of s most distinguished and
elegant, writer,
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always due to the fair sex, but I do not remember
the words; I do recollect, however, that a negotia-
tion began about the mattresses, which lasted some
time, and was only broken off when it became clear
that we intended to resist tooth and nail. Such
were the customs of Veleno’s establishment.

‘We made our glorious entrance into Castel Sant’
Elia on one of the warmest and brightest afternoons
of May. One of the most beautiful and picturesque
parts of the Roman Campagna is that which begins
at Nepi, and extends in width to the Tiber, while it
stretches lengthwise as far as Otrieoli and even Narni.
Foreigners and tourists have not yet discovered if,
and in May 1821 it was, of course, still less known.
I have always found a peculiar beauty in those parts
of Italy where the foot of the foreigner has left no
trace, Good or bad, it is our virgin land as God
made it, and not spoilt by anyone.

Seen from a distance, this region appears a slightly
undulating plain; but when you enter it, you find
yourself suddenly on the edge of wide ravines, which
furrow the soil, at the bottom of which flow small
brooks. These streams rise in the hills of Sutri,
Vieo, and Viterbo, and their beds are at first almost
on the suxface. Gradually they plough their way to
a lower level, and wind tortuonsly through those
deep valloys, ofien more than a mile wide. It is
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hard to conceive how such small rivulets ean have
excavated these deep and extensive beds. But, on
the other hand, what other element than water can
have formed them? The banks of these ravines are
mostly grand fragments of perpendicular rock, some-
times slopes clad with grass or wood. The bottom
is fresh and green, thanks fo the huge trees and their
deep shade, to the babbling streams, the rills, and
the pools of still water, which in one place behold
and reflect the verdure of the surroundmg trees or
the deep blue of the sky, while in another they are
overshadowed and half hidden by the wild and
exuberant vegetation. I have never seen a richer
tressure of natural beauties for a landscape-painter.

At Nepi one of these ravines begins to hollow
itself out; and two miles further, on the summit of
an abrupt cliff to the lefi, stands Castel Sant’ Elia,
a village of about five hundred souls, who dwell in
tumbledown houses or hovels, upon which time, mal-
aria, and the sea-breeze have spread so thick a coat
(of the same velvety moss as pictmresquely colours
the rocks on which they stand, that it is hardly pos-
gible to distinguish one from the other.

Coming from Nepi, one enters & wide street,
formed by two rows of houses of desolate appear-
ance. Those on the right are on the very edge of
the great ravine, and their windows open over a
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perpendicular abyss some bundreds of feet deep. A
hundred yards further up the street one finds traces
of a wide ditch, and a rampart which swrrounded
the ancient castle, built on an isolated rock at an
angle of the cliffs. This stronghold was a fief of the
house of the Counts Panimolli, whose last representa-
tive in my time was so very eccentric a man that
he deserves a passing mention.

This original, eminently a man of the world, lived
in Rome. There was not a house, not a lady, that
he did not know, and usually on terms of intimacy.
He was at every party, ball, or entertainment; he
dined with all the great Roman families, as well as
with foreigners, and at the embassies. He was ge-
nerally popular and welcome, because no one ever
had s reproach to address to him; nay, he had been
of service to every one. He was an obliging man,
helpful and full of resources on an emergency, who
was acquainfed with all affairs, secrets, news, gossip,
marriages, ftirtations, scandals, &c., and who never
changed his countenance nor his good-humour, and
apparently not even his dress, which was always
black and a little threadbare, without ever being
actually shabby. When receptions, operas, suppers
were s}l over, and it was necessary to part for the
night, Panimolli used to go to Piazza Colonna, at the
corner of the café degli Specchi, where he found his
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servant in attendance. He inquired if there were
any lstters, messages, or commissions for him, gave
his orders for the next day, and then—good-bye;
Panimolli disappeared, and no one in the world knew
where he went, nor did I ever hear of its being dis-
covered, even by the servant, who only communi-
cated with his master once a-day, that is at night,
between three and four o’clock, at the corner of the
café degli Speechi.

