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PREFACE.

* But while I mused, came Memory with sad eyes,
Holding the folded annals of my youth.”

HERE can be few among us who are not stirred by a

feeling of sympathetic interest in the times immediately
preceding ours—few who would not willingly know some-
thing of those whose lives, occupying part of the same
century—grazed as it were our own, and whose personal
acquaintance we just missed.

In trying to fathom the nearer past and, so to speak, to.
connect ourselves with it, research seems more hopeful if we
address ourselves to contemporary sources and seek our
information regarding recently departed celebrities from
those to whom they were personally known. The genera-
tion that can yet give us any authentic details of our imme-
diate predecessors, is itself rapidly passing away, and as
each patriarch drops out of its thinning ranks we begin to
realize to ourselves the worth of our neglected chances, and
to remember how much valuable testimony we have already
failed to secure from those whose voice is now evermore
silent, and whose knowledge is buried with them in the
stillness of the tomb.

The word gossip conveys primd facie, a frivolous idea ;
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and is generally associated in our minds with what 1s
supposed to be a congenial pastime of the more talkative if
not the more reflective sex; but all gossip is not necessarily
frivolous, nor need it be malicious—though ¢ Méchant comme
une chronique’ has passed into a French proverb. History
owes most of what little truth it contains, to the gossip of
diarists and annotators as well as to the intimate confi-
dences of friendly correspondence, and notwithstanding the
necessarily trifling details of these private effusions and the
banalités with which they often abound, the sidelights of
such records have become invaluable to the groping student
of past times, and of departed humanity ; nor can we
possess too many such chronicles; the value of each being
proportioned to the subject of which it treats. Trifles cease
to be trifles when Boswell is relating them of Johnson;
besides, experience shows that while one observer collects
one class of information, another applies himself to another;
one will have been drawn to men of certain tastes and
pursuits, another has been led to cultivate those of an
altogether different type, and even where our Boswells
have met in a common pursuit, we shall find they have been
respectively struck by, and have dwelt upon, different cha-
racteristics in the same individual so that the notes of one
form a valuable, not to say an indispensable, supplement to
those of another. Contemporary memoirs will therefore
always be, as they always have been, attractive, whether
from their picturesque detail and often naives descrip-
tions, or from their unconscious revelations of private life
and character, and the solution they often afford of family
mysteries and historic secrets; into these, from more or less
excusable motives, we all like to plunge, and many of them
can become known to us only from the traditions of the
passing generation.  As of celebrated persons, so also of
places whose every stone has its history—and so likewise of
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customs already become obsolete ; the detail of such lures us
back into a past that we have missed—a past which is addi-
tionally fascinating because it ¢s past; naturally, therefore,
we welcome the living testimony which yet, but not for long,
survives it.

Are there any who can take a retrospective view of their
past years and not experience with unavailing self-reproach
a melancholy consciousness of inexplicable neglect as they
recall one by one the formidable catalogue of priceless
opportunities and discover for the first time how recklessly
they wasted them ?

Full of youth and its illusions, we glanced down the
lengthening perspective of the future, of which we neither
saw, nor sought to see, the end; we regarded life as a long
summer’s day during which the flowers that surrounded us
should always be in bloom ; and we had a vague idea that we
could pick them at any time.

Who of those now approaching the close of life will not
say with me, “ What a tale I might have had to tell! What
a volume I might have been able to write, had I but taken
advantage of the chances that now seem to have put them-
selves in my way !’ But there is a period in our lives when
our eyes seem to be holden, and we must have lived, to learn
the force of the exclamation, ‘“ Si jeunesse savait, si vieillesse
powvait!”

My endeavour in the following pages,—while drawing upon
family traditions to add to such personal remembrance of
of men, manners, and localities, as seem to be of broad and
universal interest,—has been to exclude as much as possible
in a transcript of this nature, the yet inevitable ego. If, as
Pascal says, “le moi est haissable,” the more unobtrusive
that “moi”’ can be made, the better: I have therefore
limited as much as possible my own part in these pages to
that of a witness or giver of evidence ; unfortunately, such a
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witness in recording his testimony as to persons and
events, is compelled to manifest a certain individuality ;
should I therefore seem, at any time, to slide insensibly into
prominence, I can only beg my readers to attribute it to the
force of circumstances, and to regard the narrator simply as
the harmless, necessary channel of communication.



CONTENTS.

CHAPTER 1.

COURT GOSSIP.

PAGE:

George IV. on Constitution Hill—The Duke of Cumberland—The King’s
last illness and death—Curious revelations of the King’s habits—The
Pavilion—The lying in state—Various traits of the King’s character—
Croker at Court—Anecdote of the Duke of Clarence—Croker’s defence of
the Duke of York—Colonel Wardle—Croker’s character—The King and
“the Duke”—The King and Sir Robert Peel—The King opening
Parliament—An accident to the State Coach—Anecdote of Princess
Charlotte—Fanny Burney—Anecdote of George IIL.—Royal grammar—
The education of Queen Charlotte and the Royal Princesses—The King’s
social qualifications—Anecdotes of the King’s urbanity—The King, the
guest of Lord Anglesey—The King and Assheton Smith’s father—The
Regent and Lord Byron—Tle King’s probity—Lord Kinsale—The King’s
rebuke to him—The Kinsale prerogative—Lady Anne Hamilton and
Queen Caroline—Riots at the Queen’s Trial—‘‘The Duke” and the
Marquis of Anglesey—Attack on the Morning Post office—Dr. Parr
and the King’s proclamation—The King and R. B. Sheridan—The King
and Madame de Staél—Carlton House—The National Gallery—The
¢ Care Colonne "—Joseph Bonomi—The King and Buckingham Palace
—The Duke of York—His death—Sale of his plate—Lying in state—
Anecdote of his funeral service—The Duke of Kent—His domestic life
—IEstimable character—A clockwork household—A law for the Royal
Kitchen—Circumstances of His Royal Highness’s premature death—
Unaccountable incident at his funeral—His will—His debts—Dis-
charged by the Queen immediately on coming to the throne—Lord Fitz-
williamm—The Duke of Clarence—William IV. and Queen Adelaide—
The King’s bonhomie and goodness of heart—The King and Lord
Denman—His exemplary conduct as & middy—And as an officer—Ad-
miration of the Spanish Admiral for him—The Duke as William IV.—
As Lord High Admiral—The King’s diplomatic, and domestie, qualifica-
tions—Prince Talleyrand as ambassador—The King as a speaker—The
King and Sir Astley Cooper—Queen Adelaide—The Court at Brighton—
Popularity of the King and Queen, there—Anecdotes of the Court—The
King’s sense of humour—Mr. Ewart, M.P.—Characteristic anecdote—



X CONTENTS.

PAGE
Edifying death of the King—DPrincess Queen Victoria—The Coronation
of Queen Victoria—Incidents and accidents—A popular festival—The
crowds of spectators who filled London—The Procession—Incidents—
Lord Alfred Paget— Marshal Soult — His immense popularity —His
appearance—His equipage—Croker’s reprehensible behaviour—¢The
Duke” and Soult—His well-turned compliment—Madame Mohl’s desecrip-
tion of the pageant—Impression of the scene on the Turkish ambassador
—The Crown—Accident to the Crown—** The Duke” paying homage—
Lord Rolle’s accident—The Queen’s goodness of heart and presence of
mind—The dignity of her manner—Hitehes in the course of the grand
function—Difficulties of the young Queen’s task—Her admirable per-
formance of it—The Queen and Lord Melbourne—Aneedote related by
Major Cumming Bruce—Brighton under the new reign—The Queen’s
very rational objections to the place—The Pavilion—George IV.s
Royal road—Brighton habitués—George Canning—His house at Kemp
Town—Spouting-room and subterranean passage—DBrunswick Terrace not
then built—George Canning’s qualifications as a statesman and orator
—Cause of his death—The Basevi family—The Haweis family—The
Duchess of St. Albans—Lady Byron—Countess of Aldborough—Anec-
dotes of her—Charles Greville—Mrs. Fitzlierbert—The Duke of Sussex
—The Duchess of Inverness—Anecdotes—The Duke of Cambridge—
His peculiaritiee—Atavism of his *“triptology”—Anecdotes—The Duke
of Cambridge at Church—At the Opera—Anecdote of him at a public
dinner—The Duke of Brunswick—His habits and eccentricities—His
wealth—Fads and vagaries—His daughter—Strange treatment of her—
His hatred of his guardians—Effigy of Count Miinster—His desire to
see an execntion—The result—A grotesque Duke—His diamonds—His
residences—Curiously constructed and arranged house in Paris—The
distribution of his day—The Duke of Brunswick and Louis Napoleon
—Description of his personal appearance—Voyage in a balloon—Ar-
rested while on the spree—His disposal of his fabulous wealth—Princess
Victoria of Coorgh — Her baptism — The Queen, her sponsor — Her
appearance and disposition—Marringe—Early death . 3 : . 1-82

CHAPTER II
SOCIAL, LITERARY, AND POLITICAL CELEBRITIES.

-John Elwes the Miser—His descendant—Hisatavism—Anecdote—His forbears
—Anecdotes of John Elwes—Illustrations of his mixed character—John
Elwes and the Surgeon—His generosity—His meanness—Shrewdness
in speculation—Outwitted by circumstances—Honourable principles—
Anecdote—A living paradox—Aversion to matrimony—Disposal of his
fortune—J. Horne—Son of a *Turkey merchant’—Education at
Eton— Power of making and attaching friends—DMistaken vocation
—Taken up by Mr. Tooke of Purley—Service rendered to Tooke, who
adopts him—Takes his name—Details of his life—Tried for high
treason—Horror of marriage—His disputed seat in Parliament—Many
and fast friends — Tastes, proclivities, and prejudices — Horne Tooke



—

CONTENTS.

xi

and Junius—A trio of illustrious runaways—Amusing anecdote—Refusal
to pay taxes—Distress levied—The course pursued by Horne Tooke— His
tomb—Epitaph—Sir Francis Burdett—Personal appearance—Fine trait of
character—Albany Fonblanque— Agreeable manners, but mordant as a
critic—The Duke of Somerset—Lady Lovelace—Ada Byron’s ignorance
of her father’s genius and works—How and when discovered by her—
Newstead Abbey—Lady Byron—Contessa Guiccioli—Anecdotes—Her
appearance—Byron’s ultimate weariness of her—Lady Blessington’s
statement to Uwins, R.A.—Byron at Venice—Anecdote—His club-foot
—Byron and Mrs. Opie—George Robins—*His value to the aristocracy
—Byron and George Robins—His popularity—Characteristics — Integ-
rity — Imaginativeness and ingenuity — Anecdotes — George Robins at
Strawberry Hill — Anecdotes—Benvenuto Cellini’s ¢ Chaffdover ’—
Strawberry Hill—Its vicissitudes and various phases of existence—Its
occupants—Frances, Lady Waldegrave—George Robins’s fortune—Death
—Charles Buller, M.P.—A stormy introduction—His facetious character
—Count d'Orsay—His descent—Fascination of his manners—Handsome
face and figure—His meeting with the Blessington family—2Marriage to
the youthful Lady Harriet Gardiner—Separation—Byron’s attraction
for d’Orsay —Unqualified admiration for his * Journal”—His social
qualifications—Varied accomplishments—His would-be imitators—His
success in fashionable life—His toilette—Colonel Gronow—Anecdotes—
d’Orsay’s extravagance—Debts—His tailor and bootmaker—As a man of
the world—His connection with Lady Blessington—Salon at Gore House
d’Orsay and the Tamburini riots—His characteristic English—Knowledge
of music—Anecdotes—Talent for portraiture and sculpture—His portrait
of ““The Duke "—His portraits of professionals—Industry and ability—
Portrait of Byron—Criticism of it by Tita Faleieri, Byron’s Gondolier—
Byron’s curls—Tita’s fidelity—Anecdotes—d’Orsay’s introduction to
George IV.—The Comte de Guiche (afterwards Duc de Gramont), French
Ambassador and d’Orsay’s brother-in-law—da’'Orsay’s escape from his
creditors—His atelier in Paris—Ambitious artistic attempts and successes
—Lady Blessington’s death—Her literary and other qualifications—
His grief —The Mausoleum he built for her remains and his own
at Chambourci—His edifying death—The Archbishop of Paris—
Lady Blessington—The Comte de Guiche—His duel—The fashionable
sleeve — The Ordinary of Newgate — His elegant and refined appear-
ance—Palmer the Poisoner—The Chaplain’s lopelessness about Lim—
Anecdote—T'imes leader on this eriminal—Sir David Salomons—Lord
Mayor—Maunsion House dinner to Lord Chief Justice Campbell and the
Bar—The Lord Mayor’s complimentary speech to Lord Campbell—
Toasts — Extract from Lord Campbell’s diary — His conscientious
dealing with the Palmer case—His compliment to Sir David Salomons
on his plnck, energy, and success in getting lis co-religionists into
Parliament—Sir David’s Shrievalty—The Lady Mayoress—Holford
House, Regent’s Park—Its owner—His life and habits—Hospitality—
Princely fortune—Anecdote—The ¢ Light of other days”—Holford’s
death—Claimants—The Delane family—Details—Anecdotes—The Spot-
tiswoode family—Details—Anecdotes—Professor Palmer—His wife—
His consummate knowledge as an Orientalist—His mission—Its result

PAGE



xil

CONTENTS.

—Robbed and murdered—His tragic death—His literary productions
—Assheton Smith—The “Great Huntsman”—The high esteem in
which he was held on the Continent as in England—Tedworth House
—His costly and elegant additions to it—DMrs. Smith—His singular
aptitude for, and success in, field sports —Admirable organizer—His
kennels—Shrewd intelligence—A. scholar as well as a country squire and
M. F. H.—His great wealth—Extensive and valuable property in Wales
—His intimacy with ‘*“The Duke”—His celebrated hunting parties—The
high tone he gave to Sport—His visits to Apsley House and Strathfield-
saye—His just and rational ideas on public education—His skill in
training horses and hounds—The good understanding between himself
and these animals—Anecdotes—Intelligence of his horses—His gradual
decay and death, almost in the saddle—His temperance—The veneration
he inspired in his servants and grooms—Beckford’s idea of a perfect
huntsman—His reforms in the character of Sport—Assheton Smith and
the Duke of Richmond—His wealth and testamentary disposition of it—
— Squire Waterton—Sir Williamm Gore Ouseley—His fine collection of
Persian curios—Various testimonies to his value to Oriental literature—
The Misses Ouseley—Sir Irederick Gore Ouseley—His musical pro-
clivities and capabilities—Successful career—Early death—TLord Russell

- —Visit to Pembroke Lodge—His appearance—Manner—Vividness of

his memory—Interior of his house—Succeeded by his grandson—Sir
Walter Stirling—His agreeable manners and fine qualities—Erudition—
Taste and knowledge in matters of art—Anecdotes—His common sense
—PFair and sensible views on the * education craze” and its disastrous
results—Aneedotes—Conversazione at the American minister’s, July 4,
1867—Discussion of Maximilian’s eruel fate—Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall—
Spiritualistic séance—Anecdotes—Mus. S. C. Hall’s Wednesdays—1Idio-
syncrasies—Mr. S. C. Hall—*‘Temperance Hall”—Mr. Home—Migra-
tions of the Halls—His wife’s death—His own death—Obituary notices
—Table-turning—Spirit rapping—Alexis—A séance—Anecdote—Mrs.
Haydon—A séance—A catastrophe—Spiritualistic séance in the streets
at Capua—R. Browning’s aneedote of Kirkup—The Berlin Conference
—Reception of Lord Beaconsfield and the Marquis of Salisbury on their
return—Lord Cawnpbell on Disraeli—School anecdote of Disraeli— His

PAGE

baptism at twelve years of age . ¥ ¢ ¢ 2 5 3 . 83-179

CHAPTER III.

SOCIAL, LITERARY, AND POLITICAL CELEBRITIES.

Thomas Day—His eccentric character—Personal appearance—Strange ideas—

Educating a wife—Failures—Curious details—Succeeding but unsuccess-
ful attempts at matrimony—Honora and Elizabeth Sneyd—Ultimate
success—His wife—Their singular mode of life—His fine character—
Philanthropic efforts—Death—His wife’s despair—Principles of education
—Sandford and Merton—1J. J. Rousseau—Richard Lovell Edgeworth—
Rousseau’s system a practical failure—Sir William Jones and Day’s other
friends—Richard Twiss ¢ The Traveller —His qualifications and accom-




CONTENTS.

xiil

plishments—James and Horace Smith—Cromwell’s head—DMichael
Angelo Taylor—Horace Smith’s two daughters—The Misses Weston and
Crabb Robinson—His qualifications—Crabb Robinson on Braham—Anec-
dote of Judge Buller—Crabb Robinson’s affection for Wordsworth and
for Charles and Mary Lamb—Lamb’s cottage—His grave—Epitaph—
Crabb Robinson as Times correspondent—Rogers—His marked cha-
racteristics—As a banker—As a poet—Rogers in the Catacombs—
Anecdotes—The ** Homblibus "—Rogers at Hatfield—The Marchioness of
Salisbury—In the Hatfield fire—Sir Joshua's portrait of her—Her
valuable social qualifications—Anecdotes of Rogers—His £1,000,000
banknote—Queen Caroline at the Abbey—DMacaulay and Rogers-- Sydney
Smith—T.ord Melbourne on Macaunlay—Whewell—Sir David Brewster
on Whewell—Lord Jeffreys on Brewster—Buckle—Cardinal Wiseman—
George Raymond—Curious history—Literary and dramatic soeiety—His
bachelor dinners and conversaziones—Solution of a difficulty—Ray-
mond’s Life of Elliston — Illustrated by Cruikshank — Diplomatic
answers to an innocent advertisement—Charles and William Goding
—James Goding—Lady Jane Coventry—A museum of fiddles—Sir
Francis Bond Head—Adventurous life—Rider and sportsman—Uni-
versal knowledge and ability —Bubbles—Domestic life—Death—His
brother Captain Sir G. Head—W. E. Gladstone at 286—On the Rhine—
Sir S. Glynne—His sisters—Andrew Crosse (of Fyne Court) the
electrician—His noble character—Distinguished ability—Enterprizing
experiments—Surprising results—Faraday’s admiration for him—DMr.
Arden —His tastes and proclivities—A collector—Discoverer of an ancient
papyrus—Louis Napoleon—Twins—Anecdote—George Eliot—G. H.
Lewes—Characteristics of both—The Priory—Their Sunday ¢ at homes”
—The society that frequented them—Domestic life—Visit with them the
National Gallery—Anthony Trollope—Madame Parkes Belloc—Velas-
quez’s picture—Vandyke’s triple portrait of Charles I.—Its history—
Specimens of correspondence—Agatha—Lewes’s admiration for Lessing
—Letter of Lewes mentioning the late Lord Lytton—Personal appearance
of  GeorgeLliot '’ and of Mr. Lewes—Robert Curzon—Monasteries of the
Levant—George Cruikshank—Interesting conversation with him—Dr.
Richardson—Lecture at the Charterhouse on Stephen Gray—Cruik-
shank’s illustrations of Dickens’s and Harrison Ainsworth’s works—
Cruikshank’s caricatures of Napoleon I.-—His zeal in the Volunteer move-
ment— * Teetotal George ”— Charles Dickens— Anecdote—Dickens’s
domestic character—Anecdote of his grandmother—Harrison Ainsworth
—¢Cheviot Tichborne”—Contemporary popularity of his boocks—Historical
novels—Highwaymen heroes—Questionable morality—His physique—
Imitation of d’Orsay—Hepworth Dixon—Characteristics—Interesting
perticulars—As a lecturer—A Nonconformist—An author—Ubiquitous
travels—Mormons—* Spiritual wives—His sad old age and death—
Winthrop Mackworth Praed—His daughter—A youthful admirer of
his poetry— Mrs. Jameson— Some personal particulars —Story of a
bracelet—Her nicce—Mrs. Macpherson—Mrs. Oliphant—Sir Thomas
Duffus Hardy—Successor to Sir Francis Palgrave—His special fitness
for his calling—Charming manners—Intelligenco and conscientiousness
—Lady Hardy's conversaziones—IHer novels—Miss Isa Duffus Hardy,

PAGE



xiv CONTENTS.

