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PREFACE

IF the author were required to give a reason why he has written on a country so 
well known as Italy,  he might be puzzled to give any other answer than that he 
loved the subject, and has been indulging his own recollections possibly more than 
he will please his readers.

As this, like most other books, must speak for itself, the author has little to add, in 
the way of Preface, to what has already been published in the work with which his 
travels commence. He has endeavoured to avoid a pretension which his research 
would not justify, while he hopes some may be glad to go over again, even this 
beaten road, in his company.

Cooper's town, 
1838.



LETTER I

DEAR ―,

ALTHOUGH we had  breathed  an atmosphere  of  delight  from the moment  the 
carriage turned out of the glen of the Doveiria to enter the first really Italian valley, 
the ardour of expectation and enjoyment was scarcely diminished when we entered 
the  carriage  to  quit  Milan,  on  our  way  towards  the  barrier  of  mountains  that 
separates the Upper from the Lower, the false from the true Italy. We had certainly 
some  of  the  architecture,  glimpses  of  the  nature,  and  a  multitude  of  the 
recollections of the latter, where we then were; but we well knew that there was 
more beyond, and we were glad to hurry towards it after the two or three days of 
repose that we had now taken. As yet we had only seen Cis-Alpine Gaul.

Old Caspar mounted his horse with renewed vigour,  and he trotted through the 
southern gate with us, some time before the sun had risen. Although it was only the 
15th of  October  and  we  were  now fairly  on  the  great  plain  of  Lombardy,  the 
morning was so sharp that I  found both a surtout and a cloak agreeable,  if not 
necessary.

The streets of Milan, and indeed of all the towns of this part of Italy, have lines of 
flat  stones,  a sort of railway,  laid for the carriage-wheels;  the celebrated Corso 
having two tracks, in order that the vehicles may not intercept each other. The town 
walls are of bricks, and a good deal covered with ivy; and as the ditch is imperfect  
and neglected, they were probably more efficient in the days of the Visconti than in 
those of Napoleon. Military patroles march the streets at night, and all night, so 
that the place is orderly and safe. We saw many people with goîtres in the streets, 
peasants most probably from the valleys of the Alps.

We took the route to Lodi, which is about twenty miles from Milan. The road lay 
the entire distance through meadows and vines. There was little other prospect than 
that of fertility, for we were in a sea of plain, though the Alps still lifted their hoary 
peaks along the northern horizon. South, east, and west,  the sight was bounded 
with a fringe of fruit-trees, with, here and there, a gaunt church-tower thrusting up 
its  neck,  to  mark  the  site  of  a  village.  There  was,  however,  a  good  deal  of 
irrigation, with canal-like ditches, among the meadows, and occasionally a broad 
margin of faded verdure around us.

At Lodi  we stopped two hours.  The inn windows overlooked the market-place, 
which  was  teeming  with  the  activity,  gesticulation,  bawling,  humour,  and 
wrangling of low Italian life. One fellow, mounted on a horse, was haranguing a 
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crowd;  and, leaning forward,  I  caught  enough to discover  that  he was a quack 
dispensing immortality at very modest  prices.  Suddenly a peasant  presented his 
face, when the fellow extracted a tooth, without dismounting. The operation was 
performed with great  readiness,  and, flourishing his prize in triumph, while the 
poor patient was holding his jaws and kicking right and left with pain, the fellow 
called on all around him to witness how slight a thing it was to lose a tooth.

Observing great quantities of what I supposed to be small birds, beautifully white 
and clean, strung on coarse grass,  I went down to examine them, thinking they 
might be some game of which it would be well to know more; but, on inspection 
they proved to be the hind quarters of frogs! There were hundreds of strings of 
them in the market. I know not how the French got their reputation of frog-eaters, 
unless it comes through the usual English prejudice; for I feel certain that ten frogs 
are consumed in Italy for one in France. Indeed frogs are rather an unusual dish in 
Paris; nor do I remember ever to have seen them anywhere on a private table. The 
country  around  Lodi,  however,  is  just  suited  to  such  a  stock,  and,  literally, 
thousands are consumed by the inhabitants.

We were anxious, of course to examine the celebrated bridge. I found, however, 
that the people on the spot did not deem the battle so serious an affair  as it  is 
usually imagined; and as I have heard,  on pretty good authority,  that several of 
Napoleon's battles were fought principally bulletins, I went doubting to the river. 
The stream, you know, is the Adda; it is straggling, and a good deal disfigured by 
sand-banks. The bridge, six or eight hundred feet in length, is narrow; and the land 
opposite the town is a low meadow. A few houses on that side mark the approach 
to the bridge, and the buildings of the town do the same thing on the other. As it  
would be physically impossible to cross this bridge under the fire of batteries of 
any  force  that  were  in  the  least  well  managed,  and  as  the  Austrian  artillery, 
moreover, if not the very best, is considered among the best in Europe, I was a 
good deal staggered with the appearance of things. The result of all my inquiries on 
the spot was as follows, and I presume it is not far from the truth.

The Austrian army was in retreat, and had thrown the Adda between itself and its 
enemy. Napoleon arrived in pursuit. Ascertaining that the stream might be forded, 
he  sent  a  detachment  with  that  object  towards  a  flank  of  his  enemy,  and  the 
Austrians retired, leaving a force to protect their retreat at the bridge. Anxious to 
strike a blow, Napoleon decided to force this point immediately, and ordered the 
attack. My informant affirmed that most of the Austrian artillery had commenced 
retiring before the assault was made; and this appears, at least, probable. Finding 
that  his  column paused  under  the  fire  of  the  few guns  left,  Napoleon  and  his 
generals  cheered  them  on  in  person.  The  French  did  not  get  across  until  the 
Austrians were too far on their retreat to make the affair decisive, but soon enough 
to seize some of the guns in the rear; guns that the Austrians probably intended to 
sacrifice.
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I give you this account as it was given to me by one who affirmed he was an eye-
witness. Certainly, after seeing the bridge, I shall not believe that one army crossed 
it  in  face  of  another  that  was  not  completely  disorganised.  Au  reste,  it  was 
sufficiently hazardous to attempt it in the face of a couple of efficient guns; and the 
personal intrepidity of the generals would be abundantly apparent even under such 
circumstances.  It  was probably a gallant  thing, though by no means the precise 
thing we are accustomed to believe it.

Lodi is a town of some size, having a population of sixteen or eighteen thousand 
souls: it is the place in and near which the celebrated Parmesan cheese is made, the 
environs being chiefly in rich meadows. No Italian, I find, thinks of eating his soup 
without a spoonful of this cheese, which as regularly forms one of the ingredients 
as salt. It struck me as a discrepancy in civilisation to eat frogs and not to know 
how to make good coffee;  for we have quite taken leave of the latter since we 
crossed the Alps.