‘Woe thus entered the feudal domain of this charm-
ing madeap in the afternoon, as I said, of a fine day
in May. I was on foot, and my companion Michele
on the donkey which he possessed and I envied, and
upon which he had deliberately ridden the thirty-two
miles dividing us from Rome.

Our first visit was naturally paid to Verstappen,
who, thinking no one in Rome knew of his retreat
to Castel Sant’ Elia, had gone to sleep in the hap-
piest and laziest quiescence. When our apparition,
at once meek and stuiling, obliged him to rouse up,
316 had not the power which distinguishes civilised
races of masking his disgust under a semblance of
pleasure; his round mother-of-pearl eyes opened
upon us with the utmost sincerity, fully expressing
the annoyance he felt at our arrival, We asked him
in vain if be knew how we could lodge, either in a
private house or at an inn, &e. He knew nothing
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about it, and internally prayed that every roof might
refuse us its shelter. His prayers would have been
granted had we been more fastidious ; for there was
not even the slightest pretence to an inn, a tavern,
& lodging, or a room to be let. Worse still, there
was no buicher in the place; scarcely a baker, if I
am not mistaken.

Our visit over—and it did not last long—~we went
in search of a house, knocking at every door, offering
ourselves a8 lodgers, and in return were sent about
our business by three-fourths of the villagers. But is
there not even a hole, a garret, a cellar, to be let in
all this (I hope I said) charming hamlet?

At last the peasanfs answered this question by
pointing out an old tumbledown house on the brink
of the precipice, withont doors, shutters, or window-
panes, which had remained desolate and uninhabited
since the days of the French Republic. It had then
been sacked by the soldiery, with whom the Italians
unconsciously made a treaty of commerce—not, how-
ever, of their invention—hy which the former im-
ported the principles of 1789, and exported every-
thing they counld find in our pockets. Neither those
soldiers nor the Italians then had the slightest suspi-
cion of the final result of the events that were taking
place ; but, as usnal, men thought they were changing
the world, whereas it was Giod who was doing so. As
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we had no choice, and yet were determined to stay,
we accepted the ruined house. We inquired after
its owner, and cheaply obtained investiture of our
new abode, the important ceremony of consigning
tho keys being omitted, for the reason that the French
had carried them all away in 1798.

Armed with lion-like eourage, we went to take

.possession, pushed in a rickety door, groped through

# narrow passage full of cobwebs, into a little yard
overgrown with rank grass, stinging-netiles, and
other weeds, and its walls green with moss, Here
we left the donkey quite in his element, and happier
than we. Next we reconnoitered the upper rooms.
The only furniture left was an old knee]ing—-chai_r,
which fortunately had still its little drawer and key,
and an old leather seat with arms, The beds and
sl other comforts may be described in one word—
nothing.

Yet there is a cure for everything but death. We
hired two sacks, such as hold corm, then bought straw
enough to fill them; we had each brought a pair of

keets, and when the sacks were laid on the floor and
the sheets spread over them, the bed-room at once
assumed a decent appearsmce; we also procured a
table, so as not to eat off the floor—I forget how we
came by it, and can therefore give no explanation ;
I will adbere to the truth even about this; and
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we then thought our first requirements for that even-
ing were provided for,

A great problem, however, was still unsolved,
that of securing the donkey in a safe place for the
night, honest men not being the sole inhabitants of
Castel Sant’ Elia; nay, to judge by their counte-
nances, one might suspect them of being much the
reverse. DBut we found a remedy even for this. I
took the donkey by the halter, and his master, having
geized him by the fail, pushed him forward. In this
way we conducted him up the twenty steps which led
to the first floor. There we fastened him as hest we
could, laid down a heap of grass for his supper, bade
him good-night, and then retired to sleep upon our
sacks in the next room,

The outer door was secured by means of a wooden
bar, which we tied with a rope that was hanging out
of the hole whers the lock had once been. We slept
the sleep of weariness and youth, which is even
sounder then that of innocence, until we suddenly
sprang up from our sacks at a Ioud explosion, which,
between sleeping and waking, seemed to us the trum-
pet of the last day.

