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Hobhouse leaves Venice in a gondola at half-past six on Thursday  December 
5th, with the moon shining bright and the water frozen hard. What problems this 
latter poses for his gondolier he does not say. He arrives at Mestre at nine-thirty, 
and sets off for Padua with his two Swiss horses. He puts up at the Stella d’Oro. 
“Henry and party” arrive (that is, his brother, sister-in-law, half-sister Sophy and 
servants),  and they set  off  in freezing weather  to see the sights of the town. 
“Passing through the market place, the boys, who did not understand the ladies’ 
pellices, called out ‘maschera!’”

They go into the great public hall, which their guides assure them was built 
by Livy.  Livy,  they find, is  the hero of Padua: the Italians  seem as much in 
contact with their antique past as the Greeks are with theirs. In the hall there are 
several paintings, one of which Hobhouse thinks is by Giotto. Ninety-eight years 
previously the lead roof was carried off by a high wind, though the people within 
(it was full at the time) were unhurt.

They walk under the arcade,  and into the Prato,  which is  “surrounded by 
statues of the heroes of the Venetian republic,” one curious one in plaster by 
Canova.

They “dine badly,” talk, and go to bed at midnight.
It’s “dreadfully cold” on  December 6th. The younger of the two Karvellas 

brothers, from Zante, calls – Hobhouse goes out with him and meets his brother. 
They  go  to  the  Palladian  Bo,  “the  butchery  once,  and  now the  academy of 
Padua,” where they attend a lecture on “experimental philosophy,” though we 
aren’t told its exact subject. They meet the professor, who shows them some of 
his scientific instruments (he’s just invented a very delicate pendulum).

Karvellas tells them about the university, where he is studying government 
and law. One of his best teachers is Bresa, a pupil of Cesarotti.

From the Bo they go to the cathedral, with its chapel to St Antony of Padua, 
the bas reliefs in which Hobhouse finds unjustly abused by Forsyth [Crook 344]. 
They see the supposed tomb of  Antenor,  in the antiquity of which Karvellas 
believes. Thence to the “Ionic St Justina,” by which Hobhouse is disappointed. 
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Karvellas says that the Benedictines who inhabit it have “40,000 crowns a year 
each.”

At  the  library  of  “the  celebrated  seminary,”  Hobhouse  takes  a  pedant’s 
delight  (a  quality much in evidence throughout  this section, and one which I 
have mostly cut) in listing all the minor typos by which fakes are distinguished 
from real  books.  He inspects a Horace,  a  Cicero,  and a manuscript  letter  (in 
Latin)  of Petrarch to Dondi – Forsyth’s  description of whom [Crook 345] he 
corrects.

They set off by post to Vicenza at a little past one, and arrive there by four, 
putting up at the Cardinal’s Hat. They have “good rooms and decent dinner.” 
They talk, and go to bed at eleven.

On  December  7th they visit  Palladio’s  theatre,  Hobhouse for  the second 
time, and set off for Verona at eleven, and arriving at four. He travels “as before, 
in the box of Henry’s carriage.”

They try for rooms at The Two Towers, but finding it full put up at La Gran 
Zarra, where they are “ill enough off.”

At ten on December 8th they set off, still in a hard frost, on the twenty-five 
mile  journey  to  Mantua.  Until  the  last  post,  seven  miles  from  the 
destination,  there  are  no  post-horses  to  be  had,  all  having  been 
monopolised by the second son of the King of Naples, his bride, and the 
Archduchess Maria Louisa, Napoleon’s virtual widow, who are travelling 
from Vienna.

At  Mantua  they put  up at  the Leone  d’Oro,  “a  tolerable  inn with a  civil 
attentive landlord or waiter.” They dine, have a very good punch, and then go to 
the opera, which is “wretched.” But they do get a good look at …

… her whom the Bolognians called the “infelice sposa” – the daughter and 
the wife of an emperor – the mother of a king. At first we mistook her sister, 
married to the Neapolitan prince, for her, but soon recognised the features we 
had  seen  in  her  picture.  She  was  in  black  for  her  mother-in-law  –  her 
shoulders looked high, and she a little matronly, but with a pleasant face and 
fair complexion, something like Miss Petrie of Twitnam. The Prince was a 
heavy, tall-looking man. She did not seem to talk … an Austrian officer in 
white was standing behind her.

Came back after staring for fifteen minutes. Drank tea and went to bed at 
twelve.
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December 9th starts with anecdotes from the innkeeper,  about Eugene de 
Beauharnais,  and the Austrian General  Bellegarde.  Granier,  the French 
commander, told Eugene, “You think to be King of Italy – but you will be 
nothing.” Hobhouse is still collecting tit-bits about the discontents which 
broke out when Eugene abdicated and left (bribing the guard at the gate 
with “a million.”)

The French, they’re told, “did much for the embellishment of this place.”
After breakfast they visit the Church of St Andrew, and the summer palace of 

the  ancient  Dukes  Gonzaga,  with  its  frescoes  by  Giulio  Romano.  See  The 
Winter’s Tale, V ii, except that …

… the taste of the Gonzagas must have been rather smutty – there are vile 
nudities and something like a concubitus of the heroic size there. The Hall of 
the Giants I was unable to relish – the giants looked large, which they ought 
to be, but red, which I saw no reason for.

Romano is more of a god in Mantua even than Virgil. The town’s streets are 
deserted: “only 25,000 inhabitants now in the place, which is the first to feel a 
war and the last to recover [from] it  … There is a tremendously high tower, 
which Maria Louisa climbed up a day or two ago – for these great are obliged to 
be dragged about to sights.”

They inspect the monument to Virgil himself. There is a grotto four miles off, 
in which the poet is said to have studied.

We went to the academy scientiis et bones artistiis, erected by Maria Teresa 
and divided by the French – saw the music room or theatre there, in which a 
performance had taken place three nights ago in presence of Maria Louisa 
and  the  nobility  of  Mantua,  amounting,  our  conductor  said,  to  almost  a 
hundred.

There are (“of course”) no students at the art college. They try and get into 
the  old  palace  of  the  Gonzaga,  but  Maria  Louisa  and  her  suite  are  still  in 
residence, so they can only stare at its outside. The seven-naved cathedral is also 
out of bounds, so they go home, drink punch, and talk. Hobhouse writes a letter 
to Charlotte before retiring.

At half-past eight on December 10th they set out along the bank of the Po, 
fearful of robbers, but meeting none. They meet an unnamed Polish prince, who 
has taken the precaution of having two gendarmes accompany him. The Po is “a 
broad rapid river, but muddy – of a larger character than any thing I had seen 
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since the Rhine.” They cross it in eight minutes, in a “pont,” and proceed to San 
Benedetto …

… meeting by the way sbirri [constables] conducting offenders in strings. A 
family of three had lately been massacred in this neighbourhood and not only 
put  the  whole  police  on  the  alert  but  had  filled  the  country  with  horrid 
rumours – the Polish Prince’s servant said forty people had been stopped in 
the course of a month.

They change horses at San Benedetto, and go on towards Novi, via a village 
called Moglia, which means they are now in the territory of the Duke of 
Modena.  The  “cursed  Pole  and  his  dragoons”  slow them down.  They 
want to set out from Novi at two, but there are no post-horses, so they put 
up at the Leone d’Oro, “in cold smoky rooms, where we had a talkative 
waiter.” He is a great fan of the Duke of Modena, who has abolished the 
death penalty, reduced taxes, diminished salt duties, and even abolished 
conscription, trusting to his volunteers! The waiter then spoils it all by 
revealing that he is himself a sergeant in the Duke’s volunteers, to which 
“none but men of character are admitted.”

The only local industry is the making of chip hats, which are exported to 
Paris and to England. The waiter himself makes them.

Joachim Murat was there last year, and his Neapolitan army was a laughing 
stock. Only the Duke succeeded in saving them from the fury of the Austrians.

Hobhouse’s party go to bed early.
On  December 11th  they set off at ten for the eleven mile trip to Modena. 

The guide book confuses them by referring to the town’s defender as if 
he’s Marcus, as opposed to Decimus, Brutus. But the long arcades please 
them; they stop at the Albergo Grande, and put up for the day.

However, even though they hire a domestique de place, they can at first find 
nothing of historical interest to see.

Then Hobhouse and Henry discover the Ducal Library, to which the present 
Duke – praised so by the waiter at Novi – is still adding, even though he has 
80,000 volumes and four thousand manuscripts  already.  A one-eyed  librarian 
shows them the collection. Some of the manuscripts are “beautiful” (Hobhouse 
underlines the word) and include a Ptolemy. First editions include “the famous 
Mayence  Bible  by  Faust”  and  “Lascari’s  Odyssey.”  There  are  some  Tasso 
manuscripts,  and an illustrated  Dante,  done by a near-contemporary.  But  the 
oldest is a Greek text of Revelations. They see busts of Tiraboschi and Muratori 
– two writers  who will  be much-quoted by Hobhouse in the notes to  Childe 
Harold IV.
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They go with the ladies to the palace, where they admire a Crucifixion of 
Guido and a Madonna by Carlo Dolce, and see the room where Napoleon slept.

Murat, after he had ridden into town the previous year, “under a brisk fire,” 
with only three hundred of his bodyguard, had stayed eight  days in a private 
palace. The townsfolk had cheered him even as they gave him up for lost.