The  country  continued  much  the  same  beyond  Lodi.  Towards  evening  we 
discerned the towers of a town in the visible horizon, and soon after came to the 
side of a sluggish stream of some size, lying low between banks that it sometimes 
evidently filled. The town was on the opposite side, walled, and not immediately 
on the stream. The river was the Po, which we crossed by a bridge of boats, and, 
making  a  little  circuit,  we  drove  through  a  gate-way  and  entered  Piacenza. 
Ordering  dinner,  I  walked  out  to  look  at  the  place,  which  contains  more  than 
25,000 inhabitants. It  is gloomy, crowded, and dull. Indeed, it is not easy to see 
how so many towns of this size are kept up on so small a surface. There does not 
appear to be any commerce worth mentioning; the manufactures are usually on a 
small scale, and half the people seem idle. There is a small palace belonging to the 
sovereign, of tolerable architecture. It has fifteen windows in front, while that of 
the governor of the place has thirteen. I believe the White House has less than 
either of these;  though Piacenza is  merely a provincial  town, and the duchy of 
Parma itself contains less than half a million of souls.

Austria has made a very convenient arrangement for the defence of this frontier. 
She has a right, by treaty, to maintain garrisons in several of the towns that lie in 
the adjacent territories; by which means she gains so many outworks beyond her 
own limits. Piacenza is thus garrisoned, as is also Ferrara. This town and its walls 
are principally constructed of bricks: an unusual thing on the continent of Europe. 
The walls seem going to decay.

In the evening I strolled into the great square, which I found thronged with people. 
These towns are so cramped within their fortifications, that walking, except in an 
area like this, or on the ramparts, is almost out of the question; and as they all have 
a place d'armes, the people have acquired the habit of resorting thither tor air and 
exercise.
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There was a silent, gloomy crowd in the square; and as many of the men wore 
cloaks and were smoking, it reminded me of Spain, a country whose habits may 
very well have been introduced through the princes. You will remember that, by an 
intermarriage with the heiress of the Farnese family,  this duchy passed into the 
possession  of  the  Spanish  Bourbons.  It  was  a  short  time  in  the  hands  of  the 
Emperor,  as  an  indemnity,  and  by  him  again  ceded  to  the  Bourbons.  Three 
generations of the latter family next reigned here; but the last gave up his duchy for 
the ephemeral kingdom of Etruria; one of the bungling jobs at king-making that 
Napoleon turned off during his own apprenticeship. At the peace of 1814, Marie 
Louise received Parma in full sovereignty; but this arrangement was subsequently 
altered, and she now holds it  for life, the reversion being settled on the present 
Duke of Lucca, who is the son of its ancient sovereign, the King of Etruria. At his 
succession, I believe Lucca is to be annexed to Tuscany. In speaking of the size of 
the palace, I ought to have mentioned that Piacenza was once a separate duchy; to 
which circumstance it probably owes that structure.

We were  off  at  six,  as  usual,  and trotted on merrily,  through  a perfectly  level 
country,  though apparently less fertile  and less peopled than Lombardy Proper. 
Until  now, since we entered Italy,  our course has been generally south; but  on 
quitting Piacenza we diverged materially towards the east, travelling almost in a 
parallel line with the ranges of the Apennines, whose forms began to loom up, a 
little, in the haze of the atmosphere.

We had  been  warned  of  the  necessity  of  bargaining  at  the  inns  for  what  was 
ordered; but higgling is so odious, that I had done nothing of the sort, preferring 
imposition. The last night at Piacenza, however, I left the family in the carriage, 
and went to look at the rooms myself, asking the price. Under these circumstances, 
I found that about half as much was demanded as I had hitherto paid. The result 
showed that our lodgings and supper cost very little more than the breakfast alone, 
and yet we had a parlour and four good bed-rooms! The next day, at breakfast, I 
ordered  the  meal  at  so  much  a  head,  and  for  so  many persons:  there  was  no 
difference in the service, or in its quality, and we paid three dollars for that which 
had cost us five the previous day.

We crossed the bed of a torrent that was absolutely dry, but broad, and spanned by 
a  noble  bridge  that  Napoleon  had  commenced  and  which  his  widow has  just 
finished. Nearly everything is constructed of bricks, still. Near Parma we passed an 
old castellated edifice that excited a good deal of curiosity among us by its name, 
which is  Castel  Guelfo.  I  could get  no history of  this fortress,  but  it  is  fair  to 
presume it had some connexion with the wars of the Guelphs and the Ghibellines. 
The building stands directly on the road, like a tavern,  and in a perfectly level 
country. The main edifice, which is very high, is ranged around a court; it is about 
one hundred and fifty feet on each front, and is constructed of bricks and small 
stones placed in alternate layers of about three feet in thickness. The structure is 
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surrounded by a ditch that is now dry. Three or four low, heavy, awkward towers 
are attached to the square building; and several  appendages are scattered about, 
without the ditch. The whole is dilapidated, though still inhabited.

We reached Parma very early, the day's work being less than forty miles, over a 
perfect plain, although it nearly carried us from one side of the duchy to the other. 
This is a much finer town than Piacenza, and materially larger. We were no sooner 
housed and refreshed, than we hurried off to see the palace, the theatre, and the 
other curiosities. The first is an ancient irregular edifice of bricks, with a small, 
new, stuccoed façade. The theatre is one of the largest in Europe, and, one would 
think, capable  of holding all  the  élite of the duchy.  A covered  gallery built  on 
arches connects it with the palace, of which it is properly an appendage.

We saw many cockney sights, such as the cradle of the young Napoleon, and other 
similar wonders; but the duchess herself,  of whom I could gladly have stolen a 
glimpse, was at Vienna, where she passes most of her time. The servants spoke of 
her as  Sa Majesté, and told us that she maintained a good deal of state. She has 
three or four thousand troops, gendarmes included; and we saw the garrison here, 
in coats of sky-blue faced with red.

The Academy of Arts repaid us for the visit. It  has many good pictures, one in 
particular by Correggio, who was a native of the vicinity. Here we met, for the first 
time, with specimens of architecture that, I believe, are nearly, if not quite, peculiar 
to Italy. A tower is erected near the church to contain the bells, which is called the 
campanile; and a sort of dome stands at hand, a structure altogether apart, in which 
the  office  of  baptism  is  performed.  The  latter,  from  its  object,  is  called  the 
Battistero.

I have seldom seen quainter or ruder specimens of the Gothic than we found here, 
in a church of the middle ages. One of the bas reliefs is a car drawn by two horses 
of which one is actually placed on the back of the other from ignorance of all laws 
of perspective. This is almost as bad as the bas reliefs in the rotunda of the Capitol. 
But all nations have their Gothic ages; though it is to be hoped ours is to precede, 
and not follow the golden.

We breakfasted at Reggio, in the duchy of Modena, a place which gives the title of 
Duke to Marshal Oudinot. The country continued much the same, perfectly level, 
with the shadows of  mountains  on our left,  and apparently  fertile.  We reached 
Modena itself, very early, and had time to look at the sights, the best of which are 
in the palace of the duke, consisting of pictures. Here we also first saw composition 
floors, made of stucco, in imitation of marble. When several coats of mortar have 
been laid, and beaten to a proper consistency, pieces of marble are stuck in it, so as 
to variegate the surface, and sometimes in a way to form designs. When the whole 
has indurated and set, the surface is polished. The result is a beautifully mottled 
floor, richer than any natural stone, much cheaper, and, if well made, perhaps as 
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durable. It would be well to adopt this mode of ornamenting houses in America. 
We might commence in the public buildings and in large private houses. It has the 
additional recommendation of security against fire. In a warm climate, however, it 
is the most desirable; though carpets can be used over the stucco, in winter, as well 
as over boards. The servants told me that a little oil mixed with bran or saw-dust, 
and swept over the floor, had the effect of brightening the colours and of rendering 
the whole brilliant. This process is repeated once or twice a week.