We had forgotten that the donkey was in the
ante-room, but he reminded us of his presence to-
wards dawn by a bray which, in the stillness of the
early morning, resounded throngh the empty rooms
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8o sonorously as to make us fancy the end of the
world was come.

The next day we ingeniously spread some paper
over the remnants of the shattered window-frame,
to shelter ourselves from the damp of the night,
and then we turned our attention to the Important
question of food.

Our entrance-hall possessed an old-fashioned
chimney, with a huge overhanging mantelshelf, and
therefore appeared suitable for a kitchen. We made
a trip to Nepi, and brought back the necessary imple-
ments,—two or three saucepans, some earthenware
pots, & few ladles, and some provisions; and on the
second day we were all three settled, my companion
and I in the house, and the ass in the stable (the door
of which having been mended, could now be fastened
up), with all the luxuries even a sybarite could rea-
sonably desire.

Nevertheless, the fare seemed very meagre, even
to me, which is saying & great deal. 'We each went
in turn to Nepi every other day, with our faithful
donkey, to procure provisions. This excursion sup-
plied us with bread, a little meat, and suchlike, As
for vegetables, fruit, hams, milk, butter, &e., they
were out of the question.

As a change, we every now and then bought 2
live kid from a shepherd; but we Lad to kill, skin,
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and draw it, &e., so that before seeing it on the table,
with its little roasted head, we had to go through ten
or twelve different processes, all of them far from
amusing ; and the worst of all was fo see the little
white face with its pink nose stare up with stupid
innecent eyes, and then have to fell it with a blow,
and cut its windpipe. Male suada fames !

Frogs afforded another variety in our bill of fare.
‘While resting from our work we used to thread them
through with a wire, and sometimes we came home
with a grand harvest. We both took our share in
cooking.

Bach was our houmsehold, perfectly in keeping
with our poverty. Its establishment hardly oceapied
a whole day; and on the morrow we were able to
set to work st sunrise. I did not possess a donkey—
my means forbade that—so I hired a lad between
fifteen and sixteen, who, being destined to the eccle-
giastical profession, waited on the curate, acted as
sacristan, and of course wore the priestly garb—
that is to say, in those villages during the heat every
one goes about in shirt-sleeves, and thus his sole dis-
tinctives were his black stockings and knee-breeches,
This unfledged priestling carried my traps, washed
my brushes, and was an excellent boy. God knows
what has become of him, Is he now a canon or a
prelate? The thing is possible; for, by the rules of
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the Roman curia, the ecclesiasticgl career is open to
the most humbly borm, as well as o persons of high
rank,

I think it may not be out of place if I here say a
few words about my profession. If you are not a
painter, or take no interest in such matters, there is
the usual remedy—skip.

In the eighteenth century society had arrived in
everything at the extreme boundaries of the artificial,
the affected, the grotesque, the eccentric, the illogical,
&e. One might extend this remark to higher and
more important spheres; but I have already said
this often enomgh. I shall content myself with re-
marking that the aberration of taste (precisely in
questions of taste) had become all but incredible.
In the matter of fashion, female portraits show us
the huge edifices of white powder then worn, with a
microscopic straw-hat, or a wreath of roses perched
on the top. And in point of art, water-colour land-
scapes for instance, of a single hue, and which? red
lake, or pure vermilion! The rising generation, not
having seen them, will perhaps dishelieve me; but I
actually saw them, and was not blindfolded at the
time.

In art also at that period there was a general
impulse towards a close imitstion of natore. In
historical pictures, the influence of the Gr=mco-Ro-
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man ideas which served or weres made to serve the
politics of the day, multiplied pictures representing
Achilles, Ajax, Miltiades, the Horatii and Curiatii,
the Gracchi, &&. With nature before them, artists
sought antique forms in all their monotonous affecta-
tion—they ingisted on showing the nude everywhere,
even through the clothes, and painted figures in dra-
pery so clinging as to appear wet. ‘So far did this
mania go, that to a seulptor of the classic school,
the navel was visible under medissval armour, and
that & draughtsman, who had te represent Napoleon
standing, showed the kneé-caps through a tall jack-
boot !