PAGE
also a writer of fiction—Sir Thomas’s great services at the Tower and

in the Record Office—Carlyle—Henry Greville’s appreciation of him
—An instance of Carlyle’s practical philosophy deserving of ecredit
—J. 8. Mill—Lord Hounghton's great admiration for Carlyle—Thomas
Slingsby Duncombe—Anecdote of Madame Vestris—Dillon Browne—
Sir Edward, Lady Lytton Bulwer, and their little daughter—Anecdotes—
Dr. Birch, the Egyptologist—Conscientious work at the British Museum
—The astonishing number and value of his published works—His simple
and unassuming character, notwithstanding his vast knowledge—Appre-
ciator of MSS. and works of art—Anecdote of his quick apprehension—
‘Winning manners—Domestic life—Take him to see General Sir J.
Alexander—Chinese curiosities—Dr. Birch’s appreciation of them—Dr.
Birch as a French scholar—Had known Madame Récamier—Robbery
at the Museum—Detection and recovery by Dr. Birch—Anecdotes of
him—DY.amented death— The  Poet Close ”—* Lake Laureate” — His
ambitions —His lofty aspirations— Opinion of himself—His pension
—Lord Palmerston’s mistake—How corrected—Lord Honghton—His
pedigree — Questionable statement by Mr. Wemyss Reid — Egremont
House—Mrs. James Milnes—Her diamonds—Disposal of her fortune—
The Gaskells—Lord Houghton’s grandmother—Rachel Busk—Great
Houghton part of her fortune—Anecdote of Lord Houghton and Louis
Philippe—Lord Houghton with the archzologists of the British Associa-
tion—Lord Houghton as a speaker and reader—Grillon’s Club—Lord
Houghton’s portrait by G. Richmond—ZLord Houghton’s sister, Lady
Galway—Excellent reader—Clever artist—Lord Houghton’s wealth—Its
source—Lord Tennyson’s sonnet on his death g E 5 3 179-256

CHAPTER TIV.

SOCIAL CELEBRITIES.
WOMEN.

Women-writers—* Blues”—DMrs. Scmerville—Her affability and unpretending
manner—Mrs. Elwood—Her qualifications as a literary woman—Her
sister Lady Howard Elphinstone—Maria Edgeworth-—Her father—Her
devotedness to him—Abandonment of her marriage with the Swedish
Ambassador—Abbé Edgeworth—Maria Edgeworth’s niece—Her collec-
tion of Edgeworth relics—Portrait of Abbé Edgeworth—A smart
repartee — Lady Strangford — Miss Beaufort — Anecdotes — The only
female Freemason, Lord Doneraile’s daughter—The true version of
the story—An awkward predicament—Anecdote—*“The Lady of the
Four Birds”—DMrs. Fry—Comtesse de Montalembert—Lady Jane St.
Maur—Lady Catherine Graham—ILady Nugent—DMiss Neave— Manor
House, Chelsea—The labours of all these ladies on behalf of the
“masses "—Mrs. Fry “ at home ’—Anecdote—Her appearance, manner,
&e.—Mrs. Fry and the King of Prussia—Quaker habits, manners,
costume, and general practices—Anecdotes—Names given to their
children—Anecdotes—Objections to pay rates—George III. and the



CONTENTS. v

PAGE-

Quakers—William and Mary Howitt described—Spiritualistic ideas—
Pleasant manners—His death—Her conversion to Catholicism—Her
death in Rome—L. E. L. described—Her short and harassed life—Lite-
rary productions — Marriage—Goes to the Cape — Mysterious death
there—Frances Trollope—Her literary works—Character of her writing
—Death at Florence—Lady Franklin—Devotedness to her husband—
Efforts to discover his whereabouts—Her house—Salon—Society that
frequented it—Honourable Maria Otway Cave—The Braye title—
Its vicissitudes—Her agreeable manners and informing conversation
—Anecdotes—Savill-Onley—Origin of the name—Princess de Lieven
—Her political intrigues—Social treachery—Success in gaining her ends
—Her history—Talleyrand’s opinion of her and her husband—Frances
Lady Waldegrave—Birth—DMarriages—Popularity in society—Her great
wealth—Strawberry Hill—Qualifications as a hostess—Lord and Lady
Farnborough—Their encomiums on her—Lady Douglas—Her blindness
—Her amiability—Her interesting life—Anecdote of the Peninsular War
—Barry Cornwall—Mrs. Procter—Her life—Manners, appearance, social
qualifications—Peculiarly interesting social position—Her daughters—
Her death — Funeral — Anecdotes —Aptitude and love for society—
Present at the late and the former, Jubilee—Madame Mohl—Her
character—Detail of her life —Social position—Madame Mohl and the
Queen—*‘ Lady Augusta,” and the Dean—Her residence in the Rue
du Bac—Anecdotes of her peculiarities—Lady Dukinfield—Danced at
the Waterloo Ball—Still living in 1884—Crabb Robinson’s mother
—Anecdote—Lady Henry Paulett—DMiss O’Brien—Curious character—
Description—Anecdote . : L > : 5 4 . . 257-298

CHAPTER V.
' MEN OF THE SWORD.

F.M. The Duke of Wellington—His popularity—Urbanity—Dislike of impor-
tunate demonstrations—Contrast with Brougham—His moral influence,
especially with the army—Instanced—Fickleness of the mob—His silent
rebuke—Hostility of Lord Grey to the Duke, prompted by Princess de
Lieven—Talleyrand’s exalted impression of the Duke—Louis Philippe’s

X opinion of him — Charles Greville’s estimate of Talleyrand — The
Duke’s sense of humour—Ready repartee—His deficicncy in modern
languages—Knowledge of Spanish—His voice and oratorical powers—
Maria Edgeworth’s letters—The Duke’s engagement to Honble.
“ZXKitty Pakenham,” and subsequent marriage—The Duchess’s death—
The Duke as a sportsman — Assheton Smith—The Duke frequently
asked to narrate his battles—Failure of the Duke’s powers— An entire
change in his manner—A chance attendance at Excter Hall—His recep-
tion—Improvement in his health and humour—Curious letter of d’Orsay
to Haydon—The Duke’s portraits—That by d’Orsay—His visit to Wilkie’s
studio—The Duke’s love of music—The Wellesley family—The Duke’s
appreciation of tlhe great Italian artistes—Lord Burghersh’s opera—The-




xvi

CONTENTS.

Marquis of Douro—Anecdote—Caricatures of the Duke—The Duke and
Napoleon—La Belle Alliance—The Victory of Waterloo—Napoleon’s ear-
riage—General John Reid Becher, R.E., C.B.—One of the old Punjaub
staff—A representative Anglo-Indian officer—His high character and great
but unpretending services—Recounted by Col. Sir Henry Yule—His work
at Hazara—Lord Lawrence—Sir Henry Lawrence—DMajor-General Col-
linson—Sobraon—Becher, Punjaub boundary commissioner at Peshawur
—Becher’s valuable services in the Mutiny—Conscientious work—General
James Abbott—Sir Herbert Edwardes—Bosworth Smith’s Life of Lord
Lawrence—Becher’s cultivation and accomplishments — Sir Neville
Chamberlain—Becher’s moral inflnence—General James Abbott, R.A.,
C.B.—His unrequited services—Mission to Khiva —Popularity in the
Punjaub—His literary tastes and successes—Colonel Sir Henry Yule,
R.E., K.C.B.—Fine character—Distinguished literary abilities—Marco
Polo—General Sir James Alexander, R.A., K.C.B.—Sir Henry Lawrence,
when his subordinate—Curious characteristic of the Lawrences—The
Khyber Pass—Jellalabad—Dr. Brydone—Lady Butler’s expressive pic-
ture—Colonel Dennie’s singular prophecy—Sir James’s social character-
istics—Second sight—Loxrd Napier of Magdala—At a wedding—His ser-
vices at the Pei-ho River—Inefficiency of the French General—His
meanness—Sir Hope Grant—General ‘‘ Count Pa-li-kao”—ILord Napier

PAGE

and the Lawrences—Lord Napier’s characteristics and popularity . 295-837

CHAPTER VI.

LEGAL CELEBRITIES.

‘Walter Savage Landor’s opinion of law—The terrors of the law—Law and

equity—ZLe Code Napoléon—Napoleon’s own opinion of it—His further
intentions—Anecdote of a Chancery suit—‘“ Colour "—Jack Lee—His
characteristics— Successes and promotions at the bar—Shrewdness and
humour—Peculiarities—Anecdotes—Jack Lee and Erskine—Anecdote—
““ Honest Jack Lee”—His admirers—Jack Lee and Lord Eldon—Anee-
dotes of circuit—His hospitality-—Wealth and county position—Admiral
Keppel’s handsome behaviour to Lee and his two other counsel—Lee’s
sudden death—The three Lees—Dunning (Lord Ashburton), anecdotes of
—Circuit anecdotes of Lee—Lee’s daughter and heiress—Anecdotes—
Thirteenattable—Lord Eldon—Liver and bacon—Anecdotes remembered
by Mr. Martin Archer Shee, Q.C.—Lord Stowell—Anecdote of Jekyll—
Lord Erskine’s inexhaustible bons mots—The Great Seal—Anecdotes—
Erskine’s wig—Extempore lines—Erskine’s ingenious defences—Lord
Westmorland—Sugden’s father— Lord St. Leonards—The Great Seal—Its
history and adventures—Lord Thurlow—Lord Eldon—The ‘ bags’’—
Anecdotes of Lord Eldon—John Adolphus, Q.C.—Charles Philips and
‘Courvoisier—Lord Wm. Russell—The Emperor Napoleon I11. and Charles
Philips— Serjeant Murphy— Popularity of John Adolphus at the Old
Bailey—Anecdotes—His wife and children—Defence of Thistlewood—
John Leycester Adolphus, Q.C.—His discovery of the author of Waverley



CONTENTS. Xvii

PAGE
—Anecdotes—His subsequent intimacy with Sir Walter—Adolphus’s

daughter—Leycester Adolphus's letters from Spain—S8cott’s deliberate, as
well as impled, denials of authorship—Testimony of Rogers and
Sheridan—Abbotsford—Hogg—Anecdotes—John Leycester Adolphus’s
widow—Her anecdotes of George IIL’s contemporaries—Of William
IV.—Lord Brongham-—Anecdotes illustrative of his character—His
danghter—Her early death—Pathetic epitaph by Marquis of Wellesley
—Place of burial—The Brougham hoax-—Anecdotes—Brougham’s ac-
count of Princess Charlotte’s escapade—His part in the quarrels of the
Royal Family, and in the celebrated trial—Success as an advocate—
Spencer Perceval, a partisan of the Queen, shot—Bellingham—M. Angelo
Taylor—*The chicken”—Macaulay and John Wilson Croker—Macaulay
and Brougham—TLord Grey—Princess de Lieven—Samuel Warren—
¢ £10,000” a year—Nathan Meyer Rothschild—Anecdotes—The mother
of the Rothschilds—Her house, equipage, &c.— Rt Hon"*" J, A, Roebuck,
M.P.—Chisholm Anstey, M.P.—His incidented life—Curious temper—A
notorious Q.C.—His singular courtship—Its results—* Connexions by
marriage "—Serjeant Merewether—Captain Hans Busk—Personal ap-
pearance—Zeal in the Volunteer movement—Originated by him—
Humour—=Social popularity—Varied abilities—Political pamphlets and
literary work—Various offices he filled— His yacht— Life-ships—
School of cookery—Mr. Joseph Parkes—Lawyer and politician—
Married granddaughter of Priestley—With Huskisson when killed—
Wrote on the authorship of Junins—Many influential friends—All
Radicals—Cultivated mind—Winning manners—His daughter, Miss
Bessie Parkes—Married M. Belloc . : 0 : 3 : . 889-397

CHAPTER VII.
AMONG THE FACULTY.

Country and watering-place practitioners—A doctor on the Pantiles—In the
olden time—His successor—Another, and yet another—Some of his
patients—A conventional London physician—Dr. Merriman—Sir H.
Holland—Sir Astley Cooper—George IV. and Sir Astley—The doctor’s
carriage—A physician's accessories—Operation on the King’s head—
Details—Incidents that followed—Anecdotes of Sir Astley—His alarm at
the King's message—Sir Astley and the Marchioness of Salisbury—Sir
Astley’s diary—Subjectivity of medical opinion—Anecdote of Lady Holland
—Telplessness of patients—Illustrative anecdote—Changes in medical
science—DBlood-letting—Anecdotes—Credulity of patients—A useful (?)
consultation—Contradictory diagnosis—Wits and doctors—Sir William
Knigliton’s opinion of medical science—Dr. Baillie’s opinion of the value of
medicine—Medical farces—Consultations—The opinions of dramatists and
poets—Medical murder of Lord Byron—Of the Duke of Kent—Correspond-
ence of GuiPatinand André Falconnet—Bleeding v. Antimony—Dr. Reid’s

1*



xviii CONTENTS.

PAGE
remark—The bleeding mania—Squire Waterton’s delusion—Warning a

patient of the hopelessness of his case—Illustrative anecdote—Deathbed
of Balzac—An English surgeon—Saving faith—Anecdote—Bread pills—
Mr. Skey’s patient—Dr. Elliotson—His success and popularity—Change
ofideas—Conscientiousness—Mania for mesmerism—DLoss of professional
position—Séances at his house—His common-sense prescription—Elliot-
son and Haydon—Charles Lever, M.D.—English physician at Brussels—
Hatred of his profession—Literary proclivities, gifts, and successes—A
vegetarian doctor—Amusing anecdote—The meat-market at Pisa—Vege-
tarianism—Prince Hohenlohe—His miracles—Faith in them—DPrayers
answered at the foot of the letter—Mr. Taylor, the well-known Brighton
apothecary—His qualifications—Those requisite for all doctors—Mr.
Richard Partridge—* Dr. Gruffy "—Different classes of doctors—George
III. and Princess Amelia’s doctor—Mr. White Cooper—His diagnosis—
Dr, Wolcot and his oculist—Taylor, the oculist—Le Docteur Nélaton—
Anecdote—His success with Garibaldi—Dr. Blundell—His facetious
patient—DMeaning of the letters M.D.—Dr. Radcliffe and the South Sea
Bubble—Anecdote—Fees—The Harley Street physician’s clever ma-
neenvre—Erasmus Wilson—The physician’s waiting-room—An empyric’s
cure of consumption—Dr. Monro—Head physician at Luke’s—A lunatic
entertainment—Details—Visit to Bedlam—Dadd, the parricide—Samuel
Cartwright, the fashionable dentist—A solemn farce—Success of charla-
tanism—Dr. Buchan—An aged shepherd his descendant—Immense
success of Dr. Buchan’s Domestic Medicine—Translated into all
languages—Anecdotes—Legendary recipes—Dr. Kitchiner—The remark-
able universality of his genius, his wealth exempting him from practising
as a physician—Unique character—Protean aptitudes—Fascinating
manners—Details of his many-sided life—His practical information on
many subjects—Fondness for children—His friends—Entertainments—
Details—Clock-work household— With him everything a science—
Sudden death—His son—His tragic end—Universal criticisms on medi-
cine—Moliére and Louis XIV.—Rabelais’ medical prejudices—Zimmer-
mann’s answer to Frederick the Great—General remarks on the
nobleness of the calling . ] 9 1 ) 3 ’ o Lsth3992450)






XX ILLUSTRATIONS.

THOMAS DAY : 5 : 5 . J 2 o . 182
GEORGE ELIOT . 5 ’ . ; : ) . ; 413
THE TRIPLE PORTRAIT OF CHARLES I. s q s ; i ()
E. L. BULWER . 2 ; 3 5 . : . s 210
BULWER SHAVING . 3 8 5 > : 5 . .o241
DR. SAMUEL BIRCH, THE EGYPTOLOGIST : P 2 ! 244
MRS. FRY : o . 4 . 5 5 b 5 268
MRS. PROCTER . 5 . 3 0 ; A s 3 286
F.-M. THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, K.G., &e., &e. . 3 5 . 298
A TRIP TO DOVER (H.B.) 2 a ] : . To face page 303
WELLINGTON BY D’ORSAY g g s d . ” & 311
« THE DUKE'S” ROOM AT WALMER, WHERE HE DIED s o 313
LA BELLE ALLIANCE 3 : g . 3 3 3 . 316
GEXNERAL JOHN REID BECHER, R.E., C.B. (one of Sir Henry Lawrence’s

Old Punjaub Staff’) 3 3 2 3 3 .‘ ! 318
GENERAL JAS. ABBOTT, R.A,, C.B. 3 ¢ 2 . : . 324
JOHN DUNNING, LORD ASHBURTON 4 . G ¢ > 347
LORD ERSKINE Tl 7. 3 5 5 . g ! . 338
A VIEW OF WESTMORELAND, OR AN IMPRESSION OF THE PRIVY SEAL 359
LORD ELDON 5 ; : L : 2 : : . 365
WALTER SCOTT, AS A CHILD ! : : £ s J 372
LORD BROUGHAM . . . 5 s g 3 J . NS
“THE GHEBER,”—BROUGHAM—WILLIAM IV. (H.B.) . = ] 333
NATHAN MEYER ROTHSCHILD . 5 3 5 3 3 . 386
DR. BUCHAN 450

54

DR. KITCHINER 3 g 2 0 5 3 . To face page 45









GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

— e

CHAPTER I
COURT GOSSIP.

¢ Behold how men do run to see a King go by.”—JeREMY TaYLOR.

¢ Les erreurs des rois sont des secrets d’état.”—Carp. DuBoIs.

REMEMBER being taken by my father one morning, in g;,,
the year 1829, to Constitution Hill, in order to profit by Georse IV.
the rare occasion of King George IV.’s driving out in
London, to obtain a sight of His Majesty. The King was not
only seriously out of health for some time before his death,
but his personal appearance was so visibly affected by the
complicated diseases, to which he had become a victim, that
he showed himself as little as possible in public. It was not
often, therefore, that he was to be seen, and apparently the
intimation my father had received was a private one, for the
locality was entirely deserted.
As we strolled along the road, we suddenly heard the
clatter of hoofs, and two royal outriders in undress livery
. came galloping along at full speed, followed at a short
distance by an open barouche and four, with two postilions;
two more outriders bringing up the rear.
Leaning back in the carriage and nearly covered by the
- leather apron, were two geutlemen enveloped in fur-lined
i coats; for, beside the King, sat the unpopular Duke of 1. puke of
II Cumberland, his countenance strikingly unprepossessing, Cumberland.
I

l
|
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and his defective eye * plainly discernible. The King’s face,
though bloated, wore a pleasant expression, and he bowed
courteously, with a bland smile, when my father lifted his
hat. Both Princes were muffled up in those wonderful rolls
of neck-cloth, having the effect of bandages round the throat,
and apparently requiring throats of peculiar length to suit
them ; but the fur collars in this case concealed a good part
of this now antiquated attire.