The palace was neat, well kept, and large for the Duchy. Even this structure puts 
Windsor to shame, so far as the internal arrangements, and the beauty and lightness 
of the rooms are concerned. Modena is a town of five-and-twenty thousand souls, 
and, like most of the places of this part of Italy, the wonder is what they find to do. 
The reigning family was also at Vienna; for all this region, though governed by 
different princes and held by different titles, is virtually Austrian.

Our next day's march was still easier, extending no farther than Bologna, where we 
arrived about noon. The frontier of the States of the Pope was passed near the town 
of Modena, most of the road lying in the new territory. It was on the line of the 
ancient Emilia Via.

Here,  then,  we  were  at  last  on  the  confines  of  Lower  Italy,  and  though  the 
Apennines threw up their bold heads between us and our goal, we began to feel as 
if we had arrived. In the mean time, we sallied out to see the wonders of Bologna.

The streets of this town are lined with arcades, like those of Berne, though loftier, 
lighter,  and  of  better  architecture  than  the  gloomy  vaults  of  the  city  of  the 
Bürgherschaft.  The architecture is  altogether  superior.  You will  be surprised to 
hear  that  the same cause has induced this particular  mode of  building;  viz.  the 
snows! Although in the heart of Italy, Bologna, lying at the foot of the Apennines, 
and on their northern side, is liable to have its streets obstructed with snow. There 
is a church on a hill, at the distance of a league from the town, and certain pious 
persons have actually caused a covered walk to be constructed the whole distance 
to it. It is an arcade open to the south, and protected towards the north by a wall. So 
much for the climate of Cis-Alpine Gaul!

The pictures of Bologna gave us great satisfaction; but the subject is so hackneyed, 
that  it  is  seldom  I  shall  enter  into  details  about  such  things.  The  wax-work 
preparations  have  a  horrible  truth,  and  though  probably  useful  as  anatomical 
studies,  are  odious  as  spectacles.  The  same  things  exist  at  Paris,  in  equally 
disgusting accuracy.

There are two ugly motiveless brick towers in this town, one of which is of great 
height, and the other is not low, that lean out of the perpendicular in the way to 
make a spectator shudder. They have not much more beauty than the chimneys of a 
paint manufactory, and seem to have been built precisely for the reason that boys 
often pile bricks, with one leaning over the other, or just to ascertain where a line 
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drawn from the centre of gravity will fall without the base. These babyisms on a 
large scale are apt to succeed the noble conceptions of a great nation, when in its 
decline. I believe, however, there is some pretence of utility connected with the 
best of these extraordinary freaks, and some pretensions to workmanship.

Bologna  gives  one  an  idea  of  the  riches  of  Italy  in  palaces  and  the  arts.  Its 
venerable and celebrated university is on the wane; but there are noble remains of 
its former wealth, learning, and importance. Many of the first families of Italy still 
reside here,  and its society is said to be very desirable.  But what can one who 
passes a day in a tavern tell of you of these things that is worth knowing?



LETTER II

DEAR ―,

Caspar paid me a visit, after dinner, with an ominous face and a more ominous 
report.  He had ascertained that not less than twenty carriages  were to cross the 
mountains next day.  This augured badly for our comfort.  In  the first place,  we 
might have a famine, or be brought to chestnuts, the true diet of the Apennines; and 
moreover, there was but a single house within a day's work of Bologna where we 
could possibly sleep. The ex-dragoon affirmed that nothing could pass him while 
actually in motion; but they who travelled post had the advantage of not stopping at 
all, and of course would win the plate. Nothing remained to be done but to get the 
track at starting,  and to throw ourselves on our speed with at least the hope of 
distancing all the vetturini.—We accordingly drove through the gates of Bologna, 
before the day had fairly dawned. The inquiry of Caspar,  whether  any one had 
preceded us, was satisfactorily answered, and, cracking his long whip, the happy 
fellow trotted merrily to the foot of the first ascent. The road carried us very soon 
into the mountains, and here we bade adieu to the sea-like plain of Upper Italy.

For the first two or three hours we did little else but ascend; but it was evident that 
the  piles  were  not  Alpine.  The  road,  however,  was  excellent,  and  though  the 
country  was  scarcely  grand  enough  to  be  imposing,  or  sufficiently  soft  to  be 
pleasing, it had a peculiarity in its features that served to keep attention alive. We 
found the inn on the edge of what may be called the first considerable plateau—if 
any portion of mountains that are a succession of rounded caps can thus be termed. 
We were the first arrived, and were rewarded for our diligence by getting the first 
breakfast. If  it was the best, our successors were to be pitied, for it consisted of 
execrable coffee, bad bread, tallowish butter, and greasy chops. One seldom sees a 
meaner repast in a log-house on the American frontier. Inferior as it all was, the 
laughing Caspar assured me those who came after us would fare worse, for we had 
consumed all the milk;―"et les voilà," he added, pointing down the mountain to a 
train of carriages that were dragging their weary way up the ascent. By this time 
we  were  ready  to  move,  and  away  the  dragoon  trotted,  chuckling  at  his  own 
management as much as at our success.

The region we were now in had a wildness and a character that, to us, were entirely 
novel. Most of the mountain-tops were bald; and, indeed, as far as the eye could 
extend, west and south, it  beheld nothing but a species of elevated downs, that 
were  however  much  broken  into  irregular  valleys  and  hills.  There  was  a  little 
forest, here and there; but, in the main, nakedness was the prevailing characteristic 
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of the view. As I sat on the carriage-box, 1 could see the road leagues ahead of us, 
winding its  way among the ascents,  and forming an object  of  high civilisation 
amidst the otherwise rustic and quaint peculiarities of the wilds. I can best compare 
the view to the backgrounds which the old Italian masters sometimes put to their 
religious  subjects,  and  of  which  treeless  hills,  rocks,  winding  paths,  and 
picturesque towers compose the materials. Of the latter, however, there were no 
signs in this portion of the Apennines.

Soon after quitting the inn, an expanse of water showed itself to the north-east, 
quite in the horizon; for in that direction we could still overlook a vast reach of 
hazy,  and  of  nearly  indistinct  plain,  judging  by  the  map,  the  land  was  the 
Bolognese,  with the country near  Ravenna, and the water  the Adriatic!  As this 
glimpse was quite unexpected,  it  came upon us with the agreeable variety of a 
surprise.