Landscape-painting, on the contrary, dwelt in-an
atmosphere uncharged with political passions, and
followed a more rational course. Its followers passed
from the monochrome paintings in lake or vermi-
lion of the mannerists (specimens of which may still
be seen in the dessus de porte of the dwellings of
the rich of that date) to an exact minute imita-
tion of nature, enlivened by no vestige of imagina-
tion whether in the subject, in the form, or in the
effect.

Hackert was one of the first to apply this theory,
so simple in appearance, and yet so often ignored in
practice, namely, that art is the likeness of natnre ;
and that as it is impossible to make any portrait what-
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ever without being acquainted with the original, =0
natare, to be faithfully rendered, must be studied and
ohserved as closely as may be.

He died at Florence in 1807. The Countess
d’Albany possessed a very large landscape by him,
representing a wood with high trees, with a dis-
tance, and some deer in the foreground. A cloudy
remembrance of it remains among my earliest
impressions, and I recollect that I used to gaze at
it long and admiringly, His {alent, the success of
his new style, his reputation, and the wealth he ac-
quired, allured numerous imitators, as is always the
case.

For upwards of twenty years his school flourished
in Rome. The Dutchmen Woogd and Therlink,
the Fleming Verstappen, the Frenchmen Denis and
Chauvin, and the Bolognese Bassi, were the leaders
of one of the most suocessful artistic epochs of which
I have any recollection.

They were in the prime of life and at the height
of their powers in the year 1814, when Europe, sick
of the smell of gunpowder and of the sight of blood,
was longing to restore her broken spirit by the bless-
ings of peace,

The English mors especially, who had been so
long detained in quarantine in their island, poured
forth Like lava on the Continent ; and if in Italy they
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did not show much knowledge of art, they never-
theless professed to idolise it, so mnch so that the
above-mentioned painters were unable to satisfy all
their demands,

Every artist had a subject in which he was sup-
posed to excel. I remember that the cascade of the
Velino* was the masterpiece of Basst. I think that
in a few years he must have made at least sixty
copies of it; so that, to say the truth, they got at
last to look as if they were stencilled.

I serupulously followed the maxims of that school,
and believe them to be the best. I painted from
nature on a canvas of moderately large size, endea-
vouring to finish the study, or the picture, on the
spot, without adding a touch at home. I studied
detached fragments on a smaller scale, always try-
ing to finish as highly as I could. This was my
morning task. In the afternoon I drew, also from
nature, finishing with great care and studying every
detail, Thanks to this system, my scjourn of two
months at Castel Sant’ Elia witnessed my first real
progress, and got me through the real difficulties of
the beginner.

* The Velino is & river in the territory of the Ssbines, which
rises in the central Apennines, and falls into the Nar from s
height of severa! hundred feet, thus forming the celebrated cas-

cade known to travellers under the name of the Falls of Terni,
or delie Marmors,
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Finishing a picture on the spot, as one would do
in the studio, is useful in compelling the student to
seck airial perspective with the simple means offered
by nature, and not with the forced contrasts of con-
ventional art ; reminding us, however, that our means
are very limited, whilst those of nature are infinite.
She possesses light on her palette, whereas we have
only white lead upon ours. We are, therefore, ob-
liged to have recourse to artifice; hence the name
“art. It is oasy to obtain perspective in a misty
and nzure distance by means of a large black tree
in the foreground, after the fashion of the manner-
ists; but it is less easy to obtain the same perspec-
tive, with the endless means used by nature, which
very often is light on the foreground and dark in
the distance, Not only is it less easy, but it is im-
possible to get near it, if the aérial perspective is not
in some degree altered—if the distance is not a little
neglected, and the foreground a little more finished
than in nature. This ariifice, however, must be kept
within certain limits, And how are they to be fixed P
By talent and taste: for in these liea the first and
true lever of art, while inspiration is the ardent ray
that alone can fertilise their germs. In landscape-
painting, precepts, cbservations may be suggested,
&c.; but if one does not act by inspiration, they are
all useless. It is for this reason that great landscape-
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printers have been more rare than painters excellent
in the other branches of art.

