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GLIMPSES OF ITALIAN SOCIETY

IN THE

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY

INTRODUCTION

THE bulk of the writers of books of travel in the
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries approached us
less nearly in feeling than did the Roman youths of
an earlier age, who carried their warmest enthusiasm
to the land where they could tread on history.
Italy, the Greece of the modern world, found them
critical and left them cold. Rabelais, for instance,
could not for the life of him see what there was
to admire in Florence. Had the Elizabethan
dramatists depended on such reports alone, it would
be difficult to understand how they managed to
absorb, as they did, the idea and atmosphere of the
South. But England was flooded with Italian
I
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Introduction 41

It is not needful to follow Mrs. Piozzi across
Germany and Belgium, to Calais and Dover, but
it should be recorded that she kept her good-humour
to the end; happy to set out, she was happier to
return, and she came back from this prolonged
wedding-tour as satisfied with the companion of her
travels and of her life as when she started. It would
be cynical to add ¢ which happens rarely,” but honesty
compels the addition ‘which doss not always
happen.” The reader is likely to catch something of
her good spirits; if he does so, he may rest assured
that he could not have spent an idle hour more
wisely than in turning over the leaves of these
extracts from the long-forgotten volumes of ¢ Obser-
vations in a Journey through Italy.’






















































CHAPTER II
MILAN

Milan—Ba1 Weather—Distinctions of Rank—Household Management
—Servants—Familiarity and Obsequiousness—Politeness —— Roman
Phrases — The Friars’ Play— Christmas—Theatre of La Scala—
Unaffected Manners—Snow—* Fossil Carbon ’—The Corso—Paving
—No Lady—Not a Gentleman—The Cavalier Servente—Filial Affec-
tion—Amiability towards Inferiors—Spiting the Archduke—Female
Effrontery.

OUR weather is suddenly become so wet, the roads

so heavy with incessant rain, that King William’s

departure from his own foggy country, or his wel-
come to our gloomy one, where this month is
melancholy even to a proverb, could not have been
clouded with a thicker atmosphere, surely, than was
mine to Milan upon the fourth day of dismal Novem-

ber, 1784.

Italians, by what I can observe, suffer their minds
to be much under the dominion of the sky, and
attribute every change in their health, or even
humour, as seriously to its influence as if there














































































A LADY SPINNING.
After Pietro Longhi.





















90 Milan

life, none except the most abandoned of their species
will wholly lose sight of such decorous conduct as
alone can grace them when they have reached their
wish : whereas your people know their destiny,
future as well as present, and think no more of
deserving a higher post than they think of obtain-
ing it.’

































Padua 101

exceedingly cheerful, so charming, their language is
so mellifluous, their manners so soothing, I can
scarcely bear to leave them without tears.

Verona was the first place I felt reluctance to quit,
but the Venetian state certainly possesses uncommon,
and to me almost unaccountable, attractions. Be
that as it will, we leave these sweet Paduans to-
morrow. The coach is disposed of, and we are to
set out upon our watery journey to their wonderfully-
situated metropolis, or, as they call it pretfily, La
Bella Dominante.
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CHAPTER V

FERRARA AND BOLOGNA

Small Population of Ferrara—An Improvisatore—Bologna—Religious-
ness of the People—Custom-house Officers—The King of Naples.

Ferrara, May, 1785.

THE road from Padua hither is not a good one, but
so adorned one cares not much whether it is good or
no—so sweetly are the mulberry-trees planted on
each side, with vines richly festooning up and down
them, as if for the decoration of a dance at the
opera. One really expects the flower-girls with
baskets or garlands, and scarcely can persuade one’s
self that all is real.

Never, sure, was anything more rejoicing to the
heart than this lovely season in this lovely country.
The city of Ferrara, too, is a fine one—Ferrara la
civile the Italians call it, but it seems rather to merit
the epithet solenne, so stately are its buildings, so
wide and uniform its streets. My pen was just upon
the point of praising its cleanliness, too, till I re-
flected there was nobody to dirty it. I looked half
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CHRISTMAS EVE IN ROME: CALABRIAN P’EASANTS.
Fyom an Etcking by David Allan.
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A NEAPOLITAN DANCE.
From an Etching by David Allan.
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A HERMIT ON THE APPIAN WAY,
Fyom an Etching by David Allan.


