The carriage drove past at a rapid pace, and that is all I
ever saw of George IV., who was taken seriously ill the
following year, and died on the 25th of June, 1830.

We were then at Brighton, where, alone, the King had
remained popular; for since the year 1782, when he had taken
a faney to the place, building his Pavilion there in 1784, he
had been a constant visitor to this Parc aux cerfs, where his
vagaries were winked at,in consideration of his partiality for
the place. Having been the cause of its prosperity, Brighton
might well dread the day when its royal patron would be
removed, and no wonder bulletins from Windsor, where the
King lay dying, were industriously posted up and circulated
all over the place, as fresh information arrived; knots of
eager inhabitants might be seen grouped round these ominous
notices, scanning the intelligence they brought and discus-
sing the probable ultimate result, about which there could
now be little doubt.

* Prince George of Cumberland, the Duke’s son, was also blind, and probably
many would attribute this misfortune to heredity, for George IIL., as is well known,
became blind, and George IV. partially lost his sight towards the end of his life.
The commencement of the blindness of Prince George is mentioned by Princess
de Lieven in one of her letters to Lord Grey, when referring to “the sudden trouble
that had come upon the Duke and Duchess of Cumberland by the discovery that
their little son, Prince George, could no longer see.” One eye had been injured by
an accident when he was quite young, and the sight was gone; the other may have
become affected from sympathetic action: the Princess writes. ¢ The poor child
sees absolutely nothing ; they turn his face to the sun and he cannot perceive the
light,” I have often seen the two little Princes George (of Cumberland and of
Cambridge), who were of the same age, and also of the age of * Princess Victoria,”
ride past our windows in Great Cumberland Place on small ponies, their grooms
following in undress liveries.
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A Sussex yokel spelling out one of these bulletins—¢ Last
night, the King slept at intervals "—was much scandalized,
that they should have ventured to move him to ¢ Intervals,
wherever that might be,”” when he was in so precarious a
state. The last time the King drove out was on the 25th
of April, and one of his doctors had already given him over
then, though two others thought he might be saved for a
little while, but he himself had no idea how serious was his
condition.

In May, the Duke of Wellington advised the Bishop of
Winchester to break the news to His Majesty, whose state
had then become much worse, for he would lose his head
every now and then, sometimes for hours, and obstinately
elung to many delusions ; among them, to one under which
he had often laboured previously, viz., that he had been
present at Waterloo and had gained the battle: indeed,
one day at a dinner, some time previously, he had not
only re-asserted this, but had appealed to the Duke of Wel-
lington to confirm his statement. The Duke discreetly
replied—‘“ I have heard your Majesty say so before.”

It was not until the S8th of June that the King was
informed of the hopelessness of his case; he received the
intimation with surprising firmness, and died on the 25th of
that month. The Duke of Wellington, alluding to the
event, remarked, ‘‘ He died like a man; I always said he
would.” It is curious that at the moment of the King’s
death there was no one in the room with him but two
valets. Sir Thomas Hammond declared the physicians
were not present, though they said they were.

A curious revelation of some points of the King’s character
appeared in a discovery made after his death : though his
ways were utterly reckless and unscrupulously extrava-
gant, he had for years been in the habit of hoarding in the

~ most miserly way all his cast-off clothes, which were found

preserved in excellent order in his wardrobe ; moreover, he
clung to them with such tenacity that he kept in his head
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an accurate catalogue of all this défroque, and knew so well
the exact spot in which each item was to be found, that he
would now and then ask for some particular coat, hat, or
boots, describing it unmistakably.

His habits of gallantry were so notorious that people
were scarcely surprised to find that he had had sixteen
accredited mistresses, and the packets of billet-douz, gloves,
garters, locks of hair, faded flowers, &c., found stowed
away, bore their testimony to the multiplicity of his adven-

Lyixe 1Ny StateE oF Georez IV.

tures in the ““ pays du tendre.”” More than fifty pocket-books
were scattered among his private belongings, each con-
taining money in smaller or larger amounts, apparently
laid by and forgotten; still when all these sums were
collected, they formed an aggregate of £10,000! Sir
Thomas Hammond seems to have been aware of this hoard-
ing propensity of the King’s, and used to relate, in proof of
his keeping large sums stored up, that, one day going out
with him for a walk, the King, with a small key which he
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wore, unlocked a secret drawer, and, taking out bank notes
of various values to the amount of £3,000, selected a small
note which he put in his pocket, restoring the rest to its
place. Sir Thomas’s conviction was that he must have
saved up at least £600,000 during his reign.

I remember hearing all about the lying in state, which
was at Windsor, and a gloomy affair it must have-been;
the concourse was so tremendous that it was difficult even
for ticket-holders to see anything; the room was spacious,
but densely crowded, even though only a certain number
were admitted at a time, and the spectators were passed
through so quickly that it was difficult for any to take in
the scene; the walls being hung with black and the
windows darkened, the only light was from the dull and
uncertain flames of the tall wax candles that surrounded
the state bed, so that the impression left even on those who
saw it best, was a confused one.

George IV. was generally unpopular during his life, and
his memory was not honoured. The year’s mourning,
therefore, that followed his demise must have been con-
formed to, out of loyalty to the principle, and not to the
monarch, for whom no one entertained any personal affec-
tion, scarcely even any respect. It is singular that, openly
disapproved and disliked as was George IV., his life was
only twice attempted—once in 1817, when he was fired
at, and the ball lodged in the lining of the carriage; and
once by an Irishman named Piercey, who bribed the officers
of the kitchen to poison him. The plot was nipped in
the bud, Piercey was seized, tried, and condemned to
death ; but at the King’s desire the punishment was
commuted to five years’ imprisonment. We hear so
much of the untoward characteristics of this monarch
that we are surprised to learn he was very tender-
hearted when sentences of a capital, or even of a severe,
nature were passed on condemned criminals, regretting the
Draconian severity of the English criminal laws. In the
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case of a boy of thirteen, Henry Newbury, condemned to
transportation for life, the Royal prerogative was again
exercised, the King writing from Brighton to Sir Robert
Peel to obtain a commutation to a term of confinement in
the House of Correction. Perhaps this Prince’s greatest
mistake was in choosing friends of more than equivocal
character; but if he recklessly admitted to his intimacy
persons who had the bad taste to take advantage of
the freedom he allowed them, he was not slow to resent a
liberty; he liked to be amused, but did not choose to pay
too dearly for the society of those who amused himn.

One of these was John Wilson Croker, to whom he
gave a well-merited lesson. Croker, though he had a
serious side to his character, was a joker, and so long as
his witticisms were kept within limits, the King delighted
in .them; but occasionally he abused the Royal favour, for-
getting the laws of good breeding as well as of prudence.

Once when the Court was at the Pavilion, and Croker
was in attendance, the company being scattered about in
groups, on a Sunday evening after dinner, Croker happened
to find himself in that of which the Duke of Clarence was
the centre. The Duke was criticizing the management of
the Admiralty, especially directing his sarcasms against
Croker (at that time Secretary to the First Lord, and
derisively styled by naval men ‘‘the whole board of the
the Admiralty ”’). Among these remarks the Duke said—

“ When I'm King, I'll be my own ‘First Lord,” * and
depend on it John Wilson Croker won’'t be my Secretary.”

’

* When the Duke came to the throne as William IV., he had no desire to be
“First Lord,” and very shortly after his accession the Right Hon. Sir James
Graham replaced Lord Melville in that office. Indeed, the King had had enough
of it during the previous reign, and found the duties while they fell to his lot, so
irksome, and the responsibility they entailed so onerous, that the anxiety affected
his health ‘somewhat seriously, and his son, the Earl of Munster, discerning
the inadequacy of his own influence, begged Sir Astley Cooper to advise him to
resign.
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“Does your Royal Highness remember,” replied Croker,
¢ what English king was his own First Lord ? ”

““ No, I can’t say I do,” answered the Duke.

“Well, it was James II.,” said Croker, and, not un-
naturally, the reply caused a general laugh among those
near enough to catch it.

The King, who was pacing up and down the room,
hearing this expression of mirth, called out—

“What's the joke? One of your good things, Croker,
no doubt ?

Jorx WiLsoN Croxer, Esq., M.P.
(Secretary of the Admiralty.)

“No, indeed, your Majesty; but your royal brother is
telling us what he means to do in the navy when he comes
to the throne,” replied Croker, with most uncourtier-like
absence of mind.

The King did not reply, but withdrew. Next morning,
however, Croker received the King’s command to attend
him in his bedroom. He found His Majesty very serious,
who remarked to him with a certain severity of tone—

“1 was annoyed at your exposing my brother’s nonsense
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under my roof last night; and, in the next place, your
repeating what he said he should do when I am no longer
king ; let me request there may be no recurrence of similar
utterances. Do not believe I am offended; but it is dis-
tasteful to me.”

The King’s features then relaxed a little, and he held out
his hand for the Secretary to kiss, dismissing him to ponder
on the ugly predicament into which he had been betrayed.

Although when among the King's chosen companions,
Croker may have occasionally forgotten himself, he was a
man of an altogether different stamp from the Brummels
and others who toadied to Royalty. His social status, his
education, and his mental ability were of a very much
higher order, and he proved himself a speaker and a writer
of no mean parts.

Croker’s powers of satire were keen, and he could be
brilliantly witty,* but too often at the expense of others,
and without any consideration for their feelings.

The first publication which called attention to his capa-
bilities was his Intercepted Letter from China, written in a
spirit all the more daring that it was published anony-
mously ; also he found great amusement in hearing it talked
of and admired in his presence by those who had no sus-
picion that he was its author.

* The following may serve to indicate that Mr. Croker’s wit was not always
either ready or brilliant. He had been asked for a contribution to Lady Blessing-
ton’s album, and this is his answer :—

‘“ ADMIRALTY, May 6, 1820.

“Dear Lapy BrEssiNGToN,—I have received from Lord Blessington your
commands for the third time. I beg pardon for having been so tardy; but the
enclosed will show you that I have at last literally and implicitly obeyed you.

“T have the honour to be,
¢ Dear Lady Blessington,
“ Your very faithful servant,
“J. W. CROKER.

“You've asked me three times,

For four lines with two rhymes;

Too long I’ve delayed,

But at last you’re obeyed !”
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Croker’s subtle and able defence of the Duke of York
 against the imputations of Colonel Wardle, which entirely
defeated the latter, brought him into favourable notice, and
he made some stir in the political world as M.P. for Down-
patrick, as Q.C. at the Irish bar, and also as a writer,
though in the latter capacity he laid himself open to well-
merited criticism. His political gossip and his amusing
conversation procured him frequent invitations to the
Prince Regent’s table ; but he was well known to have as
little feeling as principle, and to take a singular pleasure in
malicious eriticisms, especially of authors; not sparing even
his intimate friends and those from whom he had received
favours. It was said that he established the Quarterly
Review for the sake of having at command an influential
organ, by the help of which he could draw attention to the
shortcomings of other writers. There were no pains he
would not take to discover and expose whatsoever he
thought would be of disadvantage to another, especially if
an author; and he has been severely censured by Macaulay
and others for putting himself to great trouble to be able to
publish to the world the fact that Fanny Burney was nearer
twenty-seven than ¢ seventeen,’”” as she tried to make people
believe, when she wrote her FHwvelina : true, she gave
herself so many airs about this book, which it is plain she
thought the finest specimen of literature ever produced,
that she deserved ‘ taking down.” At the same time the
proverb about ¢ glass houses” may be applied to John
Wilson Croker, whose singular errors in his edition of
Boswell’s Life of Johnson (as pointed out by Macaulay),
hold him up to posterity as little short of a literary
humbug.* The most creditable episode in his life was
his secretaryship to the Admiralty, and he also deserves
praise for the excellent and successful idea of founding the
Athenseum Club.

* See Macvey Napier's Correspondence.
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If the King reprimanded the Rt. Hon. John Wilson
Croker for an unbecoming freedom, he also knew how to .
overlook a snub when it came from a different quarter, and
when he could not but admit its justice.

A story told by Colonel Jones of the Guards, nicknamed
“ Buffer Jones,” shows how, on one occasion, the Duke of
Wellington, with his blunt, straightforward sense of duty,
felt himself obliged to evade the King’s orders, when,
according to his own knowledge of what was right, it would
have been mischievous to obey them.

The command of a regiment having fallen vacant, George
IV. said to Wellington, .who was on a visit at Windsor,
“ Arthur, there is a regiment vacant; gazette Lord —— to
the vacancy.”

‘It 1s impossible, please your Majesty ; there are generals
who have seen much service, now advanced in life, whose
turn should be first served.”

‘““ Never mind that, Arthur, gazette Lord

The Duke bowed, and, splendidé mendaz, went straight up
to town and gazetted Sir Ronald Fergusson, whose services
entitled him to the vacancy. The King had the discretion
to wink at this disobedience on the part of Wellington, and
made no further allusion to the matter.*

bR
.

* During the reign of George I11. a matter of this kind was managed differently.
A situation of some importance in the Government having become vacant, the
King heedlessly promised it to an individual he wished to oblige; but the Cabinet
had other views, and resolved these should be carried out. Accordingly, a blank
form was drawn up with the intention of paying His Majesty the empty compli-
ment of asking what name should be inserted in the commission. Drawing up the
form, however, was one thing, braving the royal displeasure was another, and the
members of the Cabinet were all so unwilling to undertake making the application,
that they at last agreed to decide the question by lot. The task fell to the witty
Lord Chesterfield, who boldly entered the royal closet with the blank commission
in one hand, and a pen in the other, respectfully soliciting His Majesty’s pleasure.
After some discussion on the King’s choice, which thie noble lord delicately, but
firmly demonstrated to His Majesty could not be complied with, the King angrily
turned from him, saying, * Then give it to the Devil.” Chesterfield hereupon made:
as if about to fill up the blank, but suddenly paused to inguire—* Would your
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The King’s wishes were baffled in a somewhat similar
way when, on the death of the Duke of York, he had set
his mind on being Commander-in-chief, and having consulted
no one, nor taken any one into his confidence but Sir
Herbert Taylor, he thought he had arranged the whole
matter. His plan was to have ‘“a secretary who could give
directions in his name,” “ Taylor was to be Adjutant-
General,” and ‘“some provision was to be made for
Torrens.”

Sir Herbert listened respectfully, but unhesitatingly told
His Majesty the thing was quite impossible.

Peel, as soon as he heard of the project, wrote earnestly
to the Duke of Wellington, conjuring him to co-operate with
him in frustrating a scheme which would give, not to the
King, but to those who could influence him, the powers of
Commander-in-chief, so that the idea could not be enter-
tained for an instant.

The King at last sent for Peel, who was not slow to make
his Majesty understand that Wellington alone could assume
the vacant office : the King probably recognized the justice
of the argument, for he acquiesced, and was perfectly satis-
fied : the Duke accepted, and the matter was set at rest;
in this as on all other occasions, Wellington had no thought
for himself, his desire was always to act so as to be most
useful to the country. He has been most justly described,
as, in whatever capacity, true to the high standard he had
set before himself, exhibiting a noble example of the purest
disinterestedness, and commanding universal respect by his
perfect and undeviating good faith, inflexible justice,
scrupulous honesty, and invariable truthfulness.

In November, 1812, a curious accident which one of my
uncles happened to witness, and which might have been at-
tended with serious consequences, befell the Prince Regent.

Majesty please that this commission should follow the usual form—*To our trusty
and well-beloved cousin, the Devil’?” At this the King could not resist a smile,
and the Cabinet carried the day.
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His Royal Highness went in State to open the new parliament
on that day. It was a great occasion, for eight years had
passed since the King had attended Parliament, and applica-
tions for tickets poured in from every quarter : there was to be
a great show of royalty; the Princesses Augusta, Elizabeth,
and Mary, with the little Princess Charlotte of Wales, were
escorted to the House by the Duke of Cumberland.

As the State coach had been long out of use, and the
eight cream-coloured horses had never worked together
in harness before, a groom, wearing State livery, was
appointed to hold the bridle of each horse, under special
instructions to be particularly careful in turning the corner
of Cleveland Row into Stable Yard. The coachman, perhaps
from over anxiety, took too great a sweep at this critical
point, and the off-hind wheel came into collision with the
post at the corner of the pavement leading to Stafford
House, smashed up the kerb-stone for some distance,
and, breaking away the bar, threw the State coach-
man off the box. The man fell between the wheels, but
fortunately was able to rise again so quickly, that with the
help of two of the grooms, he was extricated before he had
sustained any injury ; in fact, he did not even drop the reins,
and was able to mount again instantly. The Prince looked
out of the carriage window, asked what had happened, and
before proceeding, ascertained the fact of the coachman’s
safety. Later in life he did not often indulge in this kind of
consideration for others; but, surrounded as he was, it is
wonderful there was any good left in him; it is not to be
supposed he ever heard the truth from any one, nor did he
perhaps care to hear it.

The Princess Charlotte, though so young, seems, on the
other hand, to have had much good sense; frankness was
an integral feature in her own character, and she greatly
valued it in others.

A certain Italian professor having been engaged to instruct
her in playing and singing, was asked to remain near the
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piano on the occasion of a large party at Warwick House,
at which she was to perform. The young Princess was of
course vehemently applauded; but perfectly conscious of
having failed, when the company had left, she appealed to
the master to give her his opinion. He at once replied that
‘““ Her Royal Highness had sung divinely and played charm-
ingly.” The royal pupil made no observation, but when the
Signor next came to give his lesson, she ordered one of the
servants to pay him what was due, and to let him know that.
“she wished to discontinue his instructions in future,”
adding that ‘ she was disappointed in a professor who could
imagine she would prefer being flattered to being cor-
rected, and who would encourage her in exposing herself to
ridicule.”’

There seems to have been a curious neglect of educa-
tion as at present understood, at this Court, and according
to many passages in chronicles and correspondence of the
time, correctness of speech held a secondary place in royal
estimation. In Fanny Burney’'s diary, under date August
3, 1788, where she speaks of a dangerous epidemic styled
‘““influenza,” as pervading the country, she mentions its
having attacked herself when in attendance on the Queen.
The King having been informed by Her Majesty, at once
requested the attendance of Mr. Clerk, the apothecary,
who was at the moment with one of the Princesses. When
Clerk appeared, on hearing the King say, ‘ Here’s another
patient for you, Mr. Clerk,” he took it into his head that it
was the Queen who required his services, and remained
bowing and waiting for Her Majesty to speak, the good old
King standing by and enjoying the joke. When it became
evident that there was no question of the Queen, the
poor man, becoming more and more embarrassed, turned to-
the Princess Augusta who at once exclaimed, “Oh! no,
thank God, it’s not me /”

The Princess Elizabeth stood near, and the poor apothe-
cary made sure that in addressing Her Royal Highness, he
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must at last be right: but no! the King, ‘“regardless of
grammar,” intervened with ‘“ No, doctor, it’s not her.” Of
course it was now explained that the ‘“new patient” was
““the authoress of Evelina,” as that self-centred lady loved
to call herself; butif I have given this extract it is to suggest
the probability that the Queen and Princesses really needed
the services of—to quote Lady Anne Hamilton—¢“a very clever
and scientific gentleman who resided in London, and was
appointed by Her Majesty to teach herself and the six Prin-
cesses geography, astronomy, arithmetic, and (not ¢ the use
of the globes’; but) a much more practical science, the nature
of the funds.” (!) *DBesides this, he was asked as a favour
to settle the very deranged accounts of the Princesses :
—evidently they needed financial coaching. His expenses
were considerable in attending the Royal Family, as he was
always obliged to go full-dressed, in a bag-wig and silk
stockings, to hire carriages for the journey to Windsor, to live
at an inn, and to sleep there if they chose to take lessons on
two following days, by which he was obliged to neglect
and disoblige his private scholars.”