I followed the system I have just described for
very many years, spending the whole of the fine
season in the country. Now, on the conirary, art-
ists study less from nature, and altogether in a dif-
ferent way, Which is the best system? Perhaps
it would be that which could combine both,

The years of capability allotted to man are num-
bered; it is well, therefore, to apportion their em-
ployment wisely. A landscape-painter must first of
all Jearn to reproduce nature, and then to make
pictares.

I perhaps gave too much time to the first stage,
and too little to the second ; whereas the right thing
to do would be to devote sufficient time to each of
them.

Nowadays too little 1s devoted to the first. But
art is totally different from what it used to be thirty
years ago; it proceeds from other impulses, dwells
in snother atmosphere, and is labouring under other
necessities. That confounded phrase which has de-
ceived, killed, or starved so many people—* the
encouragement of art”—s phrase which it was
thought "possible to convert into a fact by the in-
stitution of academies of art—is now bearing its
fraits.

TOL. L ou
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By dint of manufacturing artists, art has be-
come an indnstry; and as in this branch the zupply
always exceeds the demand, efforts have been made
to provide for the great mass of operatives who are
necessarily unemployed. For this purpose charit-
uble persons have started in several towns so-called
% societies for the promotion of art,” truly benevolent
jnstitutions ; and governments contribute to their
support, and squander public money in purchases
with the view of affording relief to that erowd of
artists—whom sound economical principles would
justly leave without work—and thus preventing
them from literally dying of hunger. And I too,
when I was minister, did like the rest. May heaven
and the tax-payers forgive my gin !

But it really is quite extraordinary to see how
stupid men sometimes are: and the beauty of it is
that nowadays all discourse turns upon economical
laws, free-trade, real value, supply and demand. Let
us make an hypothesis.

Suppose & city of fifty thousand souls—that is,
about five-and-twenty thousand male inhabitants,
fifteen thousand adults, and therefore about fifteen
thousand heads each requiring a hat. There are
hatters who provide them ; if the demand increases,
they engage extra journeymen; if it decreases, they
dismiss them, and the latter emigrate to other skies.
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Thus they all get a livelihood, and nobody is obliged
to meintain them. But a great man is born who
becomes 8 minister, and persuades himself that the
hat-trade requires emcouragement: so he founds an
academy, and appoints as its members the most dis-
tinguished hatters the country can boast; he pays
them liberally, and they teach with such zeal that
every year new batters are turned out—quite useless
beings, as there are no more heads to cover. Find-
ing themselves withont bread, they make an ontery,
complain, worry the public, and then good charit-
able souls form a benevolent association to buy up
all the spare hats, and so they give bread to the
legion of equally spare hatters; and the minister
proposea to parliament to grant a sum to assist in
defraying the expemse, Would it not have been
better to save the money in the first instance, and
nof keep up & manufacture of hatters for whom there
was no employment? Besides, the protectionist form
of the society of encouragement has other drawbacks,
In the first place, that of wearying the public by
perpetually thrusting those blessed fine arts under ita
nose. Do you want to render a thing seductive?
If 8o, endeavour to excite s tesie for it; whereas
there is not & corner where one is safe from the
ramifications of the aforesaid protection. The idea
of regular exhibitions is, however, not an Italian
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sin, Whoever was the guilty party, it has been an
ill-advised notion. _

Second drawback. He who exhibits, wishes, save
in very exceptional cases, to sell; nay, it is neces-
gary that he should do so, end his ereditors are still
smore anxious on the subject than he himself. Ifa
certain small pieture is sold, the failor, the boot-
maker, and the colourman are paid in full or in
part, after which credit is given for another year.

