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Dedico queste mie memorie degli anni
vissuti con il mio marito, Guglielmo
Marconi, alla mia diletta figlia Elettra e
al caro nipote Guglielmo.

I dedicate these memories of mine of the intense years that |
spent with my adored husband, Guglielmo Marconi, to my
wonderful daughter, Elettra, and to my dear grandson, Gugliel-
mo.



A Tribute To
GUGLIELMO MARCONI
By Carlo Rubbia

hat strikes us most forcibly about Marconi's style and
the way in which he carried out his work is his moder-
nity. Nowadays we talk more and more about interna-
tionalism: our national frontiers coincide with those of
Europe and our stage is the world. We are concerned about the
purpose and aims of science which must not just produce
knowledge but also contribute to improving our quality of life
and have useful repercussions for the community. One hundred
years ago the young Marconi was also a pioneer in this sense: his
ability to be at the same time scientist, inventor and entrepreneur
enabled him to operate without frontiers in an international
dimension. This is a characteristic which profoundly differentiates
Marconi's work from that of the other great scientists of the time.

Marconi, was only in his early twenties when he brought his
first experiments to a successful conclusion. Over twenty years
had gone by since the great scientific revolution of electromagne-
tism, from Faraday to Hertz, together with Maxwell's wonderful
synthesis of the phenomenology of electromagnetic waves (1873).
In that extraordinary victory of human knowledge, the unification
of the electric and magnetic fields in electromagnetism, Italy was
conspicuous by her absence. It was not until the end of the
1920s, with Enrico Fermi, that the first real school of theoretical
physics at world level was established in our country.

How can we explain this paradox? That is, that the fundamen-
tal, very important step of applying this knowledge completely
escaped the scientific community of the time and that a young
man in his early twenties with just a technical diploma, quite




10 Maria Cristina Marconi

obviously on the periphery of the scientific activity of the day,
was the first to realize the incredible opportunities offered by the
so-called herzian waves for communicating at a distance without
wires. In my opinion this was due to an excessive “rationalization
of concepts” on the part of the great majority of the scientific
community of the time. Electromagnetic waves were then
considered essentially like a form of “light”. We only have to
think of Hertz's classic experiments demonstrating diffraction,
refraction, polarization, etc. From hertzian waves to X-rays, all
waves were part of the same phenomenon: “unified” electromag-
netic waves. Thus, once this mental framework had been
accepted, hertzian waves would not have been able to increase
the opportunities for using light to any great degree. After all,
light does not climb mountains or cross oceans! Hertz died in
1894, one year before Marconi's discovery while Maxwell had
died in 1879. Neither of them was there to see the birth of one
of the most important practical consequences of their research:
the Radio. For all that, Marconi did not live in a cultural vacuum.
He studied electromagnetic waves with Righi, who was then a
Professor at Bologna; he made an extremely intelligent use of the
technological developments of Calzecchi-Onesti, a fellow-
countryman living in Lombardy, the inventor of the “coherer”.

The scientific and entrepreneurial community in Italy was not
culturally ready to support his invention or understand its
importance. The Italian government turned down the exclusive
rights to his patent and it was only in England that he found the
means and the will to develop his discovery. Can we really say
that things have changed in the last hundred years? Subsequently,
Marconi was also covered with honours in Italy where he was
made a life senator. However, jobs were created elsewhere, for
example in Great Britain, where the Marconi Company still
exists.

Marconi's great superiority and originality lay in his giving
priority to the “empirical” side of scientific research, outside and
beyond rational conjecture: precisely what we mean by “natural
philosophy” or, alternatively, by the “Galilean spirit. Obviously
at that time nobody could rationally foresee the existence in the
stratosphere, thanks to solar radiation, of a plasma reflector of
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medium-long electromagnetic waves which channels their
propagation around the earth. They did not understand the
properties of the long electromagnetic waves which are refracted
in the troposphere and therefore follow the terrestrial curvature.
Most scientific interest, polarized by Hertz's experiments, was
limited to the metric waves which correctly conform to the
behaviour of light.

Fortunately, the sun does not emit an appreciable flow of
radio waves, otherwise, as in the case of light, all our transmitters
would be blinded by it. Just think, for example, that if we look
at the sun through a radio-telescope it looks black, a shadow on
the luminous radio radiation emitted by our galaxy, the Milky
Way.

So we can say that Marconi was a man who had great
intuition but who also had good luck: BUT WITHOUT A
LITTLE BIT OF LUCK NO GREAT SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERIES
WOULD EXIST. Fleming, for example, was a lucky man: how
could he have foreseen that while he was studying the behaviour
of molds he would discover penicillin.

Marconi's first invention was the antenna-earth structure which
is still well-known today. Many years of study and research, in
which Marconi was certainly the pioneer, made it possible to
transform the Radio into what it is today. Mention must also be
made of the introduction of tuning which made it possible for
several stations to transmit simultaneously on different frequen-
cies and the introduction of the triode amplifier, discovered by
the American, de Forest in 1907. In my opinion, the amplifica-
tion of signals was the key to success. Today, for example, less
than a century later, man has practically reached the theoretical
limit of sensitivity, that is, the maximum that is theoretically
possible, limited by the noise due to the thermal vibration of the
electrodes in the antenna. Just think for example of the pictures
transmitted by Voyager from hundreds of millions of kilometres
away (the signal took hours to reach the earth) with a transmis-
sion power of little more than a torch battery (a few watts). This
shows once more the profound, fundamental technological
difference between electromagnetic waves and light. In other
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words, it is as if one could see the light of a little pocket torch
shining from the limits of our solar system!

Another example is the picture of the “infant” universe, that
is, when it was only 100,000 years old, preserved by radio
radiation which, after having travelled for 15 billion years
through empty space, is picked up and reconstructed by the
COBE satellite.

The Radio and the applications that are associated with it
(television, etc.) have helped to unite our planet and we have
learnt to know each other better: There is no doubt that this is
an important contribution towards making our world a better
one.

I should like to conclude with a hope and a wish. If one day
we discover that there is life and INTELLIGENT BEINGS in
space, it will certainly be because another extraterrestrial Marconi
has discovered the Radio out there too. In fact, it has been
scientifically proved that communication between galactic
civilizations, hundreds of thousands of light years apart, is
possible and [ WOULD SAY ONLY POSSIBLE with Radio. Today
scientists scan the skies with radio telescopes searching for
intelligent signals, emitted both consciously and unconsciously by
another faraway civilization. (Remember the beautiful and poetic
scene in Spielberg's film: “ET-call Home”).

The discovery, thanks to the Radio, that we are not the only
Intelligent Beings in the Cosmos would be the supreme example
and rightful crowning of the extraordinary potential of the
invention and intelligence of our Guglielmo Marconi.




FOREWORD
by

Elettra Marconi

intense, fascinating life story of my mother Maria Cristina

Marconi, née Bezzi Scali, beside my father Guglielmo

Marconi, he who “gave a voice to silence” by inventing
the Radio.

The readers of this book will not find just a technical, scientific
text, referring only to historic events, but above all an absolutely
truthful story in which an intelligent woman in love with her
husband brings alive for the present day the experience: that
characterized her exceptional life. Consequently, what stands out
is my mother's great joie de vivre and serene happiness during the
whole of her unique life with Guglielmo Marconi; in fact, from
the first moment he saw her my father had been struck by the
sunny nature, blonde beauty and nobility of spirit of the charming
Maria Cristina. His union with his beloved wife lasted beyond his
lifetime.

My mother wrote down the events of those years in a diary.
After my father's death, in the peaceful moments during the
summer when we were at Forte dei Marmi or Sardinia she would
gaze at the sea with a thoughtful air and relive the many days she
had spent sailing on board the Elettra. She used to write down
her thoughts and read them to me. Her words reflected the
inspiration of moments sometimes far apart from one another but
always illuminated by the vivid memory of her husband; they
have been left in their original form so as to offer to the reader
all the intensity of the feelings which united her to him.

T he pages you find before you reflect faithfully all the
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What my mother makes clear in these pages, apart from their
personal feelings, is the genius of Guglielmo Marconi, who
dedicated his whole life to the good of humanity, inaugurating a
new era. With his inventions he wanted to join the continents,
helping to bring peace and harmony between nations.

My mother was always very clear and incisive when she spoke
out to defend her love for my father and to respect his memory
but she never made any public declarations and very rarely gave
interviews because this conflicted with her extremely reserved
character. Initially she wanted to leave these memoirs to me as a
private memento of my father. As time went by, however, having
read inaccurate and sometimes completely untrue information
about Guglielmo Marconi, both as a man and as a scientist, she
realised that it was necessary and important to let the world
know the truth. When she decided to publish her memoirs she
also wanted to add, as historic evidence, some of the letters that
her husband wrote to her before and after their marriage.

In accordance with my mother's wishes and to make these
pages closer to the young people who want to know and to their
elders who remember my father's greatness, for the first time
since the death of Guglielmo Marconi I therefore submit to the
admiration of the reader the letters that the Genius of the Radio
wrote to my mother. She kept them all her life as tokens of an
immense, unique, radiant love.

Sadly, she did not live to see the accomplishment of her
wishes; she died in fact in July, 1994 (the same month in which
my father died in 1937), after 57 years of widowhood dedicated
entirely to perpetuating the memory of her beloved husband.
Today, as the supreme culmination of their love, my parents lie
together in the crypt of Villa Griffone at Sasso Marconi (Bolo-
gna), the same country house where my father carried out his
first historic experiment which saw the birth of the Radio in the
spring of 1895.

My feeling is one of deep gratitude to my mother who kept
her diary and wrote her memoirs so faithfully, together with
profound emotion for the wonderful and sometimes dramatic
experiences of my parents.
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After her marriage to my father, my mother grew to know and
love Britain; in fact, my father had spent many years there and he
transmitted his high opinion of the British to his wife. He was
delighted to see how his many British friends took Maria Cristina
to their hearts, while she in her turn always spoke of these
friends with affection and admiration.

This book, which I present with emotion to its readers, shows
in a new and human light the greatness of two exceptional
people: my father and my mother.

Rome, September 1995



INTRODUCTION
by

Maria Cristina Marconi

Guglielmo. Many books have been written about his

immense work and about his life from his adolescence to his

death; but they have not always faithfully reflected the
truth.

I dedicated my whole life to Guglielmo Marconi, to this man
who was unique for his genius, his great sensitivity and his
charm; I was always close to him with my love, helping to
stimulate his natural joie de vivre and giving him that serenity
that was so necessary to him.

We were united by our great desire to help one another and
to overcome every difficulty together. It was like this until the
day of his death and nobody was able, although some tried, to
destroy our union which instead became more profound with
every day that passed.

I wish to emphasise to those who read this book that Gugliel-
mo Marconi was a great scientist; his discoveries and inventions
have made it possible for the whole world to communicate,
overcoming every distance and saving countless human lives. My
husband's genius did not show itself only in the extreme technical
rigour with which he tenaciously carried out his numerous
experiments but was also expressed in his exceptional generosity
of spirit. He was a far-sighted man and he had the good of
humanity at heart.

For this reason, overcoming my natural reserve, for love of the
truth I want to report phrases, eye-witness accounts and his own

I t is difficult and moving for me to speak about my beloved
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authentic words so that everyone will know how much love and
sensitivity sprang from the heart of the scientist.

The feeling that united us was very profound. Our marriage
was blessed by the birth of Elettra, who before she was born he
called “the child of our love”, saying to me: “If it is a girl, we
will call her Elettra, like the yacht where for all these years I have
been carrying out my experiments whilst sailing the different seas.

Guglielmo loved our daughter very much. Looking down at
her in her cradle, he whispered to me, smiling tenderly: “She is
our angel!”

How many moments of really great importance but also of
light-heartedness and harmony we spent together: his great
discoveries, the journeys in far-off countries, meeting many
people who today are part of history, being received with the
magnificent welcome usually reserved for royalty and heads of
state, welcomed with open arms by huge crowds applauding our
arrival. All these events, with full details, I have described in these
pages.

The happy years went by but at a certain moment we both
began to realise that the Lord was going to part us after He had
willed that we should love each other so deeply. In the last days
of Guglielmo's life, before his sudden death from a heart-attack,
he looked deep into my eyes after embracing me tenderly and
said: “You will have Elettra and she will remind you of me”.

Dearest Guglielmo, you were right. You did indeed leave me
a living reminder of yourself: our beloved Elettra.

I should like, simply and spontaneously to write down the
truth that comes from my heart and which our daughter Elettra
can read over again and keep as a record of her great father and
as a testimony of the faithfulness of spirit and mind which her
mother always cherished and kept alive in her heart for her
husband Guglielmo Marconi even after his death.

Rome, June 1993.



MY LIFE
WITH GUGLIELMO

n 20" July, 1962, the 25" anniversary of my beloved
Guglielmo's death, my daughter Elettra and I attended
a solemn commemorative Holy Mass in the Cathedral
of San Pietro in Bologna, celebrated by Cardinal Giaco-
mo Lercaro the Archbishop of the city in the presence of many
dignitaries and a crowd of citizens of Bologna. I was deeply
moved and Elettra and I felt very close to our dearest Guglielmo.

Whenever Guglielmo and I went into the cathedral he always
wanted to stand with me for a moment or two in front of the
font. As I looked at it that day I remembered the words my
husband had said to me with a pensive smile on his face: “Look,
that is where I was baptised when I was a newborn baby”.
Although his father Giuseppe Marconi was a Catholic, Guglielmo
had been brought up in the Anglican faith by his mother Annie
Jameson Marconi who belonged to the Anglican High Church
which in the Church of England is the nearest to the Catholic
faith.

While Elettra and I were deep in prayer, each one immersed
in her own memories, I saw the whole of my life with Guglielmo
in my mind's eye with a clarity which made everything seem vivid
and alive. | remembered his face, his smile, our first meeting, his
honest proud character and all those qualities which made us
understand each other perfectly right from the start. I thought of
the faith that by God's grace I helped to light and keep burning
more and more brightly in his soul which was already so full of
God-given greatness and goodness. Finally my mind went back
with love and tenderness to our wedding day.

My first meeting with Guglielmo Marconi, by which time he
was already free from his first marriage, took place in 1925
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during a party on board his yacht the Elettra which was anchored
at Viareggio. | was with some friends from Florence and Rome
among whom were the Duchess Ravaschieri and her daughter
Ornella. I was introduced to Marconi who looked at me with
interest and gave me a particularly charming smile. As for myself
I was immediately fascinated by his great personality and charm
and his rather English elegance. I was struck by his aura of genius
and I realized that here was an exceptional man. The look in his
eyes told me that the first spark of the great love which would
eventually unite us for the rest of our lives had already been lit.
I was wearing a long red velvet evening dress with a red rose
pinned to one shoulder. What a wonderful evening it was.

Not long afterwards Guglielmo and I met again in Rome. I
was a close friend of Maria Cristina del Drago, who gave
afternoon parties in her palace in Via Quattro Fontane. Her
mother Princess Elika was a very charming woman who always
invited a select group of friends to those events; the atmosphere
was always pleasant and the conversation amusing. After her
death her son and daughter Rodolfo and Maria Cristina kept up
their mother's custom and entertained in the same style.

Guglielmo Marconi was made a Senator of the Kingdom of
Italy when he was just forty years old, the minimum age allowed
by the law. He came to Rome from time to time in order to
fulfill his duties at the Italian Senate and he used to stay for two
or three days at the Grand Hotel. He was always glad of the
opportunity to visit his friends Prince and Princess del Drago and
it was in the pleasant atmosphere of one of their parties that I
met Guglielmo again. During the afternoon I realised that his
gaze was fixed upon me and this made me very happy. I was
struck at once by the look in his eyes: it was penetrating,
compelling and yet full of humanity and feeling. He possessed a
mysterious force of attraction which drew people to him and a
marvelous sense of humour; everyone enjoyed his company.
There was a kind of electric current between us right from the
beginning and we understood each other perfectly. As time went
by we fell deeply in love and we knew that we wanted to spend
the rest of our lives together. Guglielmo often said to me that
apart from his mother [ was the only person who understood him
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and he felt truly happy only when he was with me. It was no
sacrifice for me to dedicate myself to him completely and I did
my best to help him as much as I could. I wanted to transmit my
own "joie de vivre" to him.

Guglielmo loved beauty: everything that was beautiful in
nature, in man, and in art; he admired the works of such geniuses
as Dante, Michangelo, Raffaello, Galileo, Shakespeare and Verdi.
When we were in Rome his favourite walks were in the gardens
of Villa Borghese, the Pincio and the Gianicolo where he enjoyed
looking at the view of the eternal city below us. We went to see
Tasso's oak-tree in remembrance of the great poet. Although he
was a very great scientist, Guglielmo was also very romantic. We
had the same tastes and the same kind of character. We felt a
profound affinity which kept us close and made our happiness
complete. No disagreement ever cast a shadow over our marriage
and we lived in perfect harmony until the end of his life. I was
always at his side, supporting him when he was worried and
comforting him with my love when things went wrong. We faced
every problem calmly and sensibly; this attitude was innate in
both of us because we had been brought up like this by our
parents and to this day I am grateful to them for the moral
strength they instilled in us.

Guglielmo had an exceptional personality. He understood me
and this is why we were so happy together. His love and
gratitude were my reward for all my care. Above all he trusted
me completely; he always wanted to know what I thought and
listened to my opinions. He was a man with a thousand interests
and with his sense of humour he usually found something to
make him laugh. He was curious about everything that went on
around him and took an interest in all the important events of
the day. His comments on every topic were always kind. In fact
he wanted everything to turn out for the best and he thought that
every question should be considered from an optimistic point of
view. He dealt with every difficulty at once as he did not think
there was any point in waiting. “Never put things off”, he always
said. Guglielmo had many exceptional qualities that I did not find
in other men and his sensitivity and intuition made him under-
stand me at once.
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I have many letters that Guglielmo wrote to me from London
and elsewhere, before and during our engagement, which show
his renewed interest in the Catholic faith. They are profound and
interesting. Each of them reflects his nobility of mind and his
exceptional human and spiritual values. I always remember a
phrase in a letter he wrote to me from London on Christmas Eve,
1926. “...Dear Cristina, whatever happens, you have been the
Angel of my conversion, of my redemption, an Angel like the one
that stopped St. Paul on the road to Damascus, (...)”. When we
were married he did not write so often because we were always
together and he could tell me his thoughts and feelings personal-
ly. To have found someone in whom he could confide and with
whom he could trust completely was essential to him. I have
about two hundred of his letters. They show a youthful spontane-
ous spirit and intense emotion which he himself was surprised by
and which filled him with joy and optimism about his life and
work. As for me I felt very proud to be the source of this
happiness that he longed for and deserved so much.

Guglielmo wanted to make a thorough study of the teachings
of the Roman Catholic Apostolic Church and he found in my
sweetness and my ideals the wisdom, serenity and faith in God
which he had missed up until then. “I feel like a ship that has
found a safe harbour”, he said to me one day. I spoke to him
about my faith openly and lovingly; I advised him to study the
New Testament together with the commentaries of great scholars.
I also gave him the famous ascetic book “The Imitation of Christ”
which he found particularly interesting. We often read religious
works together. Guglielmo was very interested in the texts of St.
Paul and St. Augustine whose works and ideas he admired.