They see  the  royal  theatre,  where  Maria  Louisa  had been entertained  the 
previous day. Their domestique disabuses them of any illusions they’d picked up 
from the waiter at Novi. Of a population of 40,000, 12,000 are beggars.

The  French  soldiers  were  liberal  of  their  money –  the  Germans  [that  is,  
Austrians] spent nothing. The Emperor Napoleon encouraged by invention – 
he had a military lyceum for the education of orphans chiefly amounting to 
near  700,  which  was  a  supply  instead  of  the  class  of  engineers  at  the 
University of Bologna. I saw one of these boys with a medal on – on my 
turning round to look at him he bowed.

From the palace they go to the cathedral, to the town house, and to the Tower 
of Modena. They’re “beset with beggars and glad to come home.” After dinner 
Hobhouse researches Modena, and finds that it’s where Octavius, Antony and 
Lepidus are said to have divided the world between them.

We went this evening to the play, to which we had been invited by a picture 
displayed in the street. It  was called  The Misanthrope, and more wretched 
stuff never did I see in Italy – we went away before the close.

Hobhouse doesn’t say whether or not it’s Molière’s  Misanthrope that they 
walk out of.
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On December 12th they set off for Bologna, a mere three posts away, “the 
whole on the 2,000-year-old Emilian way,” which is “noble” and “well-
preserved.”  At  Castel  Franco  they  leave  the  duchy  of  Modena  for 
Romagna, the territory of the Pope, the scene of action last year between 
the Austrians and Murat. They pass the fortress of Urbano, blown up by 
Napoleon.

Their prejudices against the Papal states are confirmed by the great mass of 
beggars who pester them, though “this did not seem so great a solecism as 
the right of a single sword or soldier in the hands appropriate to religion 
and the church.” They soon have a view of the Apennines, and of the 
Madonna di Santa Lucca.

Entering  Bologna,  they  observe  the  Pope’s  soldiers,  dressed  in  French 
uniforms. They put up at the Albergo San Marco, and the brothers, Henry 
and  John  Cam,  go  about.  They  find  the  numerous  arcades  very 
convenient for walkers. The cries of beggars, and also of prisoners when 
they pass the town gaol, are an affliction. “Collegians” (prostitutes) are to 
be seen. At a booksellers’ row they buy an account of the trial, in Paris 
earlier  in  the  year,  of  Michael  Bruce  and Robert  Wilson (Hobhouse’s 
failure ever to pass comment on this is a sigh of the secrecy, even, of the 
diary itself. It’s hard to believe he wasn’t a bit jealous). He notes that “the 
translator had left out Bruce’s quotation from Algernon Sidney,” showing 
a familiarity with the event which otherwise we wouldn’t  know about 
from his journal.

… came home had a good dinner and tasted for the first time Tuscan wine – 
sweet – red – oily liqueur, very pleasant, and charged three francs the small 
flask. Talk and bed.

They rise at nine on  December 13th, and walk out into the cold at noon. 
They visit the church of St Petronius, the town’s patron, with near it the 
famous Neptune of Giambologna, “in white bronze, looking like a stone,” 
and  hardly  fit  for  women,  for  the  nymphs  squeeze  water  from  their 
breasts.  Though  Forsyth  properly  objects  [Crook  327],  Giambologna 
remains the hero of the town.

Returning,  Hobhouse  finds  one  of  his  horses  to  be  dying,  and  sells  its 
harness. It dies the following day.

They then go  to  the  cathedral,  which  contains  the Annunciation of  Luigi 
Carraci, who, not being allowed to finish his work, fell from the scaffolding and 
died.

They go home with the ladies, and then go out for the third time that day, to 
the University, united from disparate elements by the French. Its revenue is no 
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more  than  seven  hundred  pounds  a  year,  and  although  it  has  thirty-two 
professors, only twelve students have joined it this year.  They see the scientific 
rooms, and are told that a lady lectures there in obstetrics, “as Signora Tambroni 
did lately in Greek.” They see a roomful of interesting antiquities,  and leave 
“delighted” with the place.

After dinner, “Mr Professor Mezzofanti the wonderful polyglott” calls, and 
immediately asks Henry if, having been in Bengal, he knows Malay. “He speaks 
English,” writes Hobhouse, “on the whole better than any foreigner I ever heard 
except Pisani of Constantinople – with very little accent – he has a short but 
wide flat forehead – his hair he wears parted in front – his eyes are lively – his 
features rather small but agreeable – though a little marked with the smallpox. 
He is  short  and  thin.  He did not  seem to  lose  any occasion  of  showing his 
capacity,  which  as  far  as  memory  is  concerned  seems  miraculous.  He  went 
away.”

They talk, drink tea, and go to bed. Hobhouse has received a letter that day 
from David Baillie.

On the morning of December 14th the party goes sight-seeing. They visit the 
Murischalchi  Gallery and the Clementine Academy of  Fine  Arts.  One 
piece which stands out is The Death of Virginia, by the sculptor Giacomo 
de Maria, which Canova himself has been to see four times. Mezzofanti 
joins  them  (Hobhouse  spells  his  name  “Mezzophanti”),  and  conducts 
them round the library, which contains a copy of Henry VIII’s Defence of  
the Seven Sacraments, signed by the author! Mezzofanti has the Lord’s 
Prayer written in 137 languages, and, it seems, can say it in all of them. 
Henry Hobhouse tries his oriental linguistic ability, and he passes the test.

He mentions Signorina Tambroni, sometime Professor of Greek, whom, after 
dinner, they visit:

Her we found in a garret sitting before a lamp covered with a green shade, 
alone. At least she was alone until a young man, a pupil of Mezzophanti’s, 
entered just before us. She had several books before her and her room was 
altogether professional. Her eyes are considered [ ] and [ ] of full of spirit.” 
She has a fine face, not unlike Mrs Siddons partly, and partly Miss Bailley. 
She talked very little and what she did say was perhaps over-modest – she 
said “I am nothing” and extolled our English ladies, and knew very little of 
Lady Jane Grey. She only spoke Italian. Mezzophanti would tell her all I had 
seen at Constantinople and Athens in a style not a little pedantic. She was 
quite a thing apart, and came to look over the staircase as we went away from 
her. Coming away Mezzophanti mentioned that she wrote very well in Italian 
and Greek poetry, and had published her verses, which were now out of print, 
but which she could not be prevailed upon to reprint. Her father was a cook – 
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her brother is one of the best painters of the Bolognese academy, and another 
brother is an esteemed writer, living, I believe, at Rome.

They  take  leave  of  Mezzofanti  “with  no  little  regret,”  come  home,  and 
Hobhouse writes to Byron – a letter which we appear not to have.

December 15th is a Sunday, and they set off for Florence, passing Bologna’s 
gates at half-past seven. They decide that they will need oxen at Logano, 
and  send  ahead  from  Pianoro.  They  reach  the  Apennines,  and  meet 
people on their ways to and from church. At Logano Sophy is unwell, and 
they rest at the post-house. They “mount through a country very wild and 
desolate, and apparently very high,” with a wind like a hurricane, which 
alarms  Hobhouse  for  Sophy’s  sake.  In  two villages  there  are  military 
posts, and they are asked for their passports. At Filigare, the frontier post, 
they change horses (what happens to the oxen is not stated). They pass 
into Pietro Mala, where they “had time to recollect  the exploits of the 
Curate Biondi mentioned by Forsyth” [Crook 384n].

Leaving this village we had a rocky hill on our right which I suppose is the 
Monte di  Fo,  from whose  surface  the  flame rises  which is  mentioned  by 
guide books and which the Custom House officer invited us to stay at Pietra 
Mala to see.

The country is …

… as wild a country as is to be found in Xtendom. We arrived by five in the 
evening  and  put  up  at  the  inn  which  seemed  to  us  the  lone  inn  in  the 
Apennines not far from Pietra Mala described by Forsyth [Crook 384n] as the 
scene of Biondi’s exploits. The rooms were more wretched than anything we 
had seen but the post with his eight daughters gave us a very decent supper, 
and we should have been very literally tranquil if Joseph had not turned first 
drunk and then frightened, and, partly to secure us and partly to favour a pot 
companion  of  a  hussar  sent  there  to  escort  Prince  Regnier  brother  of  the 
Grand  Duke  [of  Tuscany]  on  his  road  from  Florence  to  Vienna,  very 
significantly told me not to depart next morning before daybreak, for there 
were four or at least  five suspicious-looking fellows drinking below. This 
advice he said he had from the landlord’s brother. I laughed but went to bed, 
a little perturbed. It blew tremendously all night, and I walked now and then 
thinking of trapdoors, Biondi, and “io l’ucciderò!”
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On December 16th they rise at six, and, no-one having been assassinated or 
robbed, leave at half-past seven (though the post-master does suggest that 
they  leave  quickly,  to  have  a  good  chance  of  post-horses,  for  Prince 
Regnier will otherwise take them all).

The road is a splendid Napoleonic one, with a handsome bridge. The Tuscan 
air “seemed of another temperature.” At Montecorelli the horses are all ordered 
for Regnier, just as the landlord warned them, so they have to proceed with their 
current  ones. Admiring the scenery more and more,  they arrive at Cassagido, 
where they wait to refresh the horses, and where indeed Prince Regnier and his 
entourage pass them. At Fontetuona they wait “at the little inn – where was a 
decent landlady – some time, and formed acquaintance with a postillion of the 
Grand Duke’s who had been servant to Mr Wyndham and knew Petworth.”

