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PREFACE

Few cvents in our century have cxcited a deeper and
move lasting interest than the Italian movement of
1859-60-61. Within the last few years, the map of
Furope has been changed; a new nation has arisen
where there was recently nothing but a collection of
petty States; the power of one of the chief military
monarchies has been abridged, and the treaties 021815
violently rent by the action of regular armies, no
less than by popular uprisings.

The following pages are in the main a record of my
own personal experience of those memorable evo-
lutions. Having, during the period alluded to, visited
the several parts of the Peninsula where warlike ope-
rations were successively carried on, and having been
present at the most important of the engagements
and subsequent political proccedings which contributed
to the freedom of my country, I write from individual
knowledge, and not at sccond hand.

I have, nevertheless, in treating of the war of 1859,
verified and supplemented my own recollections by
sonsulting the best narratives I could find, such as
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" the official accounts of Solferino and San Martino, re-
corded by the French, Piedmontese, and Austrian
Governments; the Campagne d’Ilalie of Baron de
Bazancourt; the admirable Study of the Italian Cam-
paign in 1859, by Major Miller, R.A.; and the letters
from the different scats of war of the Zimes correspon-
dents. When tracing the general progress of events,
political as well as military, I have also carefully
referred to authentic records, and to the oral testi-
mony of reliable acquaintances, in order that I might
present as complete a picture as possible of the his-
tory of our own times in Ttaly.

The accounts I have given of the campaigns in
Northern Italy and in the Kingdom of the T'wo Sicilies
have been carefully written with a view to their being un-
derstood by the general reader. They are consequently
popular rather than technical, and though on that
account less interesting to professional soldiers, will, T
hope, be more acceptable to the outside world. I
have endeavoured to avoid expressing either too severe
or too culogistic an opinion of the men who took part
in the cvents here recorded, allowing them the benefit
of the reader’s judgment, and merely suggesting those
views which a long and patient study of the politics
of my native country has induced me to form. I trust
I have honestly related the truth, without regard to
the effect it may produce among special parties or
circles.

Three great individualities dominate this work—
Victor Emmanuel, Garibaldi, and Cavour: the three
public men who had the greatest share in the success
of the Italian cause.
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I should have imperfectly executed my task had I
not given a sketch of the state of socicty in Italy, and
of the habits, prejudices, and faith of its inhabitants.
This I have endeavoured to do with strict impartiality,
relating facts as I found them, and giving them equal
prominence, whether adverse or favourable to my
country’s cause. Aware how apt a writer’s statements
are to take an un.ntended colour from his wishes
and feelings, I have becen constantly on my guard
against this source of fallacy ; and although a man
can scarcely write about his native land without some-
times feeling the throbs of his own heart, 1 hope 1T
have not allowed myself to be led far astray by
natural patriotism. Ilope for my country 1 have
indeed expressed, but not, I trust, in the language
of inconsiderate enthusiasm. For, notwithstanding
that Italy has only just begun to breathe freely,
there is much even in her present condition, imper-
fectly organized as it may be, to justify her sons in
feeling proud of her position among the nations, and
confident in her future progress.

Some objection may be made to the title of my
book—Tlaly under Victor Emmanuel—on the ground
that, when the war broke out in 1859, only a small
part of the I’eninsula acknowledged the sway of that
monarch. It should be remembered, however, that
from the moment the Sardinian Sovereign placed him-
self at the head of the National movement, he became
virtually King of the entire land. Subsequent ¢lec-
tions merely gave the sanction of law to that which
already existed as a supreme fact in the hearts of the
vast majority.
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Should these volumes be favourably received by the
public, I shall indeed be rejoiced ; not for mysclf, but
for the sake of the aid (however small) which they
may bring to the cause of my country—a cause
reckoning many friends in England, yet not without
some honest adversaries, who may be convinced by
facts. '

B 6, ALBANY, PrcoapILLY,
June, 1862.
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At the beginning of the ycar 1859, the misfortunes

of Italy—if we except Piedmont—had so greatly

increased, that less favoured nations wondered how

humanity could endure such accumulated trials. The

Peninsula had long been a victim to Teutonic de-
VOL. T. B
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spotism, and was lacerated by petty tyrants, both
native and alien, whose Governments, shiclded under
the wings of the two-headed eagle, appeared to be
“a practical denial of God’s justice upon earth.” If
the repeated attempts of the Italian patriots proved,
on the one hand, that the determination to conquer
the political unity of their country had mot been
abandoned, the results of those efforts showed, on the
other, the strength of the opposing forces, and only
succeeded in adding new names, although illustrious
ones, to the list of its martyrs. It was therefore
obvious that, without the powerful aid of a friendly
nation, neither the example of Piedmont nor the
exertions of the party of action could have insured
the realization of Italian hopes.

Let theorctical politicians say what they will, the
much-talked-of principle that a nation must conquer
its independence without seeking forcign help has no
warrant in the political history of modern Europe.
Without the legions which accompanied William of
Orange, Fngland would perhaps never have attained
her long-disputed liberty ; nor would America, Greece,
or Belgium have sccured their independence without
the co-operation of alien armies. This is an histo-
rical fact, which refutes with the most striking
cloquence all the theories of those modern and
ancient politicians who have chosen to assert, and
thought to prove, the contrary.

Piedmontese diplomacy, thercfore, was neccessarily
turned towards the realization of such an end, even
at the cost of a national sacrifice. This is what
was done by one of the greatest statesmen of modern



AUSTRIAN INFLUENCE IN ITALY. 3

times—Count Cavour. THis lofty mind had been
long struck with the impossibility of his countrymen
effecting by their unaided powers the triumph of
their independence, without which no political unity
is possible.  Austria, although already hard tried by
the dissolving elements of her incongruous empire—
elements so jarring and scll-repellent, that we may
truly describe her as being, not a nationality, but an
army—Austria, I say, was still powerful in the valley
of the Po, of the Piave, and of the Adige. This
power was not simply the result of her material
strength : it sprang principally from the undue in-
fluence which, since the peace ol 1815, she had been
allowed to exercise, both morally and materially, upon
the minor States of the Italian Peninsula. Catholic
Rome having deserted the cause of the country since
the 29th of April, 1818, on the plea that the sacred-
ness of the ministry of a God of Peace did not allow
the Pope to wage war against any member of the
Christian family, the greatest cuemy of Italy had
thus in the chiel of the Catholic Church a moral ally
of the most formidable character.

To shake off the unbearable yoke of Austria was
therelore for unaided Ttaly an enterprise of total
impossibility :  the uscless attempts of 1821, 1831,
and 1818, had taught all practical Halians enough to
preclude any hope on the subject.  Foreign and
native politicians, no matter to what school they
belonged, were impressed with this truth; and so,
above all, was Count Cavour. IIc knew thabt the
sympathy ol the Liberal European Powers was on our
side; he knew the gencrous wishes which England

B 2



4 COUNT CAVOUR AND NAPOLEON 1II.

had always expressed for the welfare of his country.
But these sympathies would never have persuaded
Austria—even the so-called “ Liberal  Austria of to-
day—to give up an inch of Italian ground.

The Ttalian statesman was therefore under the
necessity of seeking for more practical help than
sympathy. To prepare the way for so grand an
enterprise, he joined the allied armies in the Crimea,
in order that Sardinia might take her place as the
representative of Italy at the Congress which followed
the war. This result once secured, Count Cavour
was certain of the effect his voice would produce
throughout the Liberal nations of Europe, and espe-
cially in France. He was convinced that the man
whom a strange destiny had raised from obscurity
and exile to sovereign power was to be regarded as
an instrument in the hands of Providence for helping
to bring about a solution of that question of the nation-
alities upon which he had long thought the ultimate
peace of Europe depended. He knew that Napoleon
ITL. had not forgotten the impression of his carly
youth, when, as one of the leaders of the Central Ttalian
movement of 1831, he shared the hard fate which
Austria imposed upon his vanquished Ttalian friends.
Relying upon the principle that a man is gencrally
desirous to avenge the wrongs he sustained when he
was siding with the fechle, Count Cavour boldly dis-
cussed the matter with the French Emperor, and a
convention was agreed upon and signed at the famous
meeting of Plombic¢res. The interest which Louis
Napoleon felt for Ttaly was of course made to accord
with the interests of France; for sentimentalism and
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self-sacrifice have never been the only inspirers of
policy. It is easy to say that “a nation fights for an
idea ; ” but, unhappily, this is never really the case.

In the question then discussed betwcen the Emperor
and the Sardinian Premier, the interest of France was
manifest. To humiliate Austria on the one side, and,
on the other, to erlarge the territory of France, and
sccurc a powerful ally for the Emperor, in the event
of a second IToly Alliance being formed at some future
day, were in themselves sufficient inducements to the
French monarch to lend his arms to the enfranchise-
ment of Ttaly.

The help of France once secured, the activity of
Count Cavour was turned towards summoning all the
clements of Ttalian strength, organizing them, and
making them ready for the day of action.  The calling
out of the vital forces of the nation would induce
Anustria to abandon her apparent apathy, tire out her
patience, and oblige her to assume a threatening atti-
tude towards Piedmont; in one word, would compel
her to take the initiative. Were I to dwell at length
upon all the details of this skilful plan—a task which
the limited sphere of this work will not permit me
to accomplish—it would be easy to prove that the
scheme elaborated by Count Cavour wuas one of great
boldness and grandeur. The justice of this eulogy,
however, will hardly be disputed.

Although the war against Austria had been decided
upon by the Kmperor, intelligence reached Cavour
about the end of March, 1859, that a change had
occurred in the Imperial mind. On the 25th of that
month, therefore, the Count went in all haste to
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Paris to judge for himself how matters stood. He
found the Imperor wavering, as if he were almost
afraid of engaging in the war he had promised to
undertake for the independence of Italy. Indeed,
after his first interview, Cavour thought that Napo-
leon was desirous of withdrawing from his solemn
engagement; and he made up his mind to carry
out the plan of his country’s redemption by rousing
all the revolutionary elements of Italy, and trusting
to the strength of his cause and the valour of his
countrymen.

Baron Hubner, the Austrian Ambassador at Paris,
had got scent of the change in Louis Napoleon’s mind,
and he therefore desired Count Buol to adopt a tone
of greater hostility, as he assured him that both the
ruler of Jrance and his Ministers had decided on
abandoning Sardinia to her fate. The advice of
Baron Ilubner was so [ar accepted at Vienna that
Austrian indolence soon gave place to decision.
However, though the Austrian representative was
well-informed at the beginning of this transaction,
he was not so at its end. Italy had two powerful
friends in Prince Napoleon and Count Persigny ;
and Cavour, having had a second conversation with
the Emperor, succeceded in making him change his
mind. It was then decided that the first pretext
should be scized upon to declare war against Austria.
Count Cavour returned to Turin completely victo-
rious, while Baron Hubner still thought that his
adversary had failed in his negotiations.

Towards the middle of April 1859, Garibaldi was
suddenly summoned to Turin by Count Cavour. The
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famous Italian leader was, as usual, in bad humour

with the Prime Minister of the King. Distinguished

by courage, disinterestedness, and public spirit,—bred

to simple and daring occupations,—endowed with

an unbounded frankness,—Garibaldi had no great

liking for Cavour. IIe thought him too proud of
his descent, and of his intellectual superiority. In

the opinion of thi: honest and fearless republican, |
Count Cavour borc a lively resemblance to those

noblemen of the auncien réyime who looked down with

disdain ou the common people, and governed them ac-

cordingly. But the little sympathy he felt with Cavour

did not prevent him from hastening to his summons.

Garibaldi arrived at the palace of Piazza Castello at

five o’clock in the morning. He was shown into the

well-known red room, where lie found himself in the |
presence of Victor Immanuel, of his Prime Minister,

and of Tarini.

“Well, General,” said Cavour, “the long-expected
day is near at hand : we want you. The patience of
Count Buol is ncarly exhausted, and we are only
awaiting the moment when he will have lost it alto-
gether.”

“I am always ready to serve my country,” replied
Garibaldi, “and you know that I shall put all my
heart into the work. Here, in the presence of our L
galantuoieo, I must, however, be permitted to speak my
mind openly. Am I to understand that you are going
to summon all the forces of the country, and, de-
claring war against Austria, to attack her with the
irresistible power of a naticnal insurrection ?”

“That is not precisely our plan,” answered Count
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Cavour. “Thave not an illimitable faith in the power
of the insurrectionary element against the well-drilled
legions of Austria. I think, moreover, our regular
army too small to match the 200,000 men our enemy
has massed on the frontier. We must thercfore have
the assistance of a powerful ally; and this is already
secured. You will now,” added the Count, “fully
,understand the meaning of the words addressed by
the French Emperor to the Austrian Ambassador on
the 1st of January.”

‘ Although my principles are known both to you
and to the King,” Garibaldi is reported to have an-
swered, “I feel that my first duty is that of offering
my sword to my country. My war cry shall there-
fore be, ¢ Italian Unity, under the constitutional rule
of Victor Emmanuel” Mind, however, what you are
about, and do not forget that the aid of foreign armies
must always be paid for dearly. As for the man
who has promised to help us, I ardently wish he may
redeem himself in the cyes of posterity by achicving
the noble task of Italian liberation.”

At this moment, the King, who always feels an un-
bounded regard for Garibaldi, took him by the hand,
assured him that Louis Napoleon had always desired
to see Italy free and happy, and added that he (the
King) had consented to the marriage of his daughter
to Prince Napolcon because he was certain of the
Emperor’s good intentions towards Italy.

I should here state that I do not pretend to give
the very words which passed in this important con-
versation. T only relate what was afterwards reported
to me by a gentleman on whom, both on account of
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his position and his veracity, I can fully rely. But
whatever might have been the words which were
uttered by those three illustrious personages on the
occasion referred to, the fact is, that Garibaldi, on
leaving the Downing Street of Turin, had consented
to accept the command of the Cacciatori delle Alpi—
a corps of volunteers which had been organized by
General Cialdini.

At the first rumour of war, Ttalian youths began to
emigrate from the different States of the Peninsula by
hundreds, and went to Piedmont. Committees were
cstablished in almost every town of Italy, with the
exception, I am sorry to say, of the Southern Provinces.
These commilteces were admirably organized by the
National Society of Turin, through the untiring
activity of the Marquis Giorgio Pallavicini, and of his
clever but perhaps too ambitious secretary, La Farina.
Agents were appointed in the towns subject to Austria
and to her petty Dukes, Duchesses, and Legates, whose
duty was that of furnishing the Italian voluntcers
with a serap of paper. This was a sort of pass, on the
delivery of which the young men were directed to
meet at a certain place on a certain day, and at an ap-
pointed hour. 1By these sccret means, bands of twenty
or thirty youths were collected near the frontier. They
were then placed under the charge of able guides, and
by the snowy paths of the Modenese Apennines they
reached Genoa and Turin, where they were draughted
cither into the regular army or into the volunteer
battalions.

As the emigration increased every day, Garibaldi,
at the end of April, when he assumed the command
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of the Cacciatori delle Alpi, was at the head of
three fine regiments of infuntry, officered by Cosenz,
Medici, and Arduino, of a company of Genoese sharp-
shooters, and of a small squadron of Guides, led by
a wealthy gentleman of Milan, Signor Simonetta.
Though slight in numerical strength, Garibaldi’s
division was in itself a valuable army. Tt was formed
from the best clements of Lombardy, of Romagna,
and of the minor Duchies. The Guides and the
Genoese sharpshooters had to provide their equip-
ments and their horses; and in their ranks were
therefore to be found the youths of the most wealthy
families of Genoa, Milan, and Bologna. When once
in Lombardy, such a body of men, commanded by
so illustrious and popular a General, would not fail
to reeruit its ranks, and become the nucleus of national
msurrectlion.

Whilst these warlike preparations were going on in
Piedmont, Austrian diplomacy imperiously summoned
the Government of Sardinia to dishand the free corps
within the short period of three days. The summons
was equivalent to a declaration of war: Austria had
lost her temper, and was at last caught in the trap
which Count Cavour had so ably prepared for her.
Baron Kellersberg, the bearer of the Imperial des-
patch, was sent back to Milan at the expiration of the
third day, and the Austrian General Gyulai was then
ordered at once to put into exccution the threatened
invasion of Sardinia.

Austria having since the beginning of 1859 pre-
pared herself for war, it was to be expected that her
army would cross the frontier as soon as Baron Kel-
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lersberg reached the head-quarters of General Gyulai
at Milan. Austrian Generals, however, do not scem
to be fully aware of the importance of time in warlike
operations; and General Gyulai, although a Hun-
garian by birth, is none the less an Austrian in this
respect. He lost two precious days in making his
personal arrangements, and it was only on the 29th
of May that two cc amuns of the Austrian army crossed
the Ticino at Gravellone. The first of these columns
marched on Garlasco and Tramello; the sccond on
Zinasco and San Nazaro. The die was cast: war
had begun.

T arrived at Paris from Tondon on the 3rd of May,
on my way to Italy. It was onc of those delicious
spring mornings which are the joy of the Parisians.
The bean monde was displaying itself in silks and satins
of a vernal hue, and in equipages rivalling those which
throng the splendid parks of London during the
fashionable season.  The Champs Flysées, the Doule-
vards, and the Rue de Rivoli were swarming with the
usual out-door assciblages of the fashionable and the
pleasure-seeking ; and towards the barriers, and along
the distant faubourgs, the poorer classes were enjoying
the public promenades with that cheerful and merry
countenance which exclusively belongs to the hard-
tried, but always guy, enfunts de Paris.

It was a memorable dny, full of hopes which T shall
never forget. Of course, cverybody at Paris was cx-
pecting great events; for Gyulai’s invasion of Pied-
mont was already known. Yet the great Sphinx of our
times had not fully spokea his mind; and, knowing
that the Austrian Minister was still in Paris, the
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Parisians were rather puzzled whilst waiting the
response of the Tmperial oracle. For myself, [ had
received the following letter from Count Cavour, and
I had also been told by a Sardinian diplomatist that
Sardinia could rely upon the assistance of the I'rench
army :—

“DEAR CoUNT ARRIVABENE,

“1 have received the two articles of the Daily
News you have kindly sent me, and I have no doubt
they have produced a good effect, and that they must
have convinced even our adversaries of the patience
shown by Piedmont.