The Sacrament of Confirmation was administered by a Bishop
in my family's palace in Via Condotti in Rome, where I was born
and where I lived with my parents. My father Count Francesco
Bezzi Scali stood godfather to Guglielmo. I was present with my
mother Anna Sacchetti the daughter of Marquis Urbano Sacchetti
and of Princess Beatrice Orsini. Guglielmo was deeply moved
because he knew the importance of the decision he was about to
take. I had the joy of knowing that Guglielmo now shared my
great faith which was to give us strength for the rest of our lives.
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After our marriage, he liked to conclude his scientific conferences
on his experiments and inventions by stressing that everything he
had succeeded in doing with his discoveries had been a gift from
God. I helped him to have a wide religious culture which he
assimilated quickly and with great interest. He often met my
spiritual counsellor, Cardinal Eugenio Pacelli, who had a great
respect for him. He knew that Guglielmo's conversion was
genuine and that he truly loved me.

During our engagement I introduced Guglielmo to Cardinal
Pietro Gasparri, Secretary of State to His Holiness the Pope. On
11th February, 1929 he and Mussolini who was then the Italian
Prime Minister signed the Concordat, thus putting an end to the
contention between the Italian State and the Church which had
been going on since 1870. I kept the correspondence between the
Cardinal and my husband and I presented Pope John Paul II with
a letter which Guglielmo sent to Cardinal Gasparri, written on
board his yacht; engraved on the writing-paper are the flag of the
Royal Yacht Squadron and the name, “Elettra”. It is now kept in
the Vatican Museums.

On his return to the practice of the Catholic faith Marconi
asked the Sacra Rota (the ecclesiastic high court) to annul his
marriage since his first wife had already remarried. After carefully
examining his matrimonial situation the Sacra Rota granted his
request and at the beginning of 1927 Guglielmo's first marriage
was declared null. The statement of reasons in the judgment,
expressly provided for by the code of canon law, was of “invalid
consent” (that is that the parties even before they were married
had declared themselves ready to separate in the event of the
marriage vows being broken). This statement of reasons was
proved conclusively by the unanimous declarations made by the
witnesses before the ecclesiastic high court and these statements
in fact rendered the marriage null.

This made it possible for us to be married in the Basilica of
Santa Maria degli Angeli in Rome on 15th June 1927. It was a
solemn occasion and the marriage was blessed by our great friend
Cardinal Evaristo Lucidi since Cardinal Pacelli was in Berlin
because of his diplomatic commitments as Apostolic Nuncio.
Guglielmo's witnesses were Prince Clemente del Drago and Prince
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Ludovico Spada Potenziani while my witnesses were my uncles
Prince Domenico Orsini and the Marquis Guglielmo Guglielmi
d'Antognolla. All our friends and relatives and a crowd of Roman
citizens were present and when we came out of the church they
showered us with flower petals. After the wedding there was a
very elegant and intimate luncheon at my parents' house in Via
Condotti with our witnesses, relatives and closest friends.

My wedding-dress was of white satin with a long train, made
by the well-known dressmaker Ventura and designed by Madame
Anna. [ wore a diamond tiara and an antique Irish lace veil which
had belonged to Guglielmo's mother on my head. One thing
which still touches me is that the tiara was designed for me
personally by Guglielmo as he did not think that any of the ones
he had seen in the various jewellers in London were beautiful
enough for me. (See letter dated 14 May 1927)

Since the matrimonial concordat between the Italian State and
the Holy See was not yet in force in 1927, the civil ceremony had
taken place two days before in the Capitol. This was followed by
a formal reception at my parents' house with all our relatives,
including Guglielmo's brother Alfonso who had come from
London for the occasion and many of our friends from the
Roman aristocracy, the Vatican and other personalities, including
the ambassadors of various countries who admired Guglielmo
very much.



LETTERS WRITTEN BY
GUGLIELMO MARCONI
TO HIS BELOVED CRISTINA
BEFORE THEIR MARRIAGE




PRESENTATION

his is the first time that I have published these letters

I written by my father to my mother.

In life, my parents were always very reserved about the

deep feeling they shared for one another. 1 feel a great

deal of emotion in revealing my father’s state of mind when he

wrote these letters to my mother. I have been uncertain, but at

the same time, I have felt the duty to let people know the truth

about the great love and devotion that existed between them,
which lasted all their lives.

From these letters--so intense and alive, there appears evidence
that their love never failed, never had ups and downs, and was
always constant, always faithful, always total. I repeat: it is the
first time that I offer to those of you who have treasured and
have been inspired by my father’s memory, and now also, of my
mother. I am offering you, the readers of these memoires, the
chance to penetrate in the private life of my parents.

I can say with pleasure that my father found, in his love for
my mother, a new impulse and the challenge to do and to create
always more, to research every aspect and detail of his experi-
ments, and to complete with utmost devotion the preparation of
his inventions.

He was, without doubt, always reinforced and enlightened by
his Faith, and by my mother’s love.

My spirit, as his grateful daughter, being now the only one to
keep alive the most intimate, clear memories of both my father
and my mother, I ask all you, who read these letters, to do it
with respect and understanding.

éMQ/a '%/mo%{,
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Savoy Hotel London, Sunday 27th June, 1926

Dear Cristina,

Here I am writing to you again!!!

1 must tell you that there is no power on earth which can
change or diminish by so much as a milligram the greatness and
beauty of everything that I feel “for one special person”.

I have not gone on board the Elettra yet because 1 did not want
to risk my absence delaying the proceedings for my case before the
Westminster Court by even one hour. I have started working on
my scientific experiments again and also all the other matters
regarding radiocommunications which I deal with myself. | feel,
from the interest you take in my experiments, that you are pleased
that I am going on with my work which keeps me in contact with
the beauties of nature that you too love so much.

1 enclose some cuttings of newspaper articles, one of which
gives quite a full description of what I am doing and what I still
need to do for communications with the different parts of the
British Empire. Another is my description of microwaves. They
want to celebrate the 30th Anniversary of my first invention here
in England too. As you will see there are some newspapers which
are going on a bit about the fact that it was England that
understood the importance of my invention of wireless telegraphy
and exploited my discovery.

I must say that 1 feel rather embarrassed about sending you
newspaper articles that say so many nice things about me but 1
promise it is not the reason I am sending them. It is because you
have told me more than once that you would like me to send
them to you, so here they are; also so that you can follow what
I am doing from afar and know what is being said about me.

And then, as you know, 1 am determined (as soon as I am
completely free) to ask you something very serious and very
important. The greatest, most important and serious question that
a man can ask and a woman can answer in all her life. Probably
this is the reason why 1 feel such a great need to keep in touch
with you in spirit.

With my kindest regards to your mother, | remain your devoted,

Guglielmo Marconi
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London, 16th February 1927

...The delegates of the American, French and German govern-
ments are here in London now to discuss many international
questions regarding the Radio and also to make agreements for the
use of my Beam System in their respective countries...

...Work is never ending but if you were with me everything
would be different. The only work which still gives me pleasure
when 1 am away from you is the work which brings me into
contact with the beauties of nature. It always seems to me that
nature is part of you, part of your soul and I feel that it is also
part of mine...

London, 18th February, 1927

...The other evening when 1 was in my room I heard part of Lucia
di Lammermoor from Rome...and listening to that beautiful voice
full of harmony and feeling I felt sure that you were listening to
it too. Now I read in your letter that you really were!! And so the
Radio has joined our sweet sensations! It won't be long now before
the television will make it possible for me to see you too but
before that is really possible I hope to be with you always, to look
into your eyes as it always was and always will be when there is
true love. This ancient and eternal method will always be the best,
better even than our Radio!...

Savoy Hotel, London, 26th February 1927

...But at this point not even the sun would make me happy if
I didn't know, if I didn't feel that beyond the seas and the
mountains are you, my sun, loving me and waiting for me
patiently and faithfully!
...l am sending you some newspaper cuttings about me and about
the Radio. You will laugh! (how I wish I could see you!) when you
read the ones that say that your Wizard is the greatest man in the
world!...
.. If it weren't for this Faith, the edifice of my whole existence
would collapse...
...I find it difficult not to write to you perhaps even twice a day,
if only to say to you again and again that I love you...
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Savoy Hotel, London, 28th February

...It is midnight...Here at this moment I feel like a caged lion who
bites the bars wanting to attack anyone who makes you suffer.
Yes, my darling Cristina, I am ready to do anything to defend you
from those who dare to attack you; I long to leave everything here
and rush to your side...

...] am touched by the sweet messages that your dear Mother has
sent me through you. After your Love, I value her affection for me
most of all. She has contributed so much to make you the person
you are!

Szvuy Hotel London, 6th March 1927

...I have been for a beautiful solitary walk. 1 so much prefer the
country to the city! I thought of you and of how happy I shall be
one day when I can always enjoy the beauties of nature with you--
you who are also Her sublime creation...

..I love to look at the sky and as I look at it I think that you too
often look up...

...The General Meeting of the Marconi Company is fixed for 15th
March which means that I shall not be able to come to Rome until
after that date. It is going to be rather a stormy meeting with the
two rival factions of shareholders. It will also be embarrassing for
me because both sides want me with them...

Savoy Hotel London, 8th March 1927

...You are the soul mate that I never expected to find and I repeat
that I want you to be my sweet guide and help for the improve-
ment and progress of my spirit which belongs to you completely...
...1 shall have so many things to tell you and explain to you about
my plans for voyages on the Elettra and my new inventions...

London, 9th March evening, 1927

My darling Cristina,

I have just received your sweet letter. I must tell you right away
that 1 have already arranged everything so as to be able to leave
on the morning of Sunday 20th and God willing I shall arrive in
Rome in the evening of Monday 21st. How happy I am! I have
always loved our beautiful country but since I discovered you and
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all that you are I do not think that even Moses could have longed
for the Promised Land as much as I long to see Trinita dei Monti,
Piazza di Spagna and Via Condotti.

How sweet you are to write to me so often but as you know I
have been sure for a long time that you are an Angel.

I still have many days of hard work ahead of me before I can
leave. The problems with the shareholders are on the way to being
settled and it seems that they will follow my advice. On the 15th
I have to preside over an important meeting where everything will
be decided and from then on I will no longer have to stay on here
as in the past.

These two and a half months (which have been like two and a
half years!) away from you must never be repeated.

Just now I am in the middle of the tests with far-off Australia
which will end, if all goes well, on the 14th. Tonight I am going
to have to stay up very late because we are testing the simulta-
neous telegraphy and telephony.

With the Lord's help 1 am learning little by little how to
transmit these waves right across the world over a distance which
is twelve times greater than that which separates London from
Rome (I was going to say me from you but there is no longer any
distance which really separates us. Our Love is even more
wonderful than the Radio!).

To reach Australia these Radio waves have to cross the whole
of Europe, Mesopotamia, Persia, India and Polinesia, overcoming
all the obstacles between them and vanquishing storms and all the
hostile forces of nature.

The more I work with the forces of Nature and sense the Divine
good-will towards mankind the more I am brought into contact
with the great truth: that everything is ordered by the Lord and
Giver of Life and this so-called science 1 work with is just an
expression of the Supreme Will which wants to put human beings
in contact with each other to help them improve and have a
greater mutual understanding.

In this too God has sent you to inspire me to do greater and
greater things. You wrote to me about Brasil and our Govern-
ment's offer to me. I shall only go if I can go there after the
blessed day of our marriage; and only if you want to go. As you
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say, it might be a good idea for our honeymoon which in any case
will never end for us. How wonderful it will be to show you the
World and to show you to the World!

In the next few days I may not be able to write to you much
because I still have so many things to do but remember that if 1
am working a bit too much now it is so that later I can dedicate
myself to you completely because I belong to you and to you
alone. The work I will do in the future and which you can order
will all be done to please you, my Queen.

All I want to do for the rest of my life is to be worthy of you,
my darling Angel; 1 will also try to deserve the pride you feel in a
Wizard who belongs to you and who wants to live just for you.

The immense love that you have inspired would be quite
inconceivable for many people; But not for you--you understand
it! You know, don't you? You feel it!

Your Guglielmo

London, 10th March, 1927

My Cristina,

Another day has gone by; every day that passes brings me closer
and closer to the day when finally I shall see you again.

1 won't write much this evening because I am very sleepy after
staying up so late last night. But there will never again be a day
when I won't see you or be with you or write to you if you will
let me.

The tests with Australia which kept me up almost the whole of
last night are going very well but I will write more about it
another time.

1 have to chair a difficult meeting of the Marconi Company on
the 15th.

Crissy my darling, I'm happy!! And why shouldn't I be! I love
the most divinely beautiful, the sweetest, kindest, and most
adorable girl in the whole world. We have the same tastes, the
same deep and sincere religious feelings without which we could
never be really happy; feelings which uplift and comfort us and
bring us closer and closer together. And then, such a wonderful
thing, 1 have the Divine gift--the Grace of your Love. Your Love
for me is and always will be the most sacred thing in my life, a
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sign that I have really have been undeservedly blessed by God. You
are my ideal, the Angel of my redemption--and among all the
beautiful and good things you possess you also have a Mother who
is another Angel.

I adore you,

Your Guglielmo

London, 13th March 1927, 6 a.m.

...I have had to get up before sunrise since I have to go straight
away to the country to visit one of my Radio Stations for the last
day of the tests with Australia...

...But you are my greatest and most beautiful discovery...

Savoy Hotel, London, 15th March, 1927

My sweet Crissy,

1t is very late again tonight but the only real joy in the whole
day for me is finally to be able to write to you, if only briefly, to
tell you again that the only thing that is really important for me,
beside which everything else pales, is our Love and our hopes.

However, I want to tell you without delay that all went well
for me today at the General Meeting of the Marconi Company
which approved all my proposals with a huge majority.

Tomorrow I hope to write you a longer letter and 1 won't fail
to sent you some newspaper cuttings which describe how things
went. All the tests with Australia have also gone well with the
complete approval of the British and Australian Governments.
Now I have to wish you goodnight, my Angel; take care of
yourself, for my sake too. In spite of the thousand and one things
I have had to do today (I didn't even have the time to have lunch!)
my thoughts have always been with you--because I love you and
adore you with every fibre of my being, now and for ever for as
long as I live.

Your own Guglielmo

Savoy Hotel London, 17th March 1927--Midnight

...This evening I am doing the final tests on your little appara-
tus and to tell you the truth this interests me more than all the
others because the new Radio will soon be yours, and then it will
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always be with you (one day with us!). Tomorrow 1 have to do
some interesting tests on the transmission of pictures to Australia.
One day I will show you how it is done and how quickly!
Perhaps these pictures which travel to the antipodes with the
speed of thought will go via Rome in their journey--perhaps across
your room without you knowing anything about it for now? When
the day comes that we can go on beautiful voyages together in our
dear Elettra it will be easier for me to explain to my clever and
beloved pupil how these things are done!...
...] know how much you love and appreciate the beauties of
nature, the expression of the Divine Will in which the eternal ideal
values, Truth, Beauty and Goodness are found (you have all three
in yourself). The united Harmony of causes and laws forms the
Truth; the united Harmony of lines, colours, sounds and ideas
forms the Beautiful; while the Harmony of feelings and will forms
the Good. As the highest expression of the Supreme Eternal
Creator they connect in the human Being and carry him towards

the final perfection...

London, 19th March 1927

My Crissy,

I have just received your dear, sweet letter No. 31. Thank you
again for all the sweet things you say which always move me and
make me happier than I ever dreamed possible. And tomorrow I
am on my way lo you.

I have thought of you so much in these last days of work and
worry, loving you and, although we are far apart, feeling close to
you in your prayers which I am certain will not fail to be heard
and answered because of your goodness and fervour.

This letter will reach you after I have arrived in Rome, if all
goes well with my journey. It will get to you after I have looked
into your eyes, after I have told you again that I love you, perhaps
while I am saying it to you. You will never get tired of hearing me
saying it, will you?

My love for you is great enough to fill the universe, even more
than electric waves can do and 1 wish you could receive it from
every corner of the earth!
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I can tell that it makes you happy to be loved as I love you
with all the strength of my heart and my mind and I need to be
loved as you love me with your heart of gold and your angelic
sweetness.

Our love, which 1 feel has already been blessed by God, helps
us both to comprehend the Divine goodness and beauty, it wakes
us and spurs us on, it does us good and promises better.

Your Wizard

Ritz Hotel, Paris, 1st April, 1927.

My Crissy,

Today is your birthday and 1 thank God for the Divine Grace
which brought you into the World and into my World so that
April's sweet and happy dawn is still more beautiful for me now
and forever.

You came robed in flowers as Nature awoke to hail the Sun
which God sent to give light, life and hope to all His creation.

This morning I was so happy to receive your dear, sweet letter
No. 1. How many nice, dear and wonderful things you marage to
say to me in just a few lines!

Just think when you are alone that my spirit is always with
you; that there is a being who is completely yours, who feels with
you, who exists just for you and who only wants to go on living
to love and adore you and make you happy for ever. Here in Paris
I feel lost.

I think about you all the time and everything I see seems
temporary and fleeting as if they will only be able to exist and
become reality again when you are with me. I can no longer have
any joys or interests unless you are there to share them with me.
Without you they mean nothing to me any more.

Don't think that 1 am ungrateful for the Divine goodness and
benevolence to which I owe so much, to which I owe everything.
But God has given me this Eternal and Almighty Love and I feel
He has done it for my good and I dare to think for yours. Perhaps
more than anything he wanted me to find in you my Angel of
redemption and salvation.

I have been out a bit today too but it was very cold. Tomorrow
I leave for London.
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At dinner today 1 met some old Spanish friends again. The
Duke and Duchess of Peneranda and the Marquis and Marchioness
of Viana. They gave me their best wishes and said they hoped to
be able to give me their felicitations soon! The Duchess of
Peneranda, who owns the most beautiful pearls in Europe, was
wearing a string of them, all as big as cherries!!

But to get back to you, my blessed Angel, you who are worth
more than all the pearls in the world, I want you to know that |
miss you so much and that [ need you to make me complete, to
live, to become what I really feel I could be.

But just thinking of you gives me a feeling of tender sweetness,
a light in the darkness, a joie de vivre that uplifts me and keeps
me from what would otherwise be a profound sadness.

1 love and adore you, praying and thanking God over and over
again for your Love.

Your Wizard

London, Sunday 10th April 1927

My Cristina,

This morning in Westminster Cathedral I heard the Blessing of
the Palms by Cardinal Bourne.

I longed for my “dear sweet Guide”.

Holy Week has begun, consecrated to the Passion and Resurrec-
tion of our Lord. I think a great deal about the Cross, the symbol
and sign of our Faith because everywhere the Cross brings to mind
the agony of Jesus for the sins of the whole world.

Together with the birth and life of the Redeemer, the Holy
Cross always makes me think of the Supreme Sacrifice by which
God was made man to offer us Salvation, teaching us that there
can be no forgiveness without sacrifice.

1 want you to know my thoughts about these things too
because I feel I have to tell you everything.

Tonight I shall pray and keep vigil till late.

I love you Cristina. God Bless you always, my Angel.

Your Guglielmo

Savoy Hotel London, 14th May 1927
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... Today I ordered the diamond diadem from Chonmet for your
darling little head. 1 hope you will like it. I designed it myself
because I couldn't find anything in the whole of London that I
really liked! It will be ready and in Italy in time for our Wedding.
You tell me that I have good taste in jewellery and I know your
exquisite taste in clothes and everything else. Maybe I could be a
jeweller and you a dressmaker--but in the same shop!! I am sure
that whatever we did together we would always be happy. For the
moment however the Radio gives me a lot of work...
...Remember that your promise to marry me is the highest and
greatest honour that I have ever had in my life and that your Love
is the supreme Grace that the Divine goodness and benevolence
has granted me...