Rome 279

than as many thousands in England: nor need he
want socicty at the first houses—palaces one ought
to call them~ as Italians measure no man’s merit by
the weight of his purse ; they know how to reverence
even poverty, and soften all its sorrows with an
appearance of respect when they find it unfortunately
connected with noble bicth,  His own country-folk’s
neglect, as they pass through, would indeed be likely
enough to disturb his felicity and lessen the kindness
of his Roman friends, who, having no idea of a
person's being shununed for any other possible reason
except the want of a pedigree, would conclude that
his must be esseatially deficient, and lament their
having laid out so many caresses on an impostor.
The air of the city is unwholesome to foreigners,
but if they pass the ficst year, the remainder goes
well enough,  Many English seem very healthy who
are established here without even the smallest inten-
tion of returning home to Great Britain, for which
place we are setting out to-morrow, wth April, 1786,
and quit a town that still retains so many just pre-
tences to be styled the ficst among the cities of the
carth, to which almost as many strangers are now
attracted by curiosity as were dragged thither by
vivlence in the fisst stage of its dominion, impelled
by superstitions el in the second. The mage for
antijuitics 2w seeins to have spread its contagion















284 Loretto

years after Jesus Christ?  Truth is, Pope Boni-
face VIII., who canonized St. Louis, who instituted
the jubilee, who quarrelled with Philippe le Bel
about a new crusade, and who at last fretted himself
to death, though he had conquered all his enemies,
because he feared some loss of power to the Church
—desired to give mankind a new object of attention,
and encouraged an old visionary, in the year 1296,
to propagate the tale he half-believed himself—how
the blessed Virgin had appeared to him and related
the story you will read upon the walls, which was
then first committed to paper. In consequence of
this intelligence, Boniface sent men into the East
that he could best depend upon, and they brought
back just such particulars as would best please the
Pope ; and in those days you can scarce think how
quick the blaze of superstition caught and communi-
cated itself: no one wished to deny what his neigh-
bour was willing to believe, and what he himself
would then have gained no credit by contradicting.
Positive evidence of what the house really was, or
whence it came, it was in a few years impossible to
obtain; nor did Boniface VIII. know it himself,
I suppose, much less the old visionary who first set
the matter a-going. Meantime, the house itself has
no foundation, whatever the story may have. It is
a very singular house, as you may see; it has been



Loretto 285

venerated by the best and wisest among Christians
now for five hundred years; even the Turks, who
have the same method of honouring their prophet
with gifts as we do the Virgin Mary, respect the
very name of Loretto. Why, then, should the place
be to any order of thinking beings a just object of
insult or mockery ?’

Here he ended his discourse, the recollection
of which never left me whilst we remained at the
place.

But we must leave Loretto, to proceed along the
side of this lovely sea, hearing the pilgrims sing most
sweetly as they go along in troops towards the town,
with now and then a female voice peculiarly dis-
tinguished from the rest. By this means a new
image is presented to one’s mind; the sight of such
figures, too, half alarm the fancy, and give an air of
distance from England which nothing has hitherto
inspired half so strongly. This charming Adriatic
gulf, beside, though more than delicious to drive by,
does not, like the Mediterranean, convey homeish or
familiar ideas ; one feels that it belongs exclusively
to Venice ; one knows that ancient Greece is on the
opposite shore.

Here are plenty of nightingales, but they do not
sing as well as in Hertfordshire. Birds gain in






















































Milan 303

of character in Italy, but the contrary proves true,
and I do not wonder at it. Among those people
who, by being folded or driven all together in flocks
as the French are, with one fashion to serve for the
whole society, a man may easily contract a similarity
of manners by rubbing down each asperity of char-
acter against his nearest neighbour, no less plastic
than himself; but here, where there is little appre-
hension of ridicule and little spirit of imitation,
monotonous tediousness is almost sure to be escaped.
The very word ‘ polite’ comes from ¢ polish,’ I sup-
pose ; and at Paris, the place where you enjoy le
veritable vernis St. Martin in perfection, the people
can scarcely be termed polished, or even varnished ;
they are glazed, and everything slides off the exterieur
of course, leaving the heart untouched. It is the
same thing with other productions of nature; in
caverns we see petrifactions shooting out in angular
and eccentric forms, because in Castleton Hole
dame Nature has fair play; while the broad beach
at Brighthelmstone, evermore battered by the same
ocean, exhibits only a heap of round pebbles, and
those round pebbles all alike.








































































Verona 327

and the Cavalier Pindemonte conversed ; where the
three Graces, as they are called, joined their sweet
voices to sing when satiety of pleasure made us
change our mode of being happy, and kept one from
wishing ever to hear anything else; while Countess
Carminati sung Bianchi’s duets with the only tenor
fit to accompany a voice so touching and a taste so
refined. ‘Verona! qui te viderit, et non amarit,’
says some old writer—I forget who—* protinus amor
perditissimo ; is credo se ipsum non amat.’* Indeed,
I never saw people live so pleasingly together as
these do, the women apparently delighting in each
other’s company, without mean rivalry or envy of
those accomplishments which are commonly be-
stowed by heaven with diversity enough for all to
have their share. The world surely affords room for
everybody’s talents, would everybody that possessed
them but think so; and were malice and affectation
once completely banished from cultivated society,
Verona might be found in many places perhaps;
she is now confined, I think, to the sweet state of
Venice.

* ¢Whoever sees thee without being smitten with extraordinary
passion, must, I think, be incapable of loving even himself.’

THE END

BILLING AND SONS, PRINTERS, GUILDFORD.


