“ Now that, in spite of everything, this war is ap-
proaching, I must beg you to do all that is in your
power to persuade our friends in England of the neces-
sity of hostilities ; so that, if we cannot secure the ma-
terial support of the great English nation, we should
at any price avoid ils enmily.

I remain, &ec.,

“ C. CAvOUR.
“ Turin, April 24th, 1859.”

I have quoted the letter which the great statesman
did me the honour to address to me, in order to
show the estimation in which he held.the people of
England. Count Cavour had®always been among the
greatest admirers of England and of her liberal in-
stitutions. So much did he value the sympathy of
this country that, knowing Lord Derby’s Government
to be far from friendly to Sardinia, he sent to London

Massimo D’ Azeglio and Commendatore Nigra, towards
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the end of April, in the hope of convincing the
magnates of Downing Street that the threatening
attitude of Austrin had rendered peace impossible.
1low the envoy of Victor Emmanuel was reccived by
the then Premier of England I will not say. The
reader, however, will have nothing to wonder at when
I remind him that, a fortnight after D’Azeglio’s
mission, a Minister of the British Government at-
tempted to mystify his country by speaking of the
struggle then proceeding in the plains of Northern
Ttaly as “the war now raging in Italy, for some
purpose whick no one can wunderstand.” Happily for
my country, the division of the 10th of June showed
that England was not satisfied with the Derby
policy. .

At two o’clock on the famous 3rd of May, I was
strolling about the Rue de Rivoli, when the crowd in
the strcet suddenly broke out into a cry of “ Vive
PEmpereur! War is declared!” T hastenced to the
corner of the Rue Castiglione, when I saw the
memorable proclamation in which Napoleon III. told
his people that ““ Austria, in causing her army to enter
the territory of the King of Sardinia, our ally, declares
war against us. She thus violates treatics and justice,
and menaces our frontiers.”

Stock Exchange jobbers, comfortable merchants,
well-to-do men of the world, and others who think
more of their individual interests than of the claims of
humanity, may argue till they are tired ; but they will
never succeed in persuading intelligent persons that
the Ttalian war was not so popular in France as the
Crimean war had been. For myself, T was fully con-
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vinced that the French nation was heart and soul with
us; for France had not forgotten that, in making our
quarrel her own, she had a good chance of forcing
Austria to pay dearly for her insolence in 1814 and
1815.

When I left Paris, the regular trains had been
stopped, and there was only one train a day which
could tuke travellers direct to Turin.  Even this might
be stopped by the military authoritics, as happened
to the onc by which I travelled. My companions
and I were obliged to wait a long and anxious day
at Culoz. Tt is impossible to form a correct ideu of the
activity which prevailed at that time on the road from
Paris to Lyons, and on that which I was anxious to
take on leaving Culoz. Soldiers of all arms, officers
of every rank, were there pell-mell, in the road-side
inns, or in the ficlds, which were then covered with
spring flowers ; talking loudly, drinking frecly, full of
martial spirit, and as anxious to encouunter the
Austrians as a young girl of seventeen to meet her
beloved. T knew too well the weakness of our allies
for /u gloire, to be surprised at the enthusiasm of the
Trench troops.  Ilere, a batuillon de chasseurs was
crossing the tiny lanes of the mountain village in
which I was obliged to stop, roaring “ /ve Ullalic !
Mort awr Awtrickiens!”  There, a regiment of the
Line echoed the shouts with all the power of the
human Jungs.

I was beginning to fear that T should be obliged to
spend many days in the dirty town of Culoz, when,
happily enough, a Sardinian messenger whom T knew
picked me up, and took me safely to Susa. From Saint
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Jean de Maurienne to old Susa, the scenery is very
fine all along the mountain defiles ; and on the present
occasion it was made still more grand and varied by
the busy passage of the French army. At last I
arrived at Turin; at tidy and clean Turin, walled
about by the Alps. The situation of the Sardinian
capital is very striking. On the south, the west, and
the north, as far as the eye can reach, snowy peaks
pierce the sky, with bold Monte Rosa looking down
upon them. Then, on the east, the sight ranges over
the nearer line of picturesque hills, sparkling with
elegant villas, and dotted here and there with pretty
hamlets ; and above all rises the splendid Superga,
the resting-place of the worn-out exile who died at
Oporto, the unfortunate Charles Albert.

The capital of the future kingdom of Italy resounded
in all parts with the clanging of arms. The arsenal
rang all day with the din of hammers; and crowds
gathered to see the war-trains, drawn by three or four
locomotives, sweeping on to the cast, or the commis-
sariat carriages assembled under the windows of the
barracks. 1 shall never forget a scene which touched
me exceedingly as 1 was crassing the DPiazza San
Carlo. It was Sunday. A company of Lombard volun-
teers was coming from church—a company of boys
and grey-headed men, banded together for the defence
ol their country.  As the patriotic troop was passing,
the crowd dushed along through the piazza, shouting
with joy; the ladies at the windows threw sweet
bunches of May flowers upon them; and the air was
filled with a glad, yet solenun tumult. Above thosc
sounds of rejoicing, onc name seemed to be borne
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aloft in a manner which showed that the happy
people of Turin knew well to whom they were indebted
for their rising fortunes. Above the sublime monotone
of the popular acclamations, I could distinctly hear
the words—* Liong live Cavour! long live Cavour!”

On the 2nd of May, Victor Emmanuel addressed
a proclamation to the Ttalians, in which he called
the nation to arms. The Sardinian regular army
contained five excellent infantry divisions, of about
13,000 men. Each division had two battalions of
Bersaglieri, a regiment of cavalry, three batteries of
artillery of six guns, and a company of sappers.
There was a division of cavalry under General Sambuy,
numbering sixteen squadrons, to which two batteries
of horse artillery were attached. The numerical
strength of this division was 2200 horse, and twelve
picces of artillery.

The five infantry divisions were under the orders

of Generals Durando, Fanti, Mollard, Cialdini, and
‘ucchiari. The King was Commander-in-Chief,
with General Morozzo della Rocea as Chief of the
Staff, and General La Marmora Commander «ad
latus.

At the opening of the campaign, the Sardinian
army had been echeloned on the line which runs
from Casale to Alessandria, and from that fortress
to Tortona and Novi. The division of cavalry on the
left bank of the Po slowly retired from the Ticino
towards the Sesia; while that commanded by Cialdini
occupied the line of the Dora-Baltea, which had been
fortified by the Commander of the Royal Engineers,
General Menabrea. As I have said before, General
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Gyulai’s first step was to invade Piedmont, both on
the right and the left bank of the Po. TIe had
caused two of his corps d’armée to cross the Ticino,
and occupy the Novarese and Lomellina provinces,
pushing at the same time across the Sesia, and occu-
pying the town of Vercelli. Another Austrian corps
d’armée had simultancously crossed the Po, and in-
vaded the greater purt of the provinee of Voghera.
The third and fourth corps of the French army had
in the meanwhile hastened to the field of battle
from the slopes of Mont Cenis and Mont Gendvre,
marching thus on- Turin through the valley of the
Dora-Riparia. The first and second French corps,
together with the Tmperial Guard and the materiel of
the army, which had sailed from Toulon to Genoa,
had erossed the Apennines (cither at the pass of Bo-
chetta, or through the tunnel of the Ligurian rail-
way), and had occupied the valley of the Scrivia.
This army, which was destined to eross the Lombard
plains, together with its brave Ttalian companions in
arms, and to realise the Roman phrase of old— Fexi,
vidi, vici—was formed of the Imperial Guard, com-
manded by General Regnault de Saint-J ean-d’Angely,
and of five corps d’armde, under the orders of
M’Mahon, Canrobert, Niel, and Prince Napolcon.

On the 12th of May, the French Emperor made his
entry into Genoa, the superh Queen of the Ligurian
sea. At dawn of that day, the Genoese people were
busily engaged in erecting triumphal arches, and in
adorning the balconies of their white marble palaces
with velvet draperies and fresh flowers. The women
were in a deliriuin of joyful expectation, and one
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might have said that their only occupation consisfed
in interweaving the laurel leaf with the spotless
camellia of their gardens. When I go back in
thought to the evening of that day, and think
of the magnificent city of Genoa— unquestionably
one of the most beautiful towns of the South,
and perhaps superior to all others, excepting Naples
and Constantinople—I experience once more  the
ideal luxury I then enjoyed in the ancient seat of
stately Doges and triumphant warriors. The weather,
too, was in harmony with the occasion. Shakspeare
might have derived the inspiration of that famous

line—

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank !

from the lustre of.the white Italian orb which shone
that night upon the gardens of the Doria Palace, and
the numberless arched loggie of the marble buildings
of the Contrada Balbi. The picturesque hils which
skirt both sides of the valley of Bisagno, with their
elegant villas, were in a blaze of light, from the point
of Rebizzo’s Casino—the most hospitable of all—to
the far-famed Villetta di Negro; and nothing was
wanted to complete the beauty of the scene.

But let us leave Genoa and her handsome women ;
let us forget the classical and poetical pezzotto which
adorns the cbon hair of those daughters of Liguria;
and, following in thought the track of the Imperial
Guard, let us stay at Arquata, where Marshal Baraguay
d’illiers had taken up his head-quarters. A fine
ruined castle surmounts the hill—a medizval edifice,
whose decaycd hall still bears the marks of Durazzo’s
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terrible revenge. The road continues increasing in
beauty ; the groves of pale-green olive trees are spotted
with the darker hue of the solitary cypress, and inter-
woven by the undulating festoons of the vines. Let
the reader fill the whole of that splendid scenery with
tents and flags, with Zouaves and Chasseurs—let him
animate it with the busy camp life of a French army—
and he will still have but a faint idea of the beauty of
the far-famed spot which lies in the valley of the
Scrivia, and a still fainter of the grandeur of its aspect
on that day. '
As carly as the bth of March, General Gyulai con-
centrated numerous troops at Vercelli, on the right
bank of the Sesia, thus threatening the line of the
Dora-Baltea and the town of Torca. On their ex-
treme right, the Austrians had also occupied Trino and
Gattinara; and these movements seemed to indicate
that they intended to get possession of Turin by a
coup de main. 1f this movement had been persisted
in, General Niel would have occupied San Salvatore
and Valenza, whilst General de Sonnaz, one of the
oldest and ablest oflicers of the Sardinian army, would
have bravely disputed the ground, covering the capital
with the small force he had at his disposal. Soon
afterwards, however, the Austrians began to retreat
towards their position at Lomellina. This hasty
retrogression had become a necessity for Gyulai. The
allied armies were rapidly concentrating themselves on
those points where it was to be presumed the Austrians,
marching in the direction of Voghera, would make
their most strenuous cexcrtions.  If the Austrian
General-in-Chief had turned his main foree on that
c 2
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tract of country which lies between Casale and Ales-
sandria, he would have knocked his head against several
fortresses, to say nothing of Marshal Canrobert’s corps,
and part of Niel's, which he would have met in his
way. To persist in his threatening movement against
Turin would have been also a great strategic blunder,
because he would, in all probability, have been out-
flanked on his left wing, and his communication with
the main body of the invading army would have been
at once intercepted. The chief blunder of the Aus-
trian General had already been committed. Had he
boldly marched, at the beginning, either on Turin or
on Alessandria, and taken possession of the railway to
Genoa, he could have beaten both the French, coming
from the defiles of Novi, and the Sardinians, severed
as the latter were from the main body of the allied
forces. IIis waste of time in useless and feeble
demonstrations towards Valenza, Frassinetto, and
Cambio, made the allies aware of his indecision, and
from that moment the campaign was lost.

The Imperial head-quarters were at that time esta-
blished at Alessandria, the most remarkable monument
of the great Lombard League. On the confines of the
Marquisate of Monferrat and the Pavezano, between
the Tanaro and the Bormida, and near their junction,
stands this famous place. It was within its walls
that, in the year 1171, the citizens of the Lombard
towns, together with the inhabitants of the sur-
rounding villages, stood their ground against the
army of the German Emperor, who was compelled to
make a disgraceful retreat from before the newly-
erccted walls. T chanced to pass through Alessandria,
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so full of glorious reflections for a Buonaparte, on the
day on which Louis Napoleon made his entry.
Triumphal arches had been thrown across the streets.
At the gat: of Porta Marengo, which leads to the
famous ficld of Dbattle made illustrious by the TFirst
Consul, an arch of clegant construction had been
erected, adorned with flowers and flags, while on the
fricze was conspicuously emblazoned in tri-coloured
letters the motto—*“ To the descendant of the con-
queror of Marengo!”  Victor Emmanuel, riding on a
fine bay charger, had gone to mect the Emperor, and
had taken him to the Royal Palace, splendidly deco-
rated for the occasion. The martial bearing of the
King—his bold and firm aspect—gave evidence of the
noble race of warriors from which he springs. The
gay and busy appearance of Alessandria at that time
contrasted singularly with the stern severity of its old
palaces and half-decayed medizxeval churches. Groups
of Zouaves, and bands of Hussars and Lancers,
mingled with the lovely women and girls of the city,
singing and embracing cach other with that effusion
of joy which was one of the prominent features of
those days. Ladies of rank walked arm-in-arm with
the young officers of the Imperial Guard; and priests
and .soldiers talked together, ate together, drank
together, and sang together, under the glowing im-
pulse of the nation’s re-awakened life.

On arriving at the Royal Palace, the Emperor was
greatly moved at finding on his table the very map on
which the First Napoleon had traced the movements
of his army before the baitle of Marengo. On that
memorable day, the head-quarters of the Consul were
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established at Torre del Garofalo, a sort of country-
house which belonged then, and belongs still, to the
Marquis del Garofalo. In the joy of victory, the
map was forgotten, and it became a treasure of
the family. Now, however, that gratitude to the
Napoleonic family was in every Italian heart, the
treasure was naturally offered to the descendant of
the great captain.

When, on that May night, the public rejoicings
were over — when the torches and the numberless
coloured lights of the illuminations were ncarly
extinguished — my thoughts turncd towards thosec
unfortunate ones who were already lying on beds of
suffering for the sake of their country.

Some days Lefore the excursion which I made to
Alessandria, I went to pay a visit to a Sardinian friend
who belonged to Cialdini’s division, and who had
been wounded in a skirmish on the Sth of May, near
Casale. At that time, the division of (Cialdini, aud
the Cacciatori delle Alpi, under the command of
Garibaldi, were operating together on the left bank
of the Po, beating now and then the Awustrians when
they dared to attack the Piedmontese lines. On the
7th of May, I arrived in time to follow Cialdini,
en amalear, on » rather dangcrous crrand. The
General had been instructed to make a sortic from
Casale, and bring back some news from the Austrian
lines. At dawn we started, but for three miles the
encmy was nowhere to be seen. As we moved slowly
on, a number of horsemen rose suddenly above some
clevated ground on the left, which ran towards the
river we had crossed. One of thesec men appeared to
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be an officer of the Austrian Staff. The others were 4
Kaiser Hulans. After a while, two of them retired,
flourishing their lances, and pointing out with them
some of Garibaldi’s mnen, who, under the command of
Captain Decristoforis, were advancing on their left.
The officer maintained his position, and was soon the
cynosure of all eyes. He was about half a mile from
us, and through a good telescope we could watch
every one of his movements. He rode slowly along
the bank of a narrow stream, looking with great
calmness at the movements of the Cacciatori delle
Alpi. The Austrian officer wore a dark green tunic,
with golden stars on its collar, a cocked hat, sur-
mounted with feathers of the same colour, and a
pair of grey trousers. As Cialdini and Garibaldi were
advancing with the main body of their men, the two
Hulans came back with some others, and spoke to the
officer, who speedily left the spot. At the same time,
we could sce on our right a dense cloud of dust, and
hear distinctly the report of rifles continued without
interruption. We hastened our march, and in half
an hour the.Piedmontese column met an Austrian
convoy of sixty-four oxen and two hundred cows, all
of which had been taken by the Austrians {rom
various farms of the Lomellina. The booty was
carried triumphantly into Casale, amidst the acclama-
tions of the people.

On the following day, Cialdini was informed by his
spies that at daybreak General Gyulai intended to
make a reconnoissance in person on Casale. Cialdini
sent word to Garibaldi to be on his guard; and the
fact proved that the report was fully correct. At three
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o’clock in the morning, the Cacciatori delle Alpi met

the Austrian advanced guard, 1000 strong. The
courageous volunteers, led by Captain Decristoloris,
fired their rifles, and boldly rushed on the Austrians
with the bayonet. The Croats could not resist, nor,
indced, did they attempt to do so. They turned at
once, followed by Captain Decristoforis (who much
distinguished himself), and speedily took to their
heels. '

My friend was badly wounded in the fray, and was
taken to the hospital of Alessandria. On entering
the ward which he occupied, I found him assisted by
two men, one of whom secmed to belong to the
highest class of socicty.

“ How are you, myj Giovanni?” I asked, whilst he
was offering me his pale, thin hand.

“ Not very well, as you gee,” he answered; “but [
hope I shall soon recover, and be able to join my
Cacciatori and my excellent Garibaldi. Through the
charitable exertions of that generous man,” added
Giovanni, in a faint voice, pointing out the shortest
of the two attendants, “ I am well cared for, and only
ieed paticnee.”

Ile then introduced me to Count Casati, a Senator
of the kingdom, who had been the President of the
Provisional Government of Lombardy in 1848. At
the beginning of the war, the Count, who had already
lost two sons in the service of his country, volunteered
to organize a socicty of gentlemen who were to fulfil
the duties of assistants in the military hospitals.
The ofler being accepted by the Sardinian Govern-
ment, the Scnator and wealthy nobleman, and many
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of his friends, became humble attendants on the
wounded.

I was so moved by this simple and eloquent scene
that on leaving the hospital tears came into my
eyes. The reader will, I hope, agree with me, that a
country which can boast such men—and there are
many in Ttaly like Count Casati—may confidently
hope for a great, happy, and glorious future.

The Sardinian army, whose head-quarters were still
at Occimiano, was covering the passage of the Po at
Casale, and that of the Sesia at Vercelli, the latter
town having by that time been evacuated by the
Austrians, after many depredations. The French
were also allowed by the enemy to occupy unmolested
the long line of the Po parallel to that on which the
Austrians had concentrated their forces after their
retreat.  Where the French intended to cross the
river, General Gyulai was of course unable to guess.