Just after the water disappeared, a swarthy picturesque-looking peasant passed us, 
on a brisk trot, eyeing the carriage keenly as he went by; he then leaped into a cross 
path, that led in nearly a direct line towards the winding ascents of the road, that 
were plainly visible at the distance of two or three miles, but to reach which we 
were compelled to make a long détour. A valley and a wood were between us and 
these ascents, and unpleasant thoughts began to suggest themselves at this little 
incident. I had heard of families borne off into these very Apennines by banditti, 
and held for  ransom, failing of which they had been murdered.  Robbers would 
have full an hour to do their work in; for the peasant, who had just left the tavern, 
must have understood the order of our march, and be certain that our party would 
be unsustained by any other  for  that  time at  least.  Then there  were  a  startling 
sagacity and a suspicious observation in the dark rolling eye that had so closely 
scanned us; and, all together, the fellow had about him an air of premeditation and 
design.

We were four men, and, with a pistol apiece, might have made a good defence; but 
I had not even a penknife or a cane, and Caspar had nothing but his whip! At times, 
I was disposed to laugh at my own apprehensions; but the heavy responsibility that 
I  felt  continued to render  the matter serious.  Still  I  was unwilling to alarm the 
females,  and  preserved  silence,  determining to  halt  in  season  if  I  detected  any 
symptoms of an ambuscade before us. With this purpose I kept a vigilant look-out 
on the formation of the ground; and though I was not so much alarmed as to fancy 
every bush an enemy, no bush was left unexamined.

At length we began to descend, and I cheered Caspar up to a pace that would at 
least render aim a little uncertain. I now determined, as the road was excellent, the 
instant a shot was fired, to cause the postilions to set off on a run, and leave the 
issue to our speed. The fall .of a horse, it is true, would undo us; but we must trust 
to fortune. As the postilion, unless an accessary, is generally the first victim in such 
an affair, I got ready to jump on the pole, and to spring into his seat should the ex-
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dragoon fall.  The  fourgon speaking for itself,  and being a visible temptation to 
robbers, I had hopes too, by abandoning the baggage, at least to save the females. 
All these plans were duly arranged in my own mind, that no advantage might be 
lost in the confusion of a surprise.

While busy fancy was at work in this manner, during which time we passed over 
two or three of the most uncomfortable miles I ever remember to have travelled, 
we came to the foot of the long descent. Here, happily, was a house or two, and a 
group of men in the road, with five or six yokes of oxen, ready to assist us up the 
winding  and  sharp  acclivities  that  lay  in  front.  Foremost  among  these  honest 
people was my dark-eyed peasant who had run across the open waste merely to 
give notice of our approach,  and to notify to the neighbourhood the number of 
oxen that would be required!

This was the first serious alarm I had felt about Italian banditti, and, I may add, it 
was  the  last;  though  I  believe  we  were  subsequently  in  situations  where  less 
indifference than this incident served so much to create would have been more 
prudent.  As fear,  though particularly  contagious,  excites  no sympathy after  the 
danger is passed, I kept my own secret.

By the help of  the oxen we toiled our way up as steep ascents  as one sees  in 
Switzerland, though by no means as long; after which we had a succession of hills 
and valleys, through the same naked region as before. Towards the close of day we 
reached a village, or rather a hamlet, near which is a remarkable burning field that 
we dared not stop to examine, on account of our pursuers. The inn was soon in 
sight, and old Caspar pointed to it with his whip and grinned. Then he cast a glance 
of triumph back at  the long winding road that  might be seen for  miles.  Half a 
league in our rear three or four carriages had come into view, for it would seem 
that their owners too had bethought them of the night and its wants. The evening 
was  lovely.  [Mrs.  Cooper]  was  on  the  carriage-box  with  me,  enjoying  its 
blandness, and we were all full of a sort of racing excitement, and laughing at our 
success. At this very moment, when the inn could not have been half a mile from 
us, click clack, click clack, was heard close to the carnage-wheels. A courier, in the 
usual livery, galloped past us, flourishing his whip in bravado, and before we could 
get there he dashed up to the door of the inn! In a few minutes, however, we were 
there too; and when I went into the house, the fellow was leaning coolly in the 
door.  My inquiry for  rooms was  answered  by showing me two or  three  mean 
closets,  without fireplaces  or  comforts  of any sort.  As the house was tolerably 
comfortable, I demanded better apartments. All the rest of the house was taken by 
the courier at the door, who was in the service of Lord Lansdowne. The plot was 
apparent at once. The rogue had entered into an arrangement with the innkeeper, 
and rooms were to be sold at an advance. I had a slight acquaintance with Lord 
Lansdowne, and had half a mind to wait his arrival and trust to his known courtesy 
for accommodations; but, preferring independence to being placed in controversy 
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with a  courier,  Caspar  was  ordered  to  proceed.  The  innkeeper  felt  disposed to 
change his tactics when he saw the carriage departing; but I was not inclined to 
humour roguery, and we went our way.

There was an inn about two leagues farther,  and the road was good.  It  is  true, 
Caspar  shrugged  his  shoulders  when  he  mentioned  it;  but  I  thought  the  best 
accommodations of even an inferior inn, in our sole possession, might be better 
than the worst of the place we had just left in the midst of a crowd. Our departure 
caused long faces; but the example probably did no good, the house possessing a 
monopoly.

The moon had risen, and the night had grown chilly, before we reached the other 
inn. It was a single house, in a sort of heathy country, the very type of solitude. 
Here, however, we were joyfully received. Mounting by a narrow flight of steps, 
we  were  shown  into  the  sala,  a  room of  some  size,  lighted  from  above,  and 
surrounded by bedchambers. In one corner there was a fireplace, and a faggot was 
soon in a bright blaze. The beds were homely but clean, and I took care to secure 
one for each of us, with the proper number of apartments. This was the first house 
we had entered that had a truly distinctive Italian character, and we submitted to 
some wants, the more readily, from the circumstance. The woman of the house was 
all  assiduity  and  attention,  and  it  was  not  long  before  our  supper  made  its 
appearance. Our great desire was to dispose of this, and to get quietly into our own 
rooms,  before  any more  of  the rejected  travellers  should arrive  from the other 
place. None came, however,  though we had one or two alarms, and we ate our 
chickens fried in oil undisturbed. Secure of the supper, we strutted about our sala, 
admiring the novelty of the situation, gazing at the wild waste from the windows, 
and setting all couriers at defiance.

I have since been told that  this very inn was the scene  of many robberies  and 
murders that were perpetrated with the connivance of the parish priest, and which 
were subsequently discovered. The host had however been changed, and we were 
now in honest  hands.  Certainly no house  could be better  situated  for  deeds of 
violence; and there was even something in its internal arrangements so retired and 
gloomy as  to  aid  such  practices.  Altogether,  we enjoyed  the excitement  of  the 
incidents, preserved our place on the road, had an entire house to ourselves, gained 
two leagues in distance, and considered ourselves the gainers.

We kept the track in the next day's racing. Much of the way was descending, and 
the southern faces of the Apennines, like those of the Alps, were more genial and 
fertile than the northern. 1 ought to have said that we entered Tuscany near the 
place where the alarm had been given by the peasant. I shall take this occasion to 
say that, with a slight exception, on entering France and the Milanese, the custom-
house officers have given us no trouble between this and London,  although we 
have  passed  through  eight  different  states,  and  entered  the  ninth.  We  have 
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uniformly met with civility: nor have the douceurs been heavy; and what is more, 
they have followed, and not preceded, the politeness.