They catch their first sight of Florence late in the afternoon.

We arrived at the City after rolling down one of these low Apennines by four 
o’clock,  entering by the triumphal arch of  Francis  I,  with the richness  of 
much we were much struck, as also by the flagstones of the streets, and we 
put up at the New York, a very good inn with carpeted rooms, and felt truly 
comfortable – excellent dinner. The rooms cost us twenty francs a day – the 
dinner,  five  a  head,  and  the  breakfast,  two  –  we  reposed  after  our  vast 
fatigues.

December 17th is “a fine, warm day” and they do “nothing but walk about,” 
strolling  along  the  Arno  and  visiting  booksellers.  One  –  Molini  –  is 
“going  to  republish  Eustace  in  English,  a  book  which  he  prefers  to 
Lalande because he says  he knows Lalande wrote his travels at Paris.” 
Henry buys a Eustace for 240 pauls.

They visit  the Uffizi, (or rather “the building called the Ufficcy”)  and the 
adjacent  squares,  where  they  admire  Ammanato’s  Neptune,  Michaelangelo’s 
David,  and  Hercules  and  Caeus  by  Bandinelli  –  Hobhouse  mentions  no 
paintings, makes few distinctions, and has little to say about the extraordinary 
things he’s seeing for the first time, though he does express a preference for the 
“rape  of  the Sabines by Giambdogne – the next  thing to the ancients  in my 
opinion and also with the Perseus of Benvenuto Cellini and the Judith with the 
Republican motto of Donatello.”

There are fewer beggars in Florence, carriages are not infrequent, and people 
well-dressed. The party have some letters of recommendation, and start to visit 
that afternoon

The Cavalier Lenzoni called and invited me to his wife’s  conversazione as 
there is no play the week before Xmas and Carnival – Madame Lenzoni is, 
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with her lists, the only remaining shoot of the house of Medici in Tuscany – 
descended from Lorenzino, the assassin of Duke Alexander. I went to her 
party. She was sitting on a sofa alone – several men occupied chairs as others 
dropped  in.  There  appeared  some  familiar  pleasantry  for  each,  not  very 
picquant for a stranger: one – a councillor of state – was so intimate with the 
lady that in the course of conversation he clasped her round the waist. A Mr 
Panante and a Mr Buonarotti, the first formerly an Italian master in London, 
the  latter  descended  from  the  brother  of  the  great  Michaelangelo,  were 
introduced to me. The politics of this place seem the same as those of the 
North – everyone says England lost a moment of benefiting mankind when 
she consented to the restoration of the old regime in Italy. These good folks 
are vastly civil.

On the morning of December 18th it rains, and they stay in, reading Eustace 
and Forsyth.

In  the  afternoon they visit  San Lorenzo  (“close  by”),  where  Hobhouse  is 
unimpressed by what are described as groups by Michaelangelo (“they did not 
answer my conception of that great man”). They then go to the Medici Chapel, 
and gaze at the tombs: “We were much more pleased amongst the ashes of these 
republican patriots than looking at the glittering cenotaphs of the grand dukes.” 
They then visit  Maria  del  Fiore,  which “had an inexpressible  effect  upon us 
together with the names of the great men which we read upon its walls.” The 
fresco  showing  Sir  John  Hawkwood  is  new  to  Hobhouse  (“Forsyth  tells  he 
betrayed the Pisans, who first employed him, to his second masters”). [Crook 65]

We went into this Baptistery and were shown it by a jolly fat priest, who told 
us that all the infants born were baptised there – he showed us the registry – 
about 140 in a month. He said there were nearly a hundred others a month 
exposed, and bastards which were baptised at Lo Spedale degli Innocenti – 
but this must be an exaggeration – though I myself had seen several times 
from one to three children exposed on the steps opposite the Baptistery – in 
the hands of the first finder and surrounded by a pitying crowd. They bring 
children of two and three years old from the country to leave them to the 
mercy  of  the  Florentines,  which  is  very  great.  Forsyth  gives  a  very  true 
account of the institution degli Innocenti [Crook 364-5], which is still in full 
force. The cruelty and the pity of this people seem to play into each other’s 
hands.

Hobhouse finds that …
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… the new buildings of Florence are in very good taste – many of yellow 
stucco with green sash windows – of a stable appearance,  in some respect 
congenial  with the buildings of the republic.  We were highly delighted at 
every step we took in this city, as every step recalled some trait of the only 
interesting epoch of middle history – bought a life of Lorenzo de Medicis by 
Fabbrini and Politian’s Conspiracy of the Pazzi, which I read – went home 
and dined – I did not go out this evening.

On December  19th  Hobhouse  and  company  go  “to  the  great  Florentine 
gallery”  –  it’s  not  clear  how  this  differs  from  the  “Ufficcy.”  His 
impressions crowd the page, an artefact a line, and it’s hard to select what 
he finds interesting. The following is typical in its generality and in its 
reliance on Forsyth:

Let  them be  ancient  or  very ancient  some of  the  statues  appear  the very 
wonders  of the art  – with the objection of Forsyth  [Crook 44] that some, 
particularly  two boys  on the left  of  the mother,  are  too much in  the last 
exertion of athletic vigour and the Niobe is colossal in comparison with her 
children. There is an extraordinary freshness in all the statues.

In the Tribuna they see Borsigli the keeper, “a civil man, who speaks a little 
English – he was showing the place to Madame Ney and her children – who 
would have been more interesting had they not looked at  us with rudeness.” 
Hobhouse does not ask Ney’s  widow if she’s till  on good terms with his old 
friend Michael Bruce. The day’s entry ends,

Returned  from the  gallery,  I  walked  out  with  my  lacquey  de  place –  he 
pointed out to me certain particularities in the Borghese palace and told me 
anecdotes  of  its  late  mistress,  Napoleon’s  sister  [Pauline  Borghese],  who 
once,  he said,  flung a bottle  at  her  husband’s  head  and  knocked  down a 
copperpot  instead.  He  said  some duchess  from Rome now lives  with  the 
Prince here, and he seldom mentioned any person without designating him or 
her by the “amico” or “amica,” which made me think all Forsyth and others 
tell of Cavaliere Servientes [Crook 377] to be true.

Dined at home and read account of Florence.

On December 20th, the Abbé Fontana calls, and speaks of Leopold, the 
Grand Duke of Tuscany, who, says he, is …
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… all that I mentioned (out of Forsyth) [Crook 378-85] but not improperly 
familiar – no-one knowing better where to time his condescension. He used 
to walk about as a private man and has taken hold of Fontana’s arm in the 
street and walked with him. He told Fontana just after he was made Emperor 
that he had hoped to die amongst his family and then when he came back to 
Florence after being crowned in his dominions he said to the same that he 
was come to spare himself.  He was an enemy to all  usurpation – he told 
Fontana that he disapproved of the partition of Poland.

Fontana says that although there are many Italian writers, none are any good. 
“Botta,  a  good historian  for  facts,  had  a Lombard  unintelligible  style; 
Monti [whom Hobhouse and Byron met in Milan] was taught the Italian 
of Homer by Mustoxidthes, who knew no Italian.” A Mr Palnomini then 
comes in, an engraver – a pupil of Morghen’s. “He joined in attacking 
everything  Lombard  and  abusing  Madame  de  Staël,  saying  that  the 
attacks made upon her by the Gazeteers here, which are now dropped, 
were ‘graziosa’”.

Hobhouse and Henry next go “to the Laurentian library, but were unable to 
see all its principal treasures – all we did see was the forefinger of the 
right hand of Galileo which some amateur is said to have bit off when on 
its way with the body to the grave – and a Bacchus.” Despite this, he 
describes it all in pedantic detail. Then,

… leaving the gallery,  Henry and I walked across the Arno over the Ponte 
Vecchio, which, like old Bath bridge, is covered with houses, and went up 
the hill to the church or convent of the Croce, whence we had a beautiful 
view of Florence – the Arno in its blue and white dotted plain – the hill of 
Fiesole  with  its  tall  tower  between  two  summits  –  the  Apennines  close 
behind patched with snow, as were the nearer hills to the right. The hill is 
ascended  by stone  steps  with  a  cross  at  seven  intervals,  representing  the 
authentic  events  which happened in the journey of  our  Saviour to Mount 
Calvary: rod, crowns, sponge, nails, &c., are attached to the different woods. 
The weather was cold and windy.

Came home dined and passed evening as usual.

On December 21st Hobhouse walks with his brother to Fiesole.

Here is a pretty open green – between the two summits a church, which we 
entered – an episcopal house, for there is still a bishop at Fiesole – a building 
for a lycæum of sixty scholars, and a prison now useless, since criminals are 
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transferred  to Florence.  We saw also a column erected,  as  the inscription 
relates, on the spot once polluted by “nefaria arbore libertatis” (“the wicked 
liberty-tree”),  and commemorating the double expulsion of the French – a 
former column recorded their first expulsion, but was pulled down when the 
Queen of Etruria was removed or torn away from her throne. A peasant took 
us to the remains of an amphitheatre in his vineyard – a few steps with signs 
of internal circuits and of the cells for the beasts – also some distinct vestiges 
of the ancient walls with the small arch of a town gate, in the strong old style 
of architecture, without mortar, and massive – the walls may be traced round 
both summits – about three miles in circuit. He showed us what he called an 
Etruscan palace near his house, underground discovered fifteen days ago – 
the large substructure of some strong building.