By referring to the map, it will be seen that the
Franco-Sardinian army was thus drawn up in a large
crescent, which extended itsell from Vercelli to Vo-
ghera, without interruption. The first and sccond
French corps d’armée occupied the extreme point of
this crescent, having hefore them the Austrian fifth
corps, advancing from Casteggio, on the high road
which leads to Voghera. It was therefore evident that
a serious engagement between the two armies could
not be long delayed.

The battle began at half-past one o’clock on the
afternoon of the 20th of May, at Genestrello. On the
part of the Austrians, Braum’s brigade occupied the
railway, and two battalions of Schaafgottsche held the
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post road, with the sharpshooters on the hills beside
it. Gall was at Robecco, Bils at Casutisma, Prince von
Hess at Branduzzo, and Boer at Barbaniello. The
first position attacked by the Austrians was that of
Cascina Nuova, which the French Colonel Cambricls
gallantly defended for two hours with his single bat-
talion of the 74th. Inthe meanwhile, General Forey,
having come into action, drove the enemy out of
Genestrello, at the same time compelling the Aus-
trians, who had attacked Cascina Nuova, to retire.
Beaten out of these positions, the Austrians took up
a fresh onc at Montebello, on the same ground as
that on which Lannes had routed them in 1800.
General Forey, commander of the first division of
Baraguay d’Hillier’s corps d’armée, and the Sardinian
Colonel Maurice de Sonnaz, were the heroes of the
day. In a few hours, the allicd armies, with a foree
of 5,905 infantry, and six squadrons of Sardinian
cavalry, routed the 20,000 Austrians who, under the
command of Field-Marshal Stadion, had been directed
from Casatisma, Robecco, Barbaniello, and Branduzzo,
on Genestrello, Montebello, and Oriolo.

The action of Montcbello still further convinced
Gyulai (as is proved by his report to the Austrian
Emperor) that the Franco-Sardinian army had been
massed between Alessandria and Voghera with the
view of forcing its way towards Pavia, and menacing
Piacenza. The Austrian General was completely out-
manccuvred. In order to make him persist in his error,
General M’Mahon, whose head-quarters were at Vo-
ghera, was directed to make it appear that he intended
to throw a bridge across the Po ncar the village of
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Cervesina. At the same time, the whole of the French
army received an order to prepare to change its front.
This strategic movement—one of the most skilful re-
corded by military historians—was commenced on the
morning of the 28th of May. The strictest secrecy
was preserved, and there were but few of the French
Staft officers who knew the real intentions of the Em-
peror. The last and most important orders, however,
were only despatched during the might of the 29th,
and the greatest care was taken at the Imperial head-
quarters that no suspicion of the contemplated design
should reach the Austrian General-in-Chief. In less
than three days, this remarkable movement was made,
with astounding order and precision, almost under the
very eyes of the enemy.

The Sardinians had also received orders to follow
the movement of the principal army, and to mask it
by occupying a prominent position opposite the vil-
lage of Palestro. 'The whole of the allied army’s
line of battle was thus changed, turning on its left
wing from the right bank of the Po to the left, and
on a line parallel to the Sesia. This powerful army
of about 200,000 men extended its undulating lines
like an immense serpent, which had its head at
Cameriano, its tail at Casale, and its centre at Palestro,
on the other side of the Sesia.  Such a movement
could not have been so secretly and speedily carried
into execution without the aid of those railways which
Count Cavour had caused to be constructed, in the hope
that they would one day greatly facilitate the inde-
pendence of his country. The change of front of the
allied armies proved once more the great utility of
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railways which run parallel to a base of military ope-
rations. In three days, the whole of the French army,
and a great part of the Sardinian, were by these means
enabled to leave their former positions of Alessandria,
Voghera, Tortona, Novi, Occimiano, and Verecelli, to
cross the Po at Casale and the Sesia, at Borgo-
Vercelli and other places, and to extend themselves in
a line parallel with the Sesia, forcing the enemy to
retreat on the left bank of that river.

The Sesia, however, is not a river which can
cover an army. Scarcely had the Sardinian; taken
possession of its banks, when it was crossed by them,
and the Austrians were defeated once more at Palestro
on the 30th and 31st of May. I have already stated
that Victor Emmanuel had been directed by the
French Emperor, Commander-in-Chief of the allied
armics, to foree the pass of the Sesia, and dislodge, if
possible, the Austrians from their position at Palestro.
On the evening of the 29th, the head-quarters of the
King were consequently removed from Oceimiano to
Vercelli. Orders were despatched during the night ;
and early on the morning of the 30th the Sesia was
crossed by General Cialdini. The advanced Sardinian
Guard was composed of the 10th regiment of the
Tine, commanded by Colonel Brignone, one battalion
of Bersaglieri and Piemonte Reale Lancers, and two
field batterics. The King, followed by the whole of
his army, crossed the same river on a bridge of boats
crected at a place near Pozzana, almost opposite to
Castelnovello.  One column marched boldly on the
position of Vinzaglio, which, besides being on elevated
ground, was strongly fortified by the enemy. The
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shock was terrible. A whole Austrian brigade was
posted there, ‘with ten field guns and two howitzers,
to wait the assailants. General Cialdini’s column was
the first to reach the scene of action. It was received
with a shower of bullets, which carried death through
its lines. The Italian General, however, did not hesitate
an instant ; and, as soon as his men got avithin twenty
paces of the entrenched camp of the enemy, they
rushed boldly towards it, and carried the position at
the point of the bayonet. The Austrians stood their
ground well, as they were supported by reserves
which were pouring from the road leading to Vin-
zagho and Casalino. The fight assumed the most
deadly character, and Cialdini would perhaps have
been obliged to retreat, had not a second brigade
been despatched to support him.  Two battalions of
the new-comers were ordered to follow Cialdini’s
men; and in less than an hour the enemy were
completely routed, and obliged to retreat towards
Novara. The rush of the Piedmontese soldiers
was so sudden, that the Austrians were obliged
to leave in their possession three hundred muskets,
besides a  considerable number of prisoners and
wounded.

Whilst the victory was thus sccured on the Sar-
dinian extreme left, the enemy, posted at Casalino,
was attacked by a third brigade, and, after an hour’s
hard fighting, was also obliged to retire in disorder.
By this time, the main body of the Piedmontese army,
which had crossed the Sesia on three bridges of boats,
at Prarolo, Candia, and Lanzasco, had divided into two
columns, and begun the attack at Palestro.
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This small village, which slopes down towards the
river, had Dbeen strongly fortified by the Austrian
General Zobel. It was held by a Bohemian division,
and two Dbattalions of Tyrolese sharpshooters, with
twenty field guns and four howitzers. As the ground
was still muddy from the heavy rains of the previous
night, it was a matter of extreme difficulty to take
the position by assault. Nevertheless, after two
hours and a half of deadly fighting, the village was

arried at the point of the bayonet, and the cnemy
was completely routed. Two guns, two hundred
muskets, and a grecat many prisoners and wounded,
were taken by the Sardinians during this orilliant
action, in which Major Chiabrera, whose battalion
bore the brunt of the onset, behaved admirably.
As soon as the victory was won, and the Austrians
were in full retreat on Ilobbio and Mortara, Victor
Emmanuel addressed the following proclamation to
his gallant army : —

“ Chicf Ilead-quarters at Torrione, May 30, 1859.

“ Soldiers |—Our first battle has been our first vie-
tory. Your heroic courage, the admirable order of
your ranks, and the valour and sagacity of your
chiefs, have this day triumphed at Palestro, Vinzaglio,
and Casalino. The enemy, repeatedly attacked, has,
after an obstinate defence, left his strong positions in
your hands. This campaign could not commence
under more favourable auspices. The triumph of this
day is a sure pledge that you have other victories in
reserve for the glory of your King and the fame of
the brave Piedmontese army. Soldiers! The coun-
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try exultingly expresses its gratitude to you through
me, and already points out to history the names of
its heroic sons, who for the second time have bravely
fought for it on the memorable 30th of May.

“Vicror EMmanveL.”

Next day, General Zobel came to the rescue,
with the brigades of Weigl, Dondorf, and Szabo
(having left that of Kudelka in reserve), and did his
best to retake Pulestro; but he was again thoroughly
beaten. It was in this second action that Cialdini’s
division, Jed by Victor Jmmanuel himself, performed
prodigies of valour. The 3rd regiment of Zouaves,
under the command of Colonel Chabron, was at-
tached to this Sardinian division, and had a great
share in the victory of the 31st of May; for the
Zouaves captured part of the enemy’s artillery, jump-
ing over the muzzles of the guns. At one time, the
King of Sardinia himself took the lead of the
attacking columns, and threw himself into the very
thick of the action. Seyeral of the officers of his Staff
were wounded, and General La Marmora, who was
galloping at his Majesty’s side, had his horse shot
under him. The heroism of Victor Emmanuel on
that day was so great that the 3rd regiment of Zouaves
came to the unanimous determination to eleet him
their corporal—an honour similar to that which, after
the battle of Montenotte, had been bestowed upon
General Buonaparte by the 73rd demi-brigade of the
Republican army.

I hope I have now succceded in giving a clear
account of the first operations of the allied forees in

VOL. I.



32 ' AN EXILED PRINCE.

the provinces of Voghera and Lomellina, of which the
action of Montebello was the first important episode,
and that of Palestro the,last, preparatory to the great
battle which was fought on the 4th of June at
Magenta, upon Lombard ground.

The day after the action of Palestro—in which
more than 500 Austrians were killed or drowned in
the Brida, and about 1000 taken prisoners—a sub-
licutenant of the Nizza cavalry regiment presented
himself to the French Colonel Chabron, having been
directed to escort the Austrian prisoners to Vercelli.
The young officer was tall and slight, of fair com-
plexion, and of elegant bearing. He addressed the
Colonel with so pure a French accent, that the
suparior officer could not help saying, “Surely your
pronunciation is too good for you to bo a Savoyard.
To what country do you belong?”  “T am a French-
man,” answered the cavalry officer; “I am de
Chartres.” “You come from Chartres? How docs
it happen, then, that you are in the Sardinian
service P asked the Colonel. The young man re-
joined, “I do mot come from Chartres, but my name
is de Chartres. I am the second son of the Duke of
Orleans.”

Before Colonel Chabron could say anything in
reply, the young Prince, whose father he had loved

and admired in Africa, had galloped away to join his

men.
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CHAPTER II.

GARIBALDI’S FIRST VICTORIES IN LOMBARDY.

Biclla—Pictro Micca—A Visit of a Hero to another Hero’s Birth-
place— A Sindaco in great Confusion — Garibaldi’s Staff —
Carrano and Ulloa—Garibaldi at the King’s Head-quarters—
Garibaldi advances— Bivouae at Verrua—An Austrian Spy
—1is tragic End—A backward Movement—Arona—An intel-
ligent Officer—Garibaldi at last on Lombard Soil—A Digrgs-
sion on Volunteer Corps- -Storm in the Mountains—Reeeption
at Varese—The Austrians are beaten—A modern Gracchi
Family—General Urban—Striking  Difference between two
Military Leaders—Garibaldi’s March on Como—A Lombard
Amazon—Urban’s sceond Defeat—An interesting Telegram
—Rejoicings of the Comaschi—The Fort of Laveno—General
Urban marches again on Varese-~Garibaldi seems to have no
Escape—Villa Mediei-Melegnano—Wonderful March through
the Mountains—The Cacciatori delle Alpi are saved—Qari-
baldi’s Strategy—Sceret of Garibaldi’s Victories.

Tur day after the interview between Cavour and
Garibaldi which I have described in the first chapter,
the latter left Turin for Biella, to assume the com-
mand of the Cacciatori delle Alpi. This mountain
town, which lies on the river Cerva, an affluent of the
Sesia, has always been proud of being the birthplace
of Pictro Micea, though the gallant Piedmontese cor-
poral was really born at Andorno Cacciorna, a hamlet
a few miles from the town itself. In the ycar 1706, a
VOL. L. b
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powerful French army was besicging Turin. A breach
had been opened in the western bastion of the town;
and the assault was imminent. The engineer offi-
cers of the good Duke Amadeo had decided upon lay-
ing a mine under the opencd wall of the bastion, and
firing it when the columns of the enemy should
come up to storm the place. The mine was laid, and
was already filled up with thousands of pounds of
gunpowder ; nothing was wanting but the application
of the match. This operation, however, requires time,
and an officer of the Staff had just brought news that
the French columns were marching fast to the assault.
In a few minutes they would surely enter the breach.
Great was the confusion amongst the working parties,
and nobody knew what to do. Suddenly, a young
corporal of the pionecers stepped forward, and address-
ing his officer, said, “ Retire quickly with my com-
rades; rccommend my family to the Duke, and pray
to God for me.” The officer had scarcely left with his
men when Micea heard the sound of the advancing
enemy over his head; then an cnormous shout
which rent the air. It was the column of French
Grenadiers, who, having removed all obstacles in their
way, were ascending the breach. Micca seized his
lantern, pulled out the candle, and with it set fire to
the powder. A terrible explosion was heard, a dense
column of smoke ascended to the sky, and 1200
French soldiers were either blown up or buried under
the heap of stones from the demolished wall.
Garibaldi being at Biella, could not resist paying a
visit to the house of the Piedmontese hero, which is
naturally preserved with all the devotion due to a
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national shrine. Followed by a brilliznt Staff, he took
the road to Andorno, where he arrived unexpectedly.
The Sindaco of the village—a hatter by trade—put on
his best coat as fast as he could, and hurried to meet
the General.

The cottage where Pietro Micca was born is still
in the possession of his descendants—humble people,
who have scarcely a notion of the heroic deed per-
formed by their ancestor. The Pictro Micca of our
days—for the Christian name is regularly borne by
the males of the family—is a poor, innocent fellow,
who is bewildered whenever he sees any large number
of visitors enter his house. However, he bows, and
repeats, in his almost unintelligible dialect, < ‘Thanks,
thanks!” A sweet little girl, fresh and quick as the
women of those mountain districts generally are—
a child not distinguished for positive beauty, but cer-
tainly pretty—is the one intelligent being of the
family. She understood in a moment who were the
visitors, and why they had come. With a swift step
she ran up to the well-known room, adorned its
windows with flowers from the garden, and, when all
was tidy and gay, came down, and asked the visitors
to go up.

The Sindaco, having got over the confusion into
which Garibaldi’s sudden appearance in the village
had plunged him, tried to show that he felt the gra-
vity of his oflice to the full. This was chiefly done
by polishing his hat with the palm of his hand—a
habit derived from his trade—and by stammering out
over and over again the words, “Ilere is one hero
visiting another:” a phrase rather to be objected to

VOL. I. p 2



36 GARIBALDI'S STAFF.

for its want of strict logic, considering that it was fully
one hundred and fifty-three years since Pietro Micca
so gloriously ended his days.

Garibaldi’s first occupation on arriving at Biella was
the organization of his Stuff. It was chiefly composed
of men who had shared his daring exploits in South
America—his faithful and gallant friends of San Jos¢
of the North, and of the Salto Saint Antonio. There
was rough, but good-hearted Baggi; and there were
Sacchi and Marochelli, never behind when there is a
danger to meet: all men of undoubted courage, and of
an unbounded devotion to their illustrious leader.
Mantovani, Merryweather, Bovi, and Cenni we-c¢ also
there: these were officers who, like Guastalla, Chiassi,
Bronzetti, and Boldrini, had fought under the orders
of Garibaldi at Rome in 1849-—the noble remnant of
Manara’s and Medici’s legions; and with them were
the Marquis Treechi and others, who had scen service
in the Picdmontese army before and during the cam-
paign of 1848. The most distinguished of these last
was (lemente Corte, a man of ]no‘h attainments, and
a first-rate artlllery officer.

(Gieneral Corte is a native of Piedmont. Ile re-
ceived his ecducation at the Military Academy of
Turin, and subsequently distinguished himself as a
captain of the Sardiman Artillery in the campaigns of
1548-9. Medici, Cosenz, and Arduino, as I have
said before, were appointed to command the three regi-
ments of Caceiatori delle Alpi. The first had seen
service in Spain with Cialdini, and had afterwards
joined Garibaldi at Montevideo, where he gained the
reputation of an excellent officer—a reputation which
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he still further increased at Rome in 1849. Cosenz
was foremost in the defence of Venice in 1848-9,
and proved himself to be a first-rate Staff officer. In
1848, Arduino was in command of one of the Lom-
bard regiments, but, at a later period, left the service,
and retired to Genoa, his native city.

Garibaldi’s Staff I ving been formed, Colonel Car-
rano was chosen as its chief. Carrano is a Neapo-
litan, who, together with Ulloa, did not hesitate,
though in the secrvice of Ferdinand II., to sacrifice
personal intevest to love of country when the King,
in 1818, recalled the corps d’armée which was to
have joined a part of the Sardinian forces in Venetia.
Both he and Ulloa followed old General Pepe—the
veteran of the Italian exiles—and gained great military
reputation during the memorable defence of Venice.

Ilow diflerent is the fate of different men in poli-
tical convulsions! Carrano is honoured and loved
by his countrymen; while his former comrade, Ulloa,
is condemned and shunned by all Liberals. The first,
however, is faithful to his principles and his country ;
the second, if he has not altogether betrayed them,
sympathizes with the Neapolitan Bourbons, whom he
is now willing to serve. The judgment of a nation is
generally just: hence the honours bestowed upon the
first, and the scorn which rests upon the second.