London, 18th May 1927

My Crissy--dear and wonderful fiancée--I got up very early this
morning and went to the country to see one of my new beam
stations where we receive the radio signals from South Africa.
Everything was fine but I must confess that these days I find it
difficult to concentrate as I should on my work. But I promise you
that when you are all mine I hope to do wonderful things.

I thought about you all the time--I can't help it because with
your noble mind you possess me completely. Meanwhile, the
Radio Station I visited which is near the sea has some magnificent
woods around it and this morning it seemed that the whole of
nature was waking in the hope and glory of spring! 1 felt it
too...and thinking of you, above and beyond everything, I dreamed
of when I shall be able to take you to the woods of Fowey--when
at nightfall we can be alone with our great Love in the midst of
such wonderful nature.

I also thought of Victor Hugo's verses and when I came back
here I re-read them and I am writing them down for you because
they express exactly how I felt when I was in the woods thinking
of you and what 1 thought and felt at Fowey but did not then
dare to write to you:

Dans les pales ténébres des bois
La calme et sombre nuit ne fait qu'une priére
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De toutes les rumeurs de la nuit et du jour
Nous, de tous les torments de cette vie amére
Nous ne ferons que de l'amour.

I must leave you now, my treasure, because I have a thousand
things still to do. Till Saturday evening, my darling future bride.
I hold you close and 1 send you millions of...and of love which
will always envelop you because 1 feel that 1 have enough to fill
the whole universe and more!

Your Guglielmo

Savoy Hotel London 19th May 1927

...Your letters are the most beautiful that I have ever read--and
they always go straight to my beart. I shall always thank God for
your and our Love and I shall be thankful if I can always bring
you comfort and joy--because that is what I always want to be
able to give you in exchange for the happiness (not of this world)
which 1 feel thanks to you.

What you said to me is absolutely true: “I am certain that few
mortals in the course of the centuries have loved each other so
deeply and completely as we do; knowing, appreciating and
valuing each other--these are all beautiful things which complete
our Love”. And among all the women of all the ages you were, are
and always will be my ideal because you are beautiful in heart,
body and mind--because you make me feel that I am rising up to
reach a paradise on earth with you and one day we will reach the
eternal paradise in the skies togetbher...

London, 20th May 1927

My darling Fiancée,

You will receive this after my arrival, after my return to you,
after 1 have seen you again and perbaps held you close, after |
have told you and told you again and repeated the greatest and
most beautiful truth of my life which is that 1 love you with a
love which seems Divine to me and greater than I believed Love
could ever be before you, my Angel of Love, came into my life.

And so, by the Grace of God, this really is my last day in
London without you. Tomorrow I shall see the English country-
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side--the sea--France--Paris--the Alps--for the last time before my
dream of happiness comes true. Already everything seems more
beautiful, more divine, more full of hope and Faith for this life
and hereafter!...

And I am still dreaming--of you, my dream. What is absolutely
certain is that 1 am yours forever, that I love and worship you,
that I am on the threshold of Paradise.

Thousands of...with my sweetest and most beautiful thoughts.
Your wizard and fiancé

Guglielmo

Savoy Hotel London, 21st May 1927

...soon to make you my darling and beloved bride--the greatest
of all the countless blessings that God has given me...

...but my Love is so immense and your power to receive it and
return it is so infinite that I will never be able to say or write all
that 1 feel to you!...

Naples, S.Y. Elettra, Friday

...but beyond, through and above all, I always seem to see your
radiant beauty and the sweetness of your expression (unique in the
world)...

...I am leaving almost at once so as to be in Rome in time to
see you this evening. I am leaving the Elettra with warm thoughts
because 1 feel that she is going to be our floating home--and I
know that you are fond of her too...

Grand Hotel, Tuesday night

...In all my thoughts and in all my actions you, my wonderful
Cristina, are and always will be my inspiration for all that is
beautiful, good and great...

...you will inspire me to great things, you will lead me towards
the paths of heaven; so that together, by the Grace of God, we
will reach a happiness that is not of this world...

Sunday, Midnight
...my divine Cristina, you are and always will be the incarna-
tion and the fulfilment of my great bright dream of beauty,
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goodness and peace in which the poetry of all the poets unites
with the harmony of the most Divine music...

Tuesday night

...All virtues, like everything great and beautiful, are daughters
of the Love that comes from God; the love that has inspired the
poets, the food of the generous souls that from their solitude pass
on their celestial songs to the last generation, sending me spiritual
thoughts from heaven which seem to be made just for you...

The Grand Hotel, Rome, Wednesday night

...before giving thanks once again to God because you exist, |
want to repeat to you that I'm happy--happy in our special and
extraordinary Love, happy because the days are passing and
bringing us closer to even happier days when I'll no longer have to
leave you, when we'll be as one--when you will be my constant
comfort and my dear sweet guide -when I'll have the right and the
privilege to protect you--and the world will have to respect and
admire our Love...

The Grand Hotel, Rome, Tuesday night, 7th June, 1927
..My Crissy, my sun, beacon and light of my port, of my
refuge, of my life's Paradise...

Sunday night, 12th June, 1927

...1 feel that I can only thank God humbly for the immensity
of his Grace in giving us to one another and tomorrow I will greet
the day with my soul in ecstasy, completely absorbed in you, my
Angel of goodness and beauty...



LETTERS WRITTEN
DURING THEIR MARRIAGE
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Crissy my Angel

I was so happy to hear on the telephone from Mamma that
both you and our Elettruzzi are better. Now, my Crissy, you need
to take care of yourself so as to get completely well. You will
probably feel much better now that the worst of the cold is over.

Everything went well at the Academy this morning but I was
sad not to have you there.

The King asked after you as we were going upstairs and I told
him how sorry you were that you couldn't come because you had
a bad cold. He asked me to send you his best wishes and to tell
you that nearly everyone has a cold at the moment. All the people
I spoke to asked after you.

The decoration of the Order of Malta looked really magnificent.
But I missed you more than I can say.

This morning was a bit empty since there was no letter from
you but I'm hoping that there will be one tomorrow. I have
meetings tomorrow and Tuesday but on Wednesday I'll do my best
to come to you because I can't live without you. Sorry this is in
such haste.

Millions of kisses and hugs to you my Love; and lots of hugs,
but not so hard as to hurt her, to our Elettra.

I am so grateful to Mamma and Papa for all they do for us.

Your own

Guglielmo

Elettra, 16th August, 1934

Crissy My Darling,

Just a couple of lines in haste. We're leaving from Civitavecchia
for Messina. Admiral Monaco has come on board and be is going
to do the round trip to Venice with me. I sent him a message
saying 1 was leaving today and would like to have his company
and he managed to join me here. He sends you his kindest regards.

The crossing from Porto Santo Stefano was perfect, the sea
absolutely calm so that the portholes could be left wide open. All
this makes me miss you because by now everything on board
reminds me of you and Elettra.

I can't wait to get to Venice so as to join you at Ortisei.

Thank you for your telegram which has made me feel happier.
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I hope that you are all well and that it isn't too cold. I am very
busy with my conferences. You don't know what 1 would give to
have you here on board with me, especially knowing that with this
weather you wouldn't get tired.

With a thousand loving kisses to you and Elettra and best
wishes to everyone.

Ever your own

Guglielmo

Hotel Splendid, London, 1935

Just to tell you that I'm better, that I've rested a little and that
I Adore you more than ever.
Guglielmo

Rome, 1937

Crissy my darling Angel

You can't imagine how very sad I am to know that you are ill
and not be with you. It's true that there is Mamma but she does
so much for Elettra that 1 wouldn't like her to get overtired
looking after you both.

Thank you my darling for your adorable letter. How kind you
are to write so many interesting and sweet things to me even
though you are feeling so weak.

I am honoured that Papa has given me his Cross and collar of
the Order of Malta as a token of his great affection. It's beautiful.

Tomorrow at the Academy reception I'll tell the King and
everyone why you couldn't be present.

I'm afraid you have influenza and I beg you not to travel until
you are completely better.

My darling, I Love and Adore you. Your own

Guglielmo
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Royal Academy of Italy--the President--8th March, 1937
Darling Crissy,
...Until this evening on the telephone.
Lots of kisses to you and Elettra.
Guglielmo

Senate of the Realm -29th April, 1937
My darling Crissy...
...80 much love and kisses to you and Elettra.
Guglielmo

3rd May, 1937
My darling Crissy...
A thousand kisses to you and Elettra.
Until this evening.
Guglielmo

Royal Academy of Italy--8th July, 1937

My darling...

...All my love for you and Elettra, darlings. Hoping to see you
tomorrow.

Guglielmo




GUGLIELMO MARCONIT'S
TRANSMISSION ACROSS
THE ATLANTIC CORNWALL
TO THE ISLAND OF NEW-
FOUNDLAND
12" December, 1901

was spent mostly on board his yacht the Elettra sailing in

the Mediterranean, the Atlantic and the North Sea. I

remember our cruises off the coast of England. We
usually set sail from Southampton and sailed along the lovely
coast of Cornwall which was one of our favourite places. We
spent most of our time on board but sometimes we left the yacht
in a harbour or cove for a few hours to go and visit friends who
lived in old manors or in splendid country houses.

We often dropped anchor in Poole Harbour, not far from the
places where years before Guglielmo had carried out very
important experiments and transmissions. We went ashore in the
motorboatto the jetty belonging to Lord Montagu. After walking
through a beautiful wood we found ourselves in front of a XIII
Century Abbey which had been converted into a country house.
We were welcomed by Lord Montagu himself, smiling and jovial.
We spent happy hours with him and his friends and in the
evening we returned to the Elettra and continued our voyage.

Guglielmo pointed out a few rare palms growing here and
there along the coast. He liked the warm climate of Cornwall
which was milder than that of the rest of England. After our stay
in those pleasant surroundings we spent months and months in

the fogs of London. Although Guglielmo was half English he had

F rom the first day of our marriage my life with Guglielmo
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an inborn longing for the sun. And yet his scientific work, his
experiments and his important responsibilities with the Marconi
Company in London meant that for around forty years he spent
most of his time in northern climes. It was only after our
marriage that he began to return to Italy frequently and feel a
closer link with the land of his birth.

When we disembarked from the Elettra to visit our friends we
would find our very nice Russian chauffeur Bindoff, who had
followed our route by road, waiting with the beautiful Rolls
Royce to take us wherever we had planned to go. We would
drive to join our friends in their stately homes, those unforgetta-
ble monuments to past centuries. We often visited Constance
CornwallisWest, the first wife of the Duke of Westminster, who
was always delighted to sce us and gave us a great welcome.
Although she was no longer a young woman she was still
beautiful, like her sister the Princess of Pless.

We sometimes went as far as Lizard Head in Cornwall and
disembarked to visit the Poldhu Hotel which was on a sheer cliff
on a promontory overlooking the ocean. Guglielmo had spent
many months there in 1900 and 1901 while he was building the
radio-transmitting station of Poldhu right behind the hotel on the
cliffs by the seashore. He often spoke to me about that exciting
time. He was only twenty-seven years old! His audacious plan
was to send the first message across the Atlantic between
Cornwall in England and the American continent. The Poldhu
radio station had just been completed when the antenna system
was destroyed by a violent storm. “I wasn't discouraged”,
Guglielmo told me with a smile. “It was all for the best because
I set to work again at once and put up a new experimental
antenna which gave very satisfactory results”.

In 1901 he also built a very large radio station on Cape Cod
in Massachusetts. He arrived at Cape Cod with his assistants Mr.
Kemp and Mr. Vyvyan. First he considered Barnstable but it was
too far inland. Then he decided on Highland Light but the local
people were suspicious and refused to sell him any land to build
his station. Finally he was able to buy a piece of land at South
Wellfleet on a high headland of dunes facing the Atlantic. There
was nothing between it and the station at Poldhu but the Atlantic
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Ocean. He set up his headquarters at a boarding house, the
Holbrook House in Wellfleet. The natives of Cape Cod predicted
that the circular aerial system of twenty 200 foot masts would be
blown down in the first Atlantic gale. They were proved right
when the South Wellfleet station was completely destroyed in a
violent storm. There was no hope for the time being of transmit-
ting between Poldhu and Cape Cod and Guglielmo decided to
move to Newfoundland. He had already spent months sailing
along the Atlantic coasts in search of the most suitable promonto-
ry for his radio transmissions. He landed at Saint John's, New-
foundland, the nearest point to Poldhu. He was received by the
Governor Sir Cavendish Boyle and the Premier Sir Robert Bond.

Guglielmo immediately set up a rudimentary radio-receiving
station on a hill near the sea, called “Signal Hill”. His two most
trusted assistants Mr. Kemp and Mr. Paget had accompanied him
from London. A stone-walled cabin panelled inside in wood was
put at his disposal. By now it was winter. The building was
surrounded by snow and ice but inside it was well-equipped and
heated and they were very warmly dressed. Guglielmo had a table
in the cabin for his instruments where he spent many hours of
the day and night studying and making experiments. The North
winds blew, freezing and violent. Guglielmo had suspended the
antenna in the air using balloons which were destroyed by the
storm. So he thought of holding up the antenna with a kite but
this too was blown away. Undismayed, he immediately had
another sent up in its place.

He was very young at that time and attempting to do what
others had not even dared to imagine. Failure was out of the
question. Finally his enthusiasm and determination were reward-
ed; he heard the signal of the letter “S” for the first time, sent
across the ocean from the distant transmitter of Poldhu. That
day, 12* December 1901, Guglielmo sat listening in at the
Newfoundland radio-station. He had not informed the Press
because he did not want any publicity. An assistant at Poldhu in
Cornwall was ready to transmit the agreed signal. In between lay
the Atlantic, a distance of one thousand eight hundred miles,
thought by others to be insurmountable.
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It was twelve thirty when Guglielmo heard three brief clicks
in rapid succession, faint but clear. He passed the ear-phone to
his assistant and asked: “Do you hear anything Mr Kemp?” “Of
course!” came the reply. “It is the letter “S”. Guglielmo later
recorded the following words on a gramophone record: “Then I
knew that I had been right. The electro-magnetic waves sent from
Poldhu reached the other side of the Atlantic, serenely ignoring
the terrestrial curvature which according to some incredulous
people should have been an unsurmountable obstacle; I realised
then that the day was not far off when I would be able to send
complete messages across the continents and the oceans. At that
moment long distance radio-telegraphy was born”.

When Guglielmo heard the first signal that came from Poldhu,
he was filled with an indescribable happiness. He was absolutely
certain that he would succeed. He often told me so: “I never had
a moment of discouragement or doubt. I was quite ready to stay
there in the snow, putting up with all that discomfort for a long
time until I finally reached my goal”. This was how he always
acted; he followed his ideas through with enormous perseverance
and determination. [ knew how tenacious my husband could be
and I never had any doubts that he would succeed in whatever he
resolved to do.

Whenever he spoke to me about “Signal Hill” at Saint John's
Newfoundland and the moment when he received the sound of
the letter “S” across the Atlantic, Guglielmo relived the incredible
emotion he had felt. His face lit up and he looked youthful and
full of enthusiasm. He realized that he had cancelled the great
distances which separated the old world from the new and
brought the people of the two continents closer together. He
looked to the future. He was perfectly aware of the immense
value of his invention and proud of the benefits it would bring to
humanity. However, in spite of this, he was modest and altruistic.
He was like the great men of the past who made a name for
themselves with their works of genius without thought for the
personal gain that these would bring them.

Guglielmo told me that the Canadian governmentimmediately
understood the importance of his discovery. The Anglo American
Telegraph Company had threatened court action over the
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infringement of its monopoly on all telegraphic business in
Newfoundlandand rather than challenge the Company's monopo-
ly Marconi decided to withdraw from the colony. The Canadian
Minister of Finance, Sir William S. Fielding invited him to
continue his experiments in Canada, assuring him of the Canadi-
an government's co-operation and financial support. The Canadi-
ans knew that his transmissions across the Atlantic would help
their ships and facilitate relatives with England.

The day after the first transmission across the Atlantic the
story was on the front page of all the newspapers and Guglielmo
was described as “the wizard of space”. The “New York Times”
wrote: “Marconi's initial success captures our imagination. All
men of intellect hope profoundly that the Wireless will soon
show that it is not a scientific toy but a system of ordinary and
everyday use. Men of science point out the obstacles, obstacles
that are generally declared to be insurmountable; but the first
triumph is a hope for future conquests”™.

While many men of science were indeed skeptical and refused
to believe that he had actually heard the signal from Poldhu,
Professor Michael Pupin at Columbia University believed him and
stated: “According to the newspapers | have read, the signals
were weak but this is unimportant--the distance has been
overcome, now they just have to perfect the transmission
equipment. Marconi has definitely proved that the curvature of
the earth is not an obstacle for wireless telegraphy. We can only
regret the fact that many so-called scientists have tried to take
away from him and his assistants the merit and benefits of the
work to which they have every right”. Elihu Thomson, one of the
most important pioneers of electricity in America wrote a letter
to the editor of the magazine “Electric World”, T. Comerford
Martin, affirming his complete faith in Marconi. Many sceptics
changed their minds after reading this letter.

Guglielmo had happy memories of his arrival in New York
where he received high praise from the Government and Press.
Many scientists and personalities congratulated him. A great
banquet was given in Guglielmo's honour in the Astor Gallery of
the Waldorf Astoria hotel in New York on 13% January, 1902,
under the patronage of the American Institute of Electrical
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Engineers and organized by “Electric World” and a group of
scientists and business men. There were more than three hundred
guests at the banquet while a huge crowd gathered on the
balconies above the great dining hall. On the wall behind the
table of honour hung a plaque with “Marconi” spelt out in
electric light bulbs. To the right of the table another plaque said
“Poldhu” while on the left was written “St. John's”. Between
these three sparkling words hung light bulbs which twinkled on
and off giving the “S” sign of the Morse Code.

At the end of the banquet Martin read out the letters and
telegrams which the organizing committee had received. Edison
wrote: “I am sorry not to be present to offer my congratulations
to Marconi. I would like to meet that young man who has had
the monumental audacity to attempt and to succeed in jumping
an electric wave across the Atlantic”. When Guglielmo rose to his
feet to thank those present he was filled with happiness and
emotion. He thanked the American Institution of Electrical
Engineers and expressed his “honour to be amongst so many
eminent men whose names are familiar in the whole world”. He
modestly acknowledged what he owed to the scientists who had
come before him in the study of electric waves. He spoke about
his experiments at Signal Hill and his 7777 (four sevens) patent
which he had taken out on 16™ April, 1900 and which would
make it possible to improve the transmissions, saying: “Thanks to
the experiments and improvements we have made, the messages
can be read only when the receiver and the transmitter have been
tuned”. The only mention he made of his problems with the cable
companies were the following words: “Laying the underwater
cables costs so much that the telegraph companies have to impose
very high charges for the service. My system will lower the costs
a great deal”. He ended his speech with: “I drink to the health of
the American Institute of Electrical Engineers”.

The dinner was a triumph for Guglielmo and the next day the
New York Times wrote in its editorial: “Marconi's words were so
modest, so lacking in any exaggeration for commercial ends, so
generous in recognizing his debt towards the pioneers of research
whose path he has followed, so frank in giving credit to the alive
and the dead and nevertheless so cautious in giving advance
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notice of the developments of the work he is carrying out that all
those present felt obliged to give Marconi not only the honour of
his discovery but also the higher honour which is due to him who
puts the truth before every jealousy and professional rivalry.
From the laurel crown fashioned for his head he took branches
to make garlands also for all his predecessors and colleagues in
the study of electric waves and this spontaneousgift has enriched
rather than impoverished him”.