At the top of an adjacent hill a ragged dirty boy asks them if they’d like to 
see a Temple of Bacchus, and there is indeed a recently-discovered altar with 
“hic ora Baccho” on it.

They admire  the  view,  return  to  the  hotel,  and  dine,  after  Hobhouse  has 
walked out a while with Sophy. After dinner, Buonarotti visits them, and tells 
them about  the  liberal  aspirations  of  the  Grand  Duke,  who  would  found an 
assembly, “destroy all aristocratical distinctions,” and allow all ranks to “meet 
promiscuously” (which Hobhouse observes is already the case, and is to find an 
unsettling fact of life in Venice, in the autumn of the following year, 1817). The 
Duke is kinder to religious orders than is popular.

December  22nd sees  Hobhouse  and  party  going  to  the  Pitti  Palace,  but 
failing to gain admittance, and going instead to the Bobili[??] Gardens, by which 
they are left cold, despite abundant evidence of “the Florentines being fated to 
being  every  graceful  art”,  and  despite  the  four  unfinished  statues  by 
Michaelangelo in the grotto there.

They cross to the Casino, “a sort of park for coach and horse promenaders”, 
where they “dodged about till  three o’clock” and then enter Santa Croce,  “of 
which we had heard so much”. The cathedral does not impress Hobhouse. He 
sees  the  tombs  of  Michaelangelo,  Machiavelli  (erected  as  recently  as  1787), 
Galileo, and others – but the tomb he concentrates on is that of Alfieri, for that is 
the one to which he feels closest, owing to his and Byron’s conversations with di 
Breme earlier in the year.

My chief attention was directed to the sepulchre of Alfieri, by Canova. This 
disappointed me. It  is  too large,  too prominent,  too heavy.  Italy Weeping, 
were  it  not  for  her  tower,  might  be  taken  for  Madame  Albany,  who  is 
ostentatiously  inscribed  on  the  epitaph  with  all  her  titles  –  “principilus 
Stolbergus, contessa Albanoi” as the donor of this marble record to Vittorio 
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Alfieri-Astenn[??].  But  the  inscription  is  by  the  Abbe  Caluso,  Breme’s 
friend. The marble of the tomb looks like wood – the tragic masks at the 
angles are a happy thought. A wooden step opposite, we were told, is twice a 
week  occupied  by  Madame  Albany,  who  comes  to  mourn.  She  comes 
sometimes, perhaps.

This section is probably written after Hobhouse meets Madame Albany, on 
December 26th. Hobhouse looks for the tomb of Filicaija, but cannot find it. He 
reads in Eustace that Aretino and Boccacio are buried there, but does not believe 
it. Boccaccio’s grave, he writes, was torn up by the priests.

The unfinished outside of Santa Croce reminds him of the outside of old 
Drury Lane.

That evening the party dine, talk, and read, as usual.
On December 23rd Hobhouse’s party is split in two at the Gabinetto Fisico: 

the ladies are directed towards the bird and fossil rooms, and the gentlemen are 
allowed into the sixteen anatomy rooms, with their wax models, about which 
ladies  must  not  know  (though  it  seems  that  this  is  a  Hobhousean,  not  a 
Florentine, prohibition). Forsyth has described the waxworks [Crook 35-9] but 
Hobhouse is still unprepared for the shock, describing them as

... very extraordinary indeed, but looking like a butcher’s shop. The grand 
uterus in every stage, and also a little cabinet of real foetuses, from the first 
appearance  of  the  immortal  man in  his  tadpole  state  to  the  perfect  birth. 
Forsyth says ladies make a lounge of this [Crook 36] – if they do, they see 
dissections of virile members in several positions. The female genitalia in the 
whole figures are covered with white gauze. It is shocking but true that the 
figures lying with their bowels turned inside out and exposing sections of 
hearts and livers, by force of white limbs, rosy cheeks, good teeth and hair, 
all imitated to the life, have an effect not to be expected – there are many 
more female than male preparations. The collection does appear to be, and is, 
redundant.  In  one  room  distant  from  the  rest  are  the  three  plague 
preparations, by Zumbo, the Sicilian inventor of the art, and a head with his 
dissecting knife – nothing can be imagined more terrific than the former – 
Forsyth has described it admirably.

The party are most pleased, touring the rest of the Gabinetto, by the fossils 
and the wax plants.

They next go again to the Pitti Palace, from which they had previously been 
excluded. The Grand Duke is at Pisa, and they are allowed in. Sixty-six works 
have recently been returned from Paris, including seven Raphaels. These, and a 
St John by Carlo Dolce, “charmed even our ignorance”. They see “the Fates of 
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Michaelangelo – a glorious performance”,  and the oval, mirror-hung chamber 
where Canova’s Venus is installed, “alone on her pedestal instead of occupying 
that place on the Tribuna which she was to [have] supplied for the Venus de 
Medici”. Hobhouse’s observation leads him to prefer the ancient statue. The face 
of Canova’s Venus is, he feels, not equal to the one he has given the Helen, a 
copy of which he and Byron have seen in Venice.

The Pitti is still unfinished, but will “give a good idea of the condition of a 
Florentine gentleman in the fourteenth century”.

Next  they  walk  to  the  Palazzo  Vecchio,  containing  the  Hall  of  the  Five 
Hundred, with an unfinished Victory by Michaelangelo. Hobhouse finds none of 
the statuary striking,  and the frescoes  “historically interesting,  but  to my eye 
nothing more”; though he does confess that he neither admires nor understands 
frescoes. They go through the corridors that cross the Ponte Vecchio and reach to 
the Pitti Palace – “a contrivance of fear and mistrust”.

Later Hobhouse meets Pannante, who has collected 1,200 subscribers for his 
account  of  his  adventures  in  Barbary  –  an  unprecedented  number,  as  his 
bookseller confirms. No books have had any success in the last nine or ten years, 
says  the tradesman, except Pignotti’s  Storia della Toscana and Lanzi’s  Storia 
Pittoresca.

Hobhouse comes home, dines, and “does nothing – as usual”.
Christmas Eve sees Hobhouse and company at the Poggio Imperiale, where 

the Grand Duke would stay for three months every year unattended by a single 
guard. That night it appears that the party go to Madame Lenzoni’s, and attend a 
midnight mass at Santa Annunziata.

On  Christmas Day 1816, Buonarotti breakfasts with them. He reports that 
“the descendants of the formerly illustrious families are for the most part very 
poor – his own slender  fortune prevented  him from fitting up the Buonarotti 
Palace.” He records that

The English for about a month were expected to liberate Italy – their flags 
with  independent  mottoes  were  flying  upon  the  citadels  of  Leghorn  and 
Reggio: but they afterwards retired. As for Murat, he in 1814 began so ill by 
nominating all the most abandoned characters to the first employments that a 
general  persuasion  prevailed  of  the  inadequacy  of  his  government  to  the 
grand principle of Italian regeneration.

With respect to poetry he [Buonarotti] agreed with all we had hitherto 
heard. Pignotti and Fantoni were dead. Of Bondi quoted by Forsyth [Crook 
20-1]  he  knew  little  –  he  might  be  alive  …  as  a  drawback  to  all  this 
discouragement  he  mentioned  that  of  the  five  hundred  young  men  who 
proceeded from the University of Pisa when he took his degree three years 
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ago, there were four hundred of liberal principle suited to the exigencies and 
illuminations of the times.

Buonarotti leaves, and Parry Ockenden, whom Hobhouse has not seen since 
September 17th, arrives, and the two walk out together. They observe that wine 
is often sold from the great houses. Ockenden also says that

… in the (minor) companies of actors, only the principals are professional, 
the under-characters being tradesmen, who put on the clothes of the property-
man and act for the night. It is this practise which has rendered the prompter 
so prominent and indispensable a personage. I [Hobhouse] observed today 
that  in  the  advertisements  for  the  approaching  carnival,  the  different 
companies of actors give themselves academic and other titles – to which 
Forsyth  alludes  [Crook 37].  I  saw the Intrepidi  –  the Arristiati  – and the 
Immobili. These last, with their windmill, are at the Pergota, or opera house.

Hobhouse  next  makes  “an  ineffective  attempt  to  see  Leoni,  one who has 
translated  Shakespeare,  and  is  reckoned  a  mediocre  poet  here”.  This  is 
discouraging, for Michele Leoni translates not only Shakespeare, but will soon 
translate the as yet unwritten Childe Harold IV (as “Italia”). It is for the poem’s 
inflammatory politics, however,  not for the mediocrity of Leoni’s  verses,  that 
that Austrians will ban it.

The party passes the evening in their usual way, by doing nothing. Christmas 
is not mentioned.