To-day we passed a spot where high poles lined the road; a precaution to enable 
travellers to keep it, in the deep snows. This was Alpine, and yet the spot was on 
the brow of the southern margin. We strained our eyes, in the hope of getting a 
glimpse of the blue Mediterranean, but in vain.

The grasping courier galloped past us again;  but we now regarded him and his 
bidet with indifference. The olive soon appeared, a meagre, formal, insignificant 
tree in a landscape,  with a pale and stinted leaf,  making altogether  a miserable 
substitute for the apple, though an evergreen. Still one looks at it with pleasure, as 
one does also at the orange, the pomegranate, the fig, the date, and other trees of 
Oriental associations, though none but the fig has much beauty. Even the supper of 
the previous night, though saturated with oil, savoured of Italy, and was so much 
the more agreeable than the lame imitations of French cookery we had met with 
previously. Having asked one of my servants how they fared in the mess of old 
Caspar, she laughed and told me that ever since we had left Berne, the postilions 
and domestics, out of the large towns, had fared better than the masters; this little 
attention to the caste of voituriers being a tribute to their power. On this hint , I had 
the curiosity to visit their table, and I found the statement literally true. Old Caspar 
laughed heartily at the exposure, and altogether the whole party, which included 
the domestics of two or three other travellers, appeared to think it a capital joke. 
What renders  the palpable conspiracy more absurd,  is the fact  that the servants 
figure in the bills for the merest trifles,—at a franc or thirty sous a meal, I believe. 
On my remarking that the people of the house had made a mistake apparently, 
having served both us and them with the wrong breakfast, the whole party, my own 
people  included,  burst  out  in  a  fit  of  merriment,  that  showed  how much  they 
enjoyed  the  blunder.  "Ce sont  de  grands  coquins,  ces  aubergistes,  monsieur," 
observed Caspar, by way of apology.

At length we reached a descent that communicated, by a gorge, with the valley of 
the Arno. Soon after the city of Florence appeared, seated on a plain, at the foot of 
hills, with the dome of its cathedral starting out of the field of roofs, like a balloon 
about to ascend.  We crossed a part  of the plain,  between groves  of olives  and 
mulberries,  went  beneath  a  sort  of  triumphal  arch,  erected,  I  believe,  in 
commemoration  of  the  completion  of  the  great  road  that  we  had  just  been 
travelling, and entered the gate of the city. A few pauls were given to the custom-
house  officers,  and  the  carriage  rolled  freely  along  the  broad  flat  stones,  with 
which all the towns of Tuscany are paved, the gutter being in the centre of the 
street.  We proceeded  to  the  Hotel  York,  a  house  which  is  so  called  from the 
cardinal  of that name, took rooms, and unloaded the  fourgon,  for the first time 
since quitting Berne.
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It was but a step to the cathedral square, and I was no sooner dressed than I ran out 
to feast my eyes with its wonders. The buildings had a mottled look that displeased 
me, being faced with differently coloured marbles; but the magnitude of the church 
is imposing. The campanile has the same fault; though, a finical thing in itself, it 
can better bear finery.  The baptistery is near by, and altogether the spot has the 
charms of magnificence sustained by those of association. The servant pointed out 
a particular stone, on which Dante, it is said, used to seat himself in the cool of the 
evening, in order to breathe an air less confined than that of the streets.

This  night  I  first  learned  to  respect  a  musquito.  If  Buffon  had  in  view  the 
comparative merits of these insects when he broached his theory of the inferiority 
of the animal nature of America to that of Europe, there is more apology for the 
extravagance  of  the  supposition  than  is  commonly  thought  among  ourselves. 
Luckily we had musquito nets,—a thing I never saw at home, by the way,—and 
though they were  full  of  holes,  the  creatures  were  too large  to  find  their  way 
through them. One fellow did get in, however, and he made as much noise as the 
horn of a mail-coach, at the distance of half a mile. The next morning poor Lucie, 
who I fancy had no net, looked as if she had the small-pox.



LETTER III

DEAR ―,

As it was our intention to pass the winter here, old Caspar was discharged, and we 
took lodgings.  Florence is full of noble hotels, which are termed palaces in the 
language of the country, and few families still retaining a sufficient portion of the 
ancient wealth to occupy the whole of such huge edifices,  apartments are let in 
them, furnished, or not, as it may happen, on the French plan. Hunting for lodgings 
gives one a good idea of the domestic economy of a place, for we entered some 
twenty or  thirty  of  these  palaces  with this  object.  Rooms are  unusually cheap, 
notwithstanding the number of strangers who resort to the place, for the town has 
shrunk to less than half its ancient population, and probably to a tithe of its ancient 
magnificence.

We become  fully  impressed  with  the  changes  that  time  produces,  not  only  in 
things, but in the moral aspect of the world, by seeing a town like Florence. In our 
age,  the man who should dream of making an inland place,  in the heart  of the 
Apennines, the focus of trade, would be set down as a simpleton; nor could any 
powers of combination or of wealth now overcome the efforts of those who would 
naturally resort to more favourable positions.

These  old  merchants,  however,  men  who  truly  ennobled  commerce,  and  not 
commerce them, have left behind them more durable remains of their ascendency 
than can be seen in almost any other place. As they were not particularly pacific, 
the constant struggles of factions in the streets induced a style of architecture that is 
almost  peculiar  to  Florence,  for  every palace  is  a  sort  of  fortress.  We took an 
apartment in one that belongs to an ancient family who still inhabit a portion of the 
building, and as our rooms are on the street, we may be said to occupy the fortress. 
The great gate is of iron, and the great stairs, of course, massive and solid. The 
lower floor is occupied only for the offices and stables. Then comes what is called 
a mezzanino, or a low story, with small windows, but which has some very good 
rooms. Above this is our apartment, with ceilings nearly twenty feet high, large 
rooms all  en suite, and windows to look out of which we ascend two steps. The 
walls would bear considerable battering, though the position of the house protected 
it from any danger of such a nature. Forty or fifty stout-hearted retainers, and the 
number would not be great for the old Florentines, must have been able to stand a 
respectable siege in such an abode.
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You will ask me what are my impressions, on finding myself entrenched behind 
such works, with a thousand recollections of the Medici and the Strozzi, and the 
Capponi, to awaken the love of the romantic and interesting? Alas! I am filled with 
the consciousness  of the impotency of  man, who, after  rearing these piles,  and 
guarding against the violence and ungovernable passions of his fellows, is obliged 
to allow that all his resources cannot keep out the musquitoes.