On the 6th of May, Garibaldi left Biella with
his small army to join Cialdini at Casale, where he
took a prominent part in the action of the 8th, which
I mentioned in the first chapter. It was on the even-
ing of the Gth that the Cucciatori delle Alpi received
orders to leave Casale, and, following the road to
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Pontestura, Brusesi, and Chivasso, to take up a posi-
tion on the left bank of the Po. If T mistake not, il
was on the morning of the next day that Garibaldi,
having been summoned to the head-quarters of the
King at San Salvatore, received an autograph reseript,
by which he was authorized to enlist volunteers and
to impose contributions of war. The right 1o do this,
Victor Emmanuel derived from a deecree of the Cliam-
bers, which, on the declaration of war, had proclaimed
him Dictator. Having handed over the reseript to
Garibaldi, the King began to explain to him the plan
of operations which he conceived the famous leader
should carry out in Lombardy. After a great deal of
talking over maps, and much discussion of strate-
gical combinations, Garibaldi begged to be allowed

, to observe that he would not undertake to carry out
any preconcerted plans, and that he wished to be left

, to his own daring inspirations. ¥reedom to deal
with circumstances as they arise, to turn to account
all the shifting incidents of a campaign, is the very
atmosphere of military genius —and especially of
such genius as Garibaldi’s. Victor Emmanuel saw
at once that it was hopeless to keep such a bird in
the cage of settled rules; and, at once abandoning
the attempt, said, “ Go where you like, do what you
like! I feel only one regret—that I am not able to
follow you.”

The reader will perhaps ask himself why Victor
Emmanuel should have desired to follow Garibaldi.
I beg him to remember the Crimean war, and to
bear in mind the penchant which the Grande Nution
has for exclusively monopolizing military victories ;
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and he will then find the proper answer to the
question.

In five hours, Garibaldi was at the head of his
daring voluntcers. It is not my intention to give a
diffuse description of this famous Pder's wonderful
campaign in Upper Lowbardy ; for the plan of my
work is too limited to do so. I shall try, however,
so far to follow him in his glorious exploits as to place
the reader in possession of a short but clear sketeh of
his military operations in 1859.

On the cvening of May 9th, the Cacciatori delle
Alpi arrived at Verrua.  The Austrians were not more
than three miles off’; but the night was dark. Gari-
baldi made his preparations for the next day ; took his
precautions to avoid surprise; inspected his outposts ;
gave the pass-word to his Guides; and then retired to
rest. Carissimi, an excellent soldier, though full of
fun, was in command of a party of the Guides on
patrol; and Missori—kind, sympathetic, heroic Mis-
sori—was entrusted with the guard of the camp. All,
therefore, was as safe as it could be; so the bivouac
fires are lighted with a feeling of confidence, and pipes
are smoked by their side, the glare of the flame shining
upon the soldiers’ faces, red and glowing, as they cower
over it for warmth. The probable movements of the
next day are discussed with all the warmth of Italian
conversation ; and lively gesticulations are not want-
ing. At length, the fatigue of the long and tiresome
day’s march gets the better of officers and men;
loud talking gradually falls into broken whispers,
and then even these die away altogether. Heads
drop upon leathern knapsacks. The camp, alert,
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busy, and noisy half an hour ago, is buried in
silence and repose.  The solemn stillness of the
night is only now and then broken by the mono-
tonous voice of the sentries, by turn calling out
to each other t&be on the watch; or by some dog
in the distant farm, howling at the approach of the
patrols. '

But there are some others who do not sleep. That
villa, the windows of which shine with flashes of light,
is the house where Garibaldi has established his head-
quarters. Two superior officers are seated round a
table, examining with great attention some papers,
whilst a tall young man, of fair complexion, dressed in
plain clothes, is holding in his hand a worn-out * wide-
awake.” The face of this man, standing Dbetween
four Guides, betrays no emotion. It is a northern
face. The fair whiskers, the light blue eyes, the
pale cheeks, show the race to which he belongs.
A Garibaldian sergeant had caught the prisoner in a
by-road. Ile had stopped him, and at the first few
words had made out that he could be no other
than an Auwustrian soldier in disguise. Lombards
are sharp enough for such work; and, besides, the
sergeant had, in his early years, been brought up
at Vienna, and knew how to recognise a Germax,
even if he were in the valley of Jehoshaphat. Tlie
reading of the papers found in the prisoner’s pockets,
moreover, left no doubt on the subject. The poor
fellow was a Hanoverian, and belonged to the Stafl’ of
the Austrian military engineers. He had undertaken
the dangerous errand of surveying the Piedmontese
lines towards Verrua, and watching the movements of
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Garibaldi.  Nevertheless, the sad duty of condemning
him to death was spared to the Ttalian General. He
was shut up in the prison of Verrua during the night,
and when the corporal of the guard went into the cell
to take him before his judges on the following morn-
ing, he found that he had bidden a last farewell to his
native land, to his family, and to the world, having
hanged himself to the iron bars of his prison window
with his cravat.

On the 12th of May, the Cacciatori delle Alpi
Jjoined old General de Sofinaz at San Germano, and
were in front of the Austrians, who were anxious to
cross the Scsia, and march on Vercelli. From San
Germano, Garibaldi marched again on Biella. He
passed through Massarano, and hastened to ford the
same river between Gattinara and Romagnano. Night
and day, he continually kept skirmishing with the
Croats—mnow up in the mountains, now down in the
plains—till, on the cvening of the 21st May, he
marched boldly with his Cacciatori from Borgomanero
to Arona, where he ordered provisions, as he intended
to stop there. The Sceretary of the National Asso-
ciation, Signor La Farina, had Dbeen sent there by
Count Cavour to act as Kxtraordinary Commissioner,
not oily for Arona, but for the whole of the
important province in which that town is situated.
This gentleman, who in former times had been one
of the most sanguine adlierents of Mazzini, is 4 man
of great energy; and he set to work with the
determination to carry on the insurrection in the
whole of the neighbouring Lombard provinces. 'When
Garibaldi arrived at Arona, he was informed that the
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alarm-bells had rung in all the communes of the
districts of Varesotto, Tramezzo, Como, and Lieno, in
spite of the Austrian flying columns, which now and
then occupied them. The General did not say what
his intentions were; but allowing the people to
belicve that he was going to remain at Arona a few
days, he secretly, during the night, turned with his
troops by the left of the town, and marched on Cas-
telletto Ticino.

Simonetta, the brave and intelligent commander of
Garibaldi’s Guides, had already started with a few of
his men for Castelletto, where he had a great many
friends, and possessed a good deal of landed pro-
perty. Endowed with an energy seldom met with in
southern natures, Simonetta looked out at once for a
boat, found one, and in a few minutes was on the
other side of the river Ticino. This operation was
rather a dangerous one, for the Austrian steamers
were cruising up and down the lake. Danger, how-
ever, is a trifle to any man whose heart is devoted to
the cause of his country. A sufficient number of boats
were provided on the Austrian side of the river; every
oar was plied with vigour, for every one of those
rowers was a patriot ; the bhoats were tuken over to
the Sardinian bank, and when Garibaldi arrived at
Castelletto, he was at once able to cross the Ticino
with the whole of his small army.

The Cacciatori delle Alpi were at last on Lombard
soil, having been safely landed not far from Sesto
Calende. After a lapsc of eleven years of misery and
anxious expectation, the Italian volunteers had again
passed the Rubicon of Italian frcedom and regenera-
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tion. But this time they were not to cope alone with
the forces of Austria; they were but the advanced
guard of a great and powerful army.

Here the reader must allow me a short digression.
What Major Simonetta did at Castelletto and Sesto
proves how useful may be the employment of volun-
teers in national wars. The knowledge they possess of
the topography of the country, the numerous acquaint-
ances they have among its population, the influence
they exercise—all this may be turned to the greatest
advantage by the regular army. Were I in need of
arguments to prove the truth of this, I need only quote
the report of General Urban to Count Gyul‘u after
the defeat he had sustained at Camerlata. In that
report, the Austrian Lieutenant-Marshal especially
dwelt on the fact that Garibaldi was at the head of
troops who, having numerous connections in the
country, were able to learn every strategic operation
of their adversary, whilst he was generally ignorant of
their movements, and not unfrequently deceived by
the false reports wilfully concocted by the inhabitants
of the province. I hope that God will always pre-
serve England from any foreign invasion ; but should
an encmy be daring cnough to land on these shores,
the English people will then doubly bless the day on
which the noble youth of this country set to work,
heart and soul, to become thoroughly acquainted with
the use of the rifle.

The Cacciatori delle Alpi halted the whole of the
22nd of May at Sesto Calende, and on the evening of
the next day made their entry into Varese. A violent
storm—one of thosec tempests frequent in Northern
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Italy during the spring scason—had accompanied the
Garibaldians during that fatiguing march. The air
was heavy, the sky covered with thick clouds, which,
becoming darker and darker, poured an almost inces-
sant torrent of rain on the ranks of the patriots;
but neither this, nor the fear of an attack by ticneral
Urban, which was constantly imminent, prevented
the population of Varese from hastening to mect
their liberators.  The silence of the night was broken
by the noise of merry peals of bells (rung both [rom
the town churches and from the towers of neighbour-
ing villages), and by the shouts of an enthnsiastic
crowd of people.  Every house was opened, from the
mansion of the rich to the cottage of the poor; cvery
table was laid to treat the newly-arrived friends. The
phrase “restate sereit”—a traditional compliment that,
as Manzoni says, the peasants of Lombardy, however
poor, never fail to pay to those who from any causc
come to their homes—was everywhere to be heard
that night. DBut the patriots had only a little time to
think of supper and refreshment, for the Austrians
were perhaps marching on Varese, and were at any
ratle known to be within a few miles.  On the next
day, a Bohemian battalion and a squadron of Hulans
attacked the company which had been left at Sesto
Calende, under the command of Captain Decristoforis,
who slowly fell back on Varese. One of his wounded
soldiers was unfortunately left behind in a road-side
farm, and was put to death Ly the Austrians who
found him there.

In the meanwhile, Garibaldi hiad fortificd Varese as
well as he could. Barricades were erected at Dorta



THE AUSTRIANS AGAIN BEATEN. 45

‘omo and [PPorta Sesto; Medici was to defend the
former with his regiment, Cosenz the latter. At
dawn of the 25th, General Urban, with five battalions,
two squadrons of hussars, four ficld-pieces, and two
howitzers, arrived at Castel Belforte.  The body he led
against Garibaldi was not less than 5000 strong; and
he took up a strong position on an eminence, whence
he was able to send shells and round-shot over the
ill-fated town of Varese. His troops were then divided
into two columns : the first, under the protecting fire
of the artillery, was sent to storm Medict’s position ab
Porta Como; the seccond was to bend towards the
right, and to attack Garibaldi, who by that time had
already occupied the mamelon called the Esplanade of
Ponti und the Villa Biumi. Medici repulsed the re-
peated assaults of the first column, whilst Garibaldi,
sceing the weak attack of the sccond, descended {rom
the hill, and hastened to join him. Their junction was
effected; and on they went in pursuit of the retiring
enemy.  General Urban, barassed by the Gari-
baldians, tried to make a stand at Malnate; but his
resistance was of no avail, and after a hard fight of an
hour’s duration, his 5000 men were compelled to
retire in the greatest disorder.

In the action T have thus briefly sketehed, the Cac-
ciatori delle Alpi had about one hundred men Zors de
combat, and a few were taken prisoners. Amongst
the dead was a youth of great merit — Emilio
Cairoli, from Pavia. The Cairoli family had spent a
great part of its property for the national cause, and
at that moment its head—a high-minded widow—
might have been fairly compared to the mother of the
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Roman Gracchi, for she gave to Garibaldi her’ four
sons. Omne of these was Emilio; a second died
during the southern campaign; the two others are
still alive, but both are mutilated by the wounds
they reccived at Palermo.

In the retreat from Malnate, General Urban had
permitted his troops to perpetrate all kinds of bar-
barities. To give an idea of this General, who scems
to have been anxious to rival the reputation for cruelty
obtained by his friend Haynau, it is enough to record
the murder he caused to be committed in the vicinity
of Montebello on the 20th of May. TFour miles from
the last-named village there is a hamlet called Torri-
cella. On the morhing of that day, two Austrian
soldiers, whilst passing through a vineyard, found a
rusty gun conccaled under a mulberry tree. They
picked it up, and asked a passer-by who was the pro-
prictor of the vineyard. On being answered that it
belonged to Cignoli’s family, of Torricella, they went
to Santa Giulietta, and ordered the usher of the town-
hall to follow them. They took the road which
leads to Torricella, and having arrived at the village,
saw some persons scated at the threshold of a cot-
tage. They were told by the usher that those were
the Cignoli, and the whole [amily was at once
arrested. The houschold consisted of Pictro, a
peasant sixty years old; his Dbrother Antonio, fifty
years old; and his sons: Girolamo, thirty-five ; Carlo,
nineteen ; and Bartolomeo, scventeen. There were
also standing before Cignoli’s cottage Antonio Sectti,
Riccardi Gaspare, Ermenegildo Sanpellegrine (a boy
fourteen ycars old), and Achille de’ Luigi, a youth
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of eighteecn. One of the Austrian soldiers having
gone into the cottage, came out after a few minutes
with a small empty powder-flask in his hands. 1lle
then gave orders to the nine persons to follow him
and his companion, utterly disregarding the heart-
rending appeals of their wives and sisters for mercy.
They were brought before Ficeld-Marshal Urban,
who, after having heard the report of the soldiers,
ordered the unhappy prisoncrs to retire into a field.
As the poor fcllows were obeying this command,
about twenty Croats were told to fire on them,
which they did. The victims fell to the ground
dead, with the exception of Pietro Cignoli, who did
not expire on the spot, having‘nl_y been wounded
in the right armn and leg. Six days afterwards,
however, he Dbreathed his last in the hospital of
Voghera. 'Whilst being examined on his dying bed
by Judge Nicelli, the poor man said: ‘“The gun found
in the ficld did not belong to me. The arms in our
possession were Dburied five or six days before our
arrest, and the Austrian soldier did not find them
when he searched my house.” Such was Ficld-Mar-
shal Lieutenant Urban!

In strong contrast with the cruelty of the Austrian
General was the humane and charitable feeling of
Garibaldi. After the defeat which Urban sustained
at Malnate, the Italian leader was riding through the
field of battle, when his attention was attracted by
the dead body of a poor Styrian private, who was
lying on the ground, still holding his musket. On
seeing this, Garibaldi reined in his horse, and turning
to Major Corte, said :—*“ What a sad thing war is!
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That unhappy youth was perhaps snatched from the
arms of his mother to come and die in this country.
And why? Because an Austrian prince takes it into
his head to oppress the Ttalians, and afterwards
turns Italian arms against the countrymen of the
dead.”

Subsequent to the victory of Malnate, the Gari-
baldians marched from Varese to Cavallesea, a mountain
village about four Italian miles from Como. The road
(one of the most picturesque in Lombardy) winds up
innumerable valleys, dotted with the white houses of
the villages, or with solitary farms. From village
to village, from the heights down to the plaing,
there are many rodk and paths, sometimes smooth
and of easy ascent, sometimes steep and crossed
by large streams, which descend from the snowy
bosom of the far-off mountain-tops. In the distance,
as in the magic scenery of some fantastic tale, the
mountains of Resegone and San Martino peep over
the lower ridge of that unbroken and marvellous
chain. Now and then in the distance a streak of
the blue lake appears to the eye of the traveller like a
shining riband, or a picee of waving silver drapery.
In the valleys, the richly-cultivated fields (intersceted
by low white walls, which divide one property fromn
another), the vineyards, and the ascending groves of
mulberry or tall chestnut trees, show the amazing
richness of the country ; and at turnings of the road, or
at the meeting of narrow lanes, you are pretty sure to
find a little chapel dedicated to Our Lady of the Co-
rona, or to some other patron of the neighbouring
hawmlet. It is a scene which no pen can describe, no
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painter delineate ; one which can only be understood
by those who have beheld it.

Garibaldi arrived at Cavallesca, and encamped there,
that he might hold the ground, should the Austrians
attack him with superior force. The country is not diffi-
cult to defend. The line which extends itself through
the mountains from Cavallesea to Como, is J)rotected
on the left by the lake, behind by the Swiss territory,
and in front by several hills and streams. But Urban
was not in the humour to attack our volunteers. Ile
had taken up a strong position at San Fermo, a small
hamlet in the direction of Como, where he awaited his
adversary.  Garibaldi was at that time in great per-
plexity, for he did not know what the encmy’s inten-
tions were.  Suddenly, a handsome Amazon appeared
in the distanee.  Despising all danger, she had boldly
ridden across to Urban's lines. She was a young

Lombard lady, and she brought precious news, for she
was enabled to point out to Garibaldi the positions of
the Austrians.  From the deseription she gave, map in
hand, it was guite clear that the enemy infended to bar
the march of Garibaldi on Como. The Italian chief,
thercfore, at once sent the 2nd regiment of his Cae-
ciatori to attack San Fermo in front, whilst another
column was sent to turn the mountain, and descend on
to the road which leads from San Fermo to Como,
and so cut off the only retreat which remained to
Urban. But the Austrian General had concentrated all
his forces on that point: no fewer than 10,000 troops
guarded the line running from San Fermo to Camer-
lata, whilst Garibaldi’s corps scarcely numbered 3000
men.  Nevertheless, the Cacciatori delle Alpi, trusting
VOL. I. E
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in their bayonets, ascended the hill, and fell upon the
Austrians like an avalanche. A hand-to-hand fight fol-
lowed ; the Styrian battalions hesitated, swerved, were
driven back, and the position was carried. A little to
the left, a gallant Cacciatore delle Alpi, Antonio Vige-
vano, was fighting with an Austrian soldier. (iari-
baldi’s volunteer had already overpowered his adver-
sary, when suddenly he heard the man exclaim,
“ Antonio, do not kill me; I am your brother!”
The poor fellow had been foreed into the Austrian
service in 1855, and had not seen his family since that
period.

Garibaldi allowed the enemy no rest.  Ile followed
the retreating Austrians on the road to Como, compelled
them to run through the streets of the town, and forced
them to retire in complete disorder towards Camerlata,
and from thence to Monza. This was a second victory,
and one far superior to that of Varese; for Urban, in
his hasty retreat, was obliged to leave behind him am-
munition, commissariat carriages, and a great portion
of his maleriel. But their success was bought dearly
by the Italian volunteers, who lost many of their
officers; amongst them, Captain  Deeristoforis, of
Milan, the best of all.