At eleven on the morning of December 26th Hobhouse and Henry, using a 
letter of introduction from Colonel Finch, go to the Pitti Palace and view the 
Grand  Duke’s  private  library.  They  are  conducted  around  it  by  Tassi,  the 
librarian.  There are English architectural  books,  such as Murphy’s  Alhambra, 
which “Morghen had not yet been to see, so Tassi thought, because he did not 
wish to see himself surpassed, and certainly equalled”. They see, on an upper 
floor,  “a  collection  of  about  four  thousand  classics,  all  of  them in  the  best 
editions, at least on the largest paper, and certainly corresponding to the luxury 
which ought to reign in everything royal”. There is a fine collection of maps in 
travelling cases. All have been brought together by the present Grand Duke.

Next they go to the Riccardi Palace, but it is locked, and all they can do is 
inspect the inscriptions in the courtyard. That night Henry and Sophia “went to 
an  English  play  after  dinner,  at  the  house  of  some  duchess  who  makes  the 
amateurs give a zecchin a night for the use of her house”. Hobhouse visits the 
Duchess  of  Albany,  wife  of  the  Young Pretender  and  mistress  of  Alfieri,  at 
whose tomb he has queried her devotion on December 22nd:
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I went to Madame Albany’s,  the wife of our Pretender  and the widow of 
Alfieri.  At  least,  by  the  latter  bastard  title,  she  has  become  the  Lion  of 
Florence  – such  is  the  force  of  genius  that  the  whore  of  a  poet  is  more 
admired than the wife of a Prince. She wrote me a note on my delivering a 
letter jointly given to Byron and myself by Colonel Fitzgerald, and I attended 
immediately to it. I found a fat old woman with blunt features and a coarse 
voice, with four or five ladies with her. She desired me to sit down, and then 
put  several  questions  to  me in  the  usual  manner,  voiced  with  very  little 
dexterity.  She talked about her London  élégantes – said she did not think 
Lady Jersey so handsome, and so on – she was vastly good-natured – at least 
for a Princess, which she affects not a little to be. I came home pleased with 
it – my departure. Wrote journal and went to bed at two.

On  December  27th  they  visit  the  Riccardi  Library.  They  find  a  Pliny 
mentioned  by  Gibbon,  and  learn  that  the  place  contains  4,000  manuscripts. 
Riccardi’s,  a  mercantile  house,  failed  two  years  ago,  and  the  library,  after 
chicanery involving some English noblemen and some Florentine booksellers, 
was split up. Some parts of the library building are now government offices.

They then return to the Pitti Palace, and gaze again at the Venus de Medici:

The Venus appeared more enchanting at every glance. The sculptor’s art has 
been exhausted everywhere, but most in those portions of the form in which 
the looks of the male spectator are most likely to turn. A fellow there who 
was copying the Fornarina of Raphael  told me that it (the Venus) was the 
work of Phidias – that the inscription said so, and that he had stripped more 
than two hundred women for this goddess – came home, dined, and passed 
the common evening.

On  December  28th  (“having  been  prevented  by  the  feast  of  this  pious 
season”)  they visit  “the gallery”  again,  and admire the bronzes. That evening 
Hobhouse goes to a soirée at Madame Lenzoni’s, who confirms (a) that Eustace 
is indeed wrong to have Boccaccio interred in Santa Croce and (b) that “poor 
Madame de Staël”,  in  Corinne,  has  Lorenzo  the Magnificent  and his  brother 
buried in the wrong chapel. She also mistakes St Zenobia for Queen Zenobia.

They breakfast with Buonarotti on December 29th, and meet his mother. She 
talks English, having been brought up a Mackenzie, and having spent two years 
at “Marybone” school. Forsyth mentions her as having been married to a Baron 
Testa of  Pisa [Crook 445].  The family possesses  “a  precious cabinet  indeed, 
hung round with sketches of Michaelangelo – a low bas relief of a Virgin and 
Child” and other items, “all bespeaking the man”. A red crucifix and another 
sketch,  both  in  chalk,  also  mentioned  by  Forsyth  [Crook  69n].  Some  love 
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sonnets in manuscript, “addressed frequently to a friend, Messer Luigi Ricci, to 
whom he used to send, it appears, or for whom perhaps he used to write, love 
verses – in one note he desires to have his little poem sent back, because he has 
not corrected it.” The present Buonarotti intends to publish those poems of his 
ancestor which remain unpublished. An expense account reveals that a pair of 
shoes cost  Michaelangelo fourteen soldi. After  breakfast,  Buonarotti’s  mother 
shows them more sketches: “anatomical legs and arms and busts and bodies … 
palaces and churches, all very rude – little groups in outlines on scraps of paper 
that  we longed  to steal”.  The best  parts  of  the sketchbook had been sold by 
Bounarotti’s mother’s brothers-in-law, and are now no-one knows where.

A bust of Michaelangelo reveals him to have had a beard and a “very flat” 
nose – perhaps broken by the mallet  of a rival,  writes Hobhouse,  though the 
present Buonarotti will say nothing of it.

They leave, and discover a Count Jassi (hitherto not mentioned), and Barrett, 
one of Hobhouse’s travelling companions through Europe in 1813. Buonarotti 
follows them. Jassi regales them with anecdotes about Alfieri:

Jassi told me that he had when a boy been employed for a year and a quarter 
to read Greek with Alfieri, whilst he was translating one of his Greek plays. 
Alfieri  scarcely ever spoke to him, and never  smiled upon him. When he 
wished  to  stop  Jassi’s  construction,  he  struck  with  his  forefinger  on  his 
writing-desk. When he wised Jassi to resume, he lifted it up again. Madame 
Albany, said the Count, was very grateful for the lessons, but he never had 
any acknowledgement from Alfieri, who never seemed ever in good humour, 
except when he had made his horse neigh by tickling his nose. I have seen 
here  that  in  advertising  his  Filippo,  they  call  it  on  the  playbill,  “by  the 
immortal  Alfieri”,  a  [   ]  which a line in Pope would make us  think was 
familiar in former times with us: 

Shakespeare, when you and every playhouse bill, &c.

Buonarotti  mentioned  that  the  Seicentistis,  that  is,  the  writers  of  the 
seventeenth century,  had enervated the Italian,  and particularly Marini and 
other imitators of Petrarch – that the Arcadians at Rome had done something 
to restore the true taste in writing, and in latter days some good writers had 
appeared.

In  the  evening  I  went  to  Madame  Lenzoni’s  box  at  the  opera  –  the 
decorations  were  good,  the  house  handsome  and  well-lighted,  and  well-
attended – the opera and the dancing bad. Every box is taken for the season, 
so  the  box-keeper  told  us.  Madame  Lenzoni  told  me  she  was  close  to 
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Napoleon when he was crowned at Milan, and heard him say, “Dio me l’[  ] 
data guai a chi me la togliera”.

It is again vain to wonder what the opera was that was being performed.
On the morning of December 30th Hobhouse finds that Joseph, his servant, 

has shot a dog (called, probably, Barry) which he had given him, and so turns 
him away, “half-engaging” a courier of Marshal Ney’s in his place.

Before breakfast they go to the Laurentian Library and with great fascination 
inspect a partial Virgil manuscript, said to be of 450 – the most ancient Virgil 
known. The Library contains many other manuscripts, which they inspect, and 
Hobhouse  displays  his  usual  fixation  with  provenance,  antiquity,  price  … 
anything to avoid the question of the manuscript’s literary value. The Library 
was  designed  by  Michaelangelo,  some  of  whose  scaffolding,  according  to 
Forsyth, remains [Crook 69], although they cannot find it.

Next  they  visit  the  Magliabecchian  Library,  which  houses  12,000 
manuscripts. Several students, mostly priests, are there. Then Hobhouse goes to 
the ancient police-station to report Joseph – for shooting the dog.

It  is a beautiful day,  and Hobhouse walks about in the afternoon, prior to 
attending a ball, given by Barrett, at their inn that night. There Barrett introduces 
Hobhouse  to  a  French  doctor  who  was  Napoleon’s  physician  on  Elba,  and 
Hobhouse records all anecdotes and details with his usual obsession: Napoleon 
expected  the  Austrians  to  rise  against  their  emperor;  he  spoke  highly  of  the 
English;  he  kept  watch  himself  during  the  boat-journey  to  Cannes;  after 
Waterloo,  he was advised to pass  over  to England  and surrender  to  the first 
Justice of the Peace – Flahaut said, “if you do that I foresee you will be soon in 
the Tower of London”. Others advised surrender to his father-in-law in Austria, 
but he believed that if he did so he would be well-treated for a month and then 
lodged in “a fortress in Moravia”.

The  entry  concludes  cryptically  with  “bed  three  –  adventure  of  Marshal 
Ney’s servant”.

The last entry for 1816 reads

Stayed  at  home – walked  out  –  read  Condini’s  Life  of  Michaelangelo  at 
dinner. Buonarotti called, and brought the Forsyth I had lent him. [He] said 
there  was  too  little  religion  in  Florence  –  that  Forsyth  was  wrong  in 
maintaining that Petrarch never came back to Tuscany – he did, on his way to 
Rome. Pignotti also is not as Forsyth says [Crook 421n] – ’tis ancient, but, if 
anything, too modern.

We went to the opera and whilst in Madame Lenzoni’s box heard her 
husband had broken his leg.
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So Hobhouse ends 1816 with a trip to an opera whose identity he cannot be 
bothered to record.