Lady Anne goes on to assert that ‘ for all this he received
no remuneration whatever :” perhaps the honour of instruet-
ing a crowned Queen and six grown-up Princesses, in the
three “R’s,” and in the mysteries of the funds, was con-
sidered sufficient compensation; but Lady Anne’s state-
ments respecting the Court must always be taken cum
grano. :

George I'V.was byno means without cultivation,and proved
himself a liberal as well as a competent, patron of art and a
skilled connoisseur in articles of virtu, of which he had one of
the finest collections ever made by one individual, nor was he a
bad judge of pictures. All the Royal Family were musical, and
the King was no mean performer on several instruunents. He
had a fairly good bass voice, and sang with feeling, taste, and
finish ; he was also a clever mimic, and we have it on the
authority of Lord Brougham, that H.M. too often displayed
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this dangerous gift. Seguier (Keeper of the King’s pictures}
bore his testimony to the rare ability of His Majesty in this
accomplishment, which, at all events, showed his shrewd
appreciation of character. Lord Holland was equally pro-
ficient in the art of mimiery, and the King and he would often
amuse themselves in turning public men into ridicule. They
succeeded particularly well as regarded Lord Thurlow and
Lord Loughborough; but Lord Erskine’s imitation of Lord
Mansfield was even better. Lord Erskine indeed had a
great reputation for humour of all kinds and he utteled and
wrote many witticisms.

George IV, was called by some the ‘first blackguard,”
while styled by others the ¢ first gentleman,” in Europe.
Apparently there was in him a good deal of the one and a little
of the other, and we ought to be glad that we can resuscitate

« some of the few forgotten traits which tend to redeem his

much abused, but perhaps not maligned, character: no
doubt he made many enemies by firmly refusing to gratify
the ambition of the incompetent sharers of his pleasures, by
appointing them to any position, however remote, in the
Government. :

I remember in my youth hearing of the following inci-
dent indicative of the King’s courtesy :

Driving one day through the Avenue in Windsor Park,

- he met a coarse, blustering fellow, one of those who

entertained no admiration for Royalty; on being told by
a companion who sat beside him, that the King’s phaeton
was approaching and that he must uncover, he replied with
an oath, and loud enough to be heard by His Majesty, I
won’t take my hat off to anybody.”

The King drew up, lifted his own hat, and said with a
smile worthy of “Prince Florizel,” ¢ I would take off mine
to the meanest of my subjects.”” The man was dumb-
founded, but by the time he had sufficiently recovered him-
self to return the salute, the King had driven on.

A somewhat similar anecdote illustrative of better
VOL. I. 3
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qualities in his nature than tradition is wont to credit him
with, is the following :

The King was taking an airing on the Downs near
~ Brighton, in the spring of 1820, accompanied by Sir B. Bloom-
field, when a farmer rode up to, and addressed the latter,
respectfully observing that the horses, in diverging from the
usual track, had got upon land where seed was sown, the
trampling of which would do him injury. The Sovereign
bowed, signified his approbation of the notice thus given,
and the horses were instantly gnided to the high road.

Tre Kine.

Among instances of the social forbearance of which the
King was capable on occasion, is one recorded in an anecdote
of the father of Assheton Smith, the great huntsman, who,
like his son, was remarkable for his doggedness when once
he had taken a determination, even after he was made aware
of its unreasonableness.

It has been said that the difference between firmness and
obstinacy consists in the fact that the former is a strong will,
and the latter a strong won’t: Mr. Smith’s inflexibility was
of the latter description, and he once played it off upon the
King. George IV., on his return journey from Ireland, was
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the guest of the Marquis of Anglesey, at Plas Newydd, and it
had been arranged at a public meeting at Carnarvon (Mr.
Smith in the chair), that during the Royal visit, an address
should be presented to His Majesty, a deputation of twelve
leading men being appointed to go up with it to Plas
Newydd. In the course of the proceedings, a question
was raised as to how the committee should be costumed to
enter the Royal presence. Some suggested Court suits;
some, uniforms or official dress; the chairman, at that
moment attired as a county squire in early morning
déshabillé, was wearing a cutaway coat with breeches and
leather gaiters, and said that whatever others might do, he
should make no change in the clothes he was wearing. He
was as good as his word too ; for when the deputation met at
his place, Vaenol, to proceed to the Marquis’s house, they
were not a little surprised to find their chairman habited in
the very same suit he had worn at Carnarvon.

On their introduction to the King, Mr. Smith as Chairman
was first in order ; His Majesty received him with the most
cordial welcome, taking both his hands in his own, and,
addressing him with the greatest kindness, without appearing
to notice his uncourtly appearance, said, ‘“ Mr. Smith, do
you know your son Tom accompanied me in his yacht to and
from Holyhead.” Smith, who had all the instincts of a man
of birth, notwithstanding his occasionally perverse temper,
felt thoroughly ashamed of himself, but was frank and
honourable enough to acknowledge that he had been over-
come by the generosity of the King, of which he always
spoke afterwards with admiration.

Byron, having met the Prince Regent at a party, was by
His Royal Highness’s own desire presented to him. Mr.
Dallas says, ¢ The Regent expressed to him his admiration
of Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage and continued a conversation
which so fascinated the poet that had it not been for the
accidental postponement of the next levée, he bade fair to
become a visitor at Carlton House, if not a complete
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courtier.” Dallas goes on to relate how, happening to call
on Byron on the morning fixed for the levée, he found him
in a full dress Court suit, with his fine black hair powdered,
which by no means suited his countenance; he was surprised,
as Byron had stated he had no intention of attending, and
it seemed as if he thought it necessary to apologise for the
alteration of his resolve, for he observed ‘““he could not
decently avoid it, as the Prince Regent had done him the
honour to say he hoped to see him soon at Carlton House.”

Byron was not above the weakness of feeling highly
flattered at the notice taken of him by the Punce and
wrote detailed accounts of the interview to various f11ends.
in that addressed to Scott, and in informing that writer of
the warmly laudatory allusions made by the Prince to Scott’s
literary eminence, he says—* It may give you pleasure to
hear they were conveyed in language which would only
suffer by passing through my transcription, and with a tone
and taste which gave me a very high idea of the Prince’s
abilities and accomplishments which I had hitherto con-
sidered as confined to manners, certainly superior to those
of any living gentleman.”

Moreover, as Byron did not, after all, attend the levée, on
account of its unexpected postponement, he made capital of
the incident, intimating that he had never intended to go to
Court.

An evidence of latent refinement in the King’s character
was brought to light on the occasion of his visit to
Dublin, August 11, 1821. At a Court held there, Lord
Kingsale (or Kinsale) thought fit to air his ancient here-
ditary privilege * of remaining covered when before the

#* This was John, twenty-sixth Baron from the ancestor who, for great services
he had rendered to the country under Henry II., was created a peer of Ireland,
under the title of Earl of Ulster, and was *‘the first Englishman,” says Burke,
“ever thus dignified.”” The history of the family is picturesque. The Peer repre-
senting this rank under King Jehn was a man not only of colossal stature, but of
enormous wealth and consideration, But his great prosperity made him many
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Sovereign. George IV., whose sense of propriety was
wounded by this breach of good taste on the part of the
Irish peer, said to him—

“My Lord of Kinsale, we recognize your privilege to
wear your hat in the presence of your King, but it does not
appear whence you draw your authority for covering your
head in the company of ladies.”

A trait testifying to a practical sense of honour on the
part of the King is worth recording of one, the worst side
of whose character history and tradition have exhibited ‘to

enemies. Among these was Hugh de Lacie, whose jealousy of his universal pros-
perity was so desperate that he determined to bring about his ruin, and by gross
treachery and unscrupulous misrepresentation, so incensed the King against him,
that he had him seized and thrown into prison, and confiscated his extensive
estates and large property.

Not long after this, a fierce dispute arose between Philip Augustus of France
and the King of England with regard to the Duchy of Normandy, and by common
consent it was agreed that the quarrel should be settled by single combat, a
champion to be chosen on either side.

Philip Augustus it was, who made this proposition, having, as he believed, a
champion ready to his hand whom no one could vanquish, and King John in-
cautiously acquisced in the arrangement, only discovering afterwards that he had
not at his command an individual to oppose to his French adversary with any
chance of success. At last he remembered the stalwart bearing and formidable
proportions of De Courcy, and sent for him out of prison to make the suggestion to
him. Mounted on a magnificent charger, the great Baron entered the lists,
surrounded by eager and excited spectators, among whom were conspicuous the
Kings of England, France, and Spain. The French champion now appeared, but
10 sooner had he set eyes on his terrific English opponent, than with commendable
prudence and extraordinary celerity he made his horse turn tail, and galloped away
as fast as the beast would carry him.

The French King, curious to test the warlike strength and skill of De Coulcy,
begged him to give him a proof of the same, and was greatly astonished to see him
split & massive helmet in two with one blow of an axe.

King John was delighted at the prowess of his matchless champion, and 1estored
to him his royal favour together with his liberty and all his lands and goods.
Moreover, he undertook to grant him any favour he was pleased to ask.

De Courcy replied that of estates and gold he had as much as he wanted, the
only favour, therefore, that he would ask of the King was that from that time
forward, and for ever, he and his descendants should enjoy the privilege of (after
obeisance made) remaining covered before the sovereign. The Baron who last died,
it appears, never availed himself of the royal grant, but his grandfather (twenty-
fifth Baron) insisted on retaining his hat when presented to George III., and his
father (twenty-sixth), on the occasion above cited, again practically enforced his
ancient right.
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the world, and, alas! not without much justification. When
His Majesty was only Prince of Wales, the Duke of Orleans
(Egalité) paid a visit to this country, before the Revolution,
and lent the Heir Apparent, who was always short of money
—it is a way Heirs Apparent have—various sums, amounting
it would appear to some millions of livres. The trans-
action seems to have been forgotten during the subsequent
troubles, and as the rules of etiquette admitted of no
documentary proofs, the debt remained, in fact, unknown
to any one. When the Regent came to the throne, one of

“ PrixcE FLogRIzZEL.”

his first acts was to refund the sum in question to his
deceased creditor’s son (afterwards Louis Philippe), who,
finding himself by this unexpected revelation in possession
of so large an inheritance, employed it in the speculative
purchase of forests and woodlands in France (just then much
depreciated), to the amount of five million francs, and of
course subsequently this property rose immensely in value.
Of His Majesty’s ill-advised connection with Mrs. Fitz-
herbert, and the inevitable and ceaseless shufflings to which
it gave rise, the less, perhaps, that is said the better. How-
ever, notwithstanding his abandonment of her, and his
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frequent disclaimers of a continued affection for her, there
appears very good evidence that he desired to be, and was,
buried with Cosway’s miniature of her, set in brilliants,
round his neck: not but what, during all the time he was
separated from her, he scrupled not to cultivate the society
of other ladies; his Queen, of course, went for nothing.

It has always been said that, when young, George IV.,

like Louis XV., was a perfect model of grace and beauty,
and promised so hopefully that both were at that age
adored by their future subjects.

It was in the power of both these princes to retain
respectively this affectionate loyalty—unhappily, lost in
selfish pleasures and sensual vices, they set no store by the
generous confidence, and naturally came to be execrated by
those whose expectations they had betrayed.
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In the company of his boon companions the King was
coarse in his language, nnrefined in his manners, and by an
undue and unwise familiarity, laid himself open to imperti-
nences inconsistent with the royal dignity it was his duty
to maintain. But he very well knew how to assume a
princely bearing on occasion, and could demean himself
at Court with a loftiness and elegance of manner which
entitled him to his reputation for courtesy and graciousness.
An attractive instance is related by Moore of the King’s
considerateness. When Sir Walter Scott attended the levée
he made an attempt to kneel; His Majesty observing the
difficulty occasioned by his lameness, hastened to say—¢ My
dear Walter, don’t kneel ; I am delighted to see you without
putting you to that inconvenience.” Unhappily the notorious
profligacy of many whom he allowed to frequent the palace
was such as almost to justify the scandalous pages of Lady
Anne Hamilton’s ¢ Secret History’’ of that demoralized
Court. _

That writer takes upon herself to whitewash Queen
Caroline, with whom she was on very intimate terms; yet,
whatever opinions there may have been in favour of that
Princess, it is impossible to read the report of her dis-
graceful trial and not to believe that there must have been
a considerable amount of fire to account for so much
smoke.

It is difficult to understand the enthusiastic pitch attained
by the popular sympathy, of which this most unattractive
and thoroughly German Princess became the object.
London seems to have gone mad over her, and the lower
orders were unanimous in the blind favour with which they
viewed her case. The period during which her trial lasted
was marked by a succession of riots; the streets were daily
thronged by the populace as she d.lOVG to and from the
House of Lords, their object being not merely to see and to
‘““cheer” her as she passed, but to await the departure and
dispersion of the Peers in order to proclaim their opinion of
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} the views these gentlemen had been expressing in the
House, and not one was allowed to drive or ride by with-
out some demonstration from the mob.

My father used to talk of having seen the Duke of
Wellington and the Marquis of Anglesey riding side by side
to and from the House, and as it was known they shared
the same opinions, they were uniformly met by unsuppressed
cries of execration, the mob pressing more particularly round
the Duke, and shouting—

“The Queen! the Queen! We want the Queen! We
must have the Queen, my Lord!” adding, ‘“ No foul play,
my Lord!” Others crying out, “The Queen for ever!
The Queen and the Army for ever, my Lord!”

His Grace would ride on, apparently unconscious of the
surrounding hubbub; occasionally he smiled if the crowd
pressed so closely as to touch his horse or himself, and
said no more than, “Yes, yes,” in answer to the most
pertinacious who continued to roar out, ‘‘ Long live the
Queen!”

The Marquis on one occasion did not succeed so well in
commanding his temper; he spurred his horse, anxious to
rid himself of the crowd, and finally the Duke, quickening
his pace as they neared the Horse Guards, both passed
through together and the gates were closed upon the mob.

This scene took place every day. One day when thus
pursued by the marks of disapprobation of the populace, the
Duke as usual was taking it quite coolly, merely smiling be-
nignly when the yells were at their loudest, but the Marquis
became irritated, and showed his indignation by frequently
turning round with an angry expression. This increased
the insolence of the crowd, so that when the two heroes
passed as usual, through the Horse Guards into the Park,
they were followed by a gemeral rush of the rabble. Here
they assumed a livelier pace, and the Duke rode away; but
the Marquis lingered behind, and at length making a sudden
stop, he veered round and demanded of his persecutors,
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whom this movement seemed at once to have awed, ¢ Why
do you hiss me?” The answer came in the form of loud
shouts, “ The Queen! the Queen!” But the Marquis
exclaimed, ¢ If you want me to vote against my conscience,
I must tell you I had rather you ran me through the body !’
This brave answer produced loud cheers from the crowd,
but the next moment the cry of ¢“ The Queen !’ was taken
up, and the gallant Marquis, finding there was nothing to
be done with the pig-headed mob, spurred his horse to a
gallop, and left them yelling behind.

The following from Haydon’s diary affords a full confirma-
tion of this statement :—

“19th August,1820.—To the House of Lords to-day to see
Queen Caroline, and witnessed the self-disgracing conduct of
an English mob who hooted Wellington. . . . As the Duke
and Lord Anglesey rode slowly away the mob howled and
hooted at them furiously : Wellington took it with great
good humour and seemed as he turned from side to side,
amused at their noises.

“ Directly after one fellow had roared himself hoarse, he
turned round to me and said, * Who is ¢?° ‘Whoisit!’'I
replied, with undisguised disgust and contempt. ¢ Who is
it ?>—why it is the Duke of Wellington.” ¢The Duke!’ said
he, ¢ What a shame !’

“The fury of the people in favour of Queen Calolme,
he continues, ““is not from any love of her, but rather from
that innate propensity to seize on any opportunity for
thwarting, annoying, and mortifying those who, from their
talents or station, enforce obedience. . . . The enthusiasm
of the sex for her is a tremendous symptom of the secret
vices of the time.”

During the trial, the office of The Morning Post (then
at 333 in the Strand) became the object of a furious
attack by the mob, who collected in front of it, yelling
like savages; they drew up before the facade a huge cart






“XASATHNY 40 SIADUVIY HHJ,




DR. PARR AND THE KING’S PROCLAMATION. 27

b
¢ :
S filled with stones and brickbats with which they smashed
l' all the windows they could reach and battered the walls.
- I have been told by Mr. Wm. Pitt Byrne (whose father,
Mr. Nicholas Byrne, well known for his Tory principles,
was then sole proprietor of that journal), that he himself was
in the office on the first floor, where everything was smashed,
and was compelled to retreat into an office on the north side
of the building for the protection of his life. One of the
clerks received one of these missiles with some force on the
shoulder, and was seriously injured.

Whatever may have been the conduct of the Queen,* that
of her husband was unquestionably disgraceful; yet it was
while this persecution of a suspected wife by a faithless
husband was scandalizing the country and the world, that
the King had the folly and the bad taste to issue ‘““a pro-
clamation against vice and immorality,” which, by Royal
order, was to be read from every pulpit in England on a
.~ given Sunday. Dr. Parr having to read this procla-
l mation to his congregation, eased his conscience by pre-

"

facing it as follows: “ My beloved brethren, you must not
. be deceived in anything. I am going to read you the
King’s proclamation against vice and immorality. You will
take notice that it is not issued in His Majesty’s private
character, but in that of a ruler and a king. It has nothing
to do with His Majesty as a private individual.”

To various causes has been attributed the coolness which
supervened in the once close intimacy between George
IV. when Prince of Wales and Richard Brinsley Sheridan.
When the ““delicate investigation,” as it was called, had
to be entered into, the King, who had alienated from him-
self all sympathy, requiring the advice and support of the
most able and intelligent of his friends, bethought him of
Sheridan : accordingly, one morning, after he had finished

* In Queen Caroline’s will was found the expression of her desire that nothing
- should be inscribed upon ler tomb but—‘“Here lies Caroline of Brunswick, the
injured Queen of England.”
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his toilet, he despatched a confidential messenger to fetch
him. Sheridan came immediately; and as soon as His
Royal Highness saw him, he said, with much agitation,
“ How is this, Sheridan ; you surely do not mean to desert
me on this most trying occasion ? ”’

Sheridan bowed, acknowledged the honour done him, but
intimated that, whether an accused woman were in the
wrong or in the right, he would never take part against
her. That Canning was also of this way of thinking is
well known, as he resigned on that account.

The respect George IV. entertained for learning in women
showed him to have been more advanced than his times.
In days when Court etiquette was more punctilious than
at present, we are suprised to find that when Madame de
Staél came to England she refused to appear at Court till
the Regent had personally visited her at her lodgings in
George Street, and the King humoured her by presenting
himself there. It is true she gave the Princess of Wales
the cold shoulder, but she did not altogether please His
Royal Highness by her treatment of himself. The reception
she gave him seems to have been in very bad taste, and,
though adulatory, far from complimentary. She made no
allusion to either the glory of England, or even its literature
or literary celebrities ; nor did she converse with him as if
she respected, or even believed in, the powers of his under-
standing, unless that can be inferred from the admiration
she expressed for the beautiful shape of his legs /—a shape
he perhaps did well to make the most of while it lasted.