Therefore patrons of both sexes, protectors, and
friends, are set in motion; bows, more or less ering-
ing, are made in every direction to ministera, of-
ficials, clerks, &c.; nor are those hidden threads of
the feminine gender neglected, which secretly pull
the string of social intrigues, Thus characters are
lowered, falsified, and that which is ealled protection
of the fine arts becomes o charity, or an incentive to
baseness and corruption.*

* Mapsimo d'Azeglio saya that societies for the encouragement
of the fins arte are not an Italian invention ; but I do not know
whether they even exist in England, nor am I acquainfed with
j the gystem pursued in France or Germany, In lialy the * Bocietd
promotricl di belle Arti” are organised a8 followa: The fimf idea
wae to hold annual exhibitions, and out of the funds furnished
by publie subscription the commiitee of the directors were to buy
s oertain number of pictnres, for which the mbscribers afterwarda
drew lots. In the next place, the royal family, the different de-
partments of etate, &o. are expeoted not only to subscribe largely,
but also to make several purchaees each year. The ingention, of
course, is to encourage young and needy artista; but, se Massimo
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If, at least, the taste of the public or the artists
could thereby be improved! But, on the contrary,
it is only deteriorated. The desire to sell, logically
leads to the desire of being conspicuous and re-
markable; whence the farther necessity of becoming
the fashion, and of obeying not conseience, which
is precipus in art as in everything else, but the
caprice of the day. Thence a perpetual watch to
sscertain which way the wind blows, and then re-
produce, not the image of truth and beauty which
every artist feels within him, but of that particular
style which has secired the approbation of the pub-
lic, and especially of the buyers, either here or else-
where.

It is therefore no longer sought fo make art dis-
tinctive or sincere, but merely to ape this or that
painter who happens to be  the rage” in Paris or

d'Azeglio eays {and he was a competent judge, heving been for
meny years either president or an influential member of these
societies), influences of every kind are brought Into play to insure
the eale of this or that bad picture, either becguse the painter
hes patrons in high quarters, or else ia literally famishing, The
result is mischievous in both cases; for it either fosters corrup-
tlon, or encouragea & man fitter perhaps to handle a hammer or
a spade then the brush,

" TUnheppily these societies in Iialy wre mob &n isolated faot,
but ons of the nateral producta of the protectionist syetem neces-
sarily prevailing in & sountry where individusl action and fmpulee
is na yet undeveloped ; nndibmnon]ybenltamdbyﬂmpmgm
of the futuore,
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London; and art is thus reduced to a more or less
exact and suceessful counterfeit.

The result of this is a strange discrepancy in the
most widespread ideas. Independence, nationality,
united Italy, are our idols; and, indeed, landscape-
painters are generally tuned to the ery of ¢ Rome or
death ;" yet when they tske up a brush the only
thing they do not copy is Italy! The glorious Italian
scenery, the splendid light, the rich hues of her
skies, are deemed unworthy of being represented !
Go to our exhibitions, and what do you see? A
landseape in the morth of France, an imitation of
so-and-so, a sea~view at Etretat or Honfleur, an
imitation of somebody else, 8 moor in Flanders, a
wood at Fontainebleauw, borrowed Heaven knows
from whom; and all these with the faded skies,
the dead light of those climates, and earthy tints, as
if & mud-coloured veil were drawn over them, And
if our artists sometimes atternpt a subject from their
own country, it would seem that they fear to im-
part to it life and truth; that they dread the azure
*of the sky and the deep verdure of the vegetation;
and they represent a oold shivering Italy, chilled by
the winds of the north. Though born in the true
native country of every natural beauty, under the
clear and potent rays of & sun which colours sea
and plain, tree and mountain, palaces and momu-
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menta with so many glorious fints, they prefer an
art ensleved to the foreigner; an art which awaits
ita models and inspirations from Paris or London,
with the pacotille of the other nouveautds of the year;
they prefer a nature without soul, without character,
faeble and dull as the sonnd of an instrument under
the influence of the soft pedal; and for the sake of
this they repudiate Italy and her skies, and all those
beaunties which, if they unfortunately once attracted
8o many enemiea within our borders, now, thank
God, only attract friends who are never weary of
magnifying them !