Since his departure from Verrua, Garibaldi had
scarcely received any news from the head-quarters of
the allied armies. e was naturally anxious to know
something of their whercabouts, when an officer of his
Staft’ informed him that the Austrians had forgotten
to break the telegraphic wires runuing to Milan.
“Well then,” said-Garibaldi, “let us send a message
to the Austrian commander of the Lombard capital ;
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he will perhaps be kind enough to give us some news.”
Major Corte hastened to the telegraph office, and told
the officer on duty to telegraph—<1lave the allied
armics made any offensive movement ?”’ Message from
Milan: “ Who asks the question?”  Major Corte:
“ Tieutenant-Marshal Urban.”  Answer of the Aus-
trian commander of Milan: “ No.’

The reception which the Garibaldians met with at
Como was one of those ovations which are more easily
imagined than deseribed.  The bloody executions
ordered by the Austrian military authorities in 1853,
—the persecutions of the police,—the total disre-
gard of private property,—the rapes and devasta-
tion perpetrated by the Croats during the cam-
paigh which had just begun,—had been enough to
drive the population to despair. Now that Garibaldi
had arrived, all those sufferings at once ceased,
and Italy was on the eve of being freed from her
oppressor.

After having organized a Provisional Government
under the presidency of Emilio Visconti Venosta, one
of the most distinguished and learned young men of
Milan, who had been appointed by Count Cavour Ex-
traordinary Commissioner in Upper Lombardy, Gari-
baldi marched back on Varese to protect, if need were,
the arrival of a field battery which had at last been

*sent to him {rom Turin. His backward movement had

besides another object. At Laveno, on the northern

bank of the Lago Maggiore, was a fort which he in-

tended to storm.  DBefore, however, carrying out his

plan, he shipped the company of Captain Ferrari on

one of the Austrian stcamers which ran on the Lake
E 2
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of Como, and sent it to Lecco, the largest of the
adjacent villages, and the one which gives its name to
the district. At the same time, he fortified Como as
far as possible, and left in it a small garrison to pre-
vent any coup de main which Urban might attempt.
Repeated assaults against the fort of Laveno were
made during the nights of the 2nd and 3rd of June :
but the place was too strong; no artillery was to
be had ; and the attempts ended in failure.

In the meanwhile, General Urban had been made
aware of Garibaldi’s movement on Laveno. 1le there-
fore stopped his retreat, and suddenly moved again
on Varese, which had been left totally defenceless.  To
avenge himself for the defeat he had sustained a few
days belore, he imposed upon the population a war
contribution of two millions of franes, on pain of
the town bLeing sacked by the Croats should the money
be refused.  But Garibaldi had heard of the Austrian
occupation, and at once hastened back from Laveno,
Ly one of those marches which scem impossible until
accomplished. At dawn next day, he suddeuly
appeared on the hills of Sant’” Ambrogio and of
the famous sanctuary of Madonna del Monte — two
eminences which hang over the Austrian positions.
On the left of his line, the 2nd regiment, under the
command of Medici, was placed in advance, and occu-
pied the Villa Medici-Mclegnano.  The Austrians
were not less than 10,000 strong.

This tine they felt certain of victory, and that
Guaribaldi had been caught in a trap.  And, indeed,
the position of the Cacciatori delle Alpi was most
dangerous. The only four guns they possessed Lad
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been left hehind ; while the enemy was strong both in
artillery and cavalry. So certain were the Austrians
of capturing the whole of the Italian volunteers, that,
on the morning of the 4th of June, Urban telegraphed
to Milan that he had at last surrounded Garibaldi,
and that he hoped to have him, dead or alive, before
‘the day closed. In fact, the Austrians had ncarly
turned the left wing of Garibaldi’s troops; so that he
“was compelled to fall back on Colonel Medici, and con-
centrate the whole of his forces on the narrow height
crowned by Villa Medici-Melegnano. The villa of this
Milanese family affords great facilities for holding it for
a considerable length of time. The palace is in itself
a massive structure of the seventeenth century; the
main road winds up by a steep gradient, and barri-
cades can be easily erected.  On the memorable day in
question, palisades and ckeraux-de.frise were put up by
the Caceiatori; and all the while this was going on,
the Austrians were watching from the plain, and not
even trying to check the proceedings, for they showed
an intention on the part ot the Garibaldians to attempt
to hold the ground, which was what Urban desired.
It soon became evident that Urban’s intention was to
surround Villa Medici on the next day, and cut off
all hope of retreat for the conqueror of Varese and
Como. To induce Urban to believe that he really in-
tended to accept the fight, Garibaldi, as night came
on, made a great display of blazing bivouac fires, and
ordered his men to march up and down behind them.
The sky, which had been pure and blue during the
day, was suddenly covered by dense rolling clouds,
which spread from the east to the west, carried by the
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wind, whistling and sweeping wildly round the valleys.
Lightning flashed and thunder cchoed through the
cavities of the mountains, and large drops of water
began to lay the dust of the dry fields; but thesc
were but the forerunners of a great descent of rain.
Taking advantage of the darkness, which was rendered
still greater by the increasing violence of the storm,
Garibaldi gave orders for a retreat. Silent, with their
bivouac fires still blazing, the Cacciatori delle Alpi
passed unnoticed close to the Austrian outposts,
struck along the arduous mountain paths into the
deepest gorges, and, after a long, difficult, and
fatiguing march of many hours, throungh rivers and
ravines, arrived at Como, whilst Urban was anxiously
awaiting the moment of attack.

There is something apparently supernatural in the
life of the daring Italian leader. Few Generals could
have so wonderfully escaped from the grasp of an
overpowering enemy, who felt certain of surrounding
him, and indeed had taken all the necessary measures
to that end. The ability shown by Garibaldi during
the short campaign I have just sketched, and in sub-
sequent operations, was no doubt the resull of his
experience, and the successes he obtained are mainly
to be ascribed to that power of comprehensiveness
which he possesses in so high a degree.  Being an
execllent mathematician, he at once studies the ground
on which he is going to operate, calculates all possible
combinations of strategy and tactics, and acts accord-
ingly. Indowed with the greatest determination, he
never hesitates.  ITis plans being once settled in his
mind, he strikes instantly, dares all issues, and suc-
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ceeds. There 1s, besides, another consideration, which
may perhaps appear strange at first sight, but which
nevertheless is confirmed by experience. The secret
of Garibaldi’s victories is to be found principally in
the system he has adopted of doing almost always
the contrary of that which is suggested by the strict
rules of war; in a word, of acting quite in oppo-
sition to what the enemy would expect him to do.
In the campaign of Upper Lombardy, Urban had
always thought (and he was right according to the
principles of war) that Garibaldi had a base of opera-
tions—a line from which, in case of reverse, he could
fall back on the main body of the allied armies.
Hence the indecision of the Austrian General; hence
Garibaldi’s marvellous escape from Villa Medici. Ttis
true that the Italian leader did everything to confirm
the Austrian commander in his opinion; but the fact
is, that his communications with the Sardinians were
almost always cut ofl’ without the Austrians being
aware of it. 1le always acted alone. His prineipal
aim was to spread the insurrection amongst the Tom-
bard population; and he pretended to fall back upon the
advancing Franco-Sardinian army in order to advance
more rapidly.  'With the intuition of military genius,
he perceived that by gaining the Lake of Garda, and
occupying the mountain districts of Salo and Gar-
done, the Austrians would he obliged to send a con-
siderable force in pursuit of him, and that this would
help the allied forees in case a reverse should retard
their progress towards the Mincio.

The means resorted to by Garibaldi in order to lead
his advetsary astray were no less ingenious, and always
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succeeded. His plan is to deploy as many forces as he
can spare in opposite dircctions. When he first arrived
at Como, he sent Captain Ferrari with one hundred
and fifty men toLeno; then he ordered Sub-Licutenants
Cavana, Pisano, and Zeffirina, to lead each of them
twenty or thirty men on three different roads to attack
the Austrians wherever they would meet them, with-
out, however, engaging themselves too much. Ile
thus made the enemy believe that he was at the head
of numerous troops; and the Austrians were casily
kept in error.  This system had also the advantage of
impressing the people of the country with his supe-
riority in numerical strength, and of inducing them
to tuke up arms against the oppressors ol their
country. The effect of this skilful plan was, that
when Urban retired on Monza, he was quite convinced
that General Cialdini’s division was operating with
Garibaldi, whilst, in fact, the first-named General was
then cengaged at Pulestro with Baron Zobel.  To act
upon Urban’s mind, Garibaldi now and then sent tele-
graphic messages to Cialdini from different places,
knowing that they would be intereepted by the Aus-
trians. In one, sent from Como, he said, “ Ieclp me.
Urban will attack me again to-morrow; I cannot
resist.”  From Varese he had telegraphed, “I am
obliged to fall back on you. Send the cavalry to
support my backward movement.”  Neither Cialdini
nor any other General of the allied armies was
within the reach of such telegrams. There was,
however, a General who read them, and. who never
thought they were concocted with a view to his own
deception.
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The reader, I hope, will by this time be able to ex-
plain how the Austrian General Urban, at the head of
10,000 excellent troops, never succeeded in isolating
and surrounding the 3000 Cacciatori delle Alpi, though
the opportunity of doing so presented itself at Varese
and Como, and afterwards at T'rcponti.
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CHAPTER III

MAGENTA.

Backward Movement of the Austrians—Austrian Position on the
4th of June—DMlarch of the French on Buttalora and Magenta
—The Emperor at the Bridge of Buffalora—Heroie Resistance
of the Imperial Guard—M'Mahon comes to the Rescue—
Magenta is carried— Last Effort of Gyulai—The Austrians are
routed—The Dead and Dying—A French Aumonier —Courage
of a Zouave—The burnt Cotlage—A sad Story—Results of
the Vietory of Magenta—The Austrians leave Milan—Victor
Emmanuel is proclaimed King of Lombardy—DMilanese Depu-
tation to the Allied Sovercigns’ Ilead-quarters—M’ Mahon’s
Entry into Milan—Rcjoicings at Milan—The wounded at
Magenta—Milanese Gratitude.

I mave briefly related the first operations of Garibaldi
in Upper Lombardy. Let us now follow the exploits
of the Franco-Sardinian armies.

Dislodged from the important position which
covered the coursc of the Sesia, twice defeated at
Palestro, beaten at Vinzaglio, Confienza, Casalino, and
Robechetto, and with Novara in the hands of their
antagonist, the Austrians understood at last the im-
portant strategic movement which had been effected
by the allied armies. It was too late, however.
Gyulai had no other chance of getting out of his in-
creasing difficulties than by attempting a last eflort.
He therefore caused the three corps d’armée he had on
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the Piedmontese territory to recross the Ticino in
haste, burning the bridges behind them. This back-
ward movement of the Austrians was accomplished on
the 2nd and 3rd of June, and on the morning of the
4th they were able to muster 89,000 men within the
same distance as the 133,000 of the Allies; but, as
Major Miller observes, in his remarkable study of the
Italian Campaign, the French were under a great
disadvantage, having to cross a river to bring their
forces into action. Gyulai had established his head-
quarters at Abbiate-Grasso, thus watching his right
wing, which he had thrown on Magenta, while his
left was massed at Abbiate-Grasso, keeping the main
body between this village and Robececo, under his im-
mediate command.  The Austrian Gencral-in-Chief
was thus at the siune time covering his line of opera-
tion, which ran from Mortara to Vigevano, and the
two roads which led from the Ticino to Milan, one by
Magenta, the other by Abbiate-Grasso and Giugano.
The Austrian army, formed by Clam-Gallas, Zobel,
Schwurtzenberyg, and Liechtenstein’s corps, mustering a
force of about 60,000 men, thercfore occupied a large
cirenmference, Jeaning on one side towards the road
of Milan Dby Magenta, on the other towards the
Ticino, and cutting the Naviglio at Robecco. The
strategic idea of Gyulai was, to sever the French
army from the bridges of San Martino and Buffa-
lora, and, by isolating the troops which had already
crossed the river, to compel the seccond French
corps d’'armée and Victor Emmanuel to fall back on
Turbigo, lest they should see their communications
with the main body of their army completely cut off.
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But the chiefs of the allied army were by no means
the men to let General Gyulai carry out his plan.
On the 3rd of June, the Austrians were beaten at
Robechetto and at Ponte Patriana by General Lefovre
in a brilliant action, of which the famous Turcos were
the heroces.

If, on crossing the Ticino, we place ourselves at the
extremity of the bridge of Buffalora, the heights on
which the hamlet of Buftalora stands are on our left,
the Ponte Nuovo of Magenta in the centre, and the
old bridge to our right. We shall sce that the ridge
forms a sort of bow, whose arrow would be th road.
On each side of this road the ground is covered with
corn-fields, vineyards, and groves of trees, and inter-
sected by several streams which pour their waters
into the meadows, where rice is cultivated. On
the right and left, amidst the green foliage of the
trees, the spires of the village churches peep out,
blending with scattered farms and white villas, and
offering a picturesque prospect to the passer-by.
There, the pointed tower of the carly Lomburdo-
Gothie charch of Turbigo pierces the heavens; here,
that of Cuggiono rises into the air. Robechetto,
Castelletto, Induno, Santo Stefano, Buflalora, M agenta,
Robecco—all villages or small boroughs, of greater or
less importance—are scen amidst that splendid scenery;
some relieved against the background of the Alps,
which lift their majestic heads on the far horizon,
others amidst the woody ficlds on which they stand.
In the valley, the road is elevated twenty or thirty
feet above the fields, and rises still higher on its
approach to the eastern slopes. Finally, it rcaches
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the table land of the Lombard side, on the border
of which is carried the Naviglio Grande, whose
waters run almost parallel with the Ticino. On ap-
proaching this plateau, the railroad is seen emerging
from the bank, about half a mile to the right.

This ridge formed the position of the Austrians on
the 4th of June. 1t could not be approached except
by the central road, by the railway on the right, or at
some distance to the left in the direction of Buffalora ;
and from no point could the place be commanded. The
strategy of the French in getling possession of this
field was of the highest order.

No definite knowledge of the position or move-
ments of the Austrian army could be obtained. The
forward movement of the allied armies began never-
theless. M’ Mahon, at the head of his corps &’ arne,
followed by the division of the Voltigeurs of the
Tmperial Guard and the whole of the Sardinian army,
marched from Tuarbigo on Buflalora and Magenta.
The Grenadiers of the Imperial Guard, under the
immediate  command  of TRegnault de Saint-Jean-
&’ Angely, were to carry the (e de pont of Buffalora,
whilst Marshal Canrobert was to advance by the right
bank, and cross the Ticino by the same bridge. Niel,
with his fourth corps, was to bivouac at Trecate, and
be ready to join the rest of the army. Such were the
orders of the Kmperor Napoleon on the morning of
the 4th of June. These corps were all marching
within cannon sound of each other. M’Mahon had
begun his forward movement in two columns, totally
ignorant of the position of the Austrian army. The
first of these columns, which was marching by the
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right on Buffalora, was formed by the division of La
Motterouge and Camou, led by M’Mahon himself.
The second, under the command of General Espinasse,
was cautiously proceeding by the left on Magenta.
The Sardinians, whose head-quarters were at Galiate,
were only able to follow M’Mahon’s movement with
the second and third divisions of their army. This

ras not the fault of Victor Emmanucl, but rather that
of General Fanti, whose dilatoriness and lamentable
indecision were the principal causes why the Pied-
montese army could not share the glory of that day.
Canrobert was advancing by the right bank of the
Ticino; Niel was waiting the orders of the Emperor
at Trecate. Whilst the whole of the Tmperial army
and part of the Sardinian were thus marching to meet
an enemy whose position was as yet unknown, the
French engineers were laying down a pontoon bridge
alongside that of DBuftalora, which had been partially
destroyed by the Austrians in their retreat.  General
Wimpfien, at the head of the 2nd and 3rd regiments
of the Grenadier Guards, with two guns carried on
his men’s shoulders, stealthily advanced towards the
heights, to reconnoitre the ground.  Touis Napoleon,
followed by his Staff, had by this time arrived at the
bridge of Buffalora. This was the central position
of the forthcoming operations; and the Kmperor
chose it because he instinctively saw that it was the
most important one. On arriving at Buffalora, he
heard that General Wimpflen was on the other side,
and that he had already been engaged by the cnemy,
who appeared to be in great foree, both on the road
and in the surrounding country; and, fearing that
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Wimpffen’s brigade would be surrounded, he sent
orders that it should fall back on the bridge of Buf-
falora.

The orders of the Emperor had been scarcely exe-
cuted when the roar of guns was heard in the direc-
tion of Magenta. I was M’Mahon, who, having at
last discovered where the enemy was, had ordered
Espinasse to carry the village of Marcallo, and to
march on Magenta, while he himself hastened to
Buflalora with his two divisions, to bend afterwards
on Magenta, the spot which his judgment told him
would be the key of the approaching battle. At the
head of the right wing of his corps d’armée, M’ Mahon
pushed forward in the direction of Buffalora, with the
determination to earry it, if need were, and then, hend-
ing, as I said, towards Magenta, to effect a junction
with Espinasse, and fall at once upon the main body
of the Austrians massed aroynd the strong positions
of the bridge and village of Magenta. The Emperor,
though not acquainted with all the details of this bold
conception, was so well acquainted with M’Mahon’s
great ability that he felt entire confidence in his plan.
T1e understood at once, however, that the attack of the
(ieneral must be supported at any cost.  1le had only
5000 men of the Tmperial Guard near at hand; for
the corps of Cantobert and Niel were not yet in
sight. Nevertheless, he was determined to hold his
ground, as to yield an inch would perhaps be the
loss of the Dbattle.

The position occupied by the Austrians at noon on
the 4th extended itself along a semicircular chain of
heights, with its right bending on Buffalora, its
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main body at Magenta, and its left at Abbiate-Cirasso.
The Naviglio Grande, rununing between two steep
banks, covered the whole of that formidable line.
Before and behind the bridge of Magenta, there arve
two strong and lofty buildings—the railroad station
and the custom-house; and the greater part of the
corps ’armie of Clam, Zobel, Schwartzenberg, and
Licchtenstein, had been brought up during the day to
defend these positions.

At two o’clock, the Austrians, massed within the
relatively narrow compass of the ficld of Magenta,
numbered no less than sixteen brigades, about 60,000
strong. The station and the custom-house had been
turned into regnlar fortresses, filled up with Tyrolese
sharpshooters, whose rifles never miss their aim.

