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	I
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	We have so often been shewn in melodrama the Italian brigands of the

	sixteenth century, and so many people have spoken of them without any

	real knowledge, that we have come to hold the most erroneous ideas of

	what they were like. Speaking generally, one may say that these

	brigands were the _Opposition_ to the vile governments which, in

	Italy, took the place of the mediaeval Republics. The new tyrant was,

	as a rule, the wealthiest citizen of the defunct Republic, and, to win

	over the populace, would adorn the town with splendid churches and

	fine pictures. Such were the Polentini of Ravenna, the Manfredi of

	Faenza, the Riario of Imola, the Cani of Verona, the Bentivoglio of

	Bologna, the Visconti of Milan, and lastly, the least bellicose and

	most hypocritical of all, the Medici of Florence. Among the historians

	of these little States none has dared to relate the countless

	poisonings and assassinations ordered by the fear that used to torment

	these petty tyrants; these grave historians were in their pay. When

	you consider that each of these tyrants was personally acquainted with

	each of the Republicans by whom he knew himself to be execrated (the

	Tuscan Grand Duke Cosimo, for instance, knew Strozzi), and that

	several of these tyrants died by the hand of the assassin, you will

	understand the profound hatreds, the eternal distrust which gave so

	much spirit and courage to the Italians of the sixteenth century, and

	such genius to their artists. You will see these profound passions

	preventing the birth of that really rather absurd prejudice which was

	called honour in the days of Madame de Sévigné, and consists first and

	foremost in sacrificing one’s life to serve the master whose subject

	one is by birth, and to please the ladies. In the sixteenth century, a

	man’s activity and his real worth could not be displayed in France,

	nor win admiration, except by bravery on the field of battle or in

	duels; and, as women love bravery, and above all daring, they became

	the supreme judges of a man’s worth. Then was born the _spirit of

	gallantry_, which led to the destruction, one after another, of all

	the passions, including love, in the interests of that cruel tyrant

	whom we all obey: namely, vanity.  Kings protected vanity, and with

	good reason, hence the power of the riband.

	
	In Italy, a man distinguished himself by _all forms_ of merit, by

	famous strokes with the sword as by discoveries in ancient

	manuscripts: take Petrarch, the idol of his time; and a woman of the

	sixteenth century loved a man who was learned in Greek as well as, if

	not more than she would have loved a man famous for his martial

	valour. Then one saw passions, and not the habit of gallantry. That is

	the great difference between Italy and France, that is why Italy has

	given birth to a Raphael, a Giorgione, a Titian, a Correggio, while

	France produced all those gallant captains of the sixteenth century,

	so entirely forgotten to-day, albeit each of them had killed so vast a

	number of enemies.

	
	I ask pardon for these homely truths. However it be, the atrocious and

	_necessary_ acts of vengeance of the petty Italian tyrants of the

	middle ages won over the hearts of their peoples to the brigands. The

	brigands were hated when they stole horses, corn, money, in a word

	everything that was necessary to support life; but, in their heart of

	hearts, the people were for them, and the village girls preferred to

	all the rest the boy who once in his life had been obliged _andare

	alia macchia_, that is to say to flee to the woods and take refuge

	among the brigands, in consequence of some over-rash action.

	
	And even in our own day everyone dreads, unquestionably, an encounter

	with brigands; but when they are caught and punished everyone is sorry

	for them. The fact is that this people, so shrewd, so cynical, which

	laughs at all the publications issued under the official censure of

	its masters, finds its favourite reading in little poems which narrate

	with ardour the lives of the most renowned brigands. The heroic

	element that it finds in these stories thrills the artistic vein that

	still survives in the lower orders, and besides, they are so weary of

	the official praise given to certain people, that everything of this

	sort which is not official goes straight to the heart. It must be

	explained that the lower classes in Italy suffer from certain things

	which the traveller would never observe, were he to live ten years in

	the country. For instance, fifteen years ago, before governments in

	their wisdom had suppressed the brigands, [Footnote: Gasparone, the

	last of the brigands, made terms with the Government in 1826; he was

	confined in the citadel of Civita-Vecchia with thirty-two of his men.

	It was the want of water on the heights of the Apennines, where he had

	taken refuge, that obliged him to make terms. He was a man of spirit,

	with a face that is not easily forgotten.] it was not uncommon to see

	certain of their exploits punish the iniquities of the _Governors_ of

	small towns. These Governors, absolute magistrates whose emoluments do

	not amount to more than twenty scudi monthly, are naturally at the

	disposal of the most important family of the place, which by this

	simple enough method oppresses its enemies. If the brigands did not

	always succeed in punishing these despotic little Governors, they did

	at least make fools of them, and defy their authority, which is no

	small matter in the eyes of this quick-witted race. A satirical sonnet

	consoles them for all their misfortunes, and never do they forget an

	injury. That is another fundamental difference between the Italian and

	the Frenchman.

	
	In the sixteenth century, had the Governor of a township sentenced to

	death a poor inhabitant ivho had incurred the hatred of the leading

	family, one often found brigands attacking the prison in an attempt to

	set free the victim; on the other hand the powerful family, having no

	great faith in the nine or ten soldiers of the government who were set

	to guard the prison, would raise at its own expense a troop of

	temporary soldiers. These latter, who were known as _bravi_, would

	install themselves in the neighbourhood of the prison, and make it

	their business to escort to the place of execution the poor devil

	whose death had been bought. If the powerful family included a young

	man, he would place himself at the head of these improvised soldiers.