Hobhouse’s first act on  January 1st 1817 is to “hire a Siennese servant at 
fifteen  francs  a  day  for  a  month”.   We  infer  that  Marshal  Ney’s  servant’s 
“adventure”  on  January  30th  proved  that  there  was  something  unsatisfactory 
about him.

Staying  at  home  most  of  the  day,  he  reads  on  in  Condini’s  Life  of 
Michaelangelo,  and  records  details  from  it.  Later  he  goes  to  the  studio  of 
Morghen the engraver. Morghen is not there – he is “at Mass with his third wife” 
– but Hobhouse does inspect his portfolio, which contains 201 prints.

It is “a warm, pleasant day”. That night Hobhouse comes home, dines, and 
writes the journal.

January 2nd is rainy, and is spent writing his journal, plus letters to Byron – 
Baillie – and Breme. The letter to Byron does not seem to have survived.

On  January 3rd they visit  yet  another  library,  this  time the  Marucellian 
(founded 1751). Thence to the church of San Marco, containing the tomb of Pius 
and Politian, upon whose funerary inscriptions Hobhouse dwells with affection. 
Next, St Annunciata, with a Madonna by Andrea del Sarto, “which an ignorant 
person might overlook”, but which Hobhouse doesn’t. This church, he thinks, is 
“the most magnificent in Florence”. He sees a man “kiss all the swords in the 
bosom  of  a  mater  dolorosa”  there,  and  expresses  an  Anglo-Saxon  sceptic’s 
amazement at the fervour and faith displayed in Florence over the holy period 
which he is himself determined to ignore:

One day a very well-dressed decent young man enquired of the sacristan of 
the Duomo close to me if the masses were all over, and hearing they were, 
seemed much disappointed, and asked where he could get a mass – the same 
question I have heard more than once since.

He does “not enquire about the presence of the ass to this church mentioned 
by Forsyth” [Crook 443].

Once  again  he goes  to  the Pitti,  to  ogle  (as  it’s  beginning to  appear)  the 
Venus there: “the ears are pierced, as Forsyth says” [Crook 42]. A withered elm, 
restored to life miraculously in 1290, and now represented by a column in the 
Piazza  del  Duomo,  is,  says  Forsyth  [Crook  368n],  but  a  copy  of  the  same 
phenomenon at Caprea. 

They visit San Lorenzo, and lastly to the academy to “see the manufacturer 
of picture d[  ] for which Florence is renowned, of which there are so many 
noble specimens in the ducal palaces, &c. It was shut up. We walked home in a 
pouring rain which we had all day”.
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January 4th starts with a visit to the Spedale degli Innocenti (child care is 
not a subject in which Hobhouse often expresses an interest), over which they 
are shown by one of the matrons. The foundation dates from 1420. Children who 
are weaned sleep four to a bed: those unweaned have single accommodation. 
There are nearly a hundred attendants to 220 children (the arithmetic may be 
faulty  here).  The  Queen  of  Etruria  had  provided  for  bastards  only;  now 
legitimate  children  from  suitably  poverty-stricken  backgrounds  are  received. 
Last  year  1,700  “were  received”  out  of  3,000  Etruscan  applicants  –  an 
“application” consisting of pushing your baby through a grate designed not to 
receive those above four months old, and leaving them there anonymously (from 
shame) if the child is legitimate, but staying for a homily or so if it is the reverse.

Hobhouse, like Yeats in Among School Children but without Yeats’ visions, 
is  impressed  by the neatness  of  everything;  though he appears  to  regret  that 
“None of the children are taught the mechanical arts”.

They then progress  to the gallery,  privileged  to be in the company of an 
unidentified “German princess”. There is a Niobe, which Hobhouse records as 
“very satisfactory” when compared with “Cockerel’s designs”. They are shown 
the  cameo  collection,  minus  the  “indecent”  ones,  “which  however  are  to  be 
found,  though  some  were  in  full  nudity”.  The  fifteenth-century  cameos  are 
inferior to the ancient ones. One – whether ancient or Renaissance Hobhouse 
does not say – is of a “Silenus or faun with a basket – showing a singular nudity 
–  his  countenance  most  natural  and attractive”.  The unnamed director  of  the 
gallery begs them not to mention that they have seen the cameos: or, we assume, 
everyone will want to.

Two people called either “Messrs Towers” or “Men – Towers”, “a Captain 
and his brother”,  dine with them that  evening.  Their name could be “Jones”. 
They bring anecdotes of Austrian corruption. A store of 60,000 arms given by 
the English to the Austrians, has been sold by them at forty livres a piece:  a 
favoured nobleman has been given a five-year period in which to pay his debts. 
Then, out of nowhere:

He [the Captain] mentioned also that Mrs Clermont had told his sister that 
Lord Byron had held loaded pistols at his wife’s head … he has married Miss 
Baker, Lady Byron’s friend. He seems a versatile man – he fell asleep after 
dinner and was not to be coughed off by his politer brother.

Hobhouse passes no comment on the rumour about Byron. The men relay 
more rumours, about Napoleon’s generosity to his Elbese subjects: he remitted 
them six months’ taxes, but when the period was up had to employ his Poles to 
collect the second half-year’s due.
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On the morning of  January 5th (a Sunday) Hobhouse writes his diary. He 
walks about, finding the churches full. Then he comes home, dines, and brings 
his diary up to date.

The entry for January 6th shows typical Hobhousean fixations:

Called on some Florentines. Dined. Went in the evening to the Cuccumero 
and three other playhouses, all of which were full, and as bad as it is possible 
to conceive. One was on the Greek plan, the stage being divided into two 
compartments and two scenes going on at once.

The exact  sum to be offered  for  the  Ricciardian  Library  was 131,166 
francs 50 soldi, and for the Museum, 33,609 francs 80 soldi.

He may have witnessed an interesting theatrical experiment with the double 
stage. We shall never know.

On  January 7th Hobhouse rises prepared to leave Florence,  but finds the 
party’s passports to be missing. He and Henry go for an extended country walk 
instead, taking in two impressive villas.

First is the villa at Corregi, “the scene of Lorenzo’s philosophical discussions 
with Politian, Marsilius Hernandus Barbaces and their Platonists”. En route they 
remark the beauty of the scene approaching their goal:

Nothing can be more agreeable than the site of the villa, which is close under 
the summit of  a  small  brown Apennine,  on whose sides  the olive groves 
ascend, thinly scattered up to the very peak. It [the villa] belongs to the Orsi 
family, and the owner has deserted it for a castellated fattoria close behind it 
in the village.

The owner  being at  Florence  with the key to  his  property,  the Hobhouse 
brothers, undeterred, call on the assistance of “a civil man from the farm”, by 
whose help they “got into the garden and indeed up the stairs”. They admire the 
place,  the  location,  and  the  view,  and  are  assured  by  their  guide  that  “the 
apartments were magnificent, containing many antiques, and the room in which 
Lorenzo died”.

They next visit “Montughi, a villa of the Strozzi family”, by which Hobhouse 
is less impressed:

The villa itself is a sort of summerhouse with a conservatory of oranges and 
lemons underneath. The ascent to it is by several flights of steps. There is an 
inscription even on the other side of the road recording this vanity, so that it 
may be impossible for any passenger to miss the construction, which looks 
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very much like the temporary lathe and plaster honours rendered to poets or 
conquerors or favourites at the theatre.

A  little  beyond  this  villa  is  the  Montughi  where  the  Pazzi  laid  their 
conspiracy,  and  which  is  now  a  convent,  containing  on  the  whole  one 
hundred brothers.

It  was a fine,  sunny day.  We returned home by the gate of St. Gallo. 
Dined, &c.

It seems they find their passports, for at half-past seven on January 8th they 
leave  Florence,  travelling  south-east,  their  ultimate  destination  being  Rome, 
though Hobhouse does not say so. They go through San Donato, admiring the 
views. From San Donato they go to Incisa (“which Montaigne calls Ancisa, and 
says  was  the  birthplace  of  Petrarch”).  They  pass  San  Giovanni  and  Monte 
Vorcho. Everywhere they see lambs dropped, and white oxen with iron rings 
through their noses, “which Henry says is the custom in India”. The streets are 
well paved, and the buildings everywhere are handsome.

Leaving the Val d’Arno, they ascend the mountains, and reach Arezzo

… and entering a gate where we were asked for our passports, put up at five 
at the post-house, after wrangling with an insolent cheat of a landlord who 
asked  fifty  pauls  for  some  of  the  worst  accommodation  we  had  yet 
experienced. We dined badly but [were] procured a flask of Aleatic by my 
servant Villani. My room was a sort of vestibule to the necessary, but I slept 
well.

The  morning  of  January  9th is  devoted  to  the  sights  of  Arezzo,  which 
swarms with beggars. They see

… the substructure of an amphitheatre, being half the arch of one of the dens 
in which the beasts were confined. The semicircle form is well-preserved. In 
the vault is a picture of J[esus] C[hrist] or some saint, which the lad with us 
called a saint, but was corrected by a wiser man who said it was an idol.

Next  they  visit  the  cathedral,  and  its  chapel,  “which  Forsyth  considered 
properly as a sort of second cathedral” [Crook 96]. “There was much activity in 
the church, and in Italy the only activity is in churches”. The place contains the 
tomb of Guido of Petra Mala, “the inventor I believe of musical notes”.