Cannot the woods, the cak copses, the chestnut
groves, which clothe the long ridge of the Apen-
nines, stand a comparison with the forest of Fon-
taineblean? Are the shores of Albenga, Sestri, Port’
Ercole, Sorrento, Amalfi, less splendid than those
of Etretat and Trouville? Are the yellow waves of
the Ocean more poetical than the azure flood of the
Tyrrhenian and Ionian seas?

It is not enough to have independence on our
lips, if it is not also in our hearts, and in every-
thing—even in art. Let us be a nation—Italians—
ourselves at last in everything, in every shape, and
in every way; or if we will not et more, lot us brag
Iess loudly.

Those landscape-painters of 1814, vn the con-
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trary, whom I quoted above, all foreigners except
Bassi, did noi think Italy unworthy of being por-
trayed, snd all Europe was of their opinion. I
have still before my eyes the shores of Naples and
Daia, painted by Denis{ the Caudine Forks, by
Chauvin; the distant views of the Romsn Cam-
pagna, by Woogd ; the woods on the banks of the
Nera, by Verstappen, and the cascade delle Mar-
more, by Bassi. At Naples, Vianelli, Gigante, Smar-
giasgo, Carelli, and many others, had no need to guit
their happy climes to secure wealth and fame; and
yet Heaven knows what political ideas were then
rampant !
And now that everything ought to breathe in-
dependence, spontaneous action, free and original
- impulse, why should my poor art of Iandscape-paint-
ing be the servile plagiaristic copy of the copy of a
nature which is not ours, bat one infinitely inferior?
Having spoken out what I think on the subject
of academies and societies for the promotion of art,
on criginality, and on artistic independence; I am
the first to recognise that it would be a mistake to
consider them as isolated facts. They are products
of the conditions of our modern world, and no pos-
sible reasoning can alter them. The fine arts will
continue ta be protected for a long time, 8s the bear
in the fable protected the men against the flies;
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the artists in fashion will still be copied, and even
counterfeited, as is done in the cese of medals,
armour, and other ancient curiosities; painters will
persevere in obeying the public in the caprices of
its bad taste, instead of teaching and leading it to
the beautiful, the true, and the good. The race of
superfuocus artists will still be propagated by en-
couragement societies; I shall continue to pay my
annual quota towards their maintenance, and in the
end I shall share the fate of all preachers, In this
case the obstacle does not consist in want of mnder-
standing ; everybody, on the contrary (I mean those
who have a grain of sense and a slight knowledge of
the question), are of the same opinjon, but it Les in
the strength of inertia. Habit rules half the world ;
¢ My father did so before me,” is still, even in the
present era of revolutions, one of the great forces
which lead the world !

Perhaps it is just as well; for otherwise our
planet would revolve in too great a hurry.

I return to Castel Sant’ Elia. We had come to
see Verstappen draw from nature. Will you believe
me?—we mnever succeeded in surprising & single
stroke of his penecil; nay, I might almost say, in
seeing him, We went to his honse in the evening;
but almost always he was already in bed. Like true
youngsters, we were fond of noise; we played the
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guitar, and danced the salfarello,—a dance of the
Roman Campagna, first cousin to the terantella.
Imagine if poor Martin did not wish us a hundred
miles off] His houss, however, was not our only
refuge. After a short time, the inhabitants of Castel
Sant’ Elia had learnt to look upon us as harmless
fellows, who even spent 2 little money in the village.
The house of the principal family of the place, the
Saettas, was opened to ns. It was composed of two
brothers,-—~the elder a married man, the younger a
priest. They first bowed to us, then bowed and
touched their hats, them touched their hats and
smilod; a fow polite words came next, and at last
we were admitted into the house.