We have two noble bed-rooms, besides several smaller; a large drawing-room, and 
a  larger  dining-room;  a  good  cabinet  for  myself;  an  ante-chamber,  and  baths, 
offices, &c. &c. all furnished, for the moderate sum of sixty dollars a month. We 
have ten good rooms in all, besides the offices

Our hotel has a small court, and, I believe, a garden; though I have not had access 
to the latter. By the side of the great gate is a small hole in the wall, closed in 
general by a shutter. At eleven o' clock every day, people come to this shutter and 
rap, and it is opened by a steward of the family. The applicant puts in an empty 
flask and a paul (ten cents),  receiving in return a flask filled with wine. In this 
manner, I understand, most of the great families of Florence now dispose of the 
products of their vines! It would be curious to learn if the Medici carried on this 
trade. The wine of our palace is among the best of Tuscany, and I drink it with 
great satisfaction; the more so because its cost is about four cents the bottle. It is 
positively much better wine than half the claret  that  is drunk in Paris. Twice a 
week, a donkey appears in the court, dragging a little cart filled with flasks from 
the estate, and carrying away the "dead soldiers." We are, however, a little above 
the market, as our wine commands fully a cent a flask, or about four mills a bottle, 
more than most of the Tuscan liquor.

We burn in our lamps oil that you would be happy to get  on your lobsters and 
salads. In other respects the market is good, and cloths are both fine and cheap, 
finer and cheaper than I remember to have seen them anywhere else, and yet they 
are imported! The shopkeepers are moderate in their wishes, preferring the  dolce 
far niente to the more terrible energies of trade.

There is a sleepy indolence in these Italians, that singularly suits my humour. They 
seem too gentlemanlike to work, or to be fussy,  but appear disposed to make a 
siesta of  life,  and  to  enjoy  the  passing  moment.  The  Tuscans  seem  full  of 
sentiment, and though the poor, as is the case all over the continent of Europe, are 
very poor, the class immediately above them have as much satisfaction, I fancy, as 
they who dream dollars and talk dollars from "the rising of the sun unto the going 
down of the same." If you ask me if I would exchange populations and habits, I 
shall  answer,  we  cannot  afford  it.  It  would  check  our  career  short  of  perfect 
civilisation. We have arts to acquire, and tastes to form, before we could enter at all 
into  the  enjoyments  of  these  people;  one  half  of  their  pleasures  depending  on 
recollections that possibly may have had their origin in the energies of the first of 
the  Medici;  and  there  are  things  that  must  be  created,  but  which  give  more 
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satisfaction in after ages than during the period of their formation. For myself, I 
begin to feel I could be well content to vegetate here for one half my life, to say 
nothing of the remainder. All who travel know that the greatest pleasure is in the 
recollections; and I fancy that nations in their decline enjoy more true happiness 
than nations in their advance.

Of course, I have visited the Venus, and the Pitti, and all the other marvels of art 
that Florence contains. These things have been so often described, that my remarks 
shall be limited to such gleanings as others appear to have left, or as are suggested 
by my own passing feelings. The tribune of the gallery contains the most precious 
collection of ancient art, perhaps, in the world. Everything in it is a chef-d'œuvre in 
its way; though I am far from seeing the necessity of believing that every old statue 
that is exhumed is an original. When I was introduced into this place, I felt as if 
approaching  the  presence  of  illustrious  personages,  and  stood,  hat  in  hand, 
involuntarily bowing to the circle of marble figures that surrounded me, as if they 
were endowed with sensibilities to appreciate my homage. You are not, however, 
to  suppose  that  a  love of  art  was  so much at  the bottom of  this  reverence,  as 
association. There was a set of engravings in my father's house that represented 
most of the antique statues, and for these I had imbibed the respect of a child. The 
forms had become familiar by years of observation, and the Venus the wrestlers, 
the dancing faun, and the knife-grinder, four of my oldest acquaintances on paper, 
now stood before my eyes, looking like living beings.

Florence is  walled,  but it  is in the style  of three or lour centuries  ago,  and the 
defences may be set down as of no account in the warfare of our own times. There 
is a citadel, however,  of a more warlike character,  reserved, I  suspect,  for state 
purposes. The walls are picturesque, but, failing of the great military object, they 
are next to useless, as they are not provided with promenades. Au reste, they are a 
little Jerichoish, or as I have already described those of Morat to be.

Economy, the galleries, the facility with which one obtains lodgings, caprice, and 
the court, unite to make Florence a favourite residence with strangers. The court 
has a little more of air and pretension than it might otherwise possess, from the 
circumstance  of  the  sovereign  being  an  archduke.  Tuscany,  however,  is  a 
respectable state,  having nearly a million and a half of subjects,  with Lucca in 
reversion.

Among the strangers the English and Russians predominate, especially the former, 
who are found in swarms, on the Continent, in all the most agreeable places of 
residence.  The  policy  of  the  Tuscan  government  encourages  diplomatic 
appointments, and I believe all the great courts of Europe have ministers here. The 
French,  Russians,  English,  Austrians  and  Prussians  have  ministers 
plenipotentiaries, and many others chargés d'affaires. All these things contribute to 
render the place gay: nor is it without brilliancy at times, the little court appearing 
at the festivals and other ceremonies with sufficient pomp. I shal1 not philosophise 
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on these things, but I fancy they do more good and less harm than is commonly 
thought by us democrats. I have often compared the agréments of this little town 
with those  of one of our own larger cities. New York, which is four times as large 
as Florence, and ten times as rich, does not possess a tithe—nay, not a hundredth 
part of its attractions. To say nothing of taste, or of the stores of ancient art, or of 
the noble palaces and churches, and the other historical monuments, the circle of 
living creatures here affords greater sources of amusement and instruction than are 
to be found in all the five great American towns put together. Every one appears to 
be  at  leisure,  and  the  demon money seems to  be forgotten,  unless,  indeed,  he 
occasionally shows his  talons at  the gaming-table.  An evening party offers  the 
oddest collection of human beings imaginable; for the natives of half the civilised 
countries of the world appear to have met on neutral ground in this little capital, the 
government having the liberality to tolerate even men of political opinions that are 
elsewhere  proscribed.  I  met  at  a  soirée,  lately,  besides  a  proper  sprinkling  of 
Tuscans, and Italians from the other parts of Italy, French, Swiss, Germans from 
half a dozen states, English, Russians, Greeks, Americans from several different 
countries, Dutch, an Algerine, an Egyptian, and a Turk. There were, in addition, 
sundry adventurers from the islands of the Mediterranean.