In a letter to the The Times of London Professor Ambrose
Fleming wrote: “When one thinks that those dots and dashes are
the result of electric wave trains travelling at the speed of light in
infinite space, picked up by the thin wire of an antenna, automat-
ically severed and translated by two pieces of apparatus into
intelligible messages in different languages, the wonder of it all
cannot but strike the imagination”.

In Canada, Guglielmo founded the Marconi Wireless Tele-
graph Company, which was controlled by the Marconi Company
of London. He was delighted to hear the news that Thomas
Edison had bought shares in his company.

Alexander Graham Bell had become a friend of Guglielmo's
and had told him that he could use some land belonging to him
on the beach of Beinn Breagh for his new radio station; Howev-
er, Guglielmo had to refuse the offer, because he realized it was
too far inland from the Atlantic to allow him to transmit across
the ocean. Guglielmo visited different places along the Canadian
coast accompanied by the Canadian personalities of the day. It
was still winter. The weather could not have been worse; snow,
rain and strong winds reduced visibility almost to nothing. In the
month of March, 1902 he finally found the most suitable
geographic position to install a new radio station on the island of
Cape Breton at Table Head a locality situated a mile away from
Glace Bay which received great economic benefits from this,
changing it from an agricultural town to an important commercial
centre.

The radio station at Table Head became larger and three times
more powerful than the one at Poldhu. All the radio stations
were built on the Atlantic coasts and were thus always exposed
to the danger of storms and winter gales. The unfavourable
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climate was one of the greatest problems for the radio stations.
Guglielmo regularly sailed across the ocean to check that
everything worked and to improve the transmissions; the yacht's
radio station became his own personal laboratory. In this way he
maintained the long distance contact between the transmitting
and receiving stations, built on two promontories on either side
of the Atlantic.

Guglielmo told me that his life at that time was particularly
busy; he personally supervised the building of the new radio
stations, just as he chose all his assistants himself. He was full of
optimism and enthusiasm and he did everything he could to
inspire the same feelings in the people who helped him. Mr.
Vyvyen worked for a long time in Canada; he was in charge of
the radio stations during Guglielmo's absence. In an article he
wrote about my husband, he said: “Only those who have worked
with Marconi throughout these four years realize the wonderful
courage he showed under frequent disappointments, the extraor-
dinary fertility of his mind in inventing new methods to displace
others found faulty, and his willingness to work, often for sixteen
hours at a time, when any interesting development was being
tested.” One of Guglielmo's characteristics was his ability to
choose the right person for each job. He and Vyvyan worked
together hour after hour at the Poldhu, Clifden and Table Head
radio stations. Guglielmo was known as an approachable person
who had faith in those who worked for him. He thought sincerity
was very important, but he was also sensitive enough to know
when it was better to keep quiet.

Here, by the way, I should like to mention that Guglielmo
spent the summer of 1902 on board the ship, the Carlo Alberto.
Sailing between Russia and North Africa, he carried out tests on
the “magnetic detector”, a technological jewel he had invented
which was unaffected by the ship's movement but so sensitive that
it could pick up even the faintest -electric waves. In October of
the same year he was once again on board the Carlo Alberto,
which was to take him from England to Cape Breton in Canada.
He perfected his magnetic detector while he was in constant
contact with Poldhu. When he arrived in the town of Glace Bay
he was met by a myriad of boats and hundreds of people who
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had come to welcome him, including his loyal assistants, Mr
Kemp, Mr Paget and Mr Vyvyan. The Carlo Alberto continued its
voyage and anchored in the port of Sydney; here, too, Guglielmo
was received with great enthusiasm and gratitude by the local
press and by the members of the Sebastian Cabot Society, an
important Canadian association.

Canada still feels a debt of gratitude to Guglielmo because his
invention gave work to the inhabitants of the island of Cape
Breton both to guarantee the constant functioning of his radio
stations and to construct and perfect the equipment he invented.
For his part, my husband was grateful to the Canadian govern-
ment and the people of Cape Breton. When he spoke to me
about those years, Guglielmo made me feel the great emotion he
had felt every time he crossed the Atlantic and admired the
natural beauties of the Canadian coasts when they were lit up by
the summer sun.

In January, 1903 Marconi arrived on Cape Cod where the
South Wellfleet station had been rebuilt with a new set of towers
supporting a “V” shaped aerial, modelled on the ones at Poldhu
and Table Head. He established a radio link to send messages
from the Cape Cod station to Poldhu via Table Head and
viceversa. In spite of the bad winter weather, on 19" January
1903 Guglielmo successfully transmitted a message from President
Roosevelt to King Edward VII. The signal from Poldhu acknowl-
edging reception of the message did not come back to Cape Cod
via Table Head as expected but directly from Poldhu to Cape
Cod.

The President's message read:

His Majesty, Edward VII
London, Eng.

In taking advantage of the wonderful triumph of scientific
research and ingenuity which has been achieved in perfecting a
system of wireless telegraphy, I extend on behalf of the American
people most cordial greetings and good wishes to you and all the
people of the British Empire.

Theodore Roosevelt
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Wellfleet, Mass., Jan.19, 1903.
The reply from the King came back:

Sandringham, Jan. 19, 1903
The President,
White House, Washington, America

I thank you most sincerely for the kind message which I have
just received from you, through Marconi's trans-Atlantic wireless
telegraphy. I sincerely reciprocate in the name of the people of
the British Empire the cordial greetings and friendly sentiment
expressed by you on behalf of the American Nation and I heartily
wish you and your country every possible prosperity.

Edward R. and I.

My husband enjoyed telling me about that time when he was
young, when the new radio service on ships also began. Cunard
was the first shipping company which had confidence in him and
agreed to his proposal to install it on their transatlantic liners.
This was a success for Guglielmo as a businessman and profitable
for the Marconi Company.

In 1905, six miles from Table Head and a little further inland,
he set up another radio station which was given the name of
“Marconi Towers”. The spectacular sight of this larger and more
powerful radio station could be admired from at least fifty miles
away. In the same year Guglielmo also began work on a new
radio station at Clifden in Ireland to communicate with Cape
Breton. The site he chose was on a plain near the beautiful
Atlantic coast of Connemara in south-west Ireland. It was well-
equipped and more powerful than the one at Poldhu, although
less so than the station at Coltano, the most important one,
which was in Italy near Livorno. The Clifden station was
inaugurated on 15th October 1907 when a successful radio
transmission with Glace Bay was carried out. Guglielmo was
particularly pleased by the success of the Clifden station since
Ireland was his mother's native land.

In February, 1908, Guglielmo started a permanent commercial
radio service. From that moment he began an activity that he
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knew he could extend all over the world. He told me that the
following year a fire broke out at the Glace Bay radio station
caused by the excessively high tension. Fortunately, there were no
victims. Guglielmo stayed there for many months, supervising the
reconstruction personally, making it safer and installing more
efficient and powerful machinery. In 1913, twelve radio-telegraph
operators were sent to the new radio station at Louisbourg, built
by Guglielmo once again on the island of Cape Breton. In 1919
in a radio broadcast from Ireland, the human voice was heard for
the first time at Louisbourg.

At the beginning of the First World War, Guglielmo was in
Canada; he returned to Italy to put himself at the disposal of the
army as a volunteer, offering his help to improve the radio
transmissions. He was given the rank of captain. Guglielmo often
spoke to me of the time in 1919, immediately after the end of the
war, when he was sent by the Italian government to the Versailles
Peace Conference as a member of the Italian delegation. The
Conference had the task of drawing up the official peace treaty
between the principal victorious nations (Great Britain, France,
Italy, USA and Japan) and the defeated ones (above all, Germany,
which was to suffer extremely harsh terms) in the great war
which had just ended.

The Italian delegation was led by the Prime Minister, Vittorio
Emanuele Orlando and by the Foreign Minister, Sidney Sonnino
(who at a certain moment abandoned the Conference in protest
against the terms which were far from favourable for Italy). On
28™ June, 1919 the Italian delegation, together with the others,
signed the final peace treaty and my husband's signature can still
be recognized today together with the others on the final
document which is kept in the archives of the French State. He
was very proud of this fact although privately he used to say with
disapproval that it had been a “mutilated” victory for Italy.




FOWEY HARBOUR

e went to Cornwall every year; we often visited

Torquay, Falmouth, Plymouth and Dartmouth, the

home of the Naval Academy for Officers of the Royal

Navy which Guglielmo admired so much. All the same,
he was proud to be a Rear Admiral of the Italian Navy and
thought highly of our own Naval Academy at Livorno. When we
were at Dartmouth we often entertained high ranking naval
officers who enjoyed coming on board the Elettra.

However, our favourite place, the one we loved the most, was
Fowey Harbour. Fowey is a fishing village on the south-west
coast of Cornwall, built on both banks of the River Fowey near
the estuary. The sea and the river at Fowey are green and so are
both banks of the river. In summer the leafy willows droop
gracefully into the water.

The village is very old and the houses are small and low, lined
up along the river bank. Every family has a fishing boat moored
in front of the house and in order to get into their houses the
fishermen climb up a wooden ladder attached to the wall and
held up by ropes. The only inhabitants of this quiet and peaceful
village are fishermen and their families whose hard-working lives
revolve around fishing. They have been living there happily for
generations. The old church and the little flower-filled cemetery
lie not far away. This is the real, old England.

Fowey was a haven for both of us. Guglielmo went on with his
experiments while I read a lot. We used to interrupt the peace of
those days with short boat trips along the river in the Thornicroft
motorboat. There were delightful little inlets where the trees and
greenery on the banks were reflected in the still water giving a
refreshing and restful feeling. How often during the rest of the
year would Guglielmo remember nostalgically Fowey's beauty and
tranquillity!
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There was only one other person who loved the village as
much as we did. This was the great actor, Sir Gerald Du Maurier
who had chosen it as his retreat. He had built himself a house on
the river-bank which appeared to be in a grotto. The sitting-room
was almost at water level on the natural rocks. The rooms were
like those of the local fishermen but every comfort was provided.
Sir Gerald Du Maurier used to spend the weekends there with his
family. It was always a pleasure for us to visit them. Guglielmo
enjoyed himself in that typically sea-side house and we spent
many happy hours in its informal atmosphere. The Du Mauriers
were a charming family and when we were at Fowey they often
came to lunch with us on board the Elettra. We were all very
cheerful. Daphne, Sir Gerald and Lady Du Maurier's daughter,
was then a fair-haired and very lively young girl; she used to have
fun climbing on the yacht's rigging. She was so graceful and agile
that it was a pleasure to watch her. In those days I would never
have thought that she would become a great writer and win such
popularity with her famous novel “Rebecca”.



THE ILLUMINATION
OF SYDNEY
26th March, 1930

y husband was gifted with a self control and a pres-
M ence of mind which never deserted him, even on days
when important events were taking place.

Guglielmo and I were very close. We complemented
one another and for this reason we always wanted to be together.
Our mutual love was so strong and profound that we could not
bear to be separated for long. During the spring that preceded the
birth of our daughter Elettra, my physical endurance was put to
the test. When it was certain that 1 was expecting a baby,
Guglielmo thought it was too dangerous for me to go to sea. He
did not want to leave me alone and in a serious and firm tone of
voice he said to me, “I have decided to give up my research on
board the Elettra. 1 will stay with you somewhere on land”. I
knew, however, that he was working on some important experi-
ments at that time and in order not to interrupt his great work
[ insisted on taking the risk of going with him. So in March, as
usual, I went on board the Elettra with him. Since I was expect-
ing a baby I felt terribly sick whenever the sea was rough and I
also felt tired and unwell because of the strong vibrations and the
noise when the generators which were necessary for my husband's
experiments started up. I often had to lie down on the deck.
Guglielmo was anxious about me and decided I should have my
mother with me. As usual her presence was invaluable and gave
us great peace of mind.

Finally, on 26™ March 1930 in Genova, my sacrifice was
rewarded. | was able to be present at the wonderful, unforgetta-
ble moment when Guglielmo, from the radio station on board the
Elettra, touched the key which simultaneously lit up the thou-
sands of electric light bulbs of the Town Hall and the World




58 Maria Cristina Marconi

Exhibition at Sydney in Australia. We were on board the Elettra,
anchored in the little ‘Duca degli Abruzzi' harbour in front of the
Italian Yacht Club of which we were members.

The evening before Guglielmo went to bed as usual around
half past ten and fell asleep at once, just as if he had nothing
special to do the next day. He slept soundly without ever waking,
breathing deeply and regularly, until the morning. He woke up
at half past seven, well-rested and calm. He had his usual English
breakfast, consisting of tea with milk, two eggs boiled for
precisely three minutes (they had to be just so) and toast with
butter and marmalade. Then he went to the yacht's radio station,
his laboratory; looked at the barometer, checked the temperature
and concentrated on the short-wave experiment which was
planned.

The appointment with Sydney was fixed for eleven o'clock in
the morning which was eight o'clock in the evening in Australia.
I can still see the Elettra's big radio cabin with the tall heavy
apparatus of the short-wave “beam system” which formed the
receiving and transmitting station--the only one in existence in
the world at that time--as well as the large high-kilowatt valves;
on one side of the cabin there was a table with a push-button,
radio sets and headphones. Guglielmo was standing by his desk,
calm, smiling and sure of himself; he had complete faith in the
successful outcome of his research which, by then, he had been
working on for a long time. My husband's experimental scientific
work and the preparations to set up this exceptional contact with
Australia had been long and tiring. Various dignitaries were
present, including the Prefect and the Mayor of Genova, the
British and Australian Consuls, as well as the Captain of the
Elettra, Girolamo Stagnaro, the ship's officers, the Chief Engi-
neer, Giuseppe Vigo, as well as many representatives of the
Italian and foreign press. Everyone was anxiously awaiting the
outcome of Marconi's exceptional experiment which had kept the
whole world in suspense for the past few days. It was destined to
mark a very important stage in the field of radiocommunications.

Guglielmo sent a message by radio telephony to Australia,
where the excitement about the event was intense. Speaking in
English, he said, “It is a great pleasure for me to perform the
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ceremony of officially illuminating the symbol of the new project
of the Association for the Radioelectric Development of New
South Wales. The switches of the lighting system of the Town
Hall of the City of Sydney will be activated by means of radiote-
legraphy from the yacht, Elettra, which is at present in the
Mediterranean at Genova. By pressing a key on board the Elettra
I will automatically release a “wave train” through the “beam
system” of the radio station in England, which will be received
practically instantaneously at Rockbank in the State of Victoria in
Australia. This impulse will be automatically re-transmitted on
Australian territory over five hundred and fifty miles in a straight
line to the Town Hall of Sydney, where I will provoke the intake
of energy in the light circuit”.

I was standing not far from my husband. In the meantime, the
group of journalists on the deck of the Elettra had become a
crowd. At eleven o'clock sharp Marconi pressed a key, and
immediately in the silence of the radio station, through the
headphones, we heard the voice of Mr Fisk in Sydney, “All well!
Wonderful! The leaves are falling here and there in Italy it is
spring”. Guglielmo turned to me at once, looking deep into my
eyes as he always did when he wanted to show me his love; then
he smiled at me happily and embraced me. He was grateful to me
for the long time I had spent at his side during the preparations
for the experiment; all the more because I was expecting Elettra
at the time.

From the receiving station in Sydney they informed us that the
illumination had been a complete success. Thousands of light
bulbs had lit up instantly, to be greeted by the enthusiastic
applause of the crowds of people inside and outside the Town
Hall. Those present on board the yacht Elettra were delighted.
The Australian Consul presented me with a big bunch of red
roses as a tribute from the women of his country. I was very
touched. The event made headline news and there were long
articles in the press all over the world praising the works and the
genius of Guglielmo Marconi.

Today, witnessing the continuous progress of science and
living in the era of space flights, I can understand more and more
clearly what Guglielmo felt in his heart that day. I knew he was
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proud to be the only person who could communicate directly
from Genova with Sydney in Australia in the antipodes and
obviously also with other places that were closer. All this from his
laboratory, his special experimental radio station, by means of the
short-wave “beam system” that he had invented on board the
Elettra. During his trials Guglielmo said to me: “Just think!
Sydney is at almost the furthest point in the world from Genova.
That is why [ have chosen it.” The enormous distance between
the two cities did not daunt him. He knew what he was capable
of achieving and he was certain that his studies would prove him
right. It was really thanks to this conviction of his that he
succeeded in what was a unique experiment in those days;
something other scientists and researchers had never even
dreamed of. A new era had begun for humanity thanks to the
type of contact that had just been made with Australia.

Apart from his confidence in his own work, another character-
istic of Guglielmo's genius was his ability to organise everything
meticulously, without forgetting a single detail. He used to say to
me: “The smallest details are indispensable for a perfect result”.
He realised that he was privileged and exceptional but at the
same time he faced the important events of life calmly and
sensibly. He knew perfectly well that his work was unique and his
inventions all his own but in spite of this, with the humility of
the truly great, he often said: “This is a gift that has been given
to me by God!”. Since I understood his deepest sentiments so
well, I knew how happy and satisfied he was at having succeeded
with the illumination of the Town Hall of Sydney in creating
another important invention for the benefit of humanity.

Talking about the Elettra, Guglielmo always used to say to me:
“This is a yacht for work, not just for pleasure”. We went on
adventurous voyages together, defying the terrible Atlantic
storms. | remember that Guglielmo and I crossed the Bay of
Biscay on board the Elettra seven times and the sea was almost
always rough as is so often the case in those parts. Only once did
we find a calm sea. At the end of these voyages I would arrive in
port tired and thin and the same was true for the members of the
crew. The only person who showed great physical endurance was
my husband. More than once during our voyages Guglielmo told
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me that our love was a source of strength for him and that it also
gave him the inspiration for new ideas. This encouraged me to go
with him wherever he went.

When we were in Genova, while he was preparing the experi-
ment of the illumination of Sydney, we were often invited by our
Genoese friends to their beautiful palaces. I remember a wonder-
ful evening at the Marchese Raggio's castle where we were guests
of the Marchesa Thea, a Spinola by birth, whose second husband
was the Marchese Giuseppe Cattaneo della Volta. We had also
become friends of the Marchese Marcello Gropallo and his wife
Rosa, who often invited us to their famous villa “Lo Zerbino”,
with the Marchese Rodolfo Pallavicino and his wife Maria, the
Marchese and Marchesa Vistarino and the Marchese Carlo
Raffaele Bombrini. We often went to the Marchese Franco
Spinola's splendid villa by the sea near Rapallo which was called
“La Pagana”. He always received us wearing a naval officer's
uniform. As a Dame of Honour and Devotion of the Sovereign
Military Order of Malta (S.M.O.M.) it is a pleasure for me to
remember that this villa which we used to visit was later donated
by the Marquis Spinola to the $.M.O.M. We ourselves enjoyed
inviting our friends to lunch or dinner on board the Elettra. 1
remember that among them was a young naval officer, Luigi
Durand de La Penne, the future admiral who was awarded a
Gold Medal for gallantry for his exploits during the Second
World War.

