
Nov. 5. 1839 
 
My dear Pearson. 
 Rather than put off writing till today when I sh[oul]d have time to write a longer letter, I 
write immediately a few lines. I truly grieve to hear it is thought even advisable to leave England 
again: but am glad that you are going to do so. You do not say how you are in health & only 
leave me to guess. Write me a fuller account before you go. 
 My advice to you w[oul]d be to go by Paris to Châlons by land, thence to Marseille by 
steam down the Rhone, & thence ag[ai]n by steam to Civitavecchia. Now 45 miles will bring you 
to Rome. 
 Get lodgings if possible in the Piazza di Spagna on the east side so as to get the sun, this 
is most important. If you cannot get lodging there, try in the upper part of the Corso or in the 
Piazza del Popolo, always the east side, or in the Via d[e]i Condotti a Via della Mercede on the 
north side so as to get sun. Try first at the house at the corner of the Via Laurina, looking on the 
Corso no[.] 44 (I think). It is the corner house kept by Piguna Laura Fabÿ. She knows me. Young 
Harriom lodged there. The door is in the Via Laurina, the 1st going from the Corso. Use my 
name. 
 As to dining there is in the Via d[ei] Condotti a Trattoria, Lefré on the right hand (from 
the Corso) near the end. It is [. . .] as all the Roman Trattorie are, & not over-clean, but on the 
whole I believe the best. But go to the top of the house[,] the ὑπερώα. 
 There is an English grocer. L[. . .] Piazza di Spagna who will find you in the way of what 
you want. Have little dealing with T[. . .] (the Gamblers). 
 I don’t know of any one going. I had a pass put from L[or]d Palmerston. I advise you to 
have one (tho’ you may never find the advantage of it & it c[. . .] you[)] & yet sometimes it is 
useful. They are jealous of French P[. . .]. 
 When you get to Rome call on Hutchinson the English Chaplain, & use my name. I am 
sure he will be of use to you if he can. 
 When do you go? Might I ask of you to take book for me to Rome? 
 Excuse this haste for I am going on business to my B[isho]p: and can only say my  
 
[alongside the first page] 
dear Pearson, [. . .], I believe we don’t miscalculate our real attachment on either side, tho’ we so 
seldom enjoy a meeting. Believe me still [. . .] Yours most sincerely[,] HEM. 
 
[envelope] 
John Pearson Esq. 
Old Square 
Lincolns Inn 
London 
 
Restaurants. Table [. . .] 
Bertini – Corso 
Via Condotti  
 
 
[Transcription developed by Jared Beverly] 