Just before Carlton House was pulled down, but after it
was surrounded by the extensive hoarding, I passed it one
day with my father, who lifted me up to an opening between
the boards, showing the palace as it still stood. I can now
recall only a dream-like image of a vast, deserted-looking
building, remarkable for a number of fluted columns along
the terraced front.

The grounds must have been of considerable extent, and,

)
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according to contemporary descriptions, there must have
been valuable timber on the property. The building,
about a century old, offered some traditional interest,
having been assigned to Frederick Prince of Wales, the
unoffending subject of the well-known satirical epitaph.

The son of ¢ Prince Fred,” afterwards George II1., passed
his childhood there; very large sums had been spent on the
gardens, the arrangement of which was entrusted to the
gardener of the Earl of Cork. Nevertheless, when George:
IV., while Prince of Wales, made Carlton House his.
residence, it was nearly rebuilt, and the grounds were newly
laid out for him at considerable expense—an excellent
‘““job,” no doubt—for some one, but not for the nation.
The design for the house was by Henry Holland, who added
the portico, supported by those famous fluted Corinthian
columns, which were destined to meet with scant welcome
wherever they might be applied.

It is no credit to any one concerned in these costly trans-
actions that, notwithstanding all the expense to which the
nation had been put, the result was to be but an ephemeral
one, and that another caprice was destined to exact its
destruction. When it came to be demolished, shortly after
its expensive ‘‘restoration,” the hapless columns cropped
up again, and having been laid aside for future use, were
thrust upon the architect of the National Gallery, who,
when making his design, was required to bring them, as
best he could, into his elevation. When this building stood
out to view, with its pepper-box turrets—after all, the
addition which really spoils the effect—it gave almost
universal dissatisfaction, and the architect availed himself
of the fact that he had been compelled to use up the
columns; as an excuse for the fiasco, alleging that their dimen-
sions had obliged him to dwarf his fagade. The pillars,
thus tabooed, became the subject of caricatures, puus, and
pasquinades. An anecdote, quoted by Southey as con-
taining a bon mot of Lord North’s, while they were still
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supporting Carlton House, tells that this nobleman, being
blind, asked some one to describe to him the respective
residences of the Prince Regent and of his brother, the
Duke of York. When the narrator came to an end, Lord
North replied, ¢ It seems to me that one brother has got
into the round-house and the other into the pillory.” York
House, I must add, was remarkable for its fine circular,
domed vestibule or entrance-court.
Bonomi’s ludicrous distich on this vexed subject was
remembered, repeated, and universally endorsed :—
“ Care colonne! che fate qua ?
Non lo sapiamo, in verita.”
(T'ranslated.)

¢ Dear little columns, all of a row !
What do you there? Indeed we don’t know.”

Bonomi was well known as an archzologist and man of
taste; he had won a deserved reputation by his studious
and energetic pursuit of recondite lore, and was one of the
few Egyptologists of his day. His favourite occupation
was studying the ancient Egyptian buildings, sculptures,
and hieroglyphics ; but he was also an expert draughtsman.
He once hit off a pencil likeness of Livingstone—the only
one there was of him at that time, and long after; it is
now in the National Gallery. Bonomi was curator of Sir
John Soane’s Museum, in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and lived
till 1878.

The King took an interest in architectural works, and
when Buckingham Palace was to be erected in 1827, on the
site of Buckingham House, which had been pulled down
two years previously, the King was one day very busy in
consultation over the plans and elevation with Seguier.
“Here,” said His Majesty marking the spot, ‘“is the
entrance and road for people who come in hackney-coaches ;
here is the entrance for Ministers and Ambassadors ; this
is the one for the Royal Family; and this,” he continued
with some hesitation, . . . is for Us, on great occasions.”
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I have a recollection of the Duke of York, who had a gne puke of
fine commanding figure and a handsome, pleasant face, Yo
with a somewhat bald forehead. I also remember being
taken to the view, previous to their sale, of the Duke’s goods
and chattels, after his death. The plate was thickly spread
over the large dining-table, and also covered a massive side-

“Last Smoorixe Excursiox or H.R.H. THE DUxE oF Yorxk.”

board in the dining-room in Audley Square, making a
gorgeous show, as most of it was gilt. Of course I took it
all for gold; but my father showed me two comparatively
small circular waiters, which he told me were the only
pieces of solid gold plate, the rest being silver gilt. Some
of the Duke’s plate had belonged to the Bourbons, and
had been purchased by him.
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The sale took place shortly after this popular Duke’s
death, in January, 1827. Colonel Wardle, who made him-
self universally obnoxious by his attack on the Duke,
survived His Royal Highness six years, dying in Florence :
(whither he had escaped from England), in 1833. Mrs.
Clarke died at Boulogne in 1852. It was said she bought
at the Duke’s sale, that portion of the plate that had
belonged to one of the Bourbon Princes.

The Duke’s death was lamented all over the country,
calling forth demonstrations of loyal grief, and there
was a general mourning. Though residing in Audley

THE GREAT CHAMBER AT ST. JAMES’ PALACE.
(The Duke of York Lying in State.)

Square, the Duke (being on a visit to the Duke of Rutland)
died at Rutland House, whence the body was carried to
St. James’s Palace, where it lay in state, the black drapery
being disposed so as to form a tent, in character with
his military calling; gold stripes relieved the extreme
blackness, but did not diminish the solemnity of the scene,
which the flickering tapers round the couch seemed to
render even more gloomy. The funeral service was at St.
George’s Chapel, Windsor, and took place by night.* All

* It was said that 20,000 persons passed through the room on the first day, all
behaving in the most decorous manner, amid solemn and respectful silence. The
venerable Lord Stowell was the first who entered the lugubrious chamber of
death.
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the shops, both in that locality and in London, were
closed.

The Duke had been a great favourite with the army, and
his administration of the duties connected with the Horse
Guards had won him universal praise : his obsequies were
attended by all the ministers and statesmen of the day
and a large military contingent, and the King’s gentlemen-
at-arms were in attendance, as if for the funeral of a
Sovereign. The weather was cold and damp, and so pre-
judicial to the health of those present that many deaths
followed the function ; indeed, the stone flags of the chapel
were so chilling, that Lord Eldon considered that Can-
ning saved his life by suggesting to him to stand on his
hat; and the Duke of Cambridge took the precaution of
getting his feet on to the velvet mantle of the Duke of
Sussex, who stood in front of him. George Canning him-
self never recovered the effects of a severe cold he took
on the occasion, and died not long after, at Chiswick; his
death took place (in the same room as that of Charles
James Fox) on August 8, 1827,

Funeral sermons were preached on the following Sunday
at all the principal churches in London. At St. Andrew’s,
Holborn, a strange mistake was made by the curate, the
Rev. J. Hoole, in the anthem which was to follow the dis-
course. The one proposed by the rector, the Rev. W.
Beresford, consisted of the fifth, sixth, and seventh verses
of the 62nd Psalm (Tate and Brady’s metrical version) :—

¢ But thou, my soul, on God rely,
On Him alone Thy trust repose ;

My Rock will health and strength supply
To bear the shock of all my foes,” &e.

The rector, it would seem, was not very strong in his auto-
graph, and formed his figures so indistinctly, that the Rev.
J. Hoole, whose duty it was to write down the order and
transmit it to the clerk, mistook the 6 for a ““ 5,” and it

was the three verses of the 52nd Psalm that went up to the
VOL. I. 4
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organ loft ; when, therefore, the moment arrived, the choir
started, at the top of their voices, with—
¢ God shall for ever blast thy hopes,
And snatch thee soon away ;
Nor in thy dwelling-place permit,
Nor in the world to stay ;

the other verses following, to the consternation of the
rector, the astonishment of the congregation, and the sub-
sequent discomfiture of the curate.

H.R.H. Epwarp, Dtk oF KENT AND STRATHEARN,
K.G., K.T., K.8.P., &c., &c.

We seem to know less of the good Duke of Kent (although
the father of our Queen) than of any of the other royal
dukes. He was a remarkably tall, well-made man, and the
expression of his face told of kindliness and sympathy ; the
Duke. was hospitable, simple, and courteous; he could talk
well on a variety of subjects, and while affable in his manner
and winning the goodwill of all about him, he never lost
sight of his self-respect, and those he admitted to his in-
timacy would never have thought of taking liberties with
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him. He was a brave soldier, and extremely beloved by his
subordinates : his domestic virtues were known to, and
admired by, all who were admitted into his society, and he
was highly approved for the upright and sensible cowrse he
pursued in living on a scale proportioned to his means, and
finding his happiness in the tranquil joys of domestic life.

A Welsh judge, by name George Hardinge, who was
particularly favoured by the Duke and Duchess of Kent,
and was frequently an invited guest to their house, gives
a very curious account of its ntérieur, well worth recording
at the present day: The Duke, with, as I have said, com-
mendable prudence, was living as simply as was compatible
with his rank; but—¢ the servants,” says this gentleman,
““though I could not reconcile myself to the number of them,
were models of attention, propriety, and respect ; their eyes
seemned as if they had been made expressly and only for us !
Their apparel always gave the impression of clothes perfectly
new, their hair was uncommonly well-dressed and powdered.
. . . It was the custom,’ he continues, ‘‘that, at a certain
hour daily, every male servant should appear before his
master, and show himself perfectly well-dressed and clean,
with his hair dressed and powdered by the household barber.

f Besides this ‘law of the Medes,’ every man has a niche to
fill, so that he is never unoccupied, except at his meals, but
1s always engaged in some duty or other, and is amenable
to a sudden visit into the bargain. I can assure you the
result is that, in this complicated machine of souls and
bodies, the genius of attention, cleanliness, and smart
“appearance is the order of the day.” Would we could go
back to the ways of those good old times !

- Domestic subordination, apparently, had been maintained
with similar strietness at the Palace; for George II1., having
one day found a hair* on his plate, forthwith ordered that

- * Peter Pindar does not allow that what the King saw on his plate was a hair,
ill less & hare—though he represents it as a living animal. So serious, however,
vere the consequences, that tkat hair, or whatever it may have been, may be said
have had its “shadow.”
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every scullion in the royal kitchen should have his head
shaved, and that the practice should be retained in that
department of the household ever after.

In February, 1820, the Duke of Kent, with the Duchess
and the infant Princess Victoria, then nine months’ old, was
staying at Woodbrook Cottage, Sidmouth. The weather
had been very rainy, and taking advantage of a fine day,
the Duke went out for a long walk with Mr. (afterwards Sir
John) Conroy. On their return, the latter remarking that
the ground had been very wet, advised the Duke at once to
change his chaussure, adding that he should not lose a

THE INFANT PRINCESS.

minute before following that course himself; the Duke
acquiesced, and was leaving the room with that intention,
when the little Princess was brought in: her father, who
doted on her, could not resist the enjoyment of playing with
the child, and forgot all about his wet feet, so that he only
put on dry shoes and stockings when he dressed for dinner.
In the evening his throat was very much affected, although
he had a splendid constitution and perhaps counted too
much upon it. Dr. Wilson ordered him a draught, econsist-
ing of calomel and James’s powder, but His Royal Highness,
who never drugged himself, considered it needless, and took
no remedy. As he was very feverish in the morning the
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doctors held a consultation, and unanimously agreed to have
recourse to the barbarous treatment of the day, so set to
work and bled the poor Prince with all their might.

When the lancet had done its work, cups were brought in,
and 1200z. of blood altogether were taken! We are not
surprised, though they appear to have been astonished, to
find the patient becoming weaker and less able to resist the
malady, and finally succumbing to this illogical course.
““ Ouw, Messieurs,” as the French medical lecturer’s refrain
ran, ‘“et apres tout cela, le malade mowrut /”’

This Prince was of a finer physical mould, as well as of a
finer character, than his royal brothers ; all were fine men, but
he was the tallest. The Duke’s coffin had to be of abnormal
dimensions, the length of the outer one being 7ft. 5in. Tt
is a curious and hardly credible fact that although this
exceptional measurement could not possibly have escaped
those concerned in the funeral arrangements, they should
have entirely neglected to make a corresponding provision
in the size of the entrance to the vault. A difficulty, un-
seemly even at a pauper interment, therefore, occurred at
the solemn moment when the body was being lowered into
the grave, and at that most pathetic incident in the func-
tion, matters came to a deplorable stand-still till masons
could be procured to remedy the simple mechanical
€error. .

The amiable Prince, whose happy, tranquil, and respected
life was so unexpectedly cut short, though, at first, disposed
to believe in his recovering power, yet, with a due thought-
fulness for his Duchess and their child, resolved to prepare
- for the possible eventuality, contemplating the contingency
with courageous equanimity. His Royal Highness’s will,
though made at such a moment, is drawn up with remark-
able brevity, clearness, and conciseness, appointing the
Duchess and Mr. Conroy his executors, and consigning his
only child—the Princess Alexandrina Victoria—to the sole
care and guardianship of her mother. The following day



The Duke of-
Clarence.

38 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

the little Princess, unconscious of her irreparable loss, was
fatherless. -The will was proved March 21, 1820, and the
personalty was sworn under £80,000, the probate duty
amounting to £1,050.

The Duke left but few debts, his chief, if not only, credi-
tors being Lord Fitzwilliam, fifth Earl, and that nobleman’s
kinsman, Liord Dundas ; these obligations were piously
cleared off by Her Majesty’s filial care in the spring of 1838,
very shortly after her accession; the payments being
respectively accompanied with a handsome expression of
her sense of the friendship that had existed between these
noblemen and her father, and the presentation of an elegant
piece of plate to each, as a souvenir.

Lord Fitzwilliam is described in Lady Clementina Davies’s
Memoirs,* as ‘‘ remarkable for his delightful manners,
so gentle and so polite; . . . there is,” she says, ‘“ a divine
expression on his countenance; shy and reserved on first
acquaintance, but not to such a degree as to make himn
disagreeable. = Lord Hardwicke is a wvery good sort
of man, but he is not so pleasant as Lord Fitzwilliam.”
The Dundas barony is now merged in the earldom of Zet-
land.

The Duke of Clarence on becoming William IV. began
his reign under promising auspices. It was evident the
nation had a much better opinion of the sailor-Prince than
of the “ First Gentleman,” and both the new King and his
Queen were popular; every one therefore hoped for many
improvements at Court, if not throughout the country.
His Majesty carried in his benevolent face, and indeed
in his whole appearance, the attributes of a jolly good
fellow,” and gave many proofs of the excellence of his
heart.

Those who heard of his generosity to Liord Denman could

3 These Memoirs were written by Mrs. Challis ; Lady Clementina simply
supplied the materials.
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but admire the frankness of his disposition and the largeness
of his mind. When this gentleman was expecting to be
made a judge, and the King’s consent had to be obtained,
those who had heard and remembered the bad taste with
whicl, in a recent speech, he had permitted himself to allude
to His Majesty, were fully prepared for the King's opposi-
tion to his promotion ; so far from this, when, on giving the
Royal consent he had been reminded of it, he answered at
once, in his blunt, simple way— Oh! that need not make
any difference ; don’t interfere with his appointment; let
him be made a judge, by all means; I forgave that long
ago, and had almost forgotten it.”’ Yet, like all the Royal
Family, he had a wonderful memory. If occasionally
lacking in dignity (like the other princes), he was as con-
siderate and kind as he was just and honest, and his good
humour was seldom at fault.

As an officer he was intrepid and energetic, and Nelson,
from whom he acquired his enthusiasm for his profession,
always spoke in the highest terms of his aptitude for its
duties.* .

In January, 1780, he was on board the Prince George

# Prince William Henry, Duke of Clarence, and afterwards William IV. (born in
1765), entered the service in 1779, and became a lieutenant in 1785, a post-captain
in 1780, a rear-admiral in 1790, a vice-admiral in 1794, an admiral in 1799, and an
admiral of the fleet in 1811. As a midshipman he served in the Prince George,
98, flag of Rear-Admiral Digby, witnessing Rodney’s relief of Gibraltar, and taking
part in the defeat of Don Juan de Langara on the 16th of January, 1780. He was
present also at the capture of the Prothée, 64, and then again shared in one of the
many reliefs of Gibraltar. He next served on the North American Station, both
in the flagship and in the Warwick, 50, and subsequently in the West Indies, in
the Barfleur, 98, flagship of Lord IHHood; but his stay as a midshipman in the
West Indies was rather a tour of pleasure than a cruise on service. As a lieutenant
the Prince served successively in the Hebe, 40, and Pegasus, 28 ; but at the age of
21 was made post-eaptain and appointed to the command of the latter vessel, in
which le sailed to North America, and thence to the West Indies. On the station
he made the acquaintance and was for a time under the orders, of Nelson, whose
high esteem he seems to have acquired. He afterwards commanded the Andromeda,
32, and the Valiant, 74. As an admiral he flew his flag only on two or three
occasions, and then for very short periods. L
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being part of the squadron commanded by Admiral Rodney,
when that officer took the whole of a Spanish convoy.
Among their ships was a sixty-four gun, which was after-
wards named the ¢ Prince William,” out of compliment to
the young Prince. 'When the Spanish Admiral, Don Juan
de Langara, who was taken prisoner, was brought on board
the Prince George, he observed one of the middies actively
engaged in his duties, which he was performing with so
conscientious an air that he asked who he was, and being
informed that he was the son of the King of England, he
replied :—

“ Well may England be mistress of the sea when the
sons of her Kings take such earnest part in her naval service.”

In 1827 the Duke of Clarence was appointed Lord High
Admiral, but did not long retain that office. The Duke
of Wellington, then Premier, having complained of the
inevitable expenses of the Royal progresses, His Royal
Highness resigned in 1829. When he came to the throne
in 1830 he expressed his perfect satisfaction with the
Duke’s administration of public affairs.

William IV. possessed considerably more diplomatic tact
than appears to have been generally supposed ; his reign,
though brief, was not unfertile in incidents of importance.
Louis Philippe being called to the throne of France in the
year of his own accession, he at once acquiesced in his
election, and maintained well-balanced relations with
France, with a view to repressing the aggressions of
Russia; nor was his policy in Belgian affairs in 1831
without its wisdom. Other marking events of this short
reign were the change in the Irish régime, the passing of
the Reform Bill, and the abolition of slavery.

When Louis Philippe came to the throne, and Talleyrand
was appointed Ambassador from the French Court to that
of England, the Prince’s first interview with William IV.
produced an impression which is thus noted in the diary of
that statesman :— '
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¢ William IV. had been in the navy, and had retained the
tone and manners which that service generally gives. He
was an honest man, rather narrow-minded, and whom the
Whig party had always counted in its ranks; nevertheless,
since his recent accession to the throne, June 26, 1830, he
had retained the Tory ministry of his brother and predecessor,
George IV. He received me very kindly, stammered a few
friendly phrases in incorrect French about King Louis
Philippe, and expressed his pleasure at the closing in Paris
of the Sociétés Populaires. During the four years I was in
London,” he continues, ‘I have nothing but praise to record
of the behaviour of the King and Queen of England, who
eagerly took every opportunity of making themselves pleasant
both to me and to my niece, the Duchesse de Dino.”

William IV. had a great command of langunage, and without
being eloquent, was yet a fluent speaker. Sir Astley Cooper
has mentioned in his diary, a dinner at Sir Hutton Cooper’s,
where the Duke of Clarence was present; and on His Royal
Highness’s health being drunk, he spoke, and spoke well,
for nearly a quarter of an hour. Sir Astley, alluding to this
speech one day, the Duke replied, ‘ Oh! but the Duke of
Kent was the best after-dinner speaker I ever heard.”