After the illumination of Sydney, having stayed at Genova for
about two months, we sailed along the Maremma and the Roman
coast as far as Fiumicino, off Mount Cavo in the Roman hills.
Suddenly a storm blew up, just as Guglielmo was carrying out an
important experiment. He immediately gave orders to Captain
Stagnaro to take shelter in the port of Civitavecchia, which was
the closest. The pilot of that area, knowing that I was on board,
was anxious because of my condition and immediately came to
meet us. He was the father of ten children! Guglielmo and my
mother were very worried about me but all went well. My
husband was so upset by the risk I had run that he decided to
disembark. By then I was seven months pregnant with Elettra.
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Gt Mareo

1. First signed photograph that Marconi gave to his future
wife, Maria Cristina Bezzi Scali.
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2. Annie Marconi Jameson with her sons Alfonso, and
Guglielmo to her left--Bologna, 1878.

’
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3. Guglielmo Marconi with his invention-Wireless Telegraphy--1895.



"LT61 dun[ ¢1--Aep
Suippom 119Y3 UO ‘BUNSIID) BLIEJN PUE IUODIB] owpidnn 4

J

>00 5000 D000bOOSS cht‘.

r

O e e O e e - S

3
)
)
m.
.

3 R

J oo 4 N

N O i W N e e e e QN

T '\ 9

e —

R LR

S ET T T Ieee @ ¢

€9 oo paaojag AN



66 Maria Cristina Marconi

5. Marconi with Maria Cristina leaving the Capitol of Rome,
on the day of their civil matrimony, a few days before their
religious matrimony.
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Marconi in his makeshift lab at St John's, Newfoundland. wheuw
he received the first transatlantic wireless signals from Cornwall
12 December 1901, Marcone.

6. (Caption part of the photo).
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7. Marconi in his Radio Station, transmitting across the Atlantic. The antennas were called the
Marconi Towers, located in Glace Bay, Nova Scotia, 17 October 1907. The inventor, Marconi, is
seated to the left, and the operator, James Holmes, is receiving a message from the Clifden Ration
Station in Ireland.
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8. Autographed photo by Marconi the day he turned on the
lights in Sydney’s Town Hall, Australia, from aboard the
Elettra--26 March 1913.
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9. Marconi in his radio cabin aboard the Elettra at the
moment he is throwing the switch to light Sydney’s Town
Hall in Australia--26 March 1930.
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10. Aboard the Elettra, anchored in the small harbor at Duca degli Abruzzi, Genova, Italy, Marconi
throws the switch that lights the Town Hall of Sydney in Australia, with his signature.
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11.  The yacht, Elettra, in the Duca D’Abruzzi harbour in Genova, Italy, with all flags flying in honour
of Marconi’s having turned on the lights of Sydney’s Town Hall, from his radio cabin--26 March
1930.



My Beloved Marconi 73

12. Pontifical mission of 1911 in occasion of the crowning of His Majesty, King George V. Cardinal
Gennaro Granito Pignatelli of Belmonte, Monsignor Eugenio Pacelli, Count Francesco Bezzi Scali,
Lord Crichton Stewart, and Count Medollago Albani.
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13. Marconi with his Eminence, Cardinal Secretary of State, Eugenio Pacelli, at the Christening of
Marconi’s daughter, Elettra.
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14. Countess Bezzi Scali with her son, Antonio, and her little
daughter, Cristina--Rome, 1901.
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15. Countess Anna Bezzi Scali, born Marchesa Sacchetti.
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16. Count Francesco Bezzi Scali, in uniform, was Brigadeer
General of the Noble Guards of the Pope.
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17. New York, Columbia University, 1927: Chancellor Nicholas

Murray Butler confers Honorary Doctorate onto Guglielmo
Marconi.
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18. Marconi with His Royal Highness, the Duke of Abruzzi-
Savoia. Marconi is in full regalia and serving as President
for the Royal Academy of Italy--29 November 1930.
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19. Marconi dressed as a yachtsman--1928.
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20. Marconi and Maria Cristina aboard the Elettra--1929.
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21. Marconi aboard the Elettra--1929.
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22. Marconi’snew-born daughter, Elettra, in her mother’s arms.

Looking on is the grandmother, Contessa Anna Bezzi Scali--
July, 1930.
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23. Studio picture of Marconi with his wife, Maria Cristina,
and daughter, Elettra--Rome 1931.
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24.  Full view of Marconi’s Elettra at Cowes on the Isle of Wight.
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25. Aboard the Elettra, 1931: Marchesa Maria Cristina, the nurse holding little Elettra, and Marconi.
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26. Marconi with the Duke of Kent, exiting from the Marconi’s Wireless Telegraph, Co.
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27. Marconi with Pope Pius XI and with Cardinal Eugenio
Pacelli at the inauguration of Radio Vatican--1931.
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e L’aﬂo«(egm&dcm che si seo
MOWRoando COMMosse.!

28. Marconi, with headphones,sits in front of the microphone,

giving one of his many addresses. The verses beneath the
photo is as follows:

His image will continue
Among the people of the sea.
In silence, they bow their heads
and say with full emotion,

"He is Marconi."
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29. Photo of Marconi dedicated to his wife Maria Cristina: To
my always beloved Cristina, forever yours. Guglielmo--Rome
28 April 1932.
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30. Signed photograph by Marconi during a conference at the
Royal Academy of Italy.
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31. Marchesa Maria Cristina Marconi wearing the emerald
necklace given to her by Marconi at the birth of their
daughter, Elettra--Venice.



THE BIRTH OF ELETTRA

e went from Civitavecchia to Santa Marinella where

my cousins the Marchese and Marchesa Sacchetti had

their summer villa. It was really pleasant to see our

relatives again. Prince Odescalchi used to spend the
summer in his castle at Palo. When he heard from my cousins
that Guglielmo and I were planning to stay in the area until the
birth of the baby he offered us his lovely villa by the sea. We
were delighted to accept and rented it for the three summer
months. In this way my husband could carry on with his experi-
ments on board the Elettra which was anchored out at sea. I have
wonderful memories of those days. Villa Odescalchi was built on
the rocks outside the town towards Santa Marinella and Gugliel-
mo and I had a magnificent room overlooking the sea. It was
here that our beloved Elettra was born.

On 20™ July, 1930, the day of our daughter's birth, the waves
were breaking violently against the rocks and making a deafening
noise. The din did not bother me, in fact I liked it. Guglielmo
was with me, encouraging me with his smile. We talked lovingly
about the little baby that was about to come into the world and
wondered what it would be like. We did not yet know that our
child would love the sea, which was so close and made itself
heard so violently that day, as much as Guglielmo and I did. I
had a beautiful baby girl with blue eyes and fair hair. Guglielmo
wanted to call her Elettra like his yacht. We were filled with joy.
We had a daughter who made our happiness complete.

Our daughter was christened Maria in devotion to the Virgin
Mary; Elettra after the yacht; Elena in honour of her godmother
the Queen of Italy and Anna after her two grandmothers,
Guglielmo's mother and my own.

Elettra was baptized on 30* July at Villa Odescalchi in a room
that was turned into a chapel for the occasion. His Eminence
Cardinal Eugenio Pacelli, who was then the Secretary of State
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came expressly from the Vatican City. He had wanted to bless my
marriage to Guglielmo in 1927 but unfortunately at that time he
had not been able to leave Berlin where he was the Papal Nunzio.
He did us the great honour of baptizing our daughter. The future
Pope Pius XII was a very old friend of my family and ever since
I was a little girl I had been fortunate enough to meet him often
at our house. When he arrived at the villa everyone was struck by
his tall figure dressed in the purple cardinal's robes. He was good
looking and impressive and he emanated a great spirituality.

Elettra's godmother was Queen Elena who gave her a beautiful
diamond medal and a little gold and pearl necklace. Her majesty
was represented by a lady in waiting, the Duchess of Laurenzana.
The christening ceremony was followed by a reception in the
garden. The owners of the villa, Prince and Princess Odescalchi
were present. Enzo and Vittoria were close friends of ours and |
remember them with great affection. Our friendship continues
with their children. Naturally all my closest relatives were there:
Prince Orsini, Prince and Princess Barberini, Marchese and
Marchesa Sacchetti, Marchese and Marchesa Serlupi Crescenzi,
my aunt Maria, my father's sister who was married to Marchese
Guglielmi D'Antognolla. Among our friends were the Princes and
Princesses Colonna, Massimo, Chigi, Borghese, del Drago,
Ruspoli, Lancellotti, and Torlonia, Duke and Duchess Lante delle
Rovere, Duke and Duchess Sforza Cesarini, Marchese and
Marchesa Theodoli and the Governor of Rome Prince Francesco
Boncompagni Ludovisi with his wife Princess Nicoletta.

The weather was fine that day and the sea was calm. After the
christening Guglielmo asked Cardinal Pacelli if he would like to
hear some messages from Australia in the radio station on board
the Elettra. This was still a great novelty as the first official
communication had taken place only a short time before. The
Cardinal, who was always very interested in my husband's
experiments, was delighted to accept the invitation. The Elettra
which was anchored in front of Villa Odescalchi had all her flags
flying and looked more beautiful than ever that day. His Emi-
nence, accompanied by Guglielmo, went out to the yacht in our
motorboat and was ceremoniously welcomed on board the Elettra
by the Captain and the crew. He stayed for some time in the
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radio station and listened with interest to Guglielmo's explana-
tions and to the radio signals and conversations from far away
countries.

Just a few members of my family and our closest friends stayed
on after Cardinal Pacelli's departure. Guglielmo took Prince
Odescalchi's children, Livio, Anna, Ladislao and Alessandro on
board the Elettra so that they could visit the yacht and listen to
the radio messages that came from far away. Guido and Maria
were too little to go. I can still see my husband's happy expres-
sion at the end of that exceptional day.

Keeping a promise he made us at the time, and therefore as an
exception, a few years later Cardinal Pacelli who by then had
become Pope Pius XII administered First Communion and
Confirmation to our daughter Elettra in the Matilde Chapel in
the Vatican. When his Holiness Pius XII died in 1958 it left a
great void in our lives.




VILLA GRIFFONE

ot long after our marriage | asked my husband “What
made you think of inventing radio-telegraphy?” He
answered that ever since he was eight years old he had
been sure that he would invent something very useful for
humanity which would make him famous so that he would be
considered different from other men. He did indeed succeed in
doing so. With his genius and perseverance he was able to abolish
distances, accomplishing the miracle of instant communication
through space. He told me that when he was fourteen years old,
using some wires and a broom-stick, he built the first antenna!
He established the first contact between the air and the earth
from the stone balcony at the front of the house where he spent
his holidays with his parents on the sea front of Livorno.
Guglielmo had heard about Hertz's discoveries in the field of
electro-magnetic waves; he was very excited by these discoveries
and immediately had the idea of using them in his experiments
on wireless communications over a distance. He understood the
importance of the herzian waves straight away but having a
deeper and more complete personal intuition about this phenom-
enon he decided to make a thorough study of them in order to
develop and extend his research. Although he was so young, he
was very determined and even during the summer months while
he was enjoying his holidays in the country or at the seaside he
always dedicated hours and hours to his scientific research work.
During the winter when the weather was colder the Marconi
family used to move for a month or two to the milder climate of
Livorno or Florence. In Livorno they would rent a flat in Viale
Margherita with a view of the sea. Here Guglielmo met Professor
Vincenzo Rosa, a professor of physics, who immediately noted
that the young Marconi had an aptitude and a passion for physics
and saw that his studies were very individual and quite different
from those of his contemporaries. He realized that here was a
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brilliant mind whose depth and breadth of spirit and scientific
ability he admired. They also used to meet sometimes in Bologna.
In Livorno, in the State Technical High School at No. 9, Via
Cairoli, there is a memorial plaque in honour of Guglielmo
Marconi to commemorate his attendance at the school and his
frequent visits there. Another memorial plaque was dedicated to
him by the Scientific High School of Florence in Piazza Santa
Trinita. Both cities wanted to commemorate his studies and
residence there. The first time I returned to Italy soon after our
marriage | went with my husband to see these two plaques. |
remember so well his saying to me with a smile, “It's a rare thing
for a person to read his own memorial plaque during his
lifetime!”

The following are some of the events of his youth and his first
inventions. My husband came from a distinguished and respected
family from Bologna. His father Giuseppe Marconi was a well-
known landowner with extensive agricultural estates both in
Emilia and Romagna. A successful businessman, he took a
particular interest in all his farm-workers because he wanted them
to live in respectable comfort with their families on his land.
Guglielmo's mother Annie was born Annie Jameson, a member of
the Jameson family of Irish whiskey distillers. Her grandfather
John Jameson was born in Alloa in Scotland and became Sheriff
Clerk of Clackmannonshire. He went to Ireland and bought an
interest in a distillery in Bow Street in Dublin. Her father Andrew
set up a whiskey distillery in Fairfield near Enniscorthy, County
Wexford in the south-east of Ireland.

Andrew and his family lived in a beautiful old moated house,
Daphne Castle, surrounded by a park near Enniscorthy. Here
Annie was born in 1839, one of six children. She was a lovely
girl, charming and vivacious. The whole family had a passion for
music. It was their favourite occupation and they used to play
different instruments together in the evenings. Annie played the
piano and she also had a very beautiful soprano voice. To her
family's disapproval (it was quite out of the question for a young
girl of good family to become an opera singer in those days) she
was offered an engagement to sing at the Covent Garden Opera
House in London. She was forbidden to accept but after much
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discussion and argument she was allowed to go to Italy to study
singing with a famous teacher of the time. The Jameson whiskey
firm had business contacts with a Bologna banker called De
Renoli and Annie was sent to stay with his family. De Renoli's
daughter had died while giving birth to a son, Luigi, and their
widowed son-in-law Giuseppe Marconi spent much of his time
with them. He was charming and lively with a good sense of
humour and he and Annie soon fell in love.

When Annie returned home to Ireland she asked permission to
marry Giuseppe. Her family was just as shocked at Annie's choice
of husband as they had been at the thought of her singing at
Covent Garden and they refused their consent to the marriage.
Annie was ordered to forget him and, apparently obedient, she
remained at home and led a social life going to parties and
meeting suitable young men approved of by her family. However,
she continued to correspond secretly with Giuseppe. She had a
far stronger will than anyone realized and her mind was already
made up. When she came of age she ran away from home and
crossed the stormy waters of the Channel to France while
Giuseppe drove across the Alps in his carriage. They met in
Boulogne-sur-mer, a romantic town by the sand dunes and were
married there on 16th April 1864. She and her family were
reconciled after the birth of her first child, Alfonso the following
year. Nine years were to go by before the birth of her second
son, Guglielmo.

Annie transmitted her love of music to her sons. The two
brothers were both gifted musicians. Alfonso played the violin
while Guglielmo was a talented pianist. His mother taught him to
play from an early age and she would sing while he played. All
his life whenever it was possible he arranged to have a piano
nearby and if he had a spare moment he would sit down at the
piano and his beautiful hands would fly over the keys. He could
read music at first sight and often improvised or played music he
knew by heart. He once said: “I love music. I had a serious
musical education from my mother. Playing the piano and
developing my sensitivity for harmonious and delicate notes has
been of great help to me in the scientific field”.
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Annie lived happily in the beautiful ancient town of Bologna
with her two towers, medieval palaces and porticoes and
characteristic pink stone that lights up in the sunset. When the
Marconi family was not in Bologna they used to spend part of
the year at Villa Griffone, Giuseppe's country house. Villa
Griffone is a Seventeenth Century villa in a magnificent position
on top of a hill which catches the breeze even in summer, in the
district of Pontecchio, a village in the district of Sasso Marconi
near Bologna. Over the centuries it has undergone various
transformations; it is a bright comfortable house with many
windows opening onto a pleasant landscape surrounded by fertile
fields and vineyards and shaded by lemon and chestnut trees. The
walls are very thick, the rooms are large and there is a spacious
hall, a beautiful stone staircase and the floors too are flagged in
stone.

When he was at Villa Griffone Guglielmo spent many hours of
the day shut up in the granary which he had turned into a
laboratory, studying and making experiments, surrounded by his
rudimentary instruments, the same ones that can still be admired
today, some in London in the Science Museum in South Kensing-
ton and Chelmsford, others in Milan in the Leonardo da Vinci
Museum, and some in Rome at the Ministry of Posts and
Telecommunications. All this meant that he could not always
enjoy the company of his mother, father and older brother
Alfonso; he used to shut himself away, concentrating on the work
that was to bring his passionate research to a conclusion. He was
so busy that for two years the family had to give up their usual
winter move to Livorno and Florence.

At that time many physicists and researchers in different parts
of the world were trying to construct instruments which would
generate and detect the radiation of electro-magnetic waves, study
their properties and pick them up at a certain distance, starting
from the theory of electric waves developed by the Scottish
researcher Maxwell: among these, Righi in Italy, Edison in
America, Hertz in Germany, Lodge in England and Branly in
France.

Guglielmo knew about the studies of Professor Augusto Righi,
an expert in physics who was carrying out experiments in a
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laboratory in the hills on the other side of the River Reno from
Villa Griffone. He decided to go and see him to discover whether
Righi had acquired any useful information for the research which
interested him so much. My husband told me that he went on
horseback, since the climb was so steep, but that was the first and
last time he went because although he felt respect for the scientist
he saw that Righi was very skeptical about his research. Gugliel-
mo realized at once that the Professor's work was quite different
from what he himself had in mind and was, in fact, already
achieving.

He told me he decided to turn to new systems of research
which the above-mentioned scientists had not thought of With
the profound intuition which was a characteristic of his genius he
was convinced that another type of electromagnetic waves,
different from those used up to then in the laboratories, would
be necessary to receive communications from far-off stations and
surmount the natural obstacles on the way. This intuition made
it possible for him to succeed in trasmitting signals over various
distances. So, strengthened by his belief in his own ideas, he went
on with his work alone, never consulting anyone else and making
totally unique experiments at Villa Griffone, absorbed in his
research to find the way to use these waves. At last Guglielmo
achieved his purpose: to communicate freely in the void of the
ether without the use of wires. He reached his goal where the
other scientists still searched and searched...

One of my husband's first important inventions was his new
improved “coherer”. Apparatus consisting of a detector of high-
frequency discharges using a glass tube and a conducting powder
had already existed since 1884. This apparatus, however,
although it had been modified and perfected by various scientists
for other purposes was in Guglielmo's opinion very primitive and
ineffective. He wanted to apply this instrument to long-distance
wireless transmissions. After much research and many ingenious
modifications, Marconi transformed the apparatus, reducing the
diameter of the tube, inserting two silver electrodes very close
together and filling it with a powder consisting of nickel and
silver filings with traces of mercury, all in a vacuum. Guglielmo
explained these things to me simply and clearly. These modifica-
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tions so greatly increased the effectiveness of the apparatus that
he himself considered it to be a new instrument of his own
invention. Thus perfected, the “coherer” acquired an unequalled
sensitivity and resistance. This is the reason why he had no
hesitation in calling it, as I have already said, one of his first
important inventions, a true creation of his own, thanks to which
the capacity of transmissions from one station to another was
gradually increased. The signals could be picked up not only
indoors but also by a receiver system placed outside the house. |
think it is important to tell all this because Guglielmo spoke to
me about it more than once. He wanted me to know the truth.
He trusted me and he knew that I in my turn would speak about
it to the future generations.