The brothers  take the ladies  to  the cathedral,  and are  then for  some time 
frustrated in their search (also for the ladies’ benefit) for Petrarch’s house, about 
which no-one seems to know anything. Eventually they find it in the Borgo del 
Orto. It is “by no means so humble a cottage as is represented by some travellers, 
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but a very decent dwelling”. Despite the inscription on a stone in the wall, its 
lady inhabitant knows nothing of Petrarch. “At eleven”, records the diarist,

… we tore  up  our  standard  as  Flaminius  had  done  2,000 years  ago,  and 
willingly left Arezzo, though in a drizzling snowstorm.

They  pass  “a  vast  green  cultivated  flat,  which  was  redeemed  from  the 
marshes fatal to Hannnibal’s eye by the assignment of that county to the order of 
St Stephen”. Hannibal, Hobhouse remembers from his Livy (XII,  2-3), tried a 
short cut to get at Flaminius, but plunged his army into a marsh.

They reach “a prettified town of Castiglione Florentine”, change horses, and 
set off for Cortona, which they see, “not as Forsyth says like a picture on a wall 
[Crook 97],  but  crowning  with  its  walls  and  towers  the  ridge  of  a  hill”.  At 
Cortona

… we put up at the Campana, where we were decently lodged,  and most 
civilly treated. It is not a fancy that the Cortonese are in their kind manners 
the very opposite of what a traveller may see at Arezzo. We had immediately 
an opportunity of seeing the extreme poverty of the town: the landlord had 
not money to pay our postillions. Shortly after we found the same had no 
provisions in the house – everything was to be bought.

Although there are fewer beggars  than at  Arezzo, there are no bookshops 
worth speaking of, and indeed only two decent shops of any kind.

“Without one of the gates to the south” they ascend a terrace where they have 
a  view  of  Lake  Trasimene  (see  CHP IV  stanzas  62-5,  printed  below).  A 
“hurricane”  is  “rushing  from  the  bare  hills  beyond”,  so  they  return  to  the 
Campana and dine.

In the evening they try the play,

… where we were told to pay what we liked, and where change was with 
difficulty procured for a francesconi – the sight of the coin seemed to create 
surprise. The interior was dark and empty, only two lighted out of the five 
wicks in the principal lamp. Our hustler in the pit near us cried,  “Oh che 
brutta commedia!” and brutal it was. The hero was unshaved, and had a hole 
in his breeches. The only remarkable thing was that on the drop scene was 
the motto “Cortona superbi – Tarchantis domus – Sil. Ital.. Lib VIII”.  This 
must have come from an academician.

To bed eleven. Good [  ] but [  ].
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Report must have said that some distinguished and / or gullible Inglese are in 
town, for they find “some preparation made for our visit” when they visit the 
Museum or Library of the Etruscan Academy on the morning of January 10th. 
Two or three priests, reading in the first room, bow to them; and a fire is lighted. 
But the library has only two rooms, and a mere four thousand volumes, plus 
“two or three pieces of sculpture of no great merit … to anyone who has seen the 
bronzes  of  the  Florentine  gallery  there  is  nothing  remarkable”.  Hobhouse 
nevertheless  expends  no  little  ink  in  transcribing  the  inscriptions  there, 
describing some of the books and Etruscan vases, and wondering whether or not 
Cortona really was the ancient Etruscan capital. Many valuable antiques were 
stolen at the time of the revolution, he is told, by villains who had somehow 
obtained the keys (compare Baghdad in 2003).

At leaving, they are “absolutely dunned” by “understrapper” of the Custode, 
whose answer to most of their questions has been either “Non saprei”, or “io non 
sono che il custode”.

Next they try the “poor cathedral”, which has, however, some good pieces of 
sculpture, including “an admirable relief of the battle between the Lapithæ and 
Centaurs”. A recent historical anecdote follows, illustrating a local rivalry:

Our guide, coming home, told us that the fête on the 23rd of April, in which 
the Cortonese used to drag about some Aretine bones and get  drunk, was 
abolished by the French. Also that such is the enmity, that when 6,000 Poles 
attacked  Cortona  on  their  way  to  the  battle  of  Trebia  and  the  Aretines 
marched to their assistance, the Cortonese fired on them as well as the Poles 
and repelled both enemies and friends.

They explore the city walls, the southern parts of which “Forsyth says  … 
have yielded to the silent erosion of the Scirocco, whilst those to the north are 
not  worn  by  the  storms  of  3,000  years”  [Crook  99].  Once  again  they  see 
Trasimene,  and  try  “to  adjust  what  we  had  heard  of  the  battle  to  present 
appearances – but could not see the short narrow pass into which Flaminius had 
to  march  …” (see  Hobhouse’s  similar  feelings  about  Actium, November  7th 
1809).

They see more antiquities at the Corozzi Palace, where the patrician owner / 
curator apologises for the dusty state of his collection, and also answers “Non 
saprei” to all their questions. Hobhouse, however, finds many of the Etruscan 
items  fascinating:  a  Vesta  (“quite  oriental”),  a  boy  with  a  swan,  a  beautiful 
candelabra, “a female figure in excellent taste”, and “a small recumbent Venus” 
which “appeared to me quite Greek”. There is also a small griffin and a Jupiter, 
and a cut stone with the head of Brutus, with the cap of liberty and two daggers. 
The last part of the entry is worth printing in full:
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The Patrician  … invited us  to  have a warming pot,  the usual  fire  of  the 
country,  which  he  sent  for  to  accommodate  one  or  two  other  accidental 
guests,  apparently  friends,  and  of  the  same  stamp  with  himself.  Our 
conductor, or our lacquey, who had been in the French army and then in the 
customs at Rome at 3,000 francs a year, was well met and hailed by these 
proud nobles, whom Forsyth mentions [Crook 98-9] as so attached to their 
distinctions – and certainly what is noble here is very different from the same 
designation  in  England.  The  provincial  nobility  of  Italy  are  entirely  an 
anomaly in the eyes of an Englishman – there are still forty noble families in 
the town – of which five or six are well-to-do in the world, the rest poor. The 
masters are civil, and the butler takes care to follow you to the very outward 
door for his fee – which the dozen beggars that fill the archway of my lord’s 
house seem ready to tear from his hands. If the learned at Cortona are such as 
we saw at the Venuti and Corozzi Palaces,  Mr Eustace (useless) need not 
have regretted his not being able to discourse with them. The Abbé, whom 
the more respectable testimony of Forsyth records, is dead [Crook 98].

Coming home read a little of Livy and wrote journal. Went to bed and 
was dreadfully annoyed by fleas for the first time in Italy. 

Henry is unwell on January 11th – too ill to travel but not too ill to explore 
– and with Sophy (not, it appears, with Henry’s wife) they climb the hill on part 
of which Cortona stands. Here they get a better view of Trasimene, and think 
they understand the topography of the battle better than they did the previous 
day.  Perhaps  having  read  Livy  the  previous  evening  helped.  Returning, 
Hobhouse records dryly a monument erected in May 1814, to record the blessing 
given to the people of the town by the Pope, on his return from his enforced exile 
in France. He had given the clergy and nobles his feet to kiss. They meet many 
polite folks coming from the market, including the actors from the show they 
saw on the 9th. The leading man appears not to have changed his

… corduroy-torn pantaloons and other habiliments of his late personnage – 
he gave us the easy smile of Melchior Zapata, and had we kissed him would 
most probably have done the same. He was followed by the troop, driving 
little ponies with their moveables, and one or two of them mounted – “then 
came each actor on his ass” is no difficulty now.

The food at the hotel is not so good as it was the previous night, but the good 
manners they experience are identical. They book horses for the following day’s 
departure, and Hobhouse, at least, retires early.
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The good  impression  the  hotel  has  made is  dissipated  on  January 12th, 
which is the diary’s last entry, and thus the last before the gap left by the missing 
volume. The landlord tries to cheat on the bill by charging them francs instead of 
pauls, as had been agreed. “After some combustion” they get off to their own 
satisfaction, and are soon on their way to Casa di Piano.

Their route takes them across the site of the battle of Trasimene.
Hobhouse recognises the pass through which Flaminius passed, and concedes 

that even “useless” Eustace may here be more reliable than normal.  They find 
the point where, as Livy says (XII, 4), the Cortonian Hills come nearest to the 
lake,  and are convinced that  this is  “the precise spot where Hannibal  hid his 
cavalry”. The “fatal plain” now unfolds before them. They proceed

… down the hills called Gualandra, into the semicircular vale, “ubi largior 
patercit campus”, enclosed by an amphitheatre of hills, whose horns do, as 
Eustace says, end at Passignano at one side and at Borghetto on the other, 
and the cord of which arc is made by the lake. A woody eminence stretches 
from the hills into the middle, about, of this plane, and on it stands a white 
village called Torre. I take this to be the high spot mentioned by Polybius as 
that on which Hannibal encamped so as to be conspicuous to Flaminius. The 
rest of the plain is covered with olive trees in corn grounds, and sprinkled, as 
it were,  with farmhouses so as to change the appearance of what we may 
conceive the surface of the soil to have been at the time of the battle, though 
the topography is most exact. 