This  is  the  age  of  cosmopolitism,  real  or  pretended;  and  Florence,  just  at  this 
moment, is an epitome both of its spirit and of its representatives. So many people 
travel, that one is apt to ask who can be left at home; and some aim at distinction in 
this era of migration by making it a point to see everything. Of this number is a 
certain  Count di  V―, whom I  met in America  just  before  leaving home.  This 
gentleman  went  through  the  United  States,  tablets  in  hand,  seeming  to  be 
dissatisfied with himself if  he quitted one of our  common-place towns with an 
hospital unexamined, a mineral unregistered, or a church unentered. It struck me at 
the time that he was making a toil of a pleasure, especially in a country that has so 
little worth examining. But, a short time since, I dined with my banker here. At 
table, I was seated between the Marchese G―, a Sardinian, and the Baron P―, a 
Neapolitan. Alluding to the locomotive propensities of our times, I mentioned the 
ardour for travelling, and the industry I had witnessed in the aforesaid Count di 
V―. Signor G― told me that he knew him intimately, having himself visited all 
the North of Europe in his company, previously to which his friend had explored 
Greece, Egypt, Northern Africa, and the West of Asia, by himself. "When he left 
the United States," continued Signor G―, "it was to go―where?" "To the West 
Indies  and  Mexico."  "True;  and  from the  latter  he  came  through  Columbia  to 
Brazil, where I was at the time. He left me there to cross the Andes, and I cannot 
tell you what has become of him."—"Why do you not come to the East Indies?" 
said an Englishwoman to me the same evening, and to whom I had been introduced 
as to a lady who lived in that part of the world, but who had taken a run from 
Calcutta to pass the summer in Switzerland, and the winter in Italy.—"I fancy few 
mere travellers get as far as Hindostan?"—"Oh, we have them occasionally. Now, 
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the winter before I left home, we had one for several weeks in our own house: he 
only left us to go to the Himalayah mountains, and return a few months before I 
sailed."—"An Englishman, of course?"—"No, indeed; an Italian."—"Pray, ma'am, 
was it Count Carlo di V―?"—"Yes, it was."—"And may I ask what has become of 
him?"—"He left Calcutta to go to Ceylon and Manilla, on his way to China." So 
much for our own times!i

The strangers are at the head of the gaiety of this place,  few of the Florentines 
receiving much. In this number may be included Prince Borghese, the brother-in-
law  of  Napoleon,  an  amiable,  well-intentioned,  and  modest  man,  who  has 
abandoned Rome, his proper country, to reside here, where he maintains a good 
style, opening his palace periodically for the reception of all who choose to come. 
Then we have, besides the regular  exhibitions of the town, rival  houses in two 
English theatres with amateur-performers; at the head of one of which is Lord B―, 
and at the head of the other Lord N―. At the latter only, however, can one be said 
to see the legitimate drama; the other running rather into music,—an experiment 
not to be idly attempted in Italy

We have seen Shakspeare in the hands of these noble actors once or twice, and 
found the representation neither quite good enough to please, nor yet bad enough to 
laugh at.  Occasionally,  a  character  was pretty well  represented;  but  the natural 
facility of the other sex in acting was sufficiently apparent, the women making out 
much better  than the men. It  was like all private theatricals,  well enough for a 
country house, but hardly in its place in the capital of Tuscany. We had a specimen 
of the feeling of the English towards America, as well as of national manners, the 
other evening, that is worth a passing notice. One of the players sang, with a good 
deal of humour, a comic song, that attempted to delineate national traits. There was 
a verse or two appropriated to the English, the French, the Germans, &c. &c. and 
the  finale was an American. The delineations of all the first were common-place 
enough; the humour consisting chiefly in the mimicry, the ideas themselves having 
no particular merit. But the verse for the American seemed to be prepared with 
singular  care,  and was given with great  unction. It  represented a quasi Western 
man, who is made to boast that he is the lad to eat his father, whip his mother, and 
to  achieve  other  similar  notable  exploits.  I  do  not  know that  I  am absolutely 
destitute  of  an  appreciation  of  wit  or  humour,  but,  certainly,  it  struck  me this 
attempt  was  utterly  without  either.  It  was  purely  an  exaggerated  and  coarse 
caricature, positively suited only to the tastes of a gallery in a sea-port town. The 
other verses had been laughed at, as silly drollery, perhaps; but this was received 
with—how shall I express it?—a yell of delight would not be a term too strong!

No one is more ready to give proper credit to the just-mindedness and liberality of 
a portion of the English than myself; but the truth would not be told, were I to 
leave  you  under  the  impression  that  their  tone  prevails  even  among the  better 
classes of their society, in relation to ourselves. You will remember that this song 
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was not given to the pit or galleries of an ordinary theatre, but to a society in which 
there were  none beneath the station of  gentlemen,  and that  I  should deem this 
caricature altogether beneath the intelligence and breeding of the company, were it 
not for the singular rapture with which it was greeted. It is a much more laughable 
commentary on this extraordinary scene, that, just as it was finished, the Count di 
― leaned over and whispered to me that the dislike and "jealousy" (I use his own 
words) of the English for the Americans seemed inappeasable'. I observed that the 
side of the room that was chiefly occupied by the people of rank was mute, the 
nobles maintaining a cold and polished indifference; but in the other end of the 
sala, which was filled with half-pay officers and the oi polloi of the travellers, the 
yell was quite suited to the theme. One might have fancied it the murdered father 
shrieking under the knife of the parricidal son.

At the  receptions of Don Camillo Borghese,  as the Romans style him, one sees 
most of the strangers. These entertainments are  dansantes, and, as the rooms are 
large  and the music noble,  they are  imposing;  though the company is far  from 
being of the purest water. As a proof of this, a noisy party preceded us, the other 
evening, the young men calling out to each other, "Where is the fat man?"—"Now 
for the fat man," &c. the prince being almost unwieldy from his size. Waltzes are 
the favourite dances; though no people know how to waltz but the Germans—or, 
indeed, to play the necessary airs, but their musicians. It has struck me that I have 
seen no people who had the organ of  time, but the Germans and the negroes of 
America: and a waltz without the utmost accuracy in the movement is a ridiculous 
dance. I have observed that the young women of condition in France and Italy were 
not often permitted to join in this dance, by their mothers, with men as partners, 
unless the latter were near connexions; and as the latter arrangement cannot well be 
made in a public ball, none joined in the waltzes here.

As a specimen of the sort of  omnium gatherum that Florence has become, I will 
give you a list of some of the notables that were seen, recently, in the first row of 
the Pergola, the principal opera-house, here. First, there was the Count. St. Leu, as 
he is styled, or the ex-king of Holland. Near him was the Prince de Montfort, his 
brother, or the ex-king of Westphalia. In the same row was Mrs. Patterson, once 
the wife of the last-named personage. At no great distance was Prince Henry of 
Prussia, a brother of the reigning king. In the same line, and at no great distance,  
sat Madame Christophe, ex-empress of Hayti, with a daughter or two. In addition 
to these, there was a pretty sprinkling of chiefs of revolutions,  littérateurs of all 
nations, ex-ambassadors, and politicians en retraite, to say nothing of mere people 
of fashion.

The winter has come upon us sharply, ice forming freely in the ditches around the 
town, and skates being brought into requisition. I have seen snow impending over 
us, in falling clouds even, but it vanishes before it reaches the ground: though the 
Apennines are occasionally powdered. Once, and once only, a little has lain in the 
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streets, but not long enough, or in sufficient quantities, to enable one to say it has 
covered the stones. Still it is snapping cold, and we find our good wood fires as 
comfortable as in New York.



LETTER IV

DEAR ―,

G― W― has been here, and we have made a run together down to the coast. We 
parted in June last, you will recollect, in Amsterdam, he on his way to Moscow, 
and we on ours to Rome, where he is likely to arrive before us, as he is off already 
in  that  direction,  and  we still  linger  here  on  the  banks  of  the  Arno.  The  little 
excursion we made together is worthy of a passing word.