My husband always remembered with pride his first success
when he was still an adolescent. He told me that one day at Villa
Griffone, after much experimentation, he called his mother.
“Come with me”, he said. “I have something to show you. A
surprise.” Annie Jameson Marconi was blonde with beautiful long
hair and soft blue eyes. An English cousin of hers told me that
she was an intelligent and determined woman. She had very high
principles and her whole life was dedicated to bringing up her
two sons Alfonso and Guglielmo who was nine years younger
than his brother. She was the first to realize that there was
something special about her younger son, a sensitive and thought-
ful child, quite different from his older brother in character,
intellect and tastes. Mother and son understood each other and
got on very well together. He told me, “I knew she would never
doubt me and would believe in my intuition. I wanted to show
her that by just pressing the button of a bell, fixed to the floor in
the centre of the room, it was possible to ring another bell in the
next-door room with the door closed. Annie Marconi watched
this experiment and was astonished. It was almost a game but she
took it seriously. She called her husband so that he too could see
this demonstration. Giuseppe Marconi watched very carefully and
shook his head in perplexity. Then he began to search all around,
thinking that there must be a hidden electric wire. He looked
carefully along the walls of the two rooms and investigated the
floor, lifting up the carpet. He could not understand how the bell
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could ring in the next-door room without a connecting wire and
with the door closed. Giuglielmo found all this incredulity very
funny.

He told me that his father was rather skeptical about his
experiments but he did not feel offended or allow himself to be
influenced by this because he was absolutely certain he would
succeed. He respected his father but went on with his studies
with his mother's support. She even spent two winters in Villa
Griffone at Pontecchio so as not to leave her son alone during
those years of hard work. Some old people from Bologna still
remember it. Although the fires were lit in the fireplaces, the
intense cold in the villa was hard to bear. Although his mother
felt the cold she wanted to make this sacrifice for Guglielmo so
that he could develop whatever he had in mind. Alfonso, his
older brother, told me that when Guglielmo was in the granary
he was so taken up with his studies and experiments, so deter-
mined to succeed, that he even forgot to eat and became very
thin. One can see this clearly in photographs taken at the time.
He shut himself away for days on end until late in the evening.
He did not have meals with the family and sometimes his mother,
worried about him, would bring him a bowl of nourishing broth
which he would refuse. He never touched a mouthful until he
had achieved his aim. His father used to grumble about this
younger son, this “eccentric” who wasted time and money with
his coils and wires, shut up there in the silk worms' room which
he had transformed into a laboratory.

All this happened before 1895, before the famous experiment
of Pontecchio which connected the granary of Villa Griffone to
the country on the other side of the hill beyond the garden in
front of the villa along the now historic avenue. When Guglielmo
told me about those days, he always told me how deeply grateful
he felt to his mother. Once they went together to the Sanctuary
of the Madonna on Mount Oropa near Biella. He stood for a
long time admiring the view, thinking that God had put the
forces of nature at man's disposal and he felt sure that with His
help he would succeed in exploiting them for the good of
humanity. These are his own words, “The free paths of space for
the transmission of human thought have had a great fascination
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for me ever since that moment. Unlimited sources of inspiration
for new achievements for the benefit of humanity exist in them”.
A smile lighting up his face, my husband told me, “When I told
one of our farm-workers Marchi to go with my brother Alfonso
to the other side of the hill and listen for the first signal I sent
from Villa Griffone I asked him to fire a shot the moment he
heard it. I sent the signal of the letter “S” with the transmitter I
had built for this experiment. On the other side of the hill I had
set up a receiver which I had also built myself that picked up my
signal perfectly. Just think, my dear Cristina, what enormous
satisfaction I felt when I heard the shot after working so hard to
achieve my aim: to communicate in the open, even surmounting
obstacles!” In that historic moment, as he himself said, wireless
telegraphy was born. I, too, understood that this perfectly
successful experiment had marked the beginning of a new era
which was to transform our whole existence. Starting from this
first positive result, Guglielmo continued to develop and perfect
his invention. He succeeded in transmitting over greater and
greater distances also by using the power of conduction of the
earth which was then unknown. An extraordinary intuition of my
husband's in the field of the propagation of electro-magnetic
waves concerned the conductivity of the earth in long-distance
transmissions. With his brilliant mind he invented and perfected
the antenna-earth system, the essential key to the development of
the entire radio-telegraphic system.

In the same year, 1895, after his first demonstration experi-
ments at Pontecchio, Guglielmo showed his invention to the
military authorities and representatives of the Italian Government
in Rome but unfortunately without success. “They didn't believe
me!” he told me. There is an eloquent little picture by Bemporad
in the “Domenica del Corriere” of the time which illustrates this.
So he said to his mother: “Mother, you are English; let us go to
London”. Wasting no time, he collected together the various
pieces of his scientific instruments in a big wooden crate which
he took with him and he and his mother left for London.
Guglielmo had always been very fond of England which he
thought of as his second home and which he had often visited
when he was a boy. He arrived there full of confidence and
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enthusiasm with his exceptional invention for wireless communi-
cation through the ether. In London, Guglielmo was made
welcome and the importance of his invention immediately
understood. He was glad to meet his cousin Henry Jameson Davis
again. Henry was a good-looking man with a very exuberant
character, a few years older than him. Guglielmo was always
grateful to him because of the kindness he showed him during
this stay in London which was so important for his future. I
remember that when I went to London with Guglielmo many
years later I too met his cousin Henry Jameson Davis who always
showed his sincere affection for my husband. He was Colonel of
the Regiment of Irish Volunteers and wore his smart uniform
with pride.

Thanks to a letter of introduction from A.A. Campell Swinton,
an eminent electrical engineer of the day, Guglielmo was able to
show his invention to Mr. William Preece, then Chief Engineer
of the British Post Office, who immediately understood its
enormous scientific value: it would make it possible for the Great
Britain of Queen Victoria to communicate with its Dominions all
over the world quickly and in secret. From then on--this was
1896--he lived more in London than in Italy. He recognized that
the English had believed in him and recalled with emotion his
first experiences in radio transmission: one from the roof of the
General Post Office, another from the roof of St.Thomas's
Hospital across the Thames and still another from the “Needles”,
rocks near the Isle of Wight, across the Solent.

Guglielmo told me that after the world-wide recognition of his
discovery, his father felt very sorry that he had ever had doubts
about his son's success. When the newspapers spoke of him and
his inventions, he cut out the articles and the photographs and
kept them carefully, regretting that he had not believed in him
right from the beginning.

My husband told me some other stories about his youth at
Villa Griffone. I remember one in particular; about the bicycle.
He wanted one that so he could go to the nearby village, which
is now called Sasso Marconi, to get the materials he needed for
the construction of his apparatus there in the granary. He had no
money of his own to spend and his father was strict and did not
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approve of buying things which seemed to him to be strange and
useless. Finally Guglielmo persuaded him to lend him twenty-five
lire and so was able to buy himself the longed-for bicycle. He
often used it to go to Sasso and get what he needed immediately.
As soon as he could, to his great satisfaction, he repaid his father
the twenty-five lire.

Years later 1 often went to Bologna with my husband and 1
loved visiting the places where he had spent his summers as a boy
with his parents and where he had begun his first experiments in
radio-telegraphy One day in September, 1928 Guglielmo took
me to the church of Pontecchio. The church had been decorated
especially for our visit; there were flowers everywhere and they
had prepared a stool for us to kneel upon, covered in red damask
silk, which was usually kept just for weddings. Many people from
the village and the neighbourhood were present and when we
came out of the church everyone greeted us joyously, clapping
and cheering as we went by because Guglielmo, like his father,
was much loved by the farm-workers and employees of the
Marconi estates.

My husband wanted me to meet the Parish Priest, Don
Domenico Calzolari, who had been there ever since Guglielmo
was a child. The priest, who was now ninety years old, remem-
bered him very well and told me: “When I went to visit the
Marconi family at Villa Griffone for the first time, I took a lamb
as a present, with a little bell tied around its neck with a red
ribbon. How Guglielmo jumped for joy! He was a beautiful child
of about two or three, with fair hair and blue eyes. He often
came to Pontecchio with his father in a light four-wheeled gig,
drawn by two ponies with smart red English harness, given him
by his mother.

Guglielmo had very happy memories of the summer months
that he spent with his parents at Pontecchio during his childhood
and adolescence. One of his best friends was the little Tetté
Malvasia whose family were friends and neighbours there in the
country. He loved the long warm days and said that the summer
was never too hot at Villa Griffone. He told me that in the
afternoons he used to go for long walks on their land and as he
walked he always thought about the possibility of communicating
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over a distance using electro-magnetic waves. He would throw
little stones into the ponds to study the phenomenon of the
concentric circles that formed in the water; he always had the
propagation of waves in mind. He stuck sticks in the stream to
test the antenna which upset the women who came to do their
washing there. He often climbed to the top of the hill to admire
the sunset. My husband had the soul of a poet and the beauties
of nature moved him deeply. A beautiful sunset or the changeable
appearance of the sea could send him into raptures. Sometimes
as we sailed on board the Elettra he held me close as we stood on
the bridge and together we watched the stormy sea in silence and
admiration.




THE REGATTAS AT COWES

week of August--we used to go to Cowes for the Regat-
tas.
It was a very important date for Guglielmo and me.
The weather was usually bad. The waters of the English Channel
were green and cold. Nevertheless, we loved “Cowes Week”.
When we arrived at the Isle of Wight we would anchor the
Elettra off Cowes, opposite the Castle of the Royal Yacht
Squadron.

I first went to Cowes in 1927, about a month after my
wedding to Guglielmo. Aboard our Isotta Fraschini motorlaunch,
we drew up to the elegant private landing jetty of the Royal
Yacht Squadron, which was considered the most important yacht
club in the world.

Guglielmo looked even more English than usual on that
occasion. He wore, with sober elegance, the clothes customary
for members of this club: white flannel trousers, a double-
breasted blue blazer with the emblem of the Royal Yacht
Squadron on its gold buttons, a stiff white collar, a blue club tie
and a yachtsman's cap bearing the embroidered badge of the
Royal Yacht Squadron. In the small town of Cowes there was a
tailor who only did work for the members of the Squadron; a
detail which may seem superfluous but which Guglielmo consid-
ered important because in his opinion it showed the prestige of
what was considered the most exclusive yacht club of the age. To
be a member was thought a great honour.

It was a very elegant meeting-place where the most important
personalities from every part of the world could meet. There
were just over fifty members, almost all English, and all of whom
had to own a yacht. The President was King George V. There
were hardly any foreigners and Guglielmo was the only Italian

E very year, during the summer season--usually in the first
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and proud of it. Conversation there was exclusively about yachts,
regattas, the sea and sailing.

The yachts that came to watch the regattas were sometimes as
many as five hundred. It was a fine sight to see the the flags of all
the different countries flying from their sterns. Many yachts
arrived from various European countries and also from the
United States; many had steam engines and their owners lived
comfortably aboard, just as we did on board the Elettra. 1
remember the Candia; the Phantom, a schooner belonging to the
Guiness family; Lord Astor's Zephire, looking like a transantlantic
liner; the French Airbale; the Duke of Westminster's Gironde and
the White Heatber, a beautiful sailing boat.

How Guglielmo and I enjoyed watching the regattas! We were
kindly offered a prime anchoragein front of the Castle. From the
Elettra we could see the yachts which were taking part in the
races passing right in front of us. They were beautiful. As they
raced, they leaned to one side with their great white sails swelled
by the strong, cold Channel wind. The international regatta, then
as now, was called the Fastnet.

I can still see King George V at the helm of his racing yacht,
the Britannia, dressed in a blue blazer with his yachtsman's cap.
I watched him with respect and admiration. But Sir Thomas
Lipton's Shamrock outdid all the other yachts and always came
home first. It advanced majestically, with spread sails, cutting the
waters of the Solent with its emerald green bow.

The crews which took part in the races were very skilful. They
carried out the manoeuvres with speed and grace. To take
advantage of the wind the sailors would lie down almost flat on
the deck, holding on tightly so as not to slip into the water when
the yacht leaned on its side. It was a hard and fast rule during the
regattas that if a sailor fell into the sea the yacht could not stop
but had to continue racing. The currents of the Solent were very
strong and dangerous. Guglielmo considered it almost impossible
to save a man who fell into the sea there. We were thus full of
admiration as we watched the actions of those extraordinary
seamen.

During Cowes Week, the Royal Yacht was home to King
George V and his entourage and was anchored a little further out
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to sea, isolated from the other yachts. In their day, Queen
Victoria, Prince Albert and the Prince of Wales had enjoyed
staying aboard the yacht at Cowes. The older members of the
Squadron looked at its black hull with affection. Guglielmo
himself looked at it with nostalgia because it reminded him of
one of his first successes with wireless telegraphy in England. In
August, 1898, Queen Victoria, who was in residence at Osborne
House in the centre of the Isle of Wight, wanted to use radio
signals to keep in constant contact with the Prince of Wales, the
future King Edward VII, because he had injured his knee and was
confined aboard the Royal Yacht anchored off Cowes. Marconi,
the young Italian genius, was sent for as the only one capable of
the task and he soon established a reliable radio link, thus
satisfying the Queen's wishes. On August 11" Queen Victoria sent
the following message: “The Queen hopes the Prince has had a
good night and hopes to be on board a little before five”. No less
than 150 messages were exchanged between Osborne House and
the Royal Yacht lying off Cowes over a period of 16 days in
August 1898.

In a letter to his father from London, dated 7th September,
1898, Guglielmo wrote: “You may have learned from the
newspapers or from what I wrote to Mother that the Queen and
the Prince of Wales wanted to see my apparatus and used it for
more than two weeks.

I had the pleasure of staying on board the Royal Yacht during
the excursions. The Prince of Wales was continually able to
telegraph and keep in touch with his Mother the Queen (who
was in her palace at Osborne) even when the ship was off-shore,
something that would have been impossible without my inven-
tion. You may be already aware that the Prince of Wales gave me
a very nice and valuable tie-pin as a present. After thanking me
very much, he told me he would be very happy to see me any
time I wished to visit him”.

One day towards the end of Queen Victoria's long and
glorious reign, which ended in 1901, the Prince of Wales, later
King Edward VII, who was always most kind to Guglielmo, said
to him in confidence: “When one has been treated with the
greatest consideration for many years, in the end one thinks one
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is God”; Guglielmo just smiled at this without commenting
because he knew the incident being alluded to was when Queen
Victoria discovered him in her private garden at Osborne House
going about his task; the Queen voiced her displeasure at the
intrusion into her privacy; however, when she ordered her staff
to “get another electrician” she was told there was nobody else
who could do what Mr. Marconi could do; it was only after the
wireless messages began to flow that she eventually allowed
herself to show some sign of gratitude to Guglielmo, inviting him
to lunch with her at Osborne House and she asked to see his
radio equipment. The Queen was then 79 and he was just 24; she
died just two years later. Guglielmo always remembered both
Queen Victoria and the Prince of Wales with great devotion and
affection.

When I went to Cowes for the first time all those years later
I noticed that the rules of that very traditional society were still
in force. Guglielmo wore yachtsman's dress and his club's dinner
jacket in the evening. As the wife of a member, during the day I
used to wear navy blue with red and white accessories; I wore a
blazer with brass buttons with the crest of the Royal Yacht
Squadron engraved upon them.

As soon as we arrived in Cowes, Guglielmo took me to Benzie,
the shop that specialized in jewellery for yachtsmen and their
ladies. He wanted to give me a brooch with the Squadron's red
and white flag on it in rubies and diamonds and a gold chain
bracelet with little flags in precious stones which formed the
name of our yacht in the nautical alphabet. When my daughter
Elettra was eighteen I gave her the bracelet as a present in
memory of the time when Guglielmo and I sailed together on the
Elettra.

Towards evening, at the end of the day's regatta we went
ashore by motorboat, landing at the Squadron's jetty. It was an
extremely smart passage ashore. We were received by naval
officers and seamen who were there to greet us with great style
and a few appropriate words. Then we went into the Club and
it was like going into a sacred place; everyone realized how
privileged they were to belong to that exclusive community of
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sea-loving people to which one was admitted only if in possession
of special requisites.

The Squadron's headquarters were in a building called “The
Castle” which overlooked the Solent. It was not very large and
dated back to the XIV century; inside it was very elegant, very
English and very nautical. The members would chat about the
regattas of the day and the latest yachts launched and tell
anecdotes of adventures at sea, rather as I have heard hunters
talking about their shooting exploits.

Guglielmo was very highly thought of in that circle and he too
enjoyed being there; he was in good humour, relaxed, smiling
and friendly. He liked to remember that it was there he had met
the Wright brothers, the pioneers of aviation, who were very
charming and famous for their courage. One of them invited
Guglielmo to go up in an aeroplane with him. Guglielmo
accepted, attracted by the novelty. He told me later that the flight
had been exciting but he thought it was still too much of a risk
because it was not reliable; I am sure that today he would be
delighted to fly in modern aeroplanes.

While we were at Cowes my husband could finally enjoy a real
rest. We ladies had tea on the green lawn of the Squadron'’s
garden. In the evening we wore smart clothes appropriate for
attending important dinners and receptions. We would disembark
from our motorlaunch and go on board the various yachts.
Sometimes the evenings ended with magnificent balls at which
one could easily meet His Royal Highness, the Prince of Wales,
the Duke of Kent and foreign sovereigns and princes who enjoyed
the life at sea. There was always a gala evening with the official
ball aboard the Royal Navy flag ship anchored in the bay.

Guglielmo and I enjoyed returning our friends' kindness and
their invitations, giving dinners and receptions aboard our yacht.
Our Italian chef really gave of his best on these occasions.
Sovereigns, princes and dukes honoured us with their presence,
as well as intimate friends like the Duke and Duchess of Suther-
land, Lord and Lady Londonderry Lord Louis Mountbatten
(later the last Viceroy of India) and his beautiful wife Lady
Edwina, the Duke of Westminster, Lord and Lady Birkenhead
with their daughter Pamela and many others.
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Lord Birkenhead usually anchored his yacht, Mairi, near ours.
He often came aboard the “Elettra” with Lady Birkenhead and
their children. He had long conversations with Guglielmo on
elevated topics. He was a good looking dark haired man with
typically Anglo-Saxon looks. He had been Lord Chancellor and
the Minister for the Indies. As a Tory elder statesman he was
always listened to with respect when he spoke in the House o f
Lords. He was a fine orator; he spoke the most perfect English
that could be heard in those days. He was very cultured and had
a quick mind and a great sense of humour. Guglielmo admired
him for these qualities.

When Lord Birkenhead saw me for the first time at Cowes in
the summer of 1927, he paid me the nicest compliment I have
ever had. Looking at me, he said to Guglielmo: “Marconi, this is
the most beautiful discovery of your life”.




PRESENTATION AT COURT

Family. One evening we went to Buckingham Palace.

Guglielmo was proudly wearing the dress uniform of a

captain of the Italian Navy and his many decorations as
protocol required on these occasions. One of these decorations
was that of a Knight's Grand Cross of the Royal Victorian Order,
awarded him by King George V in 1914 at the beginning of the
First World War, in recognition of his great work and as an
encouragement to do even more in the future.

I was wearing a light-coloured evening dress with a long
embroidered train, my most beautiful jewels, three ostrich
feathers pinned to my hair behind my tiara and the decoration of
a Dame of Honour and Devotion of the Sovereign Military Order
of Malta.

In the Great Hall, Their Majesties King George V and Queen
Mary were sitting on their thrones surrounded by other members
of the Royal Family, including HRH the Prince of Wales (the
future King Edward VIII), HRH the Duke of York (the future
King George VI) with his wife Elizabeth, Duchess of York, and
Their Highnesses the Duke of Gloucester and the Duke of Kent.
This royal circle possessed the imperial splendour of a bygone
era.