Cooper attended Lord Munster for a compound fracture,
sustained by a fall from his horse. Pring had originally
taken the case, but complications supervened, and he called
in Sir Astley. During the whole time the patient was ill,
the Duke of Clarence used to visit his son daily, and on these
occasions must have taken note of the surgeon’s character-
istics, for when he afterwards needed a surgical operation
himself, it was Sir Astley whom he selected to perform it.
The Duke’s considerate nature was manifested on this
- oceasion ; before submitting to it he begged he might have
time to write to his Duchess, urging—
- ‘It is now eleven in the morning, and I shall not see her
- before six this evening, so it would be right to calm her
~ apprehensions.”
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Sir Astley was often sent for to Bushey, and speaks of
Queen Adelaide as ¢ simple and elegant, but without any
pretensions ; always affable and thoughtful.”

When the Council of the Royal Society waited on William
IV. and Queen Adelaide, His Majesty made them a very
eloquent speech, and gave them good practical advice, en-
joining them to fraternize with philosophers and men of
science in all parts of the globe, to consider themselves
servants not of England alone, but of the whole civilized
world.© The Queen asked to see a list, from the beginning,
of members and their autographs, and was particularly
interested in that of Sir Isaac Newton.

If King William and Queen Adelaide were readily ac-
cepted by the nation in general, no locality can be said
to have testified its loyalty to the new Sovereigns more
zealously than Brighton. The reception of the Royal pair
in that then fashionable marine town was enthusiastic, for
Brighton was flattered at being chosen for a first visit at
so early a period of the reign. The inhabitants grudged
no expense that would aid in expressing their frantic
delight, in interpreting which there was perhaps a little
too much demonstrativeness, excusable only in the first
burst of loyalty, but the local enthusiasm continued to
froth over, long after the triumphal arches were crumpled
up, their laurels withered, and the sailor boys, of whom they
may be said to have been built, had resumed their normal
occupation—yes, long after the Roman candles had burnt
themselves out, the red fire had gone off in smoke, and the
Catherine wheels had whirled themselves into ugly, shape-
less skeletons. All this, with the regattas and illuminations.
over and gone, Brighton so far forgot the laws of good breed-
ing, as literally to mob the Royal carriages whenever they
appeared in the streets; the forbearance with which the
Royal pair tolerated the super-amiable attentions of their
marine subjects, failed to be understood by the gushing
population, who took such undue advantage.of the Royal
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indulgence that it was no uncommon mistake to throw
petitions into the Royal carriage during its daily drive along
the King’s Road. The King was so kind-hearted that it
became necessary to advise him to pay no heed to such
addresses, and the police were instructed to increase their
vigilance and put a stop to these unseemly proceedings.*

Queen Adelaide is described by Princess de Lieven in her
Correspondence, not only as ¢ of a most amiable disposition,””
but as being ““ endowed with singular tact and sense, and as
possessing a great deal more character than any one gave
her credit for.”

A curious incident took place at Court early in the reign.
The honour of knighthood was to be conferred on the Mayor
of Liverpool; and Mr. Ewart, M.P.,heading a deputation from
the corporation of that city, to present an address to the King
on the occasion, approached and dropped on one knee before
His Majesty. The King, taking him for the Mayor, seized
the royal sword, and was about to inflict knighthood on him,
when Ewart, seeing the irreparable blunder on the point of
being committed, was just in time to exclaim somewhat un-
ceremoniously in his haste, “ Not me; please don’t knight
me.” ‘ Where is the Mayor, then ?”’ said the King, also
startled from his propriety. That functionary, who had
remained modestly in the background, was at once brought
forward, placed in the required position, and received the
honour intended for him.

As “ the King can do no wrong,’’ had the ceremony gone
through, Mr. Ewart would necessarily have been irrevocably
knighted ; but as the King would have addressed him, ¢ Rise
up, Sir Timothy Timkins” (or whatever that mayor’s
nomenclature may have been) how would Mr. W. Ewart,

* When King George 1II. and his Consort were at Cheltenham, in 1788, they
seem, with similar forbearance, to have conformed to the whim of the inhabitants.
His Majesty observing good-humouredly to the Queen : “ We must walk about and
show ourselves for two or three days to please these good people, and after that we-
will walk about to please ourselves.”

if



44 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

M.P., have been designated for the remaining term of his
natural life ? It is doubtful whether the Pope himself
could have un-Timkinsed him ! *

Although the King was not remarkable for brilliancy, and
some one about the Court is said to have observed, ¢ What
can you expect of a fellow who has got a head shaped like a
pineapple ? ’—William IV. became a favourite with all
parties; the honesty and conscientiousness of his nature
and his continual manifestation of consideration for others,
won all those about him. In his religious belief and con-
sistent practice there was an almost childlike simplicity and
fervour, and no deathbed could be more edifying than was
his. The last days of his life, during which he was fully
conscious of his approaching end, testified to a calm and
dignified acquiescence in his fate, and notwithstanding the
distressing effects of his illness, which was pulmonary, he
saw his ministers and transacted business to the very last.
The Archbishop of Canterbury remained at the palace and
read parts of the liturgy to him several times in the day,
besides administering the holy sacrament. The King always
dismissed him with—‘ A thousand, thousand thanks,” very
cordially uttered. When near the end, it was thought
desirable to move him into another room, to assist his
breathing by changing the air: as it happened, this was
the room in which George IV. expired, and there William
IV. died also.

William IV. was not without a sense of humour, and

* An accident similar to this, actually happened in 1788, on the occasion of the law
promotion of Mr. Scott and Mr. Archibald Maedonald to the honours of Solicitor-
‘General and Attorney-General respectively. When they went up to kiss hands, Mac-
donald, being first in order, the King dubbed him a knight ; but when the officer in
waiting was directed to bring up Mr. Scott to undergo the ceremony, he begged
leave to decline that honour. His Majesty, however, was peremptory exclaiming,
“Pooh! pooh ! nonsense ! I will serve them both alike.” As the Royal command
admitted of no reply, Scott had no choice but to comply, so knelt, received the
accolade, and rose up ‘ Sir John!” It is hardly worth while to mention the
O’Flanigan case.
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could tell an amusing story now and then, in a way which
showed how fully he relished the joke.

One day, at a dinner given by George IV., at ¢ The
Cottage,” Windsor Park, in 1827, he related with much
drollery the following personal anecdote.

“T had been riding one day,” said His Royal Highness,
“unattended by a groom, between Teddington and Hampton
Wick, when I was overtaken by a butcher’s boy on horse-
back, with a tray of meat under his arm.

‘¢ Nice pony that of your'n, old gen’leman,’ said he.

¢ ¢ Pretty foir,” I answered.

‘¢ Mine’s a good un, too,” was his rejoinder ; and he added,
‘I’ll wager you a pot o’ beer, old man, you don’t trot to
Hampton Wick quicker nor me.’

“T declined the match,” continued the Duke, ‘““and the
butcher’s boy, as he struck his single spur into his nag's
side, turned back and called out with a contemptuous sneer,
‘I knowed you was only a muff.”

The ¢ single spur’’ savours of the yokel, but according to
Hudibras, is not so senseless as it seems, the cavalier
described by Butler, wore

‘““but one spar,
As wisely knowing could he stir

To active trot one side of his horse,
The other would not hang.”

If William IV. did not inherit his father’s habit of triple
repetition (which, however, ran in the family), he employed
certain forms of speech peculiar to himself. Among them was
one he always used when any question was brought before him
on which he was not prepared to pronounce ; thus, when the

- good and amiable king was on his deathbed, and was watch-

ing through the open window the sun sinking below the
horizon, he said reflectively to the Archbishop of Canterbury,
who stood near—

“Ah! my friend, I shall not see another sun set.”

“We don’t know that, Sire,” answered the prelate, ‘“and
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I pray heartily that your Majesty may yet see many
more.”’

“That's another matter,” replied the King, falling into
his habitunal idiom.

As an instance of the kindness of heart of William IV.,
Mrs. Adolphus—now aged 95—tells me that one of the
maids of honour of Queen Adelaide being her first cousin,
one day, when she went to see this lady at \Windsor, the
latter took her into Her Majesty’s private drawing-room.
The Queen, who was of a most affable disposition, noticed
her, and talked to her in the pleasantest way, and the King,
happening to come in, was equally agreeable and amiable;
when she was leaving, the King said, ¢ She mustn’t go
away without a remembrance,” and looking about, he fixed
on an elegant little éfagére, and desired it might be put into
the carriage that she might take it home. It stands in
her drawing-room still, and the old lady sets great store
by it.

Popularity is apt to be shortlived, but not necessarily by
the fault of the object of it. In the case of William IV,
who was immediately succeeded by a young Queen, round
whom circumstances had thrown a halo of universal
interest, 1t was scarcely to be expected that even his virtues
should be long remembered in the brilliant prospects of the
new reign begun under the auspices of a Sovereign who
presented herself with all the prestige of youth and sex.
There had been a long succession of kings of very full age,
and a chivalrous enthusiasm was at once kindled when the
proclamation was heralded in the novel form of ““ Le Ro:i
est mort. Vive la Reine,” and that Queen, a child—a girl in
her teens. There must be many now living who remember
the coronation of the girl-Queen with all its attendant pomp
and its special interest—the long summer day, the universal
stir throughout the length and breadth of the land; the
flocking to London of all who could afford the expedi-
tion, and the extortion of London hotel and lodging-house-



!

QUEEN VICTORIA’S CORONATION. 47

keepers who naturally sought to make a harvest out of so
~ rare an occasion. Not only were they beset with endless
applications from country sightseers, but even London
house-owners and residents, at a distance from the Abbey,
migrated for the night, and we were among those who
deemed it preferable to pay a fabulous price for a night’s
lodging in Parliament Street to the chance of being
mobbed and perhaps trampled on in ¢ransitu if we had tried
to make our way from Cumberland Gate to the Abbey, in
the morning.
Those who did not, or could not, accomplishk the distance
over night, started, even from localities within a couple of
miles, at five or six o’clock in the morning; already at
that early hour the streets were thronged, and it was all
that the police could do to keep order. As it was, but only
as is usual on such occasions, there were numerous acci-
~ dents—many fatal—in all parts of the town; whether from

the overwhelming mass of persons trying to force their way
| in the same direction at the same time, or from swell-mobs-
* men doing their utmost to create confusion and to take
advantage of it. At night the illuminations proved an-
other source of many disasters, and I think it was on this
occasion (or perhaps that of the Royal wedding) that little
Lady Caroline Barrington fell out of the carriage and was
killed. .

It has been remarked that although the population of
London was so much more dense at the time of the
Queen’s Jubilee, and although increased facilities of loco-
motion brought so many more people to the metropolis for
the later event, order was so much more effectually kept
by the police, that the casualties were incomparably fewer :
‘indeed, the public fair celebrated for three days in honour of
‘the coronation, and for which Hyde Park was unreservedly
“handed over to the mob, was far more prolific in accidents
and offences, than the streets, to say nothing of the serious
damage to the trees, the rails, and the turf: this latter




48 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

was completely and entirely trodden away, so that it re-
quired years to restore it to its previous condition; but
it was essentially the people’s holiday, and they took that
as a matter of course.

A curious sight it was, on that memorable 28th of June,
and one eminently suggestive to the philosophic mind, to
witness the eager and determined rush, all in one direction,
of ever and ever increasing masses of people, gathering as
they approached the chosen spot, all attired, as if by common
consent, in their best Sunday-go-to-meeting clothes, all pos-
sessed by one idea, all absorbed by one object, and all
acting on the principle of ‘““every one for himself, and
chance for us all,” each seeking to outrun the others and to
push himself into the best place attainable, at the expense of
his neighbour, while all seemed to have made up their minds
that no accident of any kind would, or could, interfere with
their enjoyment of the show.

Day dawn was ushered in by the boom of a salvo of
artillery, but Nature seemed unmoved by the solemn appeal,
and the morning broke gloomily; even a smart shower,
aided, perhaps, by the guns, fell about eight o’clock. So
absorbing, however, was the general pre-occupation, that
although it fortunately damped the dust of the roads, it
failed to damp the irrepressible ardour of the eager popula-
tion, and an earthquake might, as at Thrasimene, have
‘““rolled unheededly away.”

On rushed, bravely pushing their way, resolute Cockneys,
followed by country cousins (whom they would probably
have gladly seen several times removed), so steadily bent
on the prospective pageant, that the condition of the
atmosphere became a scorned consideration.*

It is a curious fact that though the morning had remained
persistently dull, there was a sudden and unexpected

* The Chancellor of the Exchequer reckoned that £200,000 had been paid for
seats alone ; and the number of persons who flocked into London for the occasion:
was estimated at 500,000.
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change, exactly at the supreme moment when the diadem
was placed on the brow of the youthful sovereign; the
skies all at once smiled, and a bright gleam of sunshine
burst through the Abbey window and shed its radiance on
her anointed head. We may therefore date * Queen’s
weather,” now become proverbial, from that auspicious
moment ; the remainder of the day was all that a June day
and a coronation-day ought to be.

All London had risen so early, and those who were able
to pay for seats had been forced to make their way to them
at so uncouth an hour that the time they had to wait before
an incident could occur, proved sadly wearisome, and any
break in the monotony of the slowly passing hours was
welcome, especially to those seated on the temporary
stands; the spectators at the windows were not very much
better off, few caring to vacate their places lest any one
else should take a fancy to them in their absence ; they
probably remembered the schooldays’ proverb, ““ Qui va a
la chasse, perd sa place,” when the action generally followed
the word.

The proverbial dog had created his usual sensation, had been
started, cheered and hooted as he pursued his terrified course
between the compact human hedges which skirted the road
on either side : another long pause and then another wave
of human voices came floating on the air from distance to
distance along the ranks. What could it be? Every indi-
vidual eagerly pressed forward, and then those who in their

turn, saw, took up the cheers with renewed spirit ; a striking

group had come in sight—only a ¢ horse and his rider” ;
but what a horse! What a rider! Iach perfect after his
kind, and both apparently conscious of their individual
splendour and of their fitness for each other. The horse,
proudly and gracefully arching his neck under his handsome
caparisons, curvetted and caracoled, but like the Holy

- Dancers in the Echternach procession, who dance two
- steps forward and one step back, naturally made but small

-l
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advance ; both he, however, and the rider who sat him
with unparalleled grace and ease, seemed by no means un-
willing to linger under the eyes of the admiring thousands,
who applauded to the echo the prancing of the charger
and the admirable horsemanship of the cavalier.

This part of the programme was no doubt the happy
result of careful practice, and the time it occupied must
have been a matter of calculation, for Lord Alfred Paget.
(worthy to be the young Queen’s Equerry) was the har-

MarsgAL SouLT.

binger of the approaching procession, foremost in which
appeared the commanding and venerable figure of Marshal
Soult—a martial personality, and every inch a soldier—
representing the King of the French. Loud and enthusi-
astic cheers interpreted the admiration of all beholders, and
told him how cordial was the welcome offered him by the
people of England.

The Marshal’s carriage was a grand historical relic, and
had belonged to the Grand Condé; if antique, it was also
picturesque in form, and gorgeous in its trappings, and the
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richly bedizened horses who drew it, contributed to render
it a not-to-be-forgotten feature in the pageant. No doubt
this officer intended to impress the British public, and he
unquestionably succeeded.* '

Soult’s appearance within the Abbey, preceded by heralds
and ushers, was a signal for a universal cheer, which was
renewed when, arrived at the end of the nave, he entered
the chancel.

He walked alone, with the martial bearing of a warrior,
and his suite followed him at a distance, which made his
entry very effective; whether on account of his age, or from
political rather than personal consideration, the respect
shown him was plainly, greater than that with which other
ambassadors were received.

Croker’s malicious article, assuming an insulting tone
towards him, and purposely timed to appearin the Quarterly,
had not the effect he intended, of unpopularizing the veteran
soldier, for his reception, not only at the coronation, but
everywhere during his stay in England, was strikingly enthu-
siastic. The course followed by the Duke of Wellington,
whose goodness of heart and refined delicacy led him to defer
the publication of the tenth volumme of Despatches, because
he thought those relating to the battle of Toulouse would be
felt to be uncomplimentary to the Marshal, shows the differ-
ence, whether in taste or feeling, between the two men.

Strange to say, Soult and Wellington had never met till
that day, and the first conversation they ever had together
was in the great hall of Apsley House, where the Duke
received the Marshal on his arrival there, for the banquet
given by His Grace on that great occasion.

* While on the subject of the coronation, it may be worth noting that in May,
1820, when occurred the death of the Hon. Louis Dymoke, the championship of
England which had been held by him as a right appurtenant to the manor of
Serivelsby, devolved upon a clergyman, “ whose duty,” says the writer of the
obituary notice, “ it will become, to ride into Westminster Hall on a charger at the
next coronation and challenge any man who denies the title to the crown, of the
new King or Queen.” The Dymoke motto is Pro rege dimico.
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Soult’s attention, it is said, was, immediately on his
entrance, arrested by Canova’s marble statue of Napoleon,
and he expressed his admiration of this fine work of art.
On the Duke’s remarking that it always struck him the globe
represented in the Emperor’s hand was too small for the
size of the figure, Soult replied with ready wit and diplomatic
¢ourtesy—** C’est, voyez vous, Due, que I’Angleterre n’y est
pas comprise.”’

In a letter from Madame Mohl to her husband (to whom
she was then not yet married) we find a singular description
of the coronation pageant, written in an invidious spirit,
with the assumption of a nil admirari tone which may
proceed from malice, affectation, ignorance, or frivolity, but
dwelling on trifles, and making not one single remark such
as s0 unique an occasion ought to have snggested.

After describing the appearance of the Queen, giving an
account of Her Majesty’s train (she does not mention the
royal robes) and her eight train-bearers and their trains, she
falls into somewhat of a bathos by winding up with, “I
never saw anything so pretty;”’ and yet, with the experience
of forty-five years upon her head, she might be expected to
view such a sight with more seriousness and to speak of it
with more dignity than is displayed throughout this letter.
She alludes also to the “trains” of the peeresses, the
“trains "’ of the ladies-in-waiting, and others, and adds, *“in
short, trains played the principal part in the ceremony ; ”
—it is to be regretted she did not manage to introduce a
railway train—finally, she allows that  the music was
splendid, and the whole thing very amusing.”

Yet the scene presented by the interior of the Abbey was
of such extreme brilliancy that the Turkish ambassador—
albeit accustomed to the gorgeousness of Oriental pageants—
stood so entranced at the magnificence of the coup &’@il as
he entered, that it was necessary to arouse him to a sense
of the occasion; even some moments elapsed before he
could be marshalled to his allotted place.
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Madame Mohl’s account, though dated June 29th, the very
next day after the event, gives .none of those details which
might be expected from a person of observant mind and
one occupying a literary and social position such as hers;
it is therefore in vain to seek there for the corroboration
of a vague recollection of my own that during the function,
there occurred an accident which I have never seen men-
tioned in print, and so many of the spectators have now
joined the majority that it would be difficult, after this long
interval, to substantiate the fact: it relates to the royal
crown of England borne on a crimson velvet cushion by the
Lord High Steward—the crown of St. Edward.*

I recently asked Mrs. Leycester Adolphus, who was within
the Abbey and is now aged ninety-five, whether she had
any recollection of the circumstance that the noble func-
tionary had, by treading on the train of his velvet mantle,
as he approached Her Majesty, disturbed the equilibrium
of his sacred charge, so that it tottered nearly to the
ground. She immediately replied, ¢ No, it was as he was
retreating backwards down the steps;’’ and it seemed satis-
factory to receive this corroboration of my own recollection.