We left Florence in W―'s carriage, an excellent bachelor-like vehicle, on as cold a 
noon-tide as one often meets with in New York, even north of the highlands. These 
Apennines, which form a magnificent backbone for Italy, give the country a great 
diversity of climate, serving as a wall to heat it in summer, and as repositories of 
snow to cool it in winter. We were closely curtained and had the glasses up, and 
went  ventre à terre over the paved roads, and yet had great difficulty in keening 
ourselves warm.

The first halt was at Pistoja, a town of some size, in which we amused ourselves 
for half-an-hour in looking at a church or two, as well as at some pictures. Taking a 
little refreshment, we proceeded at the old pace, and drove into the gate of Lucca, 
just as night had set in. Shivering with cold, for this little capital is in the heart of 
the mountains,  we made our  way into  a  room, and  only began  to  recover  the 
natural hue of our skins, when a dozen cones of the pine, well filled with resin, 
were in a bright blaze. These and a plentiful supply of faggots brought back the 
congealed vitality, whose current had almost frozen. A good supper and good beds 
reconciled us to life.

We were up betimes, and went forth to explore Lucca. The town stands on a plain, 
a mountain basin, and is walled in a semi-modern fashion. If good for nothing in 
the way of defence,  the ramparts make an excellent promenade. We visited the 
churches and pictures as usual, and then took a fancy to examine the palace, a long, 
unornamented edifice in the heart of the place. The duke is travelling, and, pretty 
much as a matter of course, is out of his own dominions, which, though one of the 
most populous countries of Europe, possessing three hundred and thirty souls to 
the  square  mile,  has  not  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  people.  When  it  is 
remembered that a large portion of even this small territory is mountain and nearly 
uninhabited gorges, you may form some notion of the manner in which the little 
plain itself is peopled. The town has only twenty-two thousand souls; but as we 
walked on the ramparts and overlooked the adjacent country, it seemed alive with 
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peasants of both sexes, labouring in the fields. They resembled pigeons gleaning a 
stubble, literally forming lines of twenty or thirty, working with hoes. Indeed, the 
agriculture was gardening.

Lucca was a republic down to the period of the French Revolution, about which 
time it was given to his sister Eliza by Napoleon, as a duchy. I believe the palace is 
owing to her taste, and to the expenditure of an Imperial  princess. We found it 
Parisian in style and arrangement, and in these particulars, I thought, superior even 
to Windsor. Nature has fitted the French to excel in mantua-making, upholstery, 
and philosophy.

After passing the morning in this manner, we took flight for Pisa. These republics 
must have had warm neighbourhoods formerly, for the distance between the two 
towns is only a single relay. The respective plains are separated by a noble pile of 
the Apennines, a mountain that is isolated, and which serves admirably as a party-
wall between the capitals. The first glimpse we had of Pisa was of its tower and 
domes, the houses and walls lying so low as scarcely to come into the view. There 
was a line of respectable aqueduct, leading from the mountain, however, to give 
notice  of  the  proximity  of  civilization.  The  country,  too,  was  fertile  and  well 
cultivated, but much less so than that of Lucca.

Pisa is a place to be seen, for it was once of note, and has curious remains of its 
former power.  There is  a palace,  and the Tuscan court  is  here at  this moment, 
passing a few weeks in it every winter. The town, notwithstanding, is dull and half-
depopulated, noble houses being to be had for prices almost nominal.

The chief interest of Pisa is concentrated in a single corner, where the cathedral, 
the baptistery, the Campo Santo, and the leaning tower are all to be found within a 
few feet of each other. They are all within the walls, as indeed is a good deal of 
vacant ground; both Florence and Pisa, like Rome, appearing to have shrunk from 
their ancient dimensions.

You probably know that it is a disputed point whether the tower, or campanile, was 
built at its present inclination, or whether it sunk on one side from a defect in the 
foundations.  I  shall  take side  with those  who espouse  the former  opinion.  By-
looking at an engraving you will perceive that this tower is composed of seven 
distinct compartments, externally,  each being ornamented with its own columns. 
Internally it is merely a circular flight of steps, that lead to the gallery of the bells. 
Now the four lowest of these compartments lean materially, the two next less, and 
the last is almost, if not absolutely perpendicular. I think these facts go to show that 
the tower was built in this form; for had it sunk when only half completed, it is 
scarcely probable that the artist would have persevered: he would have taken down 
the materials and laid the foundations anew. Then there is no crack, no dislocation 
of the columns, not the least derangement of the parts within or without, to denote 
a violent change of position. The principal reasons for supposing that it has sunk 
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since erected, are the manner in which one side of the foundation appears to be 
buried, and the fact that there is an ancient painting which represents the tower as 
upright. 

As for the first of these facts, it strikes me that an architect silly enough to erect 
such a monstrosity would be as likely to begin his folly at the bottom as anywhere 
else.  The  painting may be explained.  It  is  a  fresco  picture  of  the  town,  in  the 
cloisters  of  the  Campo Santo,  and  no part  of  the  tower  is  represented  but  the 
summit, which appears above the adjoining buildings. I have told you already that 
this  summit is  perpendicular,  or so nearly so as  to  have that  appearance  when 
abstracted from the rest of the tower. Besides, the tower itself leans but one way, 
and taken in two positions, it of course presents nothing extraordinary.  Now the 
view in the picture is precisely in one of these positions, or  en profil. You will 
remember, moreover, that the bit of tower seen in the painting is but small, and that 
it is an accessory in which foreshortening would not be much attended to had the 
artist been equal to such an attempt: but, in fact, the whole work is of no great 
merit, and the entire perspective is indifferent.

I am of opinion that this tower was built as it now stands, until a point was reached 
where the architect thought it necessary to vary the line, which, it would seem, he 
did twice before reaching the summit. Caprices of this sort are not unknown; most 
men, indeed, fancying it a greater achievement of genius to make a thing that is 
extravagant than a thing whose merit consists in its exquisite fitness. A thousand 
will  exclaim at the manner in which cloth, or a bit  of lace,  is represented in a 
picture  or  a  statue,  to  one  who  will  fully  feel  the  beauty  and  repose  of  the 
expression of either.

The effect of the leaning tower, when standing in the upper gallery,  is what one 
might  imagine.  It  requires  a  slight  effort  of  reason  to  look  down  without  a 
sensation of fear; for it is like looking over a precipice. The view is fine, and for 
the first time in twenty years I got a sight of the blue waters of the Mediterranean. 
We saw the island of Gorgona, and overlooked a sea of plain. Had the day been 
finer, we should have enjoyed the prospect more.

The cathedral  is  a  droll  medley of beauty,  and of  a barbarous  taste.  The dome 
struck me as low and mean, and some of the details as good as others are bad. But 
these are subjects of which I say little, too many folios already existing on such 
matters. I liked the baptistery very much.

As for the Campo Santo, who has not heard of it? It is contained within cloisters, 
the monuments being under cover,  and the space occupied by the bodies is not 
larger than a considerable court in a palace. In this place one might pass weeks in 
agreeable but melancholy contemplation. In the baptistery we saw a priest by the 
font,  muttering  something,  and  drawing  near,  found he  was  baptizing  a  child. 
Religious rites, under establishments, get to be rather common-place.