At half-past ten, after having crossed one or two little streams, we came 
to a small bridge over a stream called to this day Sanguinetto, and here the 
postboy stopping us told us that in some ground to the left, rather more open 
than the rest of the plain, was fought the great battle, and showing us some 
old walls on the declivities just above, said that near them were found the 
bones of the soldiers slain.

At this Byronic moment (see CHP IV 65, 8-9) Hobhouse’s diary comes to 
an abrupt but temporary cessation. The next volume is missing.
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	Edited from BL.Add.Mss. 56538
		At ten on December 8th they set off, still in a hard frost, on the twenty-five mile journey to Mantua. Until the last post, seven miles from the destination, there are no post-horses to be had, all having been monopolised by the second son of the King of Naples, his bride, and the Archduchess Maria Louisa, Napoleon’s virtual widow, who are travelling from Vienna.
		December 9th starts with anecdotes from the innkeeper, about Eugene de Beauharnais, and the Austrian General Bellegarde. Granier, the French commander, told Eugene, “You think to be King of Italy – but you will be nothing.” Hobhouse is still collecting tit-bits about the discontents which broke out when Eugene abdicated and left (bribing the guard at the gate with “a million.”)
	… meeting by the way sbirri [constables] conducting offenders in strings. A family of three had lately been massacred in this neighbourhood and not only put the whole police on the alert but had filled the country with horrid rumours – the Polish Prince’s servant said forty people had been stopped in the course of a month.
		They change horses at San Benedetto, and go on towards Novi, via a village called Moglia, which means they are now in the territory of the Duke of Modena. The “cursed Pole and his dragoons” slow them down. They want to set out from Novi at two, but there are no post-horses, so they put up at the Leone d’Oro, “in cold smoky rooms, where we had a talkative waiter.” He is a great fan of the Duke of Modena, who has abolished the death penalty, reduced taxes, diminished salt duties, and even abolished conscription, trusting to his volunteers! The waiter then spoils it all by revealing that he is himself a sergeant in the Duke’s volunteers, to which “none but men of character are admitted.”
		On December 11th they set off at ten for the eleven mile trip to Modena. The guide book confuses them by referring to the town’s defender as if he’s Marcus, as opposed to Decimus, Brutus. But the long arcades please them; they stop at the Albergo Grande, and put up for the day.
		On December 12th they set off for Bologna, a mere three posts away, “the whole on the 2,000-year-old Emilian way,” which is “noble” and “well-preserved.” At Castel Franco they leave the duchy of Modena for Romagna, the territory of the Pope, the scene of action last year between the Austrians and Murat. They pass the fortress of Urbano, blown up by Napoleon.
		Their prejudices against the Papal states are confirmed by the great mass of beggars who pester them, though “this did not seem so great a solecism as the right of a single sword or soldier in the hands appropriate to religion and the church.” They soon have a view of the Apennines, and of the Madonna di Santa Lucca.
		Entering Bologna, they observe the Pope’s soldiers, dressed in French uniforms. They put up at the Albergo San Marco, and the brothers, Henry and John Cam, go about. They find the numerous arcades very convenient for walkers. The cries of beggars, and also of prisoners when they pass the town gaol, are an affliction. “Collegians” (prostitutes) are to be seen. At a booksellers’ row they buy an account of the trial, in Paris earlier in the year, of Michael Bruce and Robert Wilson (Hobhouse’s failure ever to pass comment on this is a sigh of the secrecy, even, of the diary itself. It’s hard to believe he wasn’t a bit jealous). He notes that “the translator had left out Bruce’s quotation from Algernon Sidney,” showing a familiarity with the event which otherwise we wouldn’t know about from his journal.
		
	… came home had a good dinner and tasted for the first time Tuscan wine – sweet – red – oily liqueur, very pleasant, and charged three francs the small flask. Talk and bed.
		They rise at nine on December 13th, and walk out into the cold at noon. They visit the church of St Petronius, the town’s patron, with near it the famous Neptune of Giambologna, “in white bronze, looking like a stone,” and hardly fit for women, for the nymphs squeeze water from their breasts. Though Forsyth properly objects [Crook 327], Giambologna remains the hero of the town.
		On the morning of December 14th the party goes sight-seeing. They visit the Murischalchi Gallery and the Clementine Academy of Fine Arts. One piece which stands out is The Death of Virginia, by the sculptor Giacomo de Maria, which Canova himself has been to see four times. Mezzofanti joins them (Hobhouse spells his name “Mezzophanti”), and conducts them round the library, which contains a copy of Henry VIII’s Defence of the Seven Sacraments, signed by the author! Mezzofanti has the Lord’s Prayer written in 137 languages, and, it seems, can say it in all of them. Henry Hobhouse tries his oriental linguistic ability, and he passes the test.
		December 15th is a Sunday, and they set off for Florence, passing Bologna’s gates at half-past seven. They decide that they will need oxen at Logano, and send ahead from Pianoro. They reach the Apennines, and meet people on their ways to and from church. At Logano Sophy is unwell, and they rest at the post-house. They “mount through a country very wild and desolate, and apparently very high,” with a wind like a hurricane, which alarms Hobhouse for Sophy’s sake. In two villages there are military posts, and they are asked for their passports. At Filigare, the frontier post, they change horses (what happens to the oxen is not stated). They pass into Pietro Mala, where they “had time to recollect the exploits of the Curate Biondi mentioned by Forsyth” [Crook 384n].
	Leaving this village we had a rocky hill on our right which I suppose is the Monte di Fo, from whose surface the flame rises which is mentioned by guide books and which the Custom House officer invited us to stay at Pietra Mala to see.
		The country is …
	… as wild a country as is to be found in Xtendom. We arrived by five in the evening and put up at the inn which seemed to us the lone inn in the Apennines not far from Pietra Mala described by Forsyth [Crook 384n] as the scene of Biondi’s exploits. The rooms were more wretched than anything we had seen but the post with his eight daughters gave us a very decent supper, and we should have been very literally tranquil if Joseph had not turned first drunk and then frightened, and, partly to secure us and partly to favour a pot companion of a hussar sent there to escort Prince Regnier brother of the Grand Duke [of Tuscany] on his road from Florence to Vienna, very significantly told me not to depart next morning before daybreak, for there were four or at least five suspicious-looking fellows drinking below. This advice he said he had from the landlord’s brother. I laughed but went to bed, a little perturbed. It blew tremendously all night, and I walked now and then thinking of trapdoors, Biondi, and “io l’ucciderò!”
		On December 16th they rise at six, and, no-one having been assassinated or robbed, leave at half-past seven (though the post-master does suggest that they leave quickly, to have a good chance of post-horses, for Prince Regnier will otherwise take them all).
		December 17th is “a fine, warm day” and they do “nothing but walk about,” strolling along the Arno and visiting booksellers. One – Molini – is “going to republish Eustace in English, a book which he prefers to Lalande because he says he knows Lalande wrote his travels at Paris.” Henry buys a Eustace for 240 pauls.
		On the morning of December 18th it rains, and they stay in, reading Eustace and Forsyth.
		On December 19th Hobhouse and company go “to the great Florentine gallery” – it’s not clear how this differs from the “Ufficcy.” His impressions crowd the page, an artefact a line, and it’s hard to select what he finds interesting. The following is typical in its generality and in its reliance on Forsyth:
	Let them be ancient or very ancient some of the statues appear the very wonders of the art – with the objection of Forsyth [Crook 44] that some, particularly two boys on the left of the mother, are too much in the last exertion of athletic vigour and the Niobe is colossal in comparison with her children. There is an extraordinary freshness in all the statues.
	… all that I mentioned (out of Forsyth) [Crook 378-85] but not improperly familiar – no-one knowing better where to time his condescension. He used to walk about as a private man and has taken hold of Fontana’s arm in the street and walked with him. He told Fontana just after he was made Emperor that he had hoped to die amongst his family and then when he came back to Florence after being crowned in his dominions he said to the same that he was come to spare himself. He was an enemy to all usurpation – he told Fontana that he disapproved of the partition of Poland.
		Fontana says that although there are many Italian writers, none are any good. “Botta, a good historian for facts, had a Lombard unintelligible style; Monti [whom Hobhouse and Byron met in Milan] was taught the Italian of Homer by Mustoxidthes, who knew no Italian.” A Mr Palnomini then comes in, an engraver – a pupil of Morghen’s. “He joined in attacking everything Lombard and abusing Madame de Staël, saying that the attacks made upon her by the Gazeteers here, which are now dropped, were ‘graziosa’”.
		Hobhouse and Henry next go “to the Laurentian library, but were unable to see all its principal treasures – all we did see was the forefinger of the right hand of Galileo which some amateur is said to have bit off when on its way with the body to the grave – and a Bacchus.” Despite this, he describes it all in pedantic detail. Then,
	… leaving the gallery, Henry and I walked across the Arno over the Ponte Vecchio, which, like old Bath bridge, is covered with houses, and went up the hill to the church or convent of the Croce, whence we had a beautiful view of Florence – the Arno in its blue and white dotted plain – the hill of Fiesole with its tall tower between two summits – the Apennines close behind patched with snow, as were the nearer hills to the right. The hill is ascended by stone steps with a cross at seven intervals, representing the authentic events which happened in the journey of our Saviour to Mount Calvary: rod, crowns, sponge, nails, &c., are attached to the different woods. The weather was cold and windy.
		Came home dined and passed evening as usual.