M’Malion’s guns were still heard on the right,
and General Wimpflen, at the head of the 3rd
Grenadiers, was to start at once to meet the Aus-
trians. The small band pushed forward, and was
presently surrounded by an overpowering cnemy.
For a time it was compelled to fall back; but again

“and again the assault was renewed. Five thousand
of the Guards kept a vast number of the enemy at
bay for hours. When they got too far forward, the
concentrated fire from the buildings checked them for
awhile; and when the hard-fighting Germans gained
the positious in their turn, they were killed outright
or put fors de combat by the bayonet charges of the
French.

I' will not attempt to @o into all the details of that
glorious battle, in which the Imperial Guard was en-
gaged for so many hours at the bridge of Buflalora, at
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the Ponte Veechio of Magenta, and in various other
spots. The right, the left, and the centre of that im-
portant position were equally engaged in a bloody
hand-to-hand struggle with the rifle and bayonet.
Many times, the aides-de-camp of General Regnault de
Saint-Jean-’Angely brought to the Emperor news
that the commander of the Imperial Guard could no
longer hold the ground. ¢ He st hold it,” was the
answer of Louis Napoleon; and the Guard, wi‘h a
heroism ncver surpassed, continued to resist.

But at last the artillery, which had been silenced
for more than two hours, was again heard on
the enemy’s right.  M’Mahon, having ellected
“his junction with Espinasse, was marching boldly
on Magenta, and attacking the front of the
Austrian positions between that village and Ponte
Nuovo. Sweeping all before him with his accus-
tomed cnergy, he advanced to the accomplish-
ment of his principal object, which was to pass
through the long line dividing Magenta from Bufla-
lora, to spread terror and confusion among the masses
of Austrians, and thus to rescue the centre of the
French line of battle, which had been gloriously, but
desperately, holding its ground since the middle of
the day. The movement was carried out with all
that skill and determination which make General
M’Malion one of the first commanders of our times.
The village of Magenta was stormed; was defended
inch by inch by the Austrians; was enclosed in a
circle of fire from street to street, and from house to
house. All around was a frightful scene of carnage.
The village, the neighbouring country, the road to

VOL. I. F
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Marcallo, the tract of land which separates Magenta
from Buflalora,—all were covered with dead or dying
soldiers. Burnt farms and devastated villas added
their melancholy contribution to this spectacle of
horror; while the railroad station and the village close
by, which had been the scene of the fiercest struggle,
were almost a heap of ruins.

But the hour of reward had at last struck for the
Imperial Guard. DM’ Mahon’s sucecessful attack, and
the hrrival of Canrobert and Niel with their rorps
d'armée, enabled Regnault de Saint-Jean-d’ Angely
to reassume the offensive on the Naviglio; and
General Sévelinges had by this time brought the
artillery ot the Guard to bear upon the Austrian
columns flying from Magenta. The day, however, was
not yet won. Gyulai, who had already telegraphed
to Vienna the progress of the battle, under the im-
pression that he was gaining it, might still attempt
a last effort against Ponte Veechio; might retake
the bridge of Buflalora, hold it, and thus scever the
French troops which had erossed the river from the
rest of the army. All the cfforts of Gyulai were
therefore turned towards Ponte Vecchio.  ITe massed
fresh battalions to carry out his new plan. Tlartung’s
brigade, supported by Major General Durfeld, Leat the
charge, and advanced once more with the apparent
intention of storming the old bLridge. But at that
critical moment General Trochu’s division arrived on
the field. Muarshal Canrobert sent his aid-de-camp
to hasten its march, and on its arrival gave directions
for it to meet the advancing columns of the cnemy.
Trochu started at once with the utmost vehemence



DEFEAT OF THE AUSTRIANS. 67

and impetuosity, and pushed forward about a thousand
yards beyond Magenta; but the enemy did not
darc to advance. Gyulai, being aware that powerful
French reserves had by that time arrived on the field,
sent the regiment of the Grand Duke of Hesse to
arrest the onslaught of the Allies, and thus to cover
the retrograde movement of his army, alrcady decided
on. As General Prince Schwarzenberg said in his
report, < It was the last effort of a brave regiment.”
The I'rench had won the day, and the Austrians were
fairly beaten.

Count Gyulai had brought into action about 60,000
men.  The cighth corps d’armée was at Binasco; the
fifth was at Fallaveechio, and could have been brought
up that day, had victory been undecided. The Austrians
Teft 6000 dead and wounded on the battle-field; 4000
were taken prisoners; and two flags, 4000 knapsacks,
12,000 muskets, and four guns, fell into the hands of
the French.  The victors had fifty-two officers killed
(amongst whom were Generals Cler and Espinasse),
194 wounded; and 4198 soldiers either dead,
wounded, or missing: about onc-fourteenth of the
number engaged. Since the allied armies had begun
their military operations, they had been victorious in
three important actions, had gained a great battle, and
had cleared Piedmont of the enemy.

Whilst the battle of Magenta was being fought I
left Novara, galloping here and there towards the
bridge of Buftalora, and following with intense anxiety
the chances of the day. Late in the evening, having
joined the Imperial head-quarters at San Martino, 1
took a survey of the ground on which the great con-

F 2
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test of the day had been decided. My pen is not
adequate to describe the heartrending scene. Trees
thrown down by the dreadful effect of artillery ; heaps
of dead bodies in all directions; human limbs scattered
about, together with carcases of animhals and military
accoutrements ; artillery and commissariat carriages,
painted with the Austrian yellow and black stripes,
broken and lying by the road-side, or amidst the ficlds
‘of corn and maize ; fairm-houses burnt, crops trampled
down, vineyards devastated, houses plundered; the
railroad station and custom-house here and there
pierced by the round-shot of the contending armies,
their walls riddled by the black marks of the mus-
ketry; ambulances everywhere established in the
open fields or the half-destroyed cottages; the
churches, the houses, even the porticoes, filled with
the wounded, the dead and the dying ;—such were
the harrowing sights which met me at every turn.
In one building, a Zouave of the Guard was lying
motionless on a bed of straw, his eyes wide open, but
with the stamp of death on his face, and the livid hands
convulsively grasping the embroidered jacket he was
so proud of only a few hours before. A French
aumdnier was sitting by his side, reciting the last
prayer, and trying to rouse him from his agonized
slumber ; but that slumber was the forerunner of
death: his mind was already beyond all human con-
solation. Close to him was a Chasseur—a youth with
an angelic face, who had just undergone a dangerous
operation. Iis right arm had bheen amputated; he
was fainting away, and in a low voicc—the voice of
the dying—he said to the surgeon, ““ Oh, make me die
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more quickly! I suffer too much.” In the northern
corner of the same building, another wounded soldicr
begged the aumoénier to hear his confession; the
aumdnier approached the straw on which the wounded
man lay, and after awhile gave him absolution, and
promised to write for him to his old mother, and
to recommend his children to thé Mayor of his
village.

But from time to time the ghastly scene which sur-
rounded me was in some degree relieved by incidents
that had almost a touch of humour in them. A
grenadier ol gigantic frame walked coolly into the
ambulance with his pipe in his mouth. Ilis face was
blackened with powder, but the indomitable courage
of his heart was still visibly written there. lle held
his left arm in a cravat, as in a sling, and cried out,
“ Room, comrades! I must beg the surgeon to rid
me of this annoyance.” Thus saying, he put forward
his lacerated limb, and the surgeon performed the
operation. Not a ery was heard; not a movement
crossed the face, except a contraction of the lips,
momentarily interrupting the pufling out of the
smoke.

Let the reader colour the scene I have endeavoured
to describe with the flames of bivouac fires, and
with a multitude of shadows trembling under the
soft Italian mnight, studded with numberless stars,
and he will then feel at the samne time its horror
and its sublimity. But to form even a [aint idea of
its grandeur, he must imagine the activity which pre-
vailed in the camp,—the shouts of the crowd, and
the music of the military bands playing their martial
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tunes before the tents of the officers, or at the doors of
the palace where the head-quarters were fixed. He
must imagine that busy hum of evening which pre-
cedes .the stillness of mnight—the rolling of car-
riages, the galloping of horses, the loud calling of
soldiers’ names, and, over all this great movement of
men and things, the screams of the wounded, and the
faint, but distinct lamentations of the dying. Such
was the deplorable sight, such were the heartrending
sounds, which met me on that evening—an evening
of painful experiences, yet full of hopes which I shall
never forget.

It was nearly nine o’clock when T left that vast
field of death, and by a narrow causeway rode towards
the country-house of a friend not far from San Mar-
tino. The bell of a near village was tolling out the
“Ora di notte.” In Catholic countries, the melan-
choly tolling of that bell invites the listener to pray
tor the dead. Who has not some dear one on the
other side of the grave to pray for? Tlet the reins fall
loosely on the neck of my horse, and with all the
power of my soul prayed for the loved ones gone he-
fore me, and for the numberless departed souls whose
mangled bodies T had seen scattered about on the
battle-ground of Magenta. But the miseries of war
Lave no end. Scarcely had I proceeded ere 1
was stopped by new difficulties; for the Destroying
Angel had also passed through the fields T was cross-
ing, and T was suddenly roused by screams coming
from what T at first thought was a large bivouac fire. T
rode to the spot, and a new scene of misery presented
itself. The distant light was not a bivouac fire; it
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came from a humble cottage which had been burning
since the morning. The wooden framework of the
roof was nearly reduced to ashes, but the embers were
not yet entirely extinguished. Two countrywomen
were sitting on the are opposite the once dear and
animated home, whilst an old man, wandering about
like the fantastic ghost of some German, tale, was now
and then asking the weeping women, ““ Has not Luigi
come back?” I dismounted from my horse, and in-
quired of the old man the cause of his and of his
companions’ grief. - e shook his head sadly, and, as
if he had been roused from a dream full of anguish,
said, in a faltering voice :—

“ My story is a sorrowful one, indeed. This morn-
ing, a party of Austrian horsemen came to our house,
and forced my only son to follow them with a small cart
we possessed. The entreaties of my old wife and of my
daughter—whom you sce there—were of no avail ; my
poor son was obliged to go. He had scarcely left our
cottage an hour, when the French came and occupied the
barn, which is now destroyed. Presently, the Austrian
artillery took up their position about four hundred
yards off, and began to shell their enemies. Shells and
rockets fell upon our home for full an hour. The
burning ashes you see will tell the rest. DBut we
should not mind the cottage, if our poor Luigi could
only be restored to his parents.”

The simple cloquence of that great grief gave the
last shock to my heart, and I departed from the spot
cursing the cnemies of my country, who were the
cause of so many misfortunes. May God forgive
khem! and may that part of my native land which is
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still under. their power be freed at the cost of less
extreme sacrifices !

The result of the victory of Magenta was, that the
capital of Lombardy was opened to the allied monarchs.
On the morning of the 6th of June, Louis Napoleon
established his head-quarters at Magenta. I$ was in
that village, still stained with blood, that the Emperor
met M’Mahon for the first time after the victory.
¢ Marshal,” said Louis Napoleon, on shaking hands
with him, “you did wonders yesterday, and it is my
intention that you shall henceforth bear the title of
Duke of Magenta.” Both the rank of Marshal and
the title of Duke had been nobly earned by the hero
of the previous day.

After this meeting, it was decided that the two allied
sovercigns, at the head of the second corps d’armdr,
the new Marshal commanding, should make their
solemn entry into Milan—an order, however, which
was afterwards revoked. At the same time, Canrobert
received directions to march on Abbiate-Grasso, and
carry it, if occupied by the enemy. Niel, in casc of
an attack, was to support Canrobert’s movement. DBut
Abbiate-Girasso had already been evacuated by the
Austrians, who since the morning had been in full
retreat towards Pavia and the Adda.

On the first tidings of the defeat at Magenta, the
Austrian General Kellemer, commander of Milan,
seeing  the great demoralization  which  prevailed
amongst the regiments that had entered Milun by
Porta Vercellina during the night of the 5th and carly
on the morning of the Gth, thought proper to evacuate
the city. 1lle therefore followed Gyulai’s retreat with
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all possible speed, directing one portion of the demo-
ralized masses of the Austrian army to take the rail-
road of the Naviglio, and the other the high road of
Melegnano. The Milanese, who had heard the
artillery during the whole of the previous day, were
of course in expectation of great events. Seeing the
Austrian legions enter Milan in such a deplorable
condition —for nothing can give an idca of the state
to which those who fled from the battle-field of Ma-
genta were reduced—and, moreover, having received
positive news of the great victory gained by the Allies,
the people barricaded the streets leading to the Piazza
Castdllo, where the Austrians, all in confusion, had
encamped.  The threatening attitude of the Milanese
populace of course hastened the retreat of General
Kellemer, and Milan was completely evacuated during
the Gth.
In the meanwhile, the Milanese had met on the
. Piazza Broletto, demanding that the Act of 1848 be
proclaimed. In virtue of that Act, called Fusione,
Lombardy had been united to Piedmont. It was a
pronunciamento, made, in spite of adverse parties, by
the great majority of the Lombard po'op]e, who were
then free.  With a view to restoring the state of
things established in that memorable year, a deputa-
tion was sent to the town counsellors; but, when
introduced into the great hall of the Broletto, these
rentlemen were told that the Mayor of Milan, Count
Scbregondi, had run away. The counsellors (or, as
they arc called in Italy, the .fsscssor: Municipalt) went
to the baleony of the palace, and at once satisfied the
‘shes of the Milanese by proclaiming Victor Em-
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manuel their King. An address was then drawn up,
and, together with the Marquis® Guerrieri Gonzaga,
Count Giulini and Cavaliere Correnti started for the
allied head-quarters.

‘When the deputation arrived at Magenta, it was
introduced to the Imperial dwelling, where the Mila-
nese gentlemen found Victor Emmanuel standing with
Napoleon IIL. on his right. The presence of the
Emperor on so solemn an occasion ought to have
proved that for the time he really meant what he had
said in his Puaris proclamation :—* France desires
nothing but that Italy shall be free from the Alps to
the Adriatic”—a declaration which subsequer® facts
seemed to prove was written somewhat hastily.  But
it is one of the characteristic traits of the Emperor to
change his mind with astounding rapidity. Instead,
therefore, of entering Milan at the head of M’ Mahon’s
corps d’armée, as he had decided to do, he removed
his head-quarters on the 7th of June from Magenta .
to Quarto Cagnino, a small hamlet about a mile
from the Lombard capital. It was from this place
that the Emperor sent orders to Marshal Baraguay
d’Hilliers (who by this time had reached Buaflalora) to
march on Melegnano—partly by Settino and Baggio,
partly by the high road of Milan—that he might assist
M’ Mahon’s corps &’ armée, which was to pass through
Milan on its way to Melegnano.  The object of this
movement was to attack the Austrian army, which
was then retiring from Binasco and Landriano towards
the Adda.

At ten o’clock of the same day, Marshal M’Mahon
at the head of the second corps made his entry ingg
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Milan by Porta Vercellina. These were the first
French troops, since the disasters of Napoleon I. in
1814, that had entercd the Lombard capital. The
arrival of the hero of Magenta had been announced to
the Milanese on the previous evening, and they had
therefore had tim enough to give him a hearty
recception.  The streets and piazzas were adorned
with the richest draperies of silk, a manufacture for
which Milan has been renowned since the middle
ages. Ilerc rose a marble palace, from the balcony
and windows of which hung folds of heavy damask
of cnormous size, embroidered with gold and silver,
the property, perhaps, of some descendant of Sforza or
Visconti. There towered a church of the carly Longo-
bardic times, around the twisted columns of which were
wreathed fresh camellias and lilacs. Farther on, at the
corner of the Strada del Durino, the newly-built palace
of Picinini presented the aspect of a garden, owing to
the balconics, the mezzanini, and the atrium having
been literally covered with narcissus buds and the
tender roses of May—the rose “ Bella-Traversi,” as the
Milanese eall it.  From the villas of Como, from the
hothousces of Tramezzo, from the gardens of the Corpi
Santi, garlands of flowers had been brought to the
town for the occasion. The elegant mediweval arches
of the Piazza Mercanti, and the houses of the Cordusio,
had festoons of white camellias, red tulips, and green
laurel leaves, purposely brought together to indicate
the national colours ; and a countless number of Freneh
and Sardinian flags surmounted the roofs, and hung
from the arches and the massive pillars of the por-
ticoes.
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The magnificent cathedral, which nobody can pass
without stopping to gaze with admiring eyes at its
unequalled beauty, had no flowers, for nothing is
needed to adorn the Duomo.  An enormous tri-
coloured flag, however, had been hoisted on the top of
the central spire over the famous gilt Madonna, scen for
twenty miles round. The streets below, from [Porta
Renza down to the Corsia dei Servi, and up to the
Monte Napoleone, were swarming with a population
almost frantie with joy. The nobility of both sexes—-
workmen in their best suits—countrywomen with
the aureole of silver spade-like pins around their
heads—Dboys running, shouting, dancing—girls in
white mushin dresses, with red or black aprons beneath
their belts, throwing flowers on the pavement as
all these filled the public
ways with a shifting and splendid pageantry. Through

the soldiers were passing

the corsi and down the lanes of the populous city, the
half-confused eye caught the blending ol draperies
and banners, the jostling of priests’ gowns and soldiers’
tunies, and the undulations backward and forward
of the crowd. Now and then, a man armed to the
teeth, carrying a double-barrelled gun on his shoulder,
would come past, followed by a grey-haired gentle-
man, trailing a long medixval sword, manufactured,
perhaps, three hundred years before, in the famous
Spadari Street, then celebrated for its well-tempered
blades. Others, more or less fantastically dressed,
passed along the crowded ways, carrying all
sorts of weapons of old or modern make. These
were men who would have defended the barricades
and resisted the Austrians, as they had done in
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1818, had Gieneral Kellemer not thought it wiser to
retreat.