I had voluntsered to play the organ on Sundays;
this also brought me into contact with the curate,
for whom I played during High Mass. The good
old fellow had once met with rather an uncommon
adventure—that of having been shot by the French,
twenly years befors, on the very day they plundered
and slanghtered the inhabitants of the house we lived
in. He told us he had been seized and taken out
upon the highroad to Nepi, where he was made o
kmeel down with a batch of wretches. A volley ot
musketry was fired upon them; and the gallant
soldiers of the Republic went away without looking
behind them. Although unscathed, he had thrown



A RESUSCITATION. 3895

himself on the ground, and lay there motionless,
-among the dead and dying, ill nightfall. Then he
slowly lifted his head, peered about him, and finding
everybody gone, took to his heels, and ran through
fields and meadows till next morning he once more
found himself in his own parsonage.

At home I had a bird’s-eye view of the world
and society; and now I saw it with the eye of
2 tortoise, or any other animal which creeps most
humbly on the ground. The study of society from
this novel point of view interested me very much;
I was amused beyond measure by the majestic and
petronising airs of the illustrious Abate Saetta and
his brother. I compared their condescension and
that which I had elsewhere seen displayed by other
classes ; and as my ideas became clearer, I per-
coived by degrees that IZomme est le méme partout,
a8 my. Englishman used to say; that impertinence
and vain ostgntation, which I bad believed a peco-
liarity of aristocracy, were simply inherent in man-
kind; and I was thus working out from nature
many new conclusions about men and their follies,
studying them not in books, but in their real and
patural selves.

T always carefully concealed my station in Lfe;
but pome unforeseen circumstance, however, never
failed to disclose it, to my great disappointment.
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And such was precisely the case at Castel Sant’
Elia. . :
It must be understood that in central and
southern Italy the title of the father is always given
by courtesy to all the soms, no matter how many
there are. My father being & marquis, I was there-
fore a marquis too. One day, having written to ask
the Orengos to send me some clothes, they were
despatched in a parcel directed to Marquis Massimo
& Azeglio, Nept; and meanwhile they wrote to tell
me where to apply for it. I went in person and
presented myself to the veffurino who carried the
mails between Nepi and Rome. I bad forgotten to
dress, and was, as usual, in my shirt-slesves, with
a jacket thrown over my shoulder, and without
stockings, on account of the heat, I entered, and
said: ¢‘Is there a parcel for Azeglio ?"—¢ Yes, but
it is for the Ma.rﬁuiﬂ-” “ Well, here I am to fetch
it. How much is it?"—*I beg your pardon, but
I cannot give it to you; Sor Marchese must come
Aimself and sign the receipt.” ““But I am the
Marquis,” said I at Iast, furious at having to reveal
my. rank.—“ You the Sor Marchese?” It makes me
laugh still when I remember the stare of incredulity
and contempt my interlocutor bestowed on me when
he heard a man with bare legs advance such an un-
heard-of piece of presumption.
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I forget what proofs I had to give of my identity,
or whether I ended by being believed. 1 recollect
though, that I had to parley a long time before I
conld take my clothes home. When the startling
news of the marquisate spread, I found myself at
Castel Sant’ Elia like Count Almaviva in the last
act of the Barbiere: * Almaviva son o, non son
Lindoro?” Fortunately, like him, I had arrived at
the last act of my country lifo. It was in July, the
malaria was beginning, and it was time to pitch my
tent somewhere else.

My unhappy passion for adventures made me set
out for Rome alone on horseback one evening, my
carabine slung over my shoulders. I had thirty-two
miles to ride, right across the most desolate part of
the Roman Campagna. I started with a beautiful
moonlight, and in the cool air I thus advanced to-
wards Bome, over that undulating plain which, at
such an hour, men bon® voluniatis only frequent in
eompany ; bui:, except & caravan of mules, who were
feeding near the carts in which the drivers were
snoring, I did not meet a living soul; not even the
ghost of an adventure. For this reason I just now
spoke of my nnhappy passion. For many years I
have roamed sbout alone, more by night than by
day, im places of the worst reputation, and never
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met with even a pretext for gaining a lLittle glory
by some sensational naxrative,

Morning dawned a8 I drew near the Storts, close
to the Osteria del Fosso, famous for its hostess, who
sat at table with her twenty-two soms, all vigorons
and hale; and before midday I made my entranee
into Rome.
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