Supposing the occurrence to have taken place, it is per-
fectly natural that it should have remained unrecorded, for
even in enlightened England there are probably a sufficient
number of superstitious people to have seen in it an
untoward omen, of which happily there has never been any
realization.

‘Whether the crown had or had not a fall on the occasion
of Her Majesty’s coronation, there is no reason to doubt the
fact of a subsequent accident. On the 9th of August, 1845,

* The crown used for the actual coronation of Queen Victoria was made under Her
Majesty’s special direction and after a design supplied by herself. It has been stated
on Sir T. Hammond’s authority that the crown used at George IV.’s coronation was
hired of Rundell and Bridge for £7,000, with three or four thousand pounds more,
by way of interest, because of the delay in the payment. Had it been purchased,
the cost would have been £70,000, an expense which Lord Liverpool refused to
sanction.
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Her Majesty went in State to the House of Lords to pro-
rogue Parliament in person. The crown was carried on a
velvet cushion by the Duke of Argyll* (Lord High
Steward). As the Duke was receding from the throne after
the ceremony, he forgot the two steps behind him; by which
the floor of the throne was raised from the ground, and when
he reached them, stumbled, so that the crown fell from its
cushion on to the ground, and several of the stones dropped
out. The Queen graciously expressed her hopes that the
venerable Duke was not hurt, and begged him not to be
troubled at the mishap.

As soon as the Royal party had left; the ¢ House ”-keeper
appeared and requested those present not to approach till
the stones had been collected uninjured.

It is curious to note that the accident was the subject of
some comment in the House that day, and that the Duke
of Wellington appeared much concerned about it. Imme-
diately after the function was over, the Queen and Prince
Albert started for their trip to the Continent, and no.mishap
of any kind is on record in connection with the uncanny
incident.

There was a thunder of applause, and tears of emotion
might be seen on many faces when the aged Duke of Wel-
lington knelt to offer his homage to the Royal child who, no
doubt, was herself more moved than any spectator of the
suggestive incident. The marked alteration in the Duke’s
countenance and gait, the increased stoop in his figure, the
snowy whiteness of his hair, and other indications of age
and advancing infirmity, produced a painful impression on
all present. The signs of breaking which were beginning to
tell on the Duke’s appearance seem to have been first ob-
served at the time of the Queen’s coronation; in all the
reports and accounts of this grand function, the remark
occurs in a more or less pronounced form.

* Seventh Duke, b. 1777.
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When the venerable Lord Rolle, aged ninety-five, who Lord Rolle.
had already slipped on the steps of the throne, came in his
turn to do homage, the young Queen, in whose heart a
spontaneously benevolent respect for age surmounted the
dry dictates of Court etiquette, turning to those about her,
said with lovable naiveté, ¢ May I not get up to meet him?”
and without waiting for permission, rose and advanced down
two or three steps to spare the aged peer the risk of another
fall.* That simple act, in an instant, touched every heart,
and won the loyal affection of all present: the expression
of this feeling on their part burst forth unchecked, echoing
through the vast building, and the incident will live in the
pages of history after all those whose sympathies it drew
have ceased to remember it.

The dignity of the Queen’s manner, which has been
admired in her, through life, was maintained even in that
departure from prescribed form, and struck all who saw it
by its supreme grace. Charles Greville says that ‘ the
different actors in the function were very imperfect in their
parts, and had neglected to rehearse them.” One can
hardly be surprised at that, when one sees how utterly igno-
rant of ceremonial people always are at the most ordinary
weddings, baptisms, or funerals.

* The anecdotes that might ba collected of Lord Rolle, *the great Devonian
peer,” would fill a volume. His marriage with Lady Trefusis, which he lLoped
would result in giving him an heir to his vast wealth, was neither happy nor
productive, and in the matter of eccentricities there was not much to choose
between the pair, except that those of his lordship were not unamiable. His
fondness, among all that was Devonian, for squab pie, was remarkable, but it was
also remarkable that though he would not sit down to dinner unless this dish were
on the table, he constantly proceeded ab ovo usque ad mala without remembering
its presence. : ]

Lord Rolle, among his countless other peculiarities, was remarkable for Lis pro-
vineialisms, and all who knew him greatly enjoyed .the recurrent “this "eres” and
“‘that theres” in his conversation. At his death some wag chalked up the follow-
ing, in which is also introduced a reference to the liberal scale on which his
extremities were built: - '

““Here lies John Lord Rolle, of hand and foot so rare,
. ‘Who's left ¢ this ere ’ to go and try ¢ that there.””
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Lord John Thynne told him that “no one knew what
was to be done but the Archbishop and himself (who had
rehearsed), Lord Willoughby (experienced in these matters),
and the Duke of Wellington ; consequently there was con-
tinual difficulty and embarrassment, and the Queen never
knew what she was to do next.”

It seems there was a blunder as to the moment for Her
Majesty’s leaving her chair to enter St. Edward’s Chapel, and
this put out the Archbishop very much. Her Majesty was
even compelled to address Lord John Thynne in a whisper
every now and then, with, ¢ Pray tell me what I am to do,
for they don’t know;” and when the orb was put into her
hand she had to ask what she was to do with it !

““Your Majesty is to carry it, if you please,” said Lord
John.

“Am 1?7 said the little Queen; ‘it is very heavy.”

There was a (surely unpardonable) mistake in the size
of the ruby ring, which had been made to fit the fifth,
instead of the fourth finger, and the Archbishop was obliged
to force it on; but it was so tight that as soon as the
ceremony was over the Queen had to call for iced water
to enable her to remove it. ' :

It is probable that, thronghout the busy programme of
this eventful day, of the thonsands who were spectators of
the various details and the thousands of others who read
of them, only a small minority reflected on the difficult
part—a part from which there was no escape—that fell
to the lot of the young and inexperienced girl who had been
made the nucleus and centre of it all.

I remember hearing a thoughtless young woman exclalm,
“ Shouldn’t I just like to be in her place!”

That crude remark has often recurred to me since, and
at the time it convinced me that if a satisfactory proof had
been wanted of the absolute unfitness of that person for the
office she coveted, it existed in the exclamation itself:
besides this, it seemed startlingly to reveal all the difficulties,
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all the apprehensions, all the embarrassments of the young
Queen’s new and unrehearsable position—the wish to do
right, the fear of going wrong, of committing any breach
of prescribed order and etiquette in so solemn and so public
a ceremonial, in which a single blunder might suddenly
bring together the sublime and the ridiculous; for had the
smallest irregularity been perceived it must have been fatal
and irreparable ; whatever happened on that day was to pass
into history.

Instead of this, how did the youthful Sovereign conduct
herself under the trying ordeal? No one could have
detected an instant’s departure from the modest and grace-
ful bearing, the noble self-possession, the unflagging courage
and calm dignity with which Her Majesty fulfilled her
allotted part; standing, so to speak, alone—the supremest
personage in the whole world, and with the eyes of all
civilized nations, present and to come, throughout the entire
globe fixed upon her. Statesmen, not of England alone,
but of all the Courts of Europe, must have been watching,
some with earnest, some with critical interest, every incident
of the day, seeing in every act a crucial test of the young
and untried monarch’s capacity for the arduous duties of
her future reign, and doubtless their surprise was great.

Perhaps when history comes to deal with the reign of
Queen Victoria as that of a departed Sovereign, due
credit will be given to the unique attributes of her
early character, and justice will be done to the tact, the
bravery, and the conscientiousness which, from the earliest
hour of her sovereignty, won the respect and admiration of
the observant and the thoughtful, who must have seen in the
dawn of these admirable qualities an earnest of the prosperity
and glory of England under the sceptre of Queen Victoria.

There are in contemporaneous history many anecdotes
of the young Queen, showing the natural wit, shrewdness,
and intelligence, and, above all, the independence—so valu-
able to one in Her Majesty’s position—which she already



58 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

possessed at the early age which saw her called to the
throne.* _

Among the most interesting, is one narrated by Major
Cumming Bruce at the Conservative dinner given to him
and Mr. McKenzie, jun., of Seatwell, at Forres, in Septem-
ber, 1837, he pledging his word for its truth.

“Lord Melbourne, in his character of Premier, had to
wait upon Her Majesty at Windsor upon State business.
When it was concluded the noble lord begged to be allowed
to address the Queen on a subject which he felt it to be his
duty to press on Her Majesty’s attention, viz., ¢ Would Her
Majesty graciously inform him whether there was any
individual for whom she felt such a preference that she
would wish to have him associated with her in the cares of
the sovereignty.” The Queen no doubt felt a little surprised
at such an inquiry, but sagely requested to know whether
his lordship made it as a Minister of the Crown, and
whether he intended she should regard it as a matter of
State policy, if so she would endeavour to answer it.

“Lord Melbourne replied that under no other circum-
stances would he have presumed to address such a question
to Her Majesty. gl

“¢Then, said the Queen, ‘I must admit there ¢s an
individual for whom I entertain a decided preference, and
that individual is the Duke of Wellington.’

¢ Gentlemen,” concluded Major Cumming Bruce, ‘I
leave you to figure to yourselves the length of the noble
loxd’s face !’ ”

It may be remarked to the credit of the Queen’s good
sense and appreciation of character while yet very young,

* At the time of the Queen’s accession, the Whig Ministry still remaining in, the
following epigram was found serateched on the window of an inn at Huddersfield :

“The Queen is with us,” Whigs insulting say,
“For when she found us in, she let us stay.”
“It may be so0, but give me leave to doubt,

“ How long she’ll keep you when she’s found you out.”
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that, however successfully the intriguing Princess de Lieven
may have managed Lord Grey * and others, the diplomatic
reserve with Whlch Her Majesty recelved that insidious
Russian agent, showed with what perspicacity she had
taken her measure.

Of localities which found themselves in alteled circum-
stances under the new reign, Brighton woke up one morning
to the consciousness that however prosperous her future was
to be, she would owe no more advancement to royalty.
Brighton had been the spoiled child of two successive
Sovereigns, but there its Court favour was to end. There
were manifest reasons why the place should be distasteful to
the Queen, and for one of these the inhabitants had only
themselves to thank; they began on the occasion of the
Queen’s early visit to the place the same vulgar system
of mobbing which they had practised on William IV., and
literally drove Her Majesty to seek a marine residence else-
where. No one was surprised at this, nor yet that Her
Majesty was not attracted by a marine palace which com-
manded no view of the sea, and had besides, at least, during
the reign of George IV., been turned to questionable account.

The Moorish elevation of this Occidental seraglio had
never pleased any one but the whimsical King, whose
caprices were always humoured, and independently of its
bizarre external aspect, the interior was inconvenient and
comfortless; yet the King had been so enamoured of this

~ residence that he had had a “royalroad’ to it, cut through
Gatton Park by means of which, with four fleet horses, he
- could reach his Capreea by a three hours’ drive. 'What would
~ he say to the present accessibility of his beloved Brighton !
- At this time, there were necessarily, many more or less
noble dwellings required in Brighton ; for the King, when

* 1t has been remarked that *‘the great defect in Lord Grey’s character was
want of decision ; that he was a vain man easily flaitered . . . that his acce551b1hty,
hls tenderness of heart, his truthfulness, his consistency, were contrasted by weak-
“nesses which almost rendered them negations.”

George
Canning.
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there, liked to have his Court and his ministers at hand.
One such mansion was that at Kemp Town, built for George
Canning; I retain a recollection of it, because some little
time after that statesman’s death, my father thought of
buying it, and took me with him when he went over it:
but wisely reflecting that progress is apt to move west-
ward, he bought one of those, then bmldmg, on Brunswick
Terrace ;* instead.

In George Canning’s house I remember a subterranean

GEORGE CANNING.

passage, leading from his study to the beach, where, it was
said, that after the example of another great orator, he was
wont to rehearse his speeches when the sea was at its
roughest, trying which voice should out-top the other; but
this was not all; his elocutional training was the object of

* Brunswick Terrace was at that time the Ultima Thule of the town; in fact, it
was not Brighton at all, but ¢ Hove,” though now, about the central point of the
sea road. The house he bought was therefore a carcase, was finished to his own
order, and was the first house in Brighton which had plate-glass wmdows in one:
pane, soon approved and copied in other houses.
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much forethought and care: however, he also knew that
ars est celare artem, and those who listened breathlessly to
his graceful oratory, which seemed to flow with the exhaust-
less spontaneity of a mountain stream, were probably far
from supposing that patient and painstaking hours were
passed in rehearsing (not as Lord Dufferin suggests ¢ before
a’’—perhaps treacherous—*‘newspaper reporter,” but) before
a full-length, silent, mirror, in a closely-shut room, those
brilliant speeches which were to be the envy and admiration
of his fellow statesmen and of the world.

I have not forgotten this room, which was of an octagon
form ; it was thickly padded, and lined with green baize,
and the door closed as hermetically as a door can be made
to close; there was one window which looked out on the
beach, and at high water, the sea came up to the wall:
entire privacy was thus secured, and the occupant of the
room could exercise his lungs to any extent he pleased, in
full confidence that he would never be overheard.

Some years ago, being in Kemp Town, I tried to obtain
another sight of George Canning’s padded room ; but found
the house occupied as a school for young ladies; alas!
how evanescent are all things! the fad of the subterranean
passage and the pad of the spouting-room, which might
have been called his ‘ oratory,” had disappeared even from
the memory of the oldest inhabitant !

Had it been made into a boys’ school, the mufiled chamber
might have proved exceedingly useful for birching purposes ;
but it is curious that these highly educated damsels, fortified,
no doubt, with all the ologies, should never have heard so
much as a tradition that the roof under which they studied
so profitably, had once sheltered that distinguished orator,
the powerful gush of whose eloquence had influenced the
condition of the civilized world.

Charles Greville’s appreciation of George Canning was
more favourable to that statesman than that of Sydney
Smith, who spoke of him with so much rancour that one is
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led to suppose there must have been some personal pique
sheathed in his remarks. Canning was not only a fluent
speaker, but a rapid thinker, and he was oftentimes his.
own amanuensis, simply because of the irritation he expe-
rienced, when dictating, at what always seemed to him the
slowness of his secretaries.

However, at times, the gout in his hand forbade his
employing it, and then he was forced to have recourse to:
the assistance of others. Greville describes him as on one
occasion dictating two important despatches simultaneously
—the one on Greek affairs to George Bentinck, and the other
on South American politics to Howard de Walden, each writ-
ing as fast as he could. At the period of his death, Canning
was the greatest orator of his time, and if his forensic elo-
quence had less power than Brougham’s, it was the only
thing on which he could be considered inferior to him.

Canning’s external appearance formed a striking contrast
to that of Fox, his dress was always neat though plain, and
his knee-breeches and well-drawn-up silk stockings imparted
to it a certain style.* His countenance was indicative of the
firmness of his purpose, but was overspread with a benevo-
lent expression, and his baldness became him, for his high
forehead betokenéd both genius and vigour. When he
spoke, his action was perfectly natural, and there was no
appearance of affectation either in his attitude or his in-
tonation, this, probably from careful cultivation, was clear
and powerful.

It is worth noting that notwithstanding all his splendid
talents and lofty aspirations, the domain of art seemed to
be a closed world to Canning: he understood nothing of
painting, and derived no gratification from the sight of a
fine picture.

* Fox was notorious for the untidiness of his dress. I have seen a paragraph
quoted from a morning paper of his day, remarking, as a matter of information,
and without any indication of satire, that—** Mr. Fox came to the House last night.
wearing a clean waistcoat.”
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Among family friends residing at Brighton, were the
Basevis whom we often saw, as they were near neighbours,
living in Brunswick Square. Miss Basevi—DMaria, daughter
of Joshua and sister of George, Basevi, it will be remembered,
married, in 1802, Isaac d’'Israeli, and became the mother of
Lord Beaconsfield; George Basevi had two sons, one of whom,
educated at Dr. Burney’s famous school, followed the pro-
fession of architect, and being engaged on the restoration of
Ely Cathedral, was one day standing on a platform of the
scaffolding, and so busily interested in surveying some
portion of the work, that he stepped back further than he
intended, lost his footing, and fell through a shaft of the
depth of forty feet; the opening through which he passed
was, it appears, so narrow that, had he possessed the presence
of mind to spread his arms, he might have saved himself
with the greatest ease; as it was, he was picked up dead;
an archaological friend of his, a Cambridge chum of my
brother’s, was standing beside him at the moment, and had
just addressed him a question, to which receiving no answer,
he turned round, but only in time to see his friend disappear !

In Brunswick Square there lived also at this time, some
old family friends of ours, by name Haweis, grandparents
of the popular and eccentric preacher of that name.

The Duchess of St. Albans became a Brighton habituée,
and purchased a mansion close to Regency Square, there-
after known as St. Albans House. In a place no larger than
- was the Brighton of those days—before even the Bedford
Hotel was built—Her Grace was naturally the subject of
many can-cans. The first time she came to Brighton for
the season, she occupied one of the large houses, close
to ours, on Brunswick Terrace; and though it afforded two-
and-twenty beds, it used to be said that nineteen of the
servants had to be provided with sleeping accommodation
outside. = Another story among many of a similar charac-
ter indicative of her fabulous wealth, and seriously told, was
that the Duchess’ hair was curled in papillotes of bank-

Mr. and Mrs,
Basevi.

The Haweis
Family.

The Duchess
of St. Albans.
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- notes. Her equipages were handsome and well appointed,

Lady Byron.

‘The Countess
of Ald-
borough,

making a feature in the fashionable drive along the front,
as, very often, she would be driven ¢ la Daumont.

‘Lady Byron and her daughter were also frequenters of
this lively sea-side resort, and likewise chose Brunswmk
Terrace for their residence.

Among Brighton celebrities may be reckoned the famous,
not to say notorious, Countess of Aldborough, though Paris
was the principal scene of her social career. Her bons mots
were witty, and franchants in the extreme, the more easily
made, perhaps, that there was no reserve in their pro-

Tre DucHEss OF ST. ALBANS.

duction. She had, however, excellent points in her
character, and in Paris, where a certain amount of
Bohemianism passes, the camaraderie of her manners found
sympathizers and even admirers.

My recollection of her, is of the time at which she
occupied the house next door to my father’s on Brunswick
Terrace, and as she was at that date a curious specimen of
rejuvenized antiquity, her appearance was such as to make,
and to leave an impression on the mind of a child. Myste-
rious stories were whispered about her, and, in truth, she had
a witch-like semblance, and her wig, her rouge, her false
teeth, short petticoats, ramshackle finery, and altogether
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unsuitable style of dress and manner, seemed to justify the
description she acquired from our old.nurse of ‘an old ewe
dressed lamb fashion.” 9

Lady Aldborough lived to a great age, and no doubt her.
energetic disposition and high spirits did much to maintain
her in health. She once fell ill in London, at her house in
Brook Street, and had to submit to a consultation of the
Faculty; their verdict was unfavourable, and one of them
had to break this opinion to her, by recommending her to
send for her children. The patient was too shrewd not to
understand what this meant.

“Ah!” said she, “I see you think I'm dying; but, my
good sir, my own feelings tell me you are all mistaken; so
be good enough to look at the case the other way, and make
up your minds that I am going to recover: let me have all
the remedies and the best treatment you can think of.”

The patient proved more knowing than the doctors, for
she not only recovered, but survived for many years.