All these pressing crowds were anxious to hehold
the legions of the Liberator, then marching towards
Porta Ticinese, where they were ordered to encamp.
Marshal M’Mahon, with his serious yet amiable coun-
tenance, rode in front of his Chasseurs, followed by
a magnificent Stafl. By the time he reached Santa
Margherita, his horse could scarcely break through
the wall of human beings thronging the streets.  The
march of the ecolumns was stopped for awhile, it being
impossible to proceed. A shower of wreaths and
bouquets of flowers falls on the brave fellows who have
humiliated the pride of Austria, and chastised the
spiteful insolence of General Gyulai, who for years had
been the tormentor of the Milanese. Suddenly, a
piereing ery is heard amidst the erowd, almost under
the breast of M’Mahon’s horse. It is the ery of a poor
mother who is clasping her child in her arms. She
has got entangled in the train of her gown, and is
nearly fulling. The crowd and the horses will cer-
tainly trample her under their fcet. The Duke of
Magenta sees the danger of the poor woman, and in
an instant seizes the °child, and seats him upon his
saddle. The Austrian Generals had not accustomed
the Milanese to such a display of human feeling :
enthusiastic shouts, therefore, burst forth from the
groups which witness the touching scenc. The
English poctess, Mrs. Browning—whose devotion to
Ttaly through the whole of her life was signalized in
many ways—thus refers, in her “ Poems before Con-
gress,” to the episode I have related :—
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Take up the child, M’ Mahon, though

Thy hand be red

From Magenta’s dead ;

And riding on, in front of the troop,

In the dust of the whirlwind of war,
Through the gate of the city of Milan, stoop,
And take up the child to thy saddle-bow,
Nor fear the touch, as soft as a flower,

Of his smile, as clear as a star!

Thou hast a right to the child, we say,
Since the women are weeping for joy, as those
Who, by thy help, and from this day,

Shall be happy mothers indeed.

They are raining flowers from terrace and roof':

Take up the flower in the child,

While the shout goes up of a nation freed

And heroically self-reconciled.

But, whilst the French sccond corps d’armce was [ol-
lowing its triumphal march through the crowded
streets, the first carts loaded with wounded made their
appearance at the farther end of the town, in the
borough of Porta Vercellina. 1t was, indeed, a sad
sight, such as will not be forgotten for many years to
come. The mournful train was long; the wailings
which came from it were terrible to be heard.
French and Austrians of all arms were heaped to-
gether, without distinction of rank, on litters of
blood-stained straw, scarcely sheltered from the rays
of a scorching sun by the flapping canvas which
covered the carts. Misfortune had united those
brave soldiers on the same bed of sorrow. The
crowd which thronged that quarter of the city was
anxious to gaze on those mangled remnants of
humanity, more especially on the men who had been
wounded in the glorious task of Italian liberation.
Every one had a word of consolation, and a present of
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fruits or flowers—ay, even to those who had fought
in the ranks of the enemy. A prominent charac-
teristic of the Ttalian nature is the readiness to quench
all fecling of revenge when once calamity has fallen
on an opponent. How many of those Austrian
soldiers who were there lying wounded had been inso-
lent, perhaps cruel, to the sons and brothers of those
who were assisting and soothing them !

The carts werc at last obliged to stop, for the un-
happy occupants could no longer be carried on those
springless conveyances. Messengers were instantly
running in all directions, crying out ““ Carriages, car-
riages for the wounded, at Porta Vercellina!” The
grooms, ostlers, and coachmen of rich fumilies were
sent to the stables of their palaces to get ready all
sorts of conveyances, from the splendid gala coach to
the clegant phacton, while the poorest drove to the
spot in their humble timonella.  Look at that elegant
vehicle from the manufactory of Laurie and Marner;
it is the “four-in-hand” of Duke Litta. The young
gentleman who is driving the splendid landau, built by
Peters of Bryanston Square, is Count Stampa Soncino,
one of the most wealthy and generous members of the
Milanese nobility. Here is Marquis DBrivio, hastening
to the scene of sorrow, followed by all his carriages ;
there, the clegant equipages of Visconti, of Poldi, of
Greffi, of Picinini, of Hulrik, of Castelbareo, and of
Taverno, drive in the same direction. In less than
an hour, more than three hundred vehicles were drawn
in two long lines towards the Vercellina Gate, waiting
their turn.

The wounded were not all taken to the far-famed
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Maggiore Hospital, or to the others with which Milan
is furnished. No; the gentlemen who undertook to
carry the unhappy sufferers, and the ladies who sat by
their side, were too proud of their charge. The rich
drove straight to their palaces; the poor to their mo-
dest dwellings. There were families who took home
three or four wounded, and saved them from the fute
which would perhaps have overtaken them had they
been entrusted to less tender care. The gencrosily
shown by the Milancse on that occasion was never
surpassed ; but it was imitated by the Brescians after
the battle of Solferino.

In the long and hard strugcles of Italian inde-
pendence, the population of Milan had, since 1848,
taken the most prominent part. The city had given
its contingent to the scaffold erected by the Austrians
at Mantua in 1853 ; and it had furnished a still more
numerous one to the dungeons of Teresian-Stad, of
Joseph-Stad, of Leibach, and of Gradisca. Now that
it had got rid of its oppressor, Milan showed how
deeply it felt the duty of gratitude towards the heroes
of Magenta.
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CHAPTER 1V.

MELEGNANO.

Entry of the Allied Sovereigns into Milan—YVilla Buonaparte—
Palazzo Busca— A Semi-Austrian Milanese Marquis turned
into a Liberal—Louis Napoleon recognised—Enthusiastic De-
monstrations—A Veteran of Napoleon I.’s army—Cavour—
His narrow Escape—DMilanese Aristocracy—Mailanese Clergy
—Shrine of San Carlo—Melegnano—French Movenients—
The Barricades are stormed—A Fight in the Streets—The
Austrians retreat—Melegnano after the Battle—T am roughly
spoken to by a French Officer—Satisfactory Explanations—
French Losses at Mclegnano.

So snug did the Milanese find their beds and so sound
was their sleep after the rejoicings of the previous
day, that when the allied sovereigns arrived at Porta
Vercellina, at about nine o’clock on the next Wednes-
day morning, only the municipal counsellors and a few
townspeople were ready to meet them. Louis Napo-
leon, with Victor EKmmanuel on his left, entered the
half-deserted city, preceded by an escort of the Cent-
Gardes, and followed by a brilliant Stafl, whose em-
broidered dolmans, sabretasches, and feathers blended
with the ranks of the splendid cavaleade. The polished
steel helmet of the Sardinian officers, surmounted by its
gilded Roman crest, and the shining cuirasses of the
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(lardes, reflected the rays of the sun, which had already
risen some way towards the zenith; and the Tmyperial
Guard (at the head of whose columns rode General
Regnault de Saint-Jean-d’Angely) followed the daz-
zling cortége of the two monarchs.  The splendid
spectacle strikingly contrasted with the quiet of the
almost empty streets.  Milan, however, was still elad
in its festive attire. Flags were waving from every
window, festoons of flowers were suspended from every
arch of the porticoes.  Dut the noisy shouts of the
previous day were wanting.  Only now and then,
some passer-by or some shop-keeper, who had risen
arlier than  his fellows, showed the excellence of
Lombard lungs by shouting out, * Fivano ¢ nostri
Liberatlori P pronounced, of course, with all the breadth
ol accent peculiar to the Milanese dialect. Having
arrived at Villa Buonaparte, the two sovereigns sepa-
rated, the villa (whose walls rise amidst the groves of
the public gardens) having been chosen for the exclu-
sive dwelling of the Emperor.

Howmanyrecollections must have rushed tothe mind
of Louis Napoleon whilst the occupant of that palace !
The villa had been restored by the illustrious chief of
his dynasty. His uncle, Eugtne Beauharnais, and
Napoleon I. himself, had inhabited it when at Milan.
His mother, when Queen of ITolland, had passed within
those very walls many happy days, when the present
ruler of France was a child. It is reported that, on
entering the Villa Buonaparte, Liouis Napoleon pointed
out to his aid-de-camp the very room in which he
slept in 1813, and that he asked if the fine tall porter
of those days was still alive.
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The court apartments had heen thrown open to
reeeive the King; but he declined the offer. The
palace was still encumbered with many things belong-
ing to Archduke Maximilian, the brother of the
Austrian Emperor, who but a few weeks before had
been Governor-General of the Lomburdo-Venetian
provinces.  Victor Emunanuel felt that it would be
nmore becoming not to awaken the echoes of those
silent halls, since misfortune had visited their former
inmates.  ITe rode, therefore, to the palace of Mar-
quis Busca, one of the wealthiest members of the
Milanese aristocracy. Old Marquis Busca is the very
type of those proud, yet courteous noblemen, whose
race has almost completely died away in Ttaly. A
great admirer of the artistic genius of his countrymen,
his large income is freely lavished in patronizing
painters and sculptors, in collecting the finest specimens
of ancient and modern art, in building villas,"and in
turning his famous palace into a magnificent museum,
which might be envied by many royal families of
Europe. As far as politics are concerned, the old Mar-
quis belongs essentially to the school of those who leave
things to go as they like, without much caring who
takes the lead, or in what direction the current may set.
Keeping constantly aloof from political affairs, and bow-
ing with the most profound respect to all who were
in power, he had always been courted by the Austrian
Government, to whose chief he was warmly attached,
for the simple reason that since his boyhood he had
been brought up amongst the faithful adherents of the
Hapsburg family. Enjoying a certain authority in
high places, which he did not fail to make known on

G2
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all occasions, Marquis Busca, though respected for his
personal qualities, had always been thought, and really
was, a supporter of the Austrian Government, if not
altogether an enemy of the Liberal cause. DBut
although in great favour with the former masters of
his country, his vanity had never been satisfied to any
greater degree than in being selected to receive I’rince
Metternich _or some Austrian Iield Marshal in his
palace. To be the host of a King was therelore an
honour so far beyond his expectation, that he rallied
at once to the Italian cause.

It is a characteristic of Louis Nupoleon to be as
simple in his habits as circumstances will allow ; and
during the Ttalian campaign he had got rid of all those
tiresome rules of efiguefle which surround the demi-
gods of this world. A few hours after his entry into
Milan, he rode to Porta Romana, accompanied only by
an aid-:lc-cump, passing unnoticed through the streets
and piazzas, then thronged by an excited crowd. On his
return to Villa Buonaparte, however, he was recognised.
Those who have not lived in Ttaly, and are unacquainted
with the ardent, excitable, and almost feverish nature of
the people, cannot form a just idea of the height of en-
thusiasm to which my countrymen can rise when any
powerful emotion has  roused their imaginations.
Gratitude or hatred will turn them into angels or
demons; for with them the feeling of the moment re-
cognises no bounds. The Emperor had crossed the
Alps with a powerful and valorous army; he had
helped the King of their predilection; he had freed
them from the tyrannical yoke of Austria, from 1ihe
cicffo of Gyulai. What could a mortal do more to
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rouse the utmost passion of their souls? The transi-
tion had been so sudden so like a beautiful but cva-
nescent dream, that the people well-nigh lost their
reason. All the demonstrations of affection and
reverence which could spring from the excited minds
of men were poured forth upon Louis Napoleon on
that great occasion. The Milanese had never before
seen a liberator within the walls of their cily. Charles
Albert had only passed through the capital of Lom-
bardy after the rising hopes ol Italy had been crushed
on the field of Custoza. DBut now they beheld be-
fore them the chief of the generous I'rench army ;
they could shake hands with him, bless him, stop his
horse, throw flowers under its feet, and cast them-
sclves in all the cestasy of thanksgiving before the
hero who had come from far away to save them.
They did not anticipate—how could they in all that
tumult of success and national resurrection ?—that
within the short period of thirty-four days, Villa-
franca would follow on Magenta.

It is very certain that TLouis Napolcon was deeply
allected by the tribute of gratitude thus paid to Iim ;
for he was heard to say to Count Roguct, the aid-de-
camp who accompanied him, * How this people must
have sullered !”  But the enthusiasm of the Milanese
was beyond all expression when they read the famous
proclamation in which Louis Napolecon wound up
with the words—* Remember, that without dis-
cipline there is no army. Animated by the
sacred fire of patriotism, be soldiers to-day, that
to-morrow you may become the free citizens of a
great country.” The rough draught of this memo-
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rable document—which was totally forgotten at
Villafranca—is still in the possession of the curate of
San Martino, where, the reader will recollect, l.ouis
Napoleon passed the night after the battle of Ma-
genta. It is in the handwriting of the Emperor, and
many corrections are to be traced.

It was after the publication of this proclamation
that the Emperor and Victor Emmanuel appeared
together in the strects of Milan. Their progress was
in truth a triumphal march. Victor Emmanuel did
not try to conceal the deep emotion which his face
betrayed ; and the Emperor himself, notwithstanding
his phlegmatic temperament, could not countrol the
joy he felt. And, indeed, how could it have been
otherwisc? Both monarchs must have felt at that
time the immense power they possessed, and the good
they had effected.

During the stay of the two sovereigns at Milan,
there was a continuous suceession of feasts and illu-
minations.  DBright days and glorious moon-lit nights
added to the eflcet of those heartfelt rejoicings. After
dark, the palaces, the corsi, the piazzas, and the
churches were ablaze with thousands of coloured
lamps. The Corsia dei Servi was shining  with
myriads of tri-coloured flames, and many thousand
people passed in procession, bearing torches. They
assembled at the Palazzo Busca, and after awhile
streamed slowly, like a river of fire, towards Porta
Benza, on their way to Villa Buonaparte. The
moving track of light reminded one of those torrents
of burning lava which pour forth from the bosom of
Yesuvius in the nights of its wrath. It procceded
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slowly towards the Giardini Publici, with a perpetual
surge and the ceaseless sound of voices. The glorious
names of Montebello, of Frassinetto, of Palestro, and
of Magenta were everywhere woven in the festoons of
flowers with those of Victor Emmanuel, Napoleon,
Italy, and France.

Such was the public excitement in those days, that
many persons actually went mad. One of these was
an old man who had gone through the greater part of
the Napoleonic wars as an officer of the Italian Veliti.
One day, as the Emperor was galloping towards Porta
Ilenza, this man forced his way through the crowd,
holding in his hand a tattered flag, formed by a
picce of tri-coloured silk, with the Imperial arms
on a golden ground embroidered in its centre. It
was a relic of the Napoleonic army, which had been
religiously treasured by the old soldier, who intended
to present it to the liberator of his country. The
veteran had scarcely uttered some unintelligible words
when he broke into a raving laugh, and dropped
on his knees. The poor man was mad, and died a
few days after at the Scnavra, the lunatic asylum of
Milan.

But the enthusiasm of the Milanese was bestowed
not mercly on the two monarchs, but on one who,
though less illustrious in station, had almost equal
claims on the national gratitude. At the first tidings
of the victory of Magenta, Count Cavour hastened
to the hcad-quarters of - Quarto Cagnino, and sub-
sequently followed the allied sovereigns to Milan.
Cavour, of course, became one of the lions of the city ;
and his portrait (which, only a few days before, it
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would have been treason to expose in the public ways)
was paraded in every shop and at every window, ~ur-
rounded by a large laurel crown. The Count counld
scarcely drive through the streets or show himself at
the theatre, without rousing the enthusiasm of the
crowd. To escape from such continued ovations, he
tried to pass unnoticed as a humble pedestrian; but
the plan scldom succeeded. Ome day, as he was
coming from the Villa Buonaparte, he was recognised
by two young ladies, who, without any ceremony, ran
up and embraced him. Cavour would on this occa-
sion have heen crushed by the crowd had it not been
for his secretary, who, seeing the unpleasant situation
of the Premier, shouted out, “ Let Count Cavour pass !
He is the bearer of news which must reach the King
within a quarter of an hour. Delay would be perni-
cious to the cause of the country.” The embracings
and pressure of the crowd were directly discontinued ;
a path was opened before the minister, and in less
than a quarter of an hour he was entering the door of
Busca’s palace.  The two Iadies who hegan the demon-
stration had, however, taken from his coat the ribands
of his order, as a souvenir of their great countryman.
Such an act will appear very reprchensible to the
more calm and better-trained women of the north;
but Ttalian women are of an impulsive nature, and
read little else (as the Cavaliere Gallenga remarks in
one of his admirable hooks) than the most trifling
poems and romances. They are therefore prone to
follow, without reflection, the bent of their emotions,
and often do things which are not strictly capable of
defence. Considerable allowance, too, must be made
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for the state of excitement into which the whole city
was plunged.

This feeling was not confined to the lower classes
of the Milanese community. If we except a few
families, the Lombard nobility have at all times been
the most patriotic of Italy. In 1820 and 1831,
they furnished a large contingent to the Austrian
state prison, and they took the lead of the national
movement in 1848. The Visconti, the Arese, the
Arconati, the Confalonieri, the Casati, the Greffi, the
chief branch of the Belgioioso, &c., were all families
that had been foremost in the first and second periods
of Lombard history since the Austrian domination.
The Borromeos, the Littas, the Daddas, the Annoni,
although not altogether against Austria at the begin-
ning, had joined the number of her enemies in 18-18.
There is perhaps no aristocracy in Kurope which has
been more tried than this noble and self-denying one.
The fortunes of the chief families squandered by
Austrian proconsuls under the pretext of confisca-
tion—their children obliged to seck safety in exile
their palaces plundered, their {riends imprisoned ;—
such were the injuries sustained by the Milanese
nobles since the hopes of Ttaly had been once more
extinguished on the terrible field of Novara. The
clergy had no individual wrongs to avenge; but the
love of their country, and the recollections of its
ancient glory, were never quenched amongst them.
The iron rule of Austrian archbishops, and the mno
less hard cocrcion of ltalian bishops sold over to
the interest of their Teutonic masters, could not
persuade the Lombard clergy that servitude is a
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religious doctrine, or that a foreign potentate de-
rives the right of maintaining a nation in a life-
long agony from the God of mercy and justice.
Amongst the clergy of Lombardy there was always
an Arnaldo da Brescia or a Savonarola, who kept up
the true evangelical fecling amidst his brethren, and
cautiously, but umnccasingly, taught the world that
Ttalians had to perform the sacred duty of ridding
the land of its oppressors.  In spite of the descrtion
of Pius IX., and of the threats of the Vatican, they
followed the noble lead attributed to Julius 1L,
and sought to drive the “barbarians™ out of their
country. Thus patriotically trained, and being doubly
exasperated sinee the Austrian Marshal Radetsky had
laid his hand upon the conseerated heads of three
virtuous priests, Grioli, Tazzoli, and Benedini (who
had been hanged at Mantua in 1853, because they
loved Italy), the Lombard clergy saluted with
the utmost enthusiasm the rising sun of indepen-
dence.