The ladies were presented individually and came forward one
by one, curtseying three times to Their Majesties. All around the
guests made a splendid tableau. On one side stood the ladies in
their light-coloured dresses, glittering with jewels; on the other
were the gentlemen in their colourful evening dress, all covered
in decorations: the dignitaries in court dress, the Ambassadors
with their felucas, the Officers in their dazzling dress uniforms
with gold braid, the Scottish Lords very elegant in their kilts,
worn with black velvet jackets, lace jabots and diamond buttons
and last but not least, a figure straight out of “A Thousand and

I n 1929, I was formally presented to the British Royal
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One Nights”, the Maharaja of Patiala. Tall and very good
looking, he was dressed in light blue embroidered Indian silk and
covered in fabulous jewels; on his sky-blue turban was a plume
of feathers held by an enormous, famous diamond.

The impression of that evening was one of dazzling luxury.
Looking back, it feels like a dream.

THE WEDDING
OF THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF KENT

Guglielmo and I had the great honour of attending the
marriage of His Royal Highness the Duke of Kent and Princess
Marina, the daughter of Prince Nicholas of Greece and Princess
Olga of Russia in the Gothic church of St. Margaret's, Westmin-
ster.

It was a memorable wedding which aroused interest all over
Europe. The Duke of Kent, the youngest son of King George V
and Queen Mary, was the darling of the Court of St. James.
Princess Marina was a dream of beauty and charm.

Almost all the crowned heads of Europe and all the British
Royal Family were present at the ceremony. The Peers sat in a
semi-circle in their crimson robes edged with ermine with the
Ladies beside them sparkling in their family jewels. Many
members of the British Government and the aristocracy were also
present. At the end of the ceremony, the splendid royal cortege,
led by the handsome Prince and his lovely bride--so good-looking
and so much in love--proceeded down the central nave of this
historic church.

It was 1933; Britain was still at the height of its imperial
power. At that moment nobody would ever have thought that
Europe would be engulfed by a Second World War or that the
happy bridegroom, the Duke of Kent, would be killed in an
aeroplane accident.



THE LONDON SEASON
COUNTRY HOUSES

igh society in Britain was very exclusive and not too
H welcoming to foreigners. They only accepted a select

number of Ambassadors to the Court of St. James plus

very few others. Guglielmo and I had the honour to be
part of this exclusive circle.

The British thought very highly of my husband and felt great
admiration for him. They bestowed honours worthy of a king on
him. More than once I heard someone say, talking about
Guglielmo: “He is one of us”, and it was certainly not just
because his mother was British. They recognised in him the
personal qualities and life-style which are the mark of a true
gentleman. As for myself, | was treated with friendliness and
sincere affection. I appreciated these feelings very much and have
always reciprocated them. The British when they give their
friendship are very loyal friends. I shall never forget the warm
welcomes and the kindness of my dear British friends.

In the years before the Second World War the English thought
of themselves as the rulers of the world. The aristocracy still had
great wealth and led a very enjoyable life. The London Season
was a succession of splendid balls and receptions which took
place in magnificent great houses. We received many invitations
and accepted them with pleasure. Guglielmo recognized the great
importance of tradition. He wore his numerous decorations on
his morning coat and was proud to see me dressed in a beautiful
décolleté evening gown with a tiara, jewels and the decoration of
the Dame of Honour and Devotion of the Sovereign Military
Order of Malta.

There were some famous beauties who drew all eyes at those
elegant parties: Lady Diana Manners, the Duchess of Rutland, the
Duchess of Sutherland and Lady Londonderry with her fabulous
rubies. One evening Lord and Lady Londonderry gave a great
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ball. I remember them standing together at the top of the great
staircase at Londonderry house in Mayfair ceremoniously
receiving their guests: the Prince of Wales, the Duke and Duchess
of York, the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester, the Duke of Kent
and the beautiful Duchess of Kent, the Duke and Duchess of
Athlone, the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of Westminster, the
Duke and Duchess of Portland, Lord Cecil, Lord and Lady Airlie,
Lord Howard, the Lord High Chamberlain, Lord Cromer, Lord
and Lady Plunket, as well as many other members of high society,
the famous “London Society™.

Another unforgettable hostess was Lady Cunard whose house
was in Grosvenor Square. No longer young, but still very witty
and amusing, she gave lunch and dinner parties in her beautiful
house where one would often find: Government Ministers;
diplomats, like the Italian Ambassador, Dino Grandi; artists, like
Sir Thomas Beecham; and the élite of London Society. Seated at
the head of the table, she was the center of attention; with her
intelligence, loquacity and subtle wit, she always knew how to
make the conversation interesting, amusing, and vivacious.

On the weekends, we were often invited to the great houses
in the country belonging to members of the aristocracy and the
descendants of the grand old families who enjoyed entertaining
their friends in their country houses surrounded by parkland and
gardens. Their lifestyle there was extraordinary, with dozens of
servants. At the head of the servants there was always a distin-
guished-looking butler who wore a morning coat all day until the
evening when he appeared in white tie and tails. He was the
pivot around which the entire complex organization of the
household revolved.

The houseparties regularly included twenty or thirty guests
who drove down from London on Saturday afternoon by car
with a chauffeur and a lady's maid. Sunday would pass very
quickly. The British hosts and hostesses were famous for their
wonderful hospitality. They entertained their guests kindly and
discreetly, leaving them free to devote themselves to their
favourite pastimes or sport. Those who wanted to ride a horse
could go for long rides in the lovely countryside, while those who
preferred golf or tennis could play on beautiful golf courses and
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tennis courts. Guglielmo and I loved to go for walks with our
friends in the enchantingly beautiful woods and parkland or we
would wander in the gardens admiring the different flowers
grown with care by dedicated gardeners.

At five o'clock in the afternoon we would return to the house
to meet our friends around the tea-table; if the weather was cold
we would chat happily in front of a roaring fire. During the long
rainy days those who enjoyed playing bridge could sit down
around the card table while others were attracted by the library
which was full of valuable books bound in marocco leather to
please every interest and taste in literature.

In the evening, at dinner, the ladies would wear long décolleté
dresses and splendid jewels while the men were in white tie and
tails or dinner jackets. We would sit around a long table decorat-
ed with fresh flowers, laid with priceless porcelain and that
beautiful antique silver which is the boast of England. The
conversation was interesting and amusing, enlivened by the
witticisms of the typical British sense of humour.

We spent many happy weekends in those great country houses
together with famous people who are now a part of history: Sir
Winston Churchill, Sir Austin Chamberlain, Ramsay MacDonald,
Lord Reading, Lady Astor, George Bernard Shaw, the Aga Khan
and many members of the British Royal Family.

The Duke and Duchess of York, the future King George VI
and Queen Elizabeth, often spent the weekend at Polsden Lacey
in Surrey not very far from London, as the guests of Mr. Ronald
Greville.

Margaret Greville was a vivacious and witty lady. She enjoyed
inviting the most important personages of politics, art and culture
as well as members of the British aristocracy to her beautiful
country house; she always entertained her guests with charm and
intelligence; she had a circle of close friends and although it was
not easy to win her friendship she was very fond of Guglielmo
and myself and treated us with great kindness. She was anxious
for us to meet the most interesting people who were in London
at the time.
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For my husband these receptions and house parties were a
pleasant distraction from his work which always kept him very
busy. I have vivid and happy memories of Polsden Lacey.

We were great friends of the Duke and Duchess of Marlbor-
ough who often invited us to spend the weekend at Blenheim
Palace, one of the most famous country houses in England. Built
at the beginning of the 18" Century by the architect Vanbrugh,
it is an impressive building, surrounded by a huge park and
containing an extraordinary art collection. Queen Anne ordered
it to be built as a gift to Lord John Spencer Churchill on whom
she also conferred the title of Duke of Marlborough in gratitude
for the many victories he had won in battle, including that of
Blenheim.

Guglielmo admired Blenheim Palace with its baroque style of
architecture very much. Standing in front of the house he said to
me: “It reminds me of the beauty and magnificence of Palazzo
Barberini in Rome”.

The Duke and Duchess of Marlborough used to entertain their
guests very ceremoniously. At dinner time the guests, in evening
dress, would walk in a procession through the reception rooms,
the most famous of which was the one containing the collection
of relics and flags that the great Duke of Marlborough had
brought back from the battle of Blenheim.

At the end of the evening we went up the great marble
staircase that led to the first floor where everyone would retire
to their respective suites. The palace was very cold in winter and
we were really glad to get into our enormous room which was
well heated by the fire burning in the huge fireplace.

Among the usual guests were Lord and Lady Londonderry the
Duke and Duchess of Sutherland, the Duke of Alba, the Duke
and Duchess of Portland, the beautiful Lady Diana Manners with
her husband Duff Cooper, the future Minister, Lord and Lady
Wimborne, Lady Curzon, Lady Carlisle, Lord Reading and many
others.

Guglielmo and I had the pleasure of dining with Sir Winston
Churchill and his wife Lady Clementine at Blenheim in 1931.
Churchill felt at home there and you could tell this from his good
mood. In fact, it was the house where his ancestors had lived and
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where he himself was born. He and the Duke of Marlborough,
being cousins, were on very familiar terms, joking with one other
and making witty remarks.

We met Churchill on several other occasions. We had the
opportunity to get to know him well in June, 1934 when
Guglielmo and I were invited for the weekend by Lord Fitzalan
Howard to his house, White Lodge, in Windsor Park. In fact,
Winston Churchill and his wife were also among the guests.

He was a man with a great personality, he could dominate
everyone who came near him or talked to him. Guglielmo had
this same gift; maybe this was the reason that when they met they
understood and respected each other.

During that weekend at White Lodge, Churchill and Gugliel-
mo talked for a long time together. To make it easier for them to
talk, Lady Fitzalan Howard organised things so that at lunch on
Sunday they were sitting at the corner of the table, next to each
other. This was very rare; an exception to the strict British
protocol.

At that time Winston Churchill still looked youthful and not
too stout. He had a pink complexion, bright eyes and very small
hands and feet. He had the manners of a true descendant of the
Duke of Marlborough. I can still see him and hear his unmistak-
able, slightly nasal voice.

The Sunday of that weekend in June was very hot. It was
exceptionally fine weather for England. After breakfast, at about
10, all the guests were sitting in comfortable arm-chairs placed in
a circle on the grass under the ancient trees of Richmond Park.
Winston Churchill was wearing soft brown leather shoes. He had
his famous cigar in his mouth and a glass of whisky in his hand.
It seemed as if he was holding court. Guglielmo was sitting beside
him and they were talking to each other.

The bystanders never tired of listening to those two exception-
al men, both so youthful in spirit, telling each other about their
own unique experiences.

We were all in a good mood, happy and carefree; nobody
thought that another war would break out and the subject was
not even mentioned. We had put aside any problems and worries
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and we just wanted to relax and enjoy two days in the country
with our friends Lord and Lady Fitzalan Howard.

I liked Lady Clementine Churchill very much. She was
beautiful, spontaneous and showed great intelligence in her love
for her husband. Few people could understand her better than I.
In fact, I too had chosen an exceptional man as my husband and
I knew that to be close to a person of such brilliance required
great understanding and tact.

We, in our turn, were happy to return our friends' invitations
and we often gave elegant dinners at the Savoy Hotel and
sometimes at the Ritz in London.




THE MARCONI COMPANY
LONDON AND CHELMSFORD

happy and busy years; we did not have a house of our own

and we were always on the move. In fact, whenever there

was an important assembly at the Italian Senate we had to
catch the train for Rome; at other times we set sail aboard the
Elettra towards new scientific discoveries.

We usually arrived in London by train and stayed at the Savoy
hotel in the Strand, just half a mile from Marconi House, the
headquarters of the Marconi Company where Guglielmo, as the
Chairman of the company that he himself had founded in 1897,
went twice a day. In this way he could keep his appointments
with the people he wanted to meet and at the same time go on
with his experiments; he had in fact located different places
around London which were suitable for his research. These sites
are commemorated today with little bronze plaques.

Marconi House in the Strand had been the London headquar-
ters of the Company since May 1912. The building had previous-
ly been occupied by the New Gaiety Restaurant and luxury flats
and Guglielmo told me that the work of conversion was complet-
ed in just ten weeks--an amazingly short time. I remember that
the richly ornamented molded plaster ceilings and friezes were
particularly beautiful. The main waiting hall on the ground floor
was panelled in mahogany The grand staircase led from the
waiting hall to all the floors and there were fine stained glass
windows on each landing. Under the window on the first landing
were written Puck's words from A Midsummer Night's Dream:
“I'll put a girdle round about the earth in forty minutes” to which
Guglielmo had retorted: “I'll do it much quicker than that!”

My husband had a strong sense of duty. He worked very hard
and for long hours because he wanted to contribute with his
scientific knowledge to the success of the company which bore his

I spent many years in London with Guglielmo. They were
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name and of which he was Chairman until the end of his life. He
did not think of himself just as an inventor but was proud to have
been such a successful Director of the Marconi Company.

I often went with him to Marconi House. How many familiar
faces come to my mind, now sadly no more! I often met Mr
George Kemp. He was especially devoted to my husband, having
been his most trusted assistant; he had worked for him for over
thirty years. There was always affection and admiration in his
eyes when he looked at Guglielmo. Mr Kemp, knowing how
happy we were, said to me one day: “Marconi still has many
discoveries to make; he has such a creative mind that he is certain
to invent many more things for the good of humanity; I am glad
he has found peace and happiness with you”.

I often went with Guglielmo to Chelmsford in Essex where the
wireless equipment that my husband needed for his experiments
was built. Chelmsford was an important base for him. In 1898
the Company took over a building in Hall Street which was to
become the first wireless factory in the world. Chelmsford was
ideal as it was only about thirty five miles from London and the
country around it was quite flat and therefore suitable for
wireless experiments. It was also near the Port of London with its
huge volume of shipping and at that time it was in ship to shore
and ship to ship communication that Marconi foresaw the best
chances for the future commercial success of the Company.

In 1912 the Hall Street Works were replaced by a new modern
factory in New Street. Like the conversion of Marconi House, the
building of the new Works was carried out in record time. The
same architects, Messrs. Dunn and Watson were responsible for
the designs. Building began in February and on 22 June 1912
delegates to the International Radiotelegraphic Conference in
London toured the new Works which were equipped with the
most up to date tools, apparatus and laboratories.

In February, 1920 the first wireless telephony news broadcast
in the world was transmitted from Chelmsford. But the great
event which showed the future possibilities of entertainment
broadcasting took place on a summer evening in 1920. In fact, on
15th June, 1920, Dame Nellie Melba, the famous Australian
prima donna gave a concert, sponsored by the Daily Mail, which
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was broadcast by wireless telephony from the Chelmsford Works.
When she was shown the transmitting equipment and it was
explained to her that her voice would be broadcast from the
wires at the top of the towering antenna masts Dame Nellie
exclaimed to the engineer who was showing her around: “Young
man, if you think I am going to climb up there you are greatly
mistaken”! Reassured on this point, she sang the “Addio” from
La Boheme, “Home Sweet Home”, “Nymphes et Sylvains”, Chant
Venitien”, ending with the National Anthem. The concert was a
triumph and made headline news. Letters of congratulation from
listeners who had been fortunate enough to hear Melba's
magnificent soprano voice through their receivers arrived from all
over Europe and even from as far away as St. John's, Newfound-
land.

In July 1920 a delegation to a conference of the Imperial Press
Union sailed from Liverpool aboard the Victorian bound for
Ottawa. The Press delegates received morning and evening issues
of a special newspaper The North Atlantic Times. The Marconi
station at Poldhu transmitted the telephony news service to the
ship while concerts were transmitted from Chelmsford and
reproduced by loud-speaking telephones. The concerts were still
being received when the Victorian was over 2,000 miles from
Chelmsford.

Demonstration news broadcasts from Chelmsford to newspa-
per offices in both Britain and Scandinavia continued during July
and August 1920 but the British Post Office had only granted the
Marconi license for experimental purposes and no normal
program of entertainment could be transmitted. Suddenly, the
Post Office withdrew the Marconi license and from that time no
professional transmissions were permitted in Britain. It was not
until January 1922 that the Postmaster General finally authorized
the Marconi Company to set up a station. Transmission time
could not exceed half an hour per week!

A transmitting station was set up in a wooden hut at Writtle
near Chelmsford. The weekly half-hour was scheduled for
Tuesday evenings between 8 p.m. and 8:30 p.m. and the first
radio entertainment broadcast went out on the air on 14th

February 1922. The call sign was 2-MT (Two-Emma-Toc). The
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broadcaster in charge of the programmes was PP Eckersly who
delighted his listeners with his spontaneous humour and informal
approach. He later became the first Chief Engineer of the BBC.

Not long after 2-MT began its weekly half-hour broadcasts the
G.PO. authorised the Marconi Company to set up an experimen-
tal station at Marconi House in London. It could transmit for a
maximum of one hour per day. The transmitter and studio were
in a room at the top of Marconi House and began transmission
on 11th May 1922. The call sign was 2LO. The man in charge of
the programmes was A.R. Burrows who was to become the
famous “Uncle Arthur” of the BBC.

The inauguration of broadcasting in Britain by the Marconi
Company naturally brought about a great number of applications
for permits from other companies. In October, 1922 six of the
most important manufacturers, Marconi's Wireless Telegraph
Company, the General Electric Company, the Metropolitan
Vickers Company, the Western Electric Company, the British
Thomson-Houston Company and the Radio Communication
Company set up the British Broadcasting Company Ltd.

On 14th November, 1922 the British Broadcasting Company
took over the evening transmissions from the London station
2LO. In April 1923 the BBC acquired the building at No.2, Savoy
Hill and studios were built there to take over from those at
Marconi House. On 31st December, 1926, with the granting of
a Royal Charter, the British Broadcasting Corporation took the
place of the British Broadcasting Company with Sir John Reith as
the Director General. In the four years that the “Big Six”
companies had been directly responsible for broadcasting in
Britain listeners had grown from a few thousand to over two
millions.

When we were in London we often used to visit the BBC, of
which Guglielmo was, as I have said, a founder member and
which was not far from the Savoy Hotel at Savoy Hill. We
listened to the broadcasts from the BBC's main radio set; then
Guglielmo had discussions with the head technicians and gave
them advice on how to improve the quality of the sound. I have
pleasant memories of the friendly terms we were on with the
personnel of the BBC.




My Beloved Marconi 125

In the spring we always went to Chelmsford for the sports day
organized by the Marconi Company. It was a festive occasion
when all the employees, the veterans and the directors of the
company got together. There were races and games outdoors for
the children and young people. I still have a photograph which
shows Guglielmo sitting beside me with our daughter on his knee.
He is smiling and pointing to some children who are taking part
in the sack race. Little Elettra was then four years old. She had
been asked to join in but while she was racing in front of us she
suddenly jumped out of her sack and took refuge on her father's
lap where she stayed for the whole time, to the amusement of
those present. Elettra has never forgotten this episode and laughs
about it now.

My daughter and I are often invited by the Marconi Company
to commemorate my husband and we are present at the unveiling
of memorial plaques at the celebrations in his honour. They
usually end with dinners and speeches made by the Chairman and
myself in which Guglielmo's great works are remembered.




THE INAUGURATION
OF VATICAN RADIO
12 February 1931

a close friend of my mother's family and ever since he was

a young man he and my father, Count Francesco Bezzi

Scali, had been good friends. In May, 1911 they had gone
together as members of the Papal Delegation that went to
London as guests of the Duke of Norfolk at Norfolk House for
the Coronation of His Majesty King George V. It was the first
time since the days of Henry VIII in the XVI century that a Papal
Delegation had taken part in the Coronation of an English
sovereign. His Holiness Pope Pius XII knew me well; before
becoming Papal Nunzio in Bavaria he had given me catechism
lessons when I was still a young girl. As I have already men-
tioned, it was through me that he got to know Guglielmo
personally and once he was sure of the depth of our feelings he
gave his blessing to our marriage.