	
	This state of civilisation makes morality groan, I admit; in our day

	we have the duel, dulness, and judges are not bought and sold; but

	these sixteenth century customs were marvellously well adapted to

	create men worthy of the name.

	
	Many historians, praised even to-day in the hack literature of the

	academies, have sought to conceal this state of affairs, which, about

	the year 1550, was forming such great characters. At the time, their

	prudent falsehoods were rewarded with all the honours which the Medici

	of Florence, the Este of Ferrara, the Viceroys of Naples and so forth

	had at their disposal. One poor historian, named Giannone, did seek to

	raise a corner of the veil, but as he ventured only to tell a very

	small part of the truth, and even then only by using ambiguous and

	obscure expressions, he made himself extremely tedious, which did not

	prevent him from dying in prison at the age of eighty-two, on March

	7th, 1758.

	
	The first thing to be done, then, if one wishes to learn the history

	of Italy, is on no account to read the authors generally commended;

	nowhere has the value of a lie been better appreciated, nowhere has

	lying been better rewarded.  [Footnote: Paolo Giovio, Bishop of Como,

	Aretino, and a hundred others less amusing, whom the dulness that they

	diffuse has saved from disrepute, Robertson, Roscoe are full of lies.

	Guicciardini sold himself to Cosimo I, who treated him with contempt.

	In our time, Coletta and Pignotti have told the truth, the latter with

	the constant fear of being disgraced, although he refused to allow his

	work to be printed until after his death.]

	
	The earliest histories to be written in Italy, after the great wave of

	barbarism in the ninth century, make mention already of the brigands,

	and speak of them as though they had existed from time immemorial.

	(See Muratori’s collection.) When, unfortunately for the general

	welfare, for justice, for good government, but fortunately for the

	arts, the mediaeval Republics were overthrown, the most energetic

	among the Republicans, those who loved freedom more than the majority

	of their fellow-citizens, took refuge in the forests. Naturally a

	populace harassed by the Baglioni, the Malatesta, the Bentivoglio, the

	Medici, etc., loved and respected their enemies. The cruelties of the

	petty tyrants who succeeded the first usurpers, the cruelties, for

	instance, of Cosimo, the first Duke of Florence, who had the

	Republicans who had fled to Venice, and even to Paris, slain,

	furnished recruits to these brigands. To speak only of the times in

	which our heroine lived, about the year 1550, Alfonso Piccolomini,

	Duca di Monte Mariano, and Marco Sciarra led with success armed bands

	which, in the neighbourhood of Albano, used to brave the Pope’s

	soldiers, who at that time were very brave indeed. The line of

	operations of these famous chiefs, whom the populace still admire,

	extended from the Po and the marshes of Ravenna as far as the woods

	that then covered Vesuvius. The forest of la Faggiola, rendered so

	famous by their exploits, and situated five leagues from Rome, on the

	way to Naples, was the headquarters of Sciarra, who, during the

	Pontificate of Gregory XIII, had often several thousands of men under

	his command.  The detailed history of this illustrious brigand would

	appear incredible to the present generation, for the reason that no

	one would ever be able to understand the motives of his actions. He

	was not defeated until 1592. When he saw that his affairs were in a

	desperate state, he made terms with the Venetian Republic, and

	transferred himself to its service, with the most devoted, or most

	criminal (as you please) of his men. At the request of the Roman

	Government, Venice, which had signed a treaty with Sciarra, had him

	put to death, and sent his brave soldiers to defend the Isle of Candia

	against the Turks. But Venice in her wisdom knew well that a deadly

	plague was raging in Candia, and in a few days the five hundred

	soldiers whom Sciarra had brought to the service of the Republic were

	reduced to sixty-seven.

	
	This forest of la Faggiola, whose giant trees screen anl extinct

	volcano, was the final scene of the exploits of Marco Sciarra. Every

	traveller will tell you that it is the most impressive spot in that

	marvellous Roman Cam-pagna, whose sombre aspect appears made for

	tragedy.  It crowns with its dusky verdure the summit of Monte Albano.

	
	It is to a volcanic eruption centuries earlier than the foundation of

	Rome that we owe this splendid mountain.  At an epoch before any of

	the histories, it rose in the midst of the vast plain which at one

	time extended from the Apennines to the sea. Monte Cavi, which rises

	surrounded by the dusky shade of la Faggiola, is its culminating

	point: it is visible from all sides, from Terracina and Ostia as well

	as from Rome and Tivoli, and it is the mountain of Albano, covered now

	with palaces, which closes to the south that Roman horizon so familiar

	to travellers.  A convent of Blackfriars has taken the place, on the

	summit of Monte Cavi, of the temple of Jupiter Feretrius, where the

	Latin peoples came to sacrifice in common and to confirm the bonds of

	a sort of religious federation.  Protected by the shade of magnificent

	chestnuts, the traveller arrives after some hours at the enormous

	blocks which mark the ruins of the temple of Jupiter; but beneath this

	dark shade, so delicious in that climate, even to-day, the traveller

	peers anxiously into the depths of the forest; he is afraid of

	brigands. On reaching the summit of Monte Cavi, we light a fire in the

	ruins of the temple, to prepare our meal. From this point, which

	commands the whole of the Roman Campagna, we perceive, to the west of
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