Notwithstanding the opposition of Monsignor
Caccia, the chief of the archiepiscopal sce of Milan,
a Ze Deume was sung in the magnificent cathedral;
the shrine of San Carlo was opened, and the Dless-
ing of God invoked upon the heads of the two
monarchs. The chapel of this celebrated bishop of
the seventeenth century, who added to his armorial
bearings the word *Humilitas,” is a sort of sub-
terranean building, the walls of which are covered
with magnificent gold and silver ornaments, engraved
by the most distinguished artists of Italy. The saint
lies there upon a bed of embroidered scarlet velvet,
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covered with large picces of rock-erystal, and clad
in the rich costume of a Roman Catholic prelate.
The shrine 1s usually opened only once a year; but
on this solemm oceasion an exception was made.  The
mummy-like face ol the pious archbishop is in great
favour amongst the lower classes of the Milanese
citizens ; for the works of charity he performed during
the famous plague, so admirably deseribed by Manzoni,
have been religiously remembered from generation to
generation.  The Milanese women of the humbler
class consider it a good omen when the shrine is
opened on  exeeptional oceasions; and they mnow
believed {hat God would continue to protect the
valiant Freneh and Ttalian armies as He had done
in the victory of Magenta.

Whilst the Tiombard capital was still in a frenzy
of joy—whilst the infantry of the Guard, in its
encampment at Plazza &’ Armi, was still exulting, and
Zouaves, funlassing, and Guides were made much of,
and taken into the cafés and restaurants free of all
expense—the sound of artillery came on the wings of
the evening breeze towards Milan from the direction
of Meclegnano. At the beginning of this chapter, 1
have stated that Marshal Baraguay d’Hilliers had been
ordered by the Emperor to encamp his corps d’armée
on the road of Melegnano, either at San Donato or
San Uiuliano, and, according to the news he received
of the movements of the enemy, to attack and carry
Melegnano, and cut off, if possible, his retreat towards
the Adda, or to remain quiescent. M’Mahon, at the
head of the second corps, had already advanced in the
direction of San Martino. It was at this last-named
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village that the two Marshals met, and determined
upon the plan of attack. The Duke of Magenta wys
to move with his corps d’armée on San Giuliano,
whenee he was to bend to the left, in order to turn
the right ol Melegnano, and to occupy the road which
leads from Cassano to Lodi, thus cutting off the retreat
of the Austrians. Forey’s division was to march on
the right, taking the road from Nosedo to Pedriano,
and turning Melegnano by that side.  This was the
main attack, and was to be upheld by powerful artil-
lery. Ladmirault’s division, marching on the farm
of San Bresa, was to effect a similar movement towards
the left ; whilst three battalions of Zouaves, belonging
to General Bazain’s division, were directed to attack
Melegnano in front.

This small town stands on a plain ; but its strongly-
built houses, its narrow streets, and, above all, its
cemetery, afford excellent cover to any troops defend-
ing it. Melegnano was often the field of bloody con-
tests in the Middle Ages. When the League of Cam-
bray was dissolved, Julius TI. called upon the Italian
States to join him in his gencrous but illusory scheme
of driving the barbarians out of Italy. The Generals
of Louis XTI., attacked by the Swiss, Spanish, and
Ttalian confederates, were at last compelled, notwith-
standing their dearly-hought victory of Ravenna, to
evacuate the country. The struggle, however, was
renewed on the accession of the two formidable
rivals, Francis L. and Charles V.  On the 1st of Sep-
tember, 1513, the French won the battle of Meleg-
nano, and the mercenary legions were completely
routed. The French had thercfore a noble example
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to follow, and on the 8th of June, 1859, they nobly
followed it.

At three o’clock in the afternoon, the troops which
were to operate on Melegnano were united at San
Donato. M Mahon, with part of the second corps,
marched on San Giuliano, occupied it without resis-
tance, and proceeded towards Caspiancllo and the farm
Barona, to accomplish his junction withthe sccond divi-
sion at Medaghia.  But the waters of the Llambro were
so difficult to ford, that he could not arrive at Medaglia
before six o’clock in the evening. Ilaving passed
through that village, which was deserted by all its inha-
bitants, he pushed forward in two lines on the road to
Lodi, bending his right wing in the direction of Ru-
molo, his left on Melegnano. But the village of Meda-
glia was scarcely passed before the guns were distinctly
heard in the direction of the last-named town.

In the meanwhile, General Bazaine’s division of
Baraguay d’Hilliers’ corps had already advanced from
San Giuliano towards the front of Melegnano, which.
it reached at half-past five, when it was found to be oc-
cupied by Roden’s brigade of the eighth Austrian corps.
To the right and left of the high road were houses and
farms, which the Austrians had turned into so many
strongholds. The entrance of the village was also
barricaded, and protected by four guns.

The division which was charged with turning the
flank of the Austrian position had not as yet en-
tered into action. The moment was grave. Bazaine’s
troops were exposed to the cross-fire of the enemy
(which was briskly kept up from the houses at the
sides of the road), and to the volleys of the Austrian
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artillery. The General, nevertheless, ordered his gun-
ners to place a battery on the road and return the
fire. Shells, round-shot, and grape poured in showers
upon the road; at close-quarters, the butt-ends of the
muskets were frecly used ; the storming parties were
repulsed, and there were no means of advancing. Sud-
denly, however, artillery was heard opening towards
the further end of Melegnano, indicating the presence
at that spot of General Forey’s division. DBy a rapid
movement, this admirable officer had passed through
the villages of Civesio, Viboldone, Mezzano, and
Padriano, at the last ol which places he assamed
a position that enabled him to bombard Melegnano
with his twelve guns. At the same time, he had taken
all necessary measures {o fall on the rear of the enemy
in the direction of Cerro and Riozzo.

General Bazaine, now feeling assured that Forey’s
division had come into action, ordered his Zouaves to
storm the barricade at the commencement of the main
street, and directed the 33rd regiment of the Line
to support the movement. The Austrians received
the shock with great courage. The first line of the
troops defending the cntrance of Melegnano was
formed of officers; but all their devotion could not
save the position. Vain efforts, uscless sacrifice! The
barricade was carried, and the French sappers cleared
the way for the advancing artillery. Towards the
left, equally heroic deeds were performed, both by the
assailants and their antagonists.  The cemetery, de-
fended by the Austrians with an obstinacy which
recals to mind the death-wrestle of Inkermann and
the Malakoff, was carried by the columns of General
Goz, united with Colonel Paulze d’'Ivoy’s regiment,
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and the day began manifestly to turn against the
encmy.

Greneral Ladmirault, in the meantime, having heard
the roar of guns in the front of Melegnano, at once
concluded that General Bazaine was seriously engaged
on that side. He had no artillery near at hand; but
he did not suffer that to disconcert him. He ordered
Commandant Courrech to hasten with his battalion in
the direction of the fire, whilst he himself and General
Niol, at the head of the 15th regiment of the Line,
marched «x pas de course on Melegnano, which lies
scarcely sixty yards off. The Austrians, dislodged from
the positions which skirt the town, were compelled
to mass their troops within the streets and the piazza.
The fight then beeame a hand-to-hand struggle, for
it was necessary to storm cvery house, every church,
every portico, and to carry every barricade by assault.
The Zouaves at last attained the principal square ; but
they were still met by an incessant cross-fire. Hundreds
of dead were scattered about. Colonel Paulze d’Tvoy
fell mortally wounded, at the head of his heroes, in
front of the old castle where the enemy was entrenched.
The resistance of the Austrians became more and
more obstinate ; for another brigade of the cighth corps,
which was on the left bank of the Lambro, had been
sent to assist Roden. A party of Zouaves and the
33rd regiment of the Line, however, surmounted all
difficultics, and the Austrians were hunted from every
position. The post-office, their last stronghold, was
stormed by the 33rd regiment; hut at the corner of
this building the flying columns of the enemy sud-
denly turned, and the 33rd was decimated. General
Ladmirault came to its assistance with the 15th regi-
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ment of the Line, and another eflort was made. The.
elements themselves, as if envious of the wrath of the
contending armies, covered the bloody ground with
torrents of rain; the noise of battle was answered
by peals of thunder; and lightning now and then
flashed out, giving rapid and momentary glimpses of
the terrible scenc.

The Austrians, whose sudden offensive movement
had no other object than to protect the retreat of the
corps which had tried to defend Meclegnano, were
routed at last. At nine o’clock at night, all the posi-
tions held by the enemy during the day were occupied
by the French. Forey’s column, being obliged to
make its way through a country intersected by large
ditches, was not able to reach-the road leading from
Melegnano to Landriano till half-an-hour after the
Austrians were routed. M Mahon, on the other
hand, sceing that all chance of cutting off’ the'retreat
of the enemy had been lost, halted his corps at Dal-
biano and Dresano, thus facing the town of Lodi, so
anxiously regarded by the enemy as the point on
which the Adda could be crossed.

During the night, and the greater part of the next
day, the Austrian army succceded in effecting the
passage of that river, and, after having destroyed the
bridges of Lodi, Paullo, and Pizzighettone, was rapidly
performing its backward movement towards the Chiese,
the Oglio, and the Mincio. Gencral Urban’s division,
harassed by fatigue, and closcly pursued by the Pied-
montese, was not able, however, to follow the retiring
army : it was obliged to stop not far from Cassano, in
order to get a little rest.
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Suddenly, one of the Piedmontese divisions came
. in sight, and the order to attack Urban was given.
The Bersaglieri were alrcady advancing in small
groups, when a captain of the French Stafl, gal-
Toping - to their front, bade them stop. He was
charged with the mission of calling upon Urban to
surrender. The sustrian General received him
courteously, begged him to share his breakfast,
and talked over the great cvents which had passed.
Tn the meggwhile, however, the Chief of Urban’s
Stall, taking advantage of the nature of the ground,
made his troops resume their backward march.
When breakfast was over, the French officer told
Urban that an immediate surrender was demanded.
The Austrian General answered that he was ready.to
submit to the chances of war, but asked the officer to
produce some document by which he,could be satisfied
that he had power to scttle the conditions of the
capitulation. The French captain’ had no such
document, and it was agreed that he should go back
and procure one, at the same time informing the Pied-
montese of the transaction. More than two hours
had clapsed when he returned to Urban’s head-quarters,
on reaching which, he found that the Austrians had
disappeared, had placed the river between themselves
and the Piedmontese, and had destroyed the bridge.
The negotiator had then an opportunity of experiencing
.the truth of what Folard has said in his commentaries
upon Polybius, “that an officer who goes to sleep
upon the faith of a verbal convention often awakes a
dupe.” . '

On the afternoon of the 9th, I went with some
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friends to Melegnano, to test the truth of the hundred
reports which had been spread at Milan about the
action of the previous day. By the time T arrived at
Melegnano, the streets had been cleared of the dead ;
but numerous and large pools of blood were still t6
be scen at the cntrance of the town, opposite the
post-office, and at the northern corner of the piazza.
The buildings were almost as much damaged as those
of Magenta, and the country around had been so much
trampled about by men and horses, ﬂmﬁit was more
like a wild hicath than a highly-cultivated district..

Accompanied by my friends, I entered the café of
the piazza, where some Zouaves were playing at cards.
A few French officers were smoking their not very
choice cigars, and locking down upon us, as we stood
there in our plain civilian suits, which showed that
we belonged to that order of mankind commonly
alluded to by Gallic warriors under the scornful name
of pefins. To say the truth, the aspeet of these gentle-
men was anything but encouraging. [ ventured,
however, to ask them in the most polite manner if, in
the action of the previous day, they had sustained any
great loss.  One ol them immediately exclaimed—

“ Who are you, monsicur? and what interest have
you in making such an inquiry ?”

“Oh, do not be alarmed,” I replied.  “Tam only a
newspaper correspondent, and my business is to collect
materials to write home.”

Directly 1 had made this short answer, one of
the officers of the Imperial gendarmerie—who perhaps
had heen brought up by General Espinasse or M. Mau-
pas, and who therefore did not like publicity—stepped
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forward, and in a coarse voice asked for the necessary
permis.  This was at once produced; the names of my
Milanese friends were given, and, happily enough, one
of the officers had been in the palace of one of those
gentlemen at Milan, and had seen a comrade of his
kindly nursed when suffering from a wound he had
received at Magenta. This incident smoothed matters
direetly, and the officers became our friends.

Having then repeated my question, an officer an-
swered— o

“ Well, we have paid rather dearly for our victory
of yesterday.  Sixty-cight of our companions were
put Lors de combal, and 500 men were either killed or
wounded. 1 can assure you, however, that the cnemy
lost at least 1000 men, and a General, who was mor-
tally wounded—not 1o speak of many who were taken
prisoners ; for they fought even better in defending
this place than they did at Montebello.”

After partaking of the refreshments which were
kindly offered to us, we went to pay a short visit to
the ambulances (which were crowded both with French
and Austrians), and then returned to Milan with a sad
recollection of our excursion.

In those days of anxicty, the clanging of arms, the
crash of artillery, and the rattling of musketry did not
allow the mind to dwell upon the many miscries in-
separable from a state of war. DBut now, when the
tranquillity of my own room surrounds me, and I
recawaken the memory of those scenes of debtructlon,
I feel more and more their horror.

H 2
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CHAPTER V.
TRE PONTI.

Beauatiful Sceenery —Two  Garibaldian  Officers -C®our and the
Emperor not popular with the Garibaldians— Mysterious Im-
perial Messenger to Garibaldi’s  Head-quarters —The  Lion
not to be tamed—-A Garibaldian Colonel- An  Austrian
Steamer blown up — A Village Inn— Garibaldi’s March on
Bergamo—Narrow Eseape of an Austrian DBattalion- Dan-
ererous Flank March — Garibaldi at Breseia An Alarm —
Courage displayed by the Brescians-—Garibaldi’s March on
the Oglio —Action of Tre Ponti--~First Symptoms of a forth-
coming Peace—TTow Lo get rid of Garibaldi and the Garibal-
dians—The Scheme of Napoleon IIT.—TProvidence helps the

Ltalians.
Earny in the morning of the 19th of June, 1 was
riding with two Garibaldian officers, whom I had
met by chance, along that beautiful road which runs
from Lonato towards the Iake of Garda. We had
already reached the top of the hill from which the
lovely lake, with some of the most enchanting scenery
of Ttaly, spreads itself hefore the eye of the traveller.
At the southern extremity, amidst the blue waters,
rises the island of Sirmione. Its extensive olive gar-
dens, its Roman ruins (said to be the remains of the
villa of Catullus), and its high, square tower, bearing
the arms of the Scaligeri, are seen on the distant
horizon. The town of Desenzano is distinctly beheld
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from the top of the promontory of Lonato, together
with the whole of the picturesque borders of the
lake, commonly called the Riviera di Garda. The cye
also takes in Gardone, Toscolano, Salo, and the villa
Lieccehi, on the lelt bank, with their white walls and
clegant arched lobbies, amongst groves of orange,
olive, and lemon trees.  Dardolino, Malesine, Treme-
sine, Torre, and the other picturesque villages, with
their red-tiled roofs, scattered about the foot of the
Veronese mountains, stand on the opposite side, with
the once strong, square castle of Riva at the extreme
cnd of the lake.  The scene is beautiful, .and on the
present occasion the rising sun shone on the snowy
summits ol old Monte Baldo, and on the spire of
the sanctuary of Madomna della Corona, and here
and there threw its vivid light over the declivities of
the valleys. The vineyards, the fields of corn, and
the murmuring pines, entwined by the leaves of
vy, were reflecting numberless hues, which changed
in infinite gradations as the night dew dropped
on the ground, or evaporated into the air.

We were riding in silence, absorbed by the beauty
of the scenery.  One of my companions was dressed
in a tight grey jacket, trimmed with black silk braid,
and wore a ep and trowsers ol the same colour. It
was the uniform of Garibaldi’s Guides. The dress of
the other cavalier was concealed under the large folds
of a cloak of the same colour, which scarcely. allowed
the narrow green riband of the slceves to be seen.
Both the officers were of handsome and prepossess-
ing appearance; and their sun-burnt faces, partially
covered with well-shaped beards, would have attracted
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attention under any circumstances. At a sudden turn
of the road, the youngest of the two officers, address-
ing his friend, said :(—

“ Have you heard anything about the interview the
General had with Victor Emmanuel on the 9th, at
Milan ?”’

“No,” answered the other; “ T have tried, but have
not succeeded. I asked Missori, Besana, and many
other of our friends ; but either nobody knows, or the
strictest secresy is kept.”

“ For myself,” resumed the first officer, “ 1 am cer-
tain that Garibaldi must have spoken his mind to the
King. The General has a sort of intuition, which
never betrays him; and the great dislike he has for
Napoleon ITI. must be based on some ground. s
not that your opinion, Major ?”

“To say the truth,” replied the other, “1 fully
share the General’s dislike. T have known Garibaldi
at Rome, and have always found him right, both in
his likings and his dislikings. He fears that the
aid of Louis Napoleon will be paid for too dearly.
At any rate, if the Emperor should earry out his pro-
clamation, Ttaly will only be freed from the Aus-
trians, to be chained to the I'rench Imperial car.”

“You may depend upon it,” said the first, « that
Italy, once organized, will never bear the insolence of
a foreign potentate. The people will know their
force, and, per Dio, with Garibaldi at their head, there
is nothing to fear, cither from alien Emperors or do-
mestic Princes.”

“True, my friend; but, though I am a republican,
I have no great faith in the popular element as our
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country now stands. It will take years to work up
the masses, and to regencrate themn through the bless-
ing of popular instruction; for tyranny and the
priests have kept them long in the most revolting
ignorance.’

“1 agree with you, Major; but our people are
naturally quick, ana you will find that they will not
take long to see their way through the darkness.”

“God grant that it may be so!” exclaimed the
Major; “ but, for myself, T cannot believe in the great
Ttalian idol of our days. Sece how Cavour has acted
with the General!  Had the Count kept the promise
Le made to Major Corte on the 9th of May, our small
army would have been swelled by the four battalions
of the Cacciatori degli Apennini,