It was also through me that Guglielmo became friendly with
His Holiness, Pius XI. The Pope was also a man of science and
took a great interest in Guglielmo Marconi's research and
discoveries. When we were in Rome the Pope was always happy
to receive us in private audience. These visits went on and on; we
used to come out of His Holiness's study after two or three
hours, sometimes at three in the afternoon to the dismay of the
gentlemen of the court and the various prelates in waiting who
were hungry for their lunch. It was wonderful to listen to the
conversation of those two men as they talked quietly and
intensely about the most lofty scientific questions.

I shall never forget an audience which took place in 1930,
immediately after the Reconciliation, when Pius XI in a firm and
decided voice asked Guglielmo to design and personally set up a

P ope Pius XII before becoming Pope in 1939 was already
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powerful modern radio station in the Vatican so that the Pope's
voice could be heard all over the world and make it possible for
everyone to receive his apostolic blessing “Urbi et Orbi”.
Guglielmo accepted without a moment's hesitation. He said he
was delighted and honoured to work on such an exceptional
project. He set to work with the greatest enthusiasm. It was a
project that was really important to him. I was happy to think
that thanks to my contacts with the Vatican and the Holy See
Guglielmo by marrying me had also become part of that world
and had been entrusted with the task of building a superb new
radio station which still gives pleasure to people all over the
world. During the following six or seven months we often
travelled from London to Rome so that my husband could
personally oversee the building of the Vatican radio station.

The inauguration ceremony took place on 12th February 1931
in the radio station in the Vatican gardens. Guglielmo and I
arrived there at around half past eleven and he immediately
started to check that everything was working perfectly. In the
meantime a little crowd of guests was beginning to collect,
composed mainly of Cardinals, important pontifical dignitaries
and some members of the Roman aristocracy, including my Uncle
Prince Luigi Barberini with his sons Enrico and Urbano. His
Holiness Pope Pius XI arrived at around twenty past four and
was received by Guglielmo and myself with a few others.
Accompanying the Pope were the Secretary of State, Cardinal
Eugenio Pacelli the future Pius XII, Monsignor Alfredo Ottaviani
and Father Gianfranceschi, who had been appointed Director of
the Vatican radio. There were also Prince Marcantonio Colonna,
my cousin Marquis Giovanni Battista Sacchetti, Prince Leone
Massimo and Marquis Giacomo Serlupi Crescenzi. The com-
manding officer of the Papal Guard Prince Aldobrandini was
represented by my father Count Francesco Bezzi Scali who was
then Brigadier General of the Papal Guard.

My husband showed the Holy Father around the radio station.
He took a great interest in the equipment and then both stopped
in front of the microphone. Guglielmo was very pleased with the
outcome of his work which he now gave to the Pope and to the
Church. I can still hear his words: “The use of microwaves in
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permanent operation is being demonstrated here today for the
first time in the world. I wish to express my deep gratitude to
your Holiness for this and also for giving me permission to carry
out a series of experiments here. My happiness as an Italian and
the honour that is mine today as a researcher are crowned by the
thought that this first application of an important scientific
discovery is being carried out not only by the will and in the
presence of a great Pope but through the skies and land of Italy
on the anniversary of a happy day for our country and for all
humanity, with the aim of making communications easier
between the nations and contributing to bring true Christian
peace to all the peoples of the world. This work I have accom-
plished fills my heart with pride and hope for the future as an
Italian and as a scientist. May my work help to bring peace to the
world.”

After a brief pause, he added with feeling: “I have the great
honour to announce that in a few moments his Holiness the
Pope, Pius XI will inaugurate the Vatican City radio station. The
electric waves will carry his words of peace and blessing through
space to the whole world. For almost twenty centuries the
teachings of the Pope have been carried all over the world but
this is the first time that the Pope's own voice can be heard
simultaneously in the four corners of the Earth. With the help of
God who has put so many mysterious forces of nature at the
disposal of humanity I have been able to prepare this instrument
which will give the faithful all over the world the consolation of
hearing the voice of the Holy Father. Blessed Father, the work
that your Holiness entrusted me with, I now consign to you: its
accomplishment is consecrated today by your presence; Holy
Father, let the world hear your noble words.” Then my husband
was silent.

After a few moments of silence the voice of Pius XI was heard
delivering his first radio-message to the world in Latin. He began
solemnly, in biblical tones, with these words: “Hear, Oh Skies,
that which I have to say; let the Earth hear the words of my
mouth... Hear and listen, Oh far away peoples”. Then, turning to
Guglielmo, the Pope said: “Well, Marquis, we asked you to give
us some idea, some demonstration of how and by what scientific
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means you find the path of these waves that nobody sees and
nobody hears. All the same, we are still curious, we still want to
know how the human mind can see as it were a “vision” that is
so distinct, how it can measure so exactly what the eye cannot see
and the hand cannot touch. We can do no more than repeat our
congratulations for that which the divine goodness, the divine
power has allowed you to achieve in order that the secrets of the
divine omnipotence, the divine wisdom that so admirably rules
over all things should be of real benefit for humanity. Benefits
from on high in the widest applications that your heart and your
mind can devise”.

Pope Pius XI thus expressed his satisfaction and his gratitude
to the creator of the new broadcasting station, my husband
Guglielmo Marconi. For the first time in the history of the
Church the voice of a Pope had been transmitted and recorded.
At the end of his speech His Holiness gave his blessing “Urbi et
Orbi”.




THE RITZ HOTEL
London

n 30th September, 1967, I read in the Roman newspa-

per “Il Tempo” about the death, the day before in Paris,

of Prince Felix Jusupov, who was a cousin by marriage

of the last Tzar of Russia, having married the Grand
Duchess Kira.

When we were in London Guglielmo and I often went to
lunch in the restaurant of the Ritz Hotel in Piccadilly. It was a
smart meeting place. During Ascot Week, in the full swing of the
London Season one could meet the cream of British high society
and many celebrities from all over the world: Royal Princes,
Maharajas, Lords, Ministers of the British Government--Winston
Churchill was often to be seen--and a great many beautiful ladies.

In the spring of 1928, we went, like every other year, to the
races at Ascot where we had been invited to the Royal Enclosure.
As we entered the lobby of the Ritz, we met two very smart
young gentlemen: the Grand Duke Dimitri of Russia and Prince
Felix Jusupov himself. Prince Felix, who usually lived in Paris,
knew Guglielmo well. He came up to us to greet him and
compliment him on how well he was looking. “You look so
happy,” he said. He was very charming to me. We decided to
have lunch together at the same table.

The two Russian Princes were both very charming men. While
the Grand Duke Dimitri was calm and rather silent, Prince Felix
was lively, exuberant and spoke with great verve. Guglielmo
asked him to tell me exactly what had happened at the assassina-
tion of Rasputin, the diabolical monk who had had a fatal
influence on the beautiful and unhappy Alexandra, the last
Tzarina of Russia, convincing her that he was able to heal her
son, the little Tzarevic Alexander, who suffered from the terrible
disease haemopbhilia, inherited from his mother.
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Prince Jusopov consented; he spoke in English, moving his
hands with graceful gestures as he spoke. His lively black eyes
shone in his handsome oval face. He told us that in spite of the
strong poison Rasputin had drunk and the revolver shots in his
chest, he did not die but on the contrary continued to struggle.

“Then Grand Duke Dimitri and I dragged him to the River
Neva. We stabbed him again and again with our daggers. All
around him the water had become completely red. Nevertheless,
the tortured flesh of that devil continued to writhe. Finally, he
died.”

Remembering the tragedy, Prince Felix still showed by the
look in his eyes the horror he had felt on seeing all that blood
gushing from Rasputin's body and making the waters of the Neva
run red. I found his description of that frightful episode quite
horrifying; Guglielmo instead looked with admiration at this
young Russian Prince who had shown such boldness and courage,
risking his own life to destroy that evil man who had had such a
negative influence on Russian history.




RUSSIAN ARTISTS
Covent Garden

evening at the opera at Covent Garden, Guglielmo and
I had the pleasure of listening to the great Russian
singer, Ilodor Saliapin.

He was a handsome man: tall, charming and youthful looking.
Guglielmo and I knew him well because, like us, he was staying
at the Savoy Hotel and we sometimes dined together. He spoke
Italian and we had very entertaining conversations with him. He
was at the height of his career and was much in demand by the
most prestigious theatres throughout the world, including the
Metropolitan Opera House in New York and, of course, Covent
Garden in London. He loved Italy where he sang and met with
great success at the Theatre of the Opera in Rome and La Scala
in Milan.

A few evenings later, again at Covent Garden, Guglielmo and
I watched a wonderful performance of Russian ballet. After the
performance, we were invited to a comfortable little sitting room
behind the scenes to meet the impresario who had created the
ballet company, the famous Sergei Pavlovic Djagilev--a most
talented and original man. He had a strong personality, great
artistic talent and exceptional intuition. He was very famous in
the world of dance because of the new interpretation he managed
to give to his art; effectively re-inventing modern ballet. Further-
more, he himself created the magnificent stage set designs for his
ballets and also occasionally for Saliapin's performances.

I was wearing a beautiful rose-pink embroidered evening dress
by Ventura. Diagiley, a connoisseur of life and beauty, looked at
me admiringly and said to my husband: “I have never seen such
a beautiful woman.” Guglielmo smiled at him with pleasure while
I was left feeling a little self-conscious by the compliment.

D uring the London Season of 1928, on a wonderful
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The atmosphere that evening was light-hearted and we were
all in high spirits. It was a really unforgettable meeting with that
Russian genius.



ELETTRA
AS A LITTLE GIRL

with her great friends, Prince Corsini, his sister Donna

Anna and his son and daughters. The sea was calm,
although a strong westerly wind was blowing but Elettra is
certainly not afraid of the wind because she really loves the sea
and sailing which she has inherited from her father.

In that moment I thought of Guglielmo, who told me about
the time when he was fourteen and was given a little sailing boat
as a present by his father Giuseppe, while they were on holiday
one summer in Livorno. Encouraged by his love for the sea he
had no fear of sailing out in the open sea, defying the strong
gusts of wind. Sometimes his parents were worried because he
was late in returning; then his father commented: “One of these
days all we are going to find of Guglielmo will be his cap on the
beach.”

Our daughter Elettra went on board the yacht bearing the
same name when she was just a few months old, accompanied by
her nurse, Vincenza Pitocco, a beautiful young woman from the
Roman countryside. She was nineteen years old, intelligent and
affectionate, with big shining dark eyes. My husband did not
want to leave the baby in her cot, fearing that the rolling of the
yacht could make her fall out. So he prepared a little bed for her
in the half-open bottom drawer of a wardrobe in her cabin.

The baby was our pride and joy and was great company for us.
When Guglielmo took a break from his experiments he came up
onto the deck of the yacht and sat down in an armchair in front
of the playpen where Elettra was playing in the shade of a long
awning. He smiled at his little daughter who greeted him with
screams of happiness. How they enjoyed being together! They got
on so well because they were so much alike.

ne day I was at Forte dei Marmi, waiting for the return
O of my daughter Elettra who was out sailing on the yacht
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Elettra took her first steps on board the yacht. It was very
difficult for her; she lost her balance because of the movement of
the yacht. How lovingly her father helped her, holding her
steady! It was delightful to watch them.

As our daughter grew up Guglielmo took an affectionate
interest in her physical and moral development. He had strong
principles and he wanted the little girl to be well brought up and
keep her character unchanged. Elettra has always had an enthusi-
astic and cheerful nature. Even when she was a little girl she
always wanted to take an active part in what was going on
around her.

One day at the beginning of June, sailing towards Liguria, we
anchored in front of Porto Santo Stefano. In those days the
Argentario with its characteristic watch-towers along the coast
had not yet been discovered by tourism but was a lonely place.
Taking advantage of the sun and the calm sea we went away from
the yacht in a small rowing boat. Guglielmo was at the oars and
I was holding Elettra, dressed in a light sleeveless sundress. She
was ten months old and it was the first time we had taken her
with us in a small boat. When we got to the open sea away from
the yacht I decided to dive into the water so I entrusted the baby
to Guglielmo who left the oars.

While I was swimming near the rowing boat my husband had
the idea of undressing Elettra and lowering her, holding her
tightly under her little arms, into the sea towards me. We were
both curious to see how the little girl would react: she began to
kick her legs, screaming with joy, and she cried only when her
father took her back into the boat, holding her tightly in his
arms. We were very happy to see that Elettra had our same love
for the sea. Very soon she showed us that it was more natural for
her to live on the sea than on the land. In fact, she was happy to
sail on board the yacht and considered the Elettra her real home.
I remember that one afternoon, going back by motorcar to Porto
Santo Stefano after having spent a few days in Rome, we saw the
yacht anchored off the port waiting for us to embark. Guglielmo
asked his daughter: “Whose is the Elettra?” “The Elettra is
Elettra's!” she answered.
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All the yacht's crew came from the province of Liguria, with
one exception; a sailor from Tuscany. He was called Agostino
and he was the son of Vincenzo Polacci, the lifeguard who taught
my brother Antonio and myself to swim in Forte dei Marmi
when we were children. Soon after my marriage with Guglielmo
I remembered him and I arranged for him to come on board as
the sailor at our personal service. Agostino was very fond of our
little daughter Elettra and he showed her how to wash the deck
and how to polish the brass fittings of the yacht. She enjoyed
helping him.

When Guglielmo died so suddenly, life on board the Elettra
ended too. Agostino went back to Forte dei Marmi where he and
his wife Marianna opened a beach Lido which he called “Bagno
Marconi”-“Marconi Beach”. He called his son Guglielmo and his
grand-daughter Maria Cristina. All his life he remained most
devoted and attached to us--feelings which we sincerely recipro-
cated.

When they learned of the death of the Marchesa Marconi all
the people on holiday in Forte dei Marmi saw with emotion the
flag of “Bagno Marconi” at half-mast in sign of mourning.

One summer day when Elettra was already four years old we
were sailing in the Mediterranean while a strong south wind was
blowing. I was sitting in a wicker chair on the deck of the yacht,
holding the little girl tightly in my arms. As a precaution, we
were tied down with ropes; an original idea of Guglielmo's so
that we could enjoy the storm without the danger of falling into
the water. The yacht was rising and falling; when it rose the
waves fell on us with a blow, wetting us completely. Elettra was
happy, laughing and shouting, “How many splashes! How many
splashes!” We did not stay there long because Guglielmo and the
Captain were rather worried and made us take shelter inside the
yacht.

I should like to record in full an amusing article written at the
time by the journalist, Ettore Fabietti:

“In the year 1927 Marconi married in Rome and as soon as
possible he took his young bride on board the Elettra where the
couple made their home. The Marchesa Maria Cristina is the
hostess of this splendid floating home. With her radiant smile and
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all the charm and grace of a great Roman lady she welcomes the
famous guests who come on board. She loves music, literature,
history of art; she can carry on a conversation that is both witty
and practical with the learned foreigners who climb on to the
deck of the Elettra to pay homage to her husband and are so
fascinated by them both that they can hardly bring themselves to
say goodbye.

Since 1930 a very small person has dominated everyone on
board, beginning from Marconi and his wife, who satisfy her
every whim and run to do her bidding. The little girl is called
Elettra, like the yacht, and is the most recent flower to blossom
from the father's vigorous stock. Queen Elena is her godmother.
Elettra seems to be the visible spirit of the beautiful yacht.

She gets up early every morning and rushes up on deck, just
at the time that the sailors are washing it. She wants to play,
jumping in the rivulets of water trhat run on the smooth fore-
deck. She only obeys the Captain; and do you know why?
Because, ever since they gave her a smart yachtsman's uniform,
she considers herself a real sailor and the Captain has explained
to her that being a sailor she owes him absolute obedience like
the officers and the crew. When he whistles she stops playing and
runs up to him. Standing to attention, she raises her little hand
in a smart salute: “Aye Aye Sir!” But she says that one day she
will command the Elettra.

She adores her father and his face lights up with joy whenever
he sees his charming little girl. She treats him very directly
without any shyness and in her blue eyes he sees those of his
beloved wife.

During the holidays, when the white yacht lies at anchor in the
bay of Santa Margherita Ligure for a few months, the little girl's
joy is at its height. Daddy teaches her geography which is her
favourite subject although she can't pronounce the names
correctly. Mummy and a sailor teach her to swim, her grandpar
ents to imitate Shirley Temple and her governess to read and
write.

Marconi usually lunches with his family at a small table on

deck.
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It was in this atmosphere that he carried out his new experi-
ments on very short and micro-waves.”

When her father died, Elettra was still very small but she
always had vivid memories of him. Guglielmo for his part loved
his daughter and was always very patient with her. He was never
bored in her company. “Elettra is electric.” he often said.

In fact, she was a very lively little girl and we were worried
that she might slip and fall into the sea when she was running on
the deck. So my husband, with his usual foresight, had a net
made of rope put up along the yacht's railing as a safety precau-
tion.

When Elettra was older and could understand, Guglielmo
started to explain to her the manoeuvres to anchor the yacht: the
arrival of the pilot at sea off the port and the procedures for
berthing the yacht alongside the quay. He also explained to her
the various ways to fish: the use of lights, nets, harpoons and
hooks. Elettra listened very carefully to the explanations of her
great father; she took it all in and was full of admiration for him.
It was touching to see them together; Guglielmo, wearing his
yachtsman's clothes and his cap with the badge of the Royal Yacht
Squadron of Cowes, spoke to the little girl as if she was a grown-
up. “The child is clever.” he said. “One must not explain things
to her in a babyish way.”

Elettra still remembers that her feelings for her father were of
loving friendship and respect. As [ have already said, they had
many characteristics in common, in particular a sweet nature
together with a strong character. They understood each other
with just a look. “Elettra and I are linked by radio!” he told me
more than once. It is true. When they were together they were
happy, nothing troubled them, they understood each other
perfectly, laughing and joking and enjoying themselves very
much.

Sometimes Guglielmo took his daughter by the hand and led
her to his radio- station on board. I followed them. While he was
showing his kingdom to his little girl, he pointed out the great
valves behind their protective grille and said to her, “Do you see
this? It's very dangerous. Don't touch.” Elettra knew that when
her father stayed for a long time in the radio-station it was
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because he was inventing great things. Talking about this, I
remember an amusing episode:

One day we were in Rome, staying with my parents in Via
Condotti. It was early in the morning and we were having our
breakfast in our bedroom which was already lit up by the sun.
From the windows one could enjoy the view of the courtyard
with the trees in bloom. Suddenly Elettra came in to say good-
morning to us. She must have been about four years old. She sat
down on a stool beside us, holding a little dress for her doll in
her hands, needlework prepared especially for her by her English
nanny to teach her to sew. Evidently the little girl found it very
difficult to use needle and thread because all of a sudden after a
short silence she lifted her fair curly head and looking up with a
questioning look in her big blue eyes she asked Guglielmo, “But
Daddy, when are you going to teach me wireless sewing?” (In
Italian “thread” and “wire” are the same word -“filo”). How we
laughed and how Guglielmo enjoyed his little daughter's witty
remark. From then on he never tired of telling the story.

Even though she did not have her father near her as she grew
up, Elettra continued to resemble him more and more. Together
with the lively Italian character