Charles Greville speaks of this extraordinary woman as
still living in 1843, and says he met her at Baden, and on
the 9th of July, dined with her and Mrs. Murchison (wife of
the geologist, afterwards Sir Roderick) : it was at an hotel
table d'hite, where, he writes, ¢ Lady A.’s screaming and
strange gestures kept me in alarm lest she should come
out with some of those extraordinary things which she does
not scruple to say to almost anybody she talks to. She is
eighty-seven,” he continues, ‘“but still vigorous, and has
all her wits about her: only, her memory is gone, for she

tells a story and, forgetting she has told it, repeats it almost
ldirectly after.” ‘

Mrs. Fitzherbert’'s house was on the east side of the Old
Steine. This abnormal wife of George IV., among other
privileges and concessions made to soften down the

“asperities of her false position, was allowed to sport the
Royal liveries, so' that her  carriage with servants in

scarlet was often to be seen standing about the Steine or
YOL. I. 6

Mrs.,
Fitzherbert.
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dashing along the drive. She died in that house on March
29, 1837, aged eighty. This once beautiful Miss Smythe
had been able to fascinate three successive husbands; the
last, the most important, though not the most reputable,
personage in the world !

The Royal Dukes, George IV.’s brothers, also his cousin
and brother-in-law, the Duke of Gloucester, all patronized
Brighton. The brother whom I remember the most dis-
tinctly, but rather in London than at Brighton, was the
Duke of Sussex, sometimes familiarly designated as ¢ Uncle
Buggin.”” He was long a well-known figure to the residents
of Great Cumberland Place, the centre house in the Crescent,
being occupied by the lady to whom he was secretly
married, Lady Cecilia Underwood, widow of Sir George
Buggin, and later, Duchess of Inverness. At her door the
equipage of His Royal Highness was to be seen more or
less frequently at all hours of the twenty-four. As this was
but five doors from ours, it is easy to me to recall the
Duke’s large and somewhat unwieldy figure as he was.
assisted across the pavement from his carriage, by two tall,
stalwart lacqueys with powdered hair on their uncovered
heads, and wearing undress liveries.

The Duke used to sport a black velvet skull-cap, thus.
showing the shape of his head, which resembled to some
extent that of his royal brother, William IV.

The Duke’s own residence was in Kensington Palace, and
after his marriage with Lady Cecilia was made public, they
both lived there. The title of Duchess of Inverness was.
not conferred on Lady Cecilia without Parliamentary hesi-
tation, which occasioned its ¢travesti into—*“ Duchess Never-
theless ”’—a parallel to the nickname given by the Parisian
populace to the brother of Madame de Pompadour, who,
having teased the King into creating him Marquis de la
Vandiére, had the mortification to hear the mushroom title:
turned by the populace into * Marquis d'avant lier.”

Mr. Adolphus once told me that during a visit he paid to the:

IR ey .
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Duke of Sussexat Kensington Palace, among other interesting
incidents was the entrance of Lady Cecilia Underwood, who
came fortuitously into the room and was retiring, when the
Duke called her back and introduced him to her; she
remained a few minutes and when she was gone, the Duke
took ocecasion to speak of her in terms of unbounded admira-
tion and praise, adding significantly, ¢ The world will hear
more of her before long.” No doubt ske had then made up
her mind she should be styled ‘‘Duchess,” and ¢ Ce que
Jemme veut . . )’ &c.!

All the sons of George III. appear to have borne their
last illnesses with becoming fortitude, and to have gone out
of the world with dignity; the Duke of Sussex, who was
much beloved by those about him, just before his death, was
considerate enough to order that all his servants should come
to his bedside to take leave of him. With some he shook
hands, others were allowed to kiss his hand, and all were
much affected by this last act of thoughtfulness. He was
buried by his own desire in the Kensal Green Cemetery, but
with the addition of Royal honours, May, 1843.

Of the other Royal Dukes whom I remember, the Duke
of Cambridge was perhaps, after the Duke of York, the most
popular ; though Lady Anne Hamilton * would have us
believe there was not a Prince of the house of Hanover who
was entitled to any kind of approval. The virulence,
however, with which she attacks the successive Courts she
describes, is so obvious that it defeats its own purpose. The
Duke’s bonhomie was proverbial, and was warmly responded
to by the people. Wherever he might be, it was impossible
for those at all within hearing to be unconscious of his
presence : he always spoke in a loud key, and had in-
herited his royal father’s habit of repeating three times—
ingeniously described by Horace Walpole as ¢ triptology "'—
any remarks it might occur to him to make, and sometimes

* Secret History of the Courts of George 11I. and George IV.

The Duke of
Cambridge.
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—for it was more like thinking aloud—he forgot how
personal they were.

- He constantly attended the Sunday morning services at
St. Paul’s, Knightsbridge, in the time of the Rev. W. J. E.
Bennett, and occasionally was pleased to express in an
audible tone his approbation of the proceedings, and his
opinion of the sermon. I remember on one occasion when
the officiating clergyman pronounced the exhortation—
“Let us pray”—the Duke bravely responded fiom his
pew :— “

" ¢ Aye, be sure ; why not? let us pray, let us pray, let us
pray ! ”’

On another occasion, while the commandments were being
read, I heard him remark—

¢ Steal | no, of course not; mustn’t steal, mustn’t steal,
mustn’t steal.”

At the opera, this eccentric habit betrayed itself in a still
more marked and frequent way. I remember once hearing
him all across the house, exclaim, as he moved his opera-glass
round the circles—

“Why, I declare there are not half a dozen pretty girls
in the house ; not half a dozen, not half a dozen, not half a
dozen.”

One night when a young pupil of Molique’s, a mere
boy, was playing in the orchestra from his master’s desk,
the Duke who was very observant and also had a keen ear
for music, struck by his precocity, sent between the acts for
the boy to come up to his box, which was opposite ours,
and taking him on his knee entered into a lively conver-
sation with him, the Duke’s share in the dialogue being
heard pretty well all over the house. All that generation of
the Royal FFamily were in the habit of talking in what we
will call a cursory way, employing expletives rather expres-
sive than choice. “D—— you!” I once heard the Duke
say to some one at the back of the box, * Can’t you keep
that door shut ?

e e
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The Duke died in July, 1850, leaving behind him a
recollection of his kind-heartedness and amiable manners.

An instance of the ¢triptological ” habits of George III.
was once related to me by an old lady who had met the
Royal Family at Lulworth, where, though the -residence of
an old and strict Catholic family, the King was very fond of
staying. One evening, when, at a ball given there, Miss
Weld, the daughter of the house, and a very handsome girl,
was dancing, this lady heard him express his admiration in
the characteristic form he had unconsciously adopted.

“Fine woman, fine woman, fine woman! Dances well,
dances well, dances well.”

It was when dining at Lulworth, that the King asked
that immortalized question about the apple-dumplings.

The Duke of Cambridge, it appears, was an excellent
judge of wine; an anecdote in proof of this tells us that
one day at a public dinner at the Freemasons’ Tavern, he
had no sooner put his glass to his lips than he discovered
that there must be something wrong with that vintage.

“Why ! what’s this? what’s this? what’s this ? " he ex-
claimed, holding his glass up to the light, and then carrying
it to his nose. -

“Eh?” he continued to the gentlemen near him, “ what
do you think? Hadn’t we better get some from the other
tables ? This won’t do, this won't do, this won’t do.”

Difficult as it may be to account for such a mishap, it
turned out on inquiry that this was not the wine that had
been intended for the Royal table. Possibly some wag had
changed it !

A semi-royal personage, more or less about London
during the earlier part of the century, was the Duke of
Brunswick, brother of Queen Caroline and son of *‘ Bruns-
wick’s fated chieftain,”” who so bravely at Waterloo—

“ Rushed into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell.”

The son of this distinguished father, and scion of a long line

The Duke of
Brunswick.
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of remarkable ancestors was also remarkable, but in quite
another way. He was remarkable for his follies, his eccen-
tricities, his quarrelsome disposition and tyrannical temper,
for his diamonds, and for a number of less admissible
peculiarities. In London, he was necessarily a well-known
personality wherever he might be, and that ¢ wherever ”
extended pretty well to all fashionable places of resort—
the Row, the Opera, the Clubs— . . . &e., &c., &ec. A
recognized habitué of the conlisses, he might generally be
seen on subscription nights, glittering with brilliants, in
and out of Fops’ Alley.

In the “Row,” too, he reckoned as one of the “Dandies”
of the day, occupying a supreme place among that frivolous
“set,”” and “made up”’ to a wonderful extent, as age and
fast living began to tell upon his personal appearance, once
50 prepossessing.

His stables were a matter of great pride to him, and he
affected a breed of roan horses, for which he paid fabulous
prices, all he cared for being that no one else should ever
own a horse of that special breed, and of the colour which
had been arrived at only by a most elaborate system of
crossing. Besides his horses, which might fairly be called
his hobby, he availed himself of his privilege as millionaire
to indulge in fads innumerable; and as he was never
contradicted, he never had a chance of discovering how
ludicrous he became. Sic volo, sic jubeo, &ec., was the rule
of his life, and that life was well fitted to illustrate the
results of such a principle. A more instructive, and cer-
tainly a more entertaining, biography could scarcely be
offered to the student of human—especially royal human—
nature. So incongruous a character is altogether abnormal,
made up as it was of contraries. In it can be traced
liberality and avarice, bravery and self-indulgence, shrewd-
ness and folly, caution and rashness, trustfulness and
suspicion, generosity and vindictiveness, self-assertion and
credulity ; he had not simply les défauts de ses qualités, but,
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unhappily, his vices so far out-balanced his virtues, that the
world has given him ecredit for none of the latter. His
paternal affection for his only daughter by his short-lived
and secret marriage — was it even a marriage ? — with
Lady Charlotte Colville, knew no limits, until ‘“ la petite
Comtesse,” as her father dotingly called her while indulging
her to the most exaggerated extent, affronted him—a man
of no religious principles or even religious sentiment—by
allowing herself to be converted to Catholicism under the
eloquent teaching of the great and irresistible Dominican,
Pére Lacordaire. After this event, his paternal vindictiveness
was equally boundless, and though he made no opposition
to her marriage, and was justly proud of her eldest son,
the brave and gallant young Comte de Civry, he heartlessly
refused, even after she became a widow, to pay the smallest
heed to her touching appeals, ignored her reiterated repre-
sentations of the straitened circumstances and hard struggles
of her life, and preferred leaving her and her eight children
penniless, to bestowing on those he chose to regard as per-
verts one sow out of the eighty million francs he bequeathed
to the City of Geeneva; bequeathing it in this insane way
simply because he did not know what else to do with this
fabulous wealth. No doubt there were evil influences at
work to widen his alienation from his daughter and her
children, in order to profit thereby, and those who brought
about this criminal result must have been cruelly unscru-
pulous ; for neither did they allow him, even in his will, to
remember friends who had made great sacrifices for him,
who had clung to him, despite his haughty and tyrannical
treatment, and to whose services he had more than once
owed his life. Indeed, the Duke’s adventures are full of
romance, and could supply materials, not for one, but for
half a dozen novels. Many characteristic stories are told
of this eccentric German prince, whose ideas of personal
independence do not seem to have been shackled by any of
the restraints of conventionality.
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On the death, at Waterloo, of his father, while he was
yet much under age, George IV., his first cousin, and after-
wards his brother-in-law, had become his guardian: His
Majesty being King of Hanover, and Count Miinster, at
this time Hanoverian Minister, the affairs of Brunswick
fell under his jurisdiction: as soon as the young Duke
came of age, he brought against George IV. and Count
Miinster charges of maladministration of his fortune, and
occupied himself seriously in trying to magnify and to
prove his allegations. In the meantime, so intense was his
hatred of Count Miinster (‘‘ Le Monstre,” as he and his
party styled him) that he vowed nothing would satisfy
him but taking that minister’s life. He had a wooden
model made of the Count, and spent two hours daily in
firing at it with a pistol, so that it was riddled with bullets.
In the winter of 1827, he sent the Count a challenge, of
whicli the latter took no notice: the Duke had selected
for his second, Tattersall, the famous horse-dealer.

On the Duke’s first arrival in England, being treated
according to his rank as a distinguished foreigner, he had
been handed over to the Duke of Sussex, who proceeded to
initiate him into English social life, and to lionize him
about the metropolis. Among other objects of his curiosity,
the Prince intimated to His Royal Highness his greab
desire to witness an execution. As there happened to be
one of these functions” on the tapis, he was informed
that his wish could be gratified two days on, at 8 a.m.

““So:” said he, ““ that day will suit me very well, but L
must get your Royal Highness to have the ¢ime changed.
Two hours later I could be quite ready ; as I go to Almack’s
the previous night, I shall probably not get to bed before
three or four in the morning.”

It was delicately hinted that a matter of criminal law
must needs take its course, and that, even for a Serene
Highness, no alteration could be made in the Newgate
arrangements, so that he was finally obliged to conform.
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However, the exhibition did not prove so amusing as he had
expected ; for, on getting home, he went straight to bed,
and had to remain there a couple of days to recover from
the nervous shock.

This “ grotesque Duke,” as some French writer has styled
him, made himself even more notorious in.Paris than in
London ; he was, in fact, what might be called a ‘ comedy
Prince "—*“ un Duc pour rire —though his title was a very
ancient one, and his father and grandfather were heroes. The
French have always taken advantage of every opportunity to
make game of the grave, phlegmatic, self-dignifying Germans;
having, therefore, got hold of one of Germany’s aristocracy
who laid himself open to so much ridicule, they availed them-
selves of the chance with more mirth than mercy. Rondos,
lampoons, parodies of German songs, most of them exceed-
ingly clever, were employed ad libitum to bring contempt
on this souverain déclassé—deposed, from a sentiment of
national dignity, by his own people—and, through him,
on the country which had had the misfortune to give him
birth ; and really his mad freaks, his strange and lawless
mode of life, and the extraordinary absurdity of his ‘““ get
up ”’ were such, that while the graver portion of the com-
munity could not look upon him without humiliation, the
more humorous considered themselves privileged to laugh
at him, even to his face. The detail of his unconventional
practices and habits would require a volume to itself. As
he passed for an eccentric, and was always calling attention
to himself in public, it was not surprising he should become
the subject of continual gossip, and no doubt thie report of
his actual vagaries were embellished before they reached
the general public. The abnormal appearance he presented
when, after rising at 3 o’clock p.m., and spending three
hours on his toilet, he rode or drove in the park, or walked
out into the streets, could scarcely be exaggerated. He
possessed a collection of silk wigs of various hues, but all
consisting of small ¢ire-bouchon curls; his face was liberally
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painted with both red and white, and his toilet was pains-
takingly elaborated, while diamonds of the finest water
glittered upon his garments wherever they could possibly
be applied.

Of course, when he wore evening dress he had a better
opportunity for displaying these gems, of which he had the
largest and finest collection in the world. It is said that
one night in Paris, being at a fashionable soirée, the ladies
crowded round him to an extent which at first flattered his
vanity considerably; but at last their persistent curiosity
and admiration became troublesome, and to one of the fair
bevy who remarked, ‘¢ Mais, mon Dieu, Monseigneur, vous
en avez partout!’ he replied, “ Oui, madame, jusque sur
mon calegon ; voulez vous que je vous les fasse voir? "’

The Duke never put on the same pair of gloves twice,
and all his clothes, discarded with similar recklessness,
were of the costliest materials. As he was barely of middle
height, he thought proper to wear heels inside, as well as
outside, his boots, which made his walk rather peculiar.
He would sometimes show himself in the balcony of his
house in Paris habited in a rich Oriental costume, and
smoking a long Eastern pipe, to the intense amusement of
the gaping crowd below.

In London he occupied Brunswick House, but his Paris
residence was planned, constructed, and worked on the most
extraordinary principles: it might be said to be almost
automatic. The Duke might have made a great reputation
and a great fortune as an engineer; the various mechanisms
he invented and applied in this wonderful Paris palace
would have puzzled the heads of half the inventors in
France. They were designed to enable him to carry on his
existence in the most mysterious way ; for he was suspicious
of every one about him, and trusted nobody. He kept
under his roof a mine of wealth in notes, specie, and jewels,
and concealed them so cleverly, that no one could possibly
obtain access to them but himself, the secret communica-
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tion being masked by the most delicate satin furniture.* In
order that he might never be betrayed, after he had designed
his occult machinery, he made separate working-drawings
of every portion, and had them executed in different parts
of Europe, and in such a way that he could put them
together himself, each separate portion having no intelligible
meaning. A great many of these mechanical appliances
were invented to enable him, as much as possible, to be
independent of servants.

In continual dread of poison, he never ate at home, and
the kitchen was employed solely for his household: he dined
every day at a different restaurant, never giving previous
notice of his coming; and as he was quite a gourmet, and
frequented only first-class houses, he had to ring the
changes on the few best.

The house was situated in one of the healthiest and
most fashionable parts of Paris. We find, in a note to
Arséne Houssaye’s Confessions,t an elaborate description
of the Quartier Beaujon, at one time the Promised
Land of poets and artists, stage-players, students, and
authors. It occupies a large space at the extremity of the
Faubourg St. Honoré, and reaches, or rather reached, as
far as the Barriére de I'Etoile. The park, of which the
residence was the centre, was formerly the property of
Nicolas Beaujon, a wealthy parvenu, hailing from the
Bordelaisian vineyards, and who spent a great part of
his fortune in founding the Hopital Beaujon. This pro-
perty no longer exists as it was in his time; it is cut up
into blocks of superb hotels; ‘“ avenues” and boulevards
traverse it, and villas, some of which are little short of

‘palaces, are scattered over it ; the one I speak of—larger and

* Notwithstanding all these cleverly-planned precautions, the Duke was the
vietim of two serious robberies, to say nothing of smaller and unperceived depre-
dations. One of these took place in 1856 ; the other in 1863. The value of his
diamonds was estimated at eight million. francs, £320,000.

t Vol. iii. p. 350
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more magnificent, and also more celebrated than the rest—
has been rendered famous, first, by the fact that it was
built by Lola Montés, and, secondly, that it became the
palace of the eccentric Duke Charles of Brunswick. Mon-
selet thus describes it :—

“. .. Un hotel qu'on dirait bati en pate tendre, est
celui de Monsieur le Duc de Brunswick, un des personnages
les plus renommeés par leur faste original, et bien plus connu
a Paris que dans son royaume.”

I have often passed this extraordinary dwelling ; its im-
posing dimensions, and the fortress-like stone wall which
surrounds it (surmounted by a revolving chevaux de frise,
the slightest touch on any part of which started an alarum
of chimes), give it a commanding appearance in the tranquil
Rue du Bel-respiro, in which is one side of it, the others form-
ing a long stretch in the Avenue Friedland and the Rue
Beaujon respectively : five enormous double doors of massive
iron, studded with nail-heads and painted bronze green,
occurred in the walls and added to the solemnity of its
character ; but the interior decorations and furniture were
those of an Oriental sybarite.

‘When the Duke drove or rode, whether in the streets or
the Bois, attended by his chasseur, every head turned to
see him pass, and well they might. His horses were
magnificent, and his equipages of the most finished
description ; but though his chief object seemed to be the
silly one of attracting attention, it never appeared to occur
to him that he made himself an object of universal ridicule.
His diet was as curious as the rest: he was remarkably
sober with regard to wines and spirits; but consumed an
enormous quantity of trash. It was wonderful how he
would go into one confectioner’s after another, if any sweet
in the étalage took his fancy, and he would eat daintily, but
plentifully, of bonbons and petits fours at any hour of the
day. He was constantly to be seen at Tortoni’s, where
he would consume an unlimited number of ices, and when
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there, instead of ordering up any specified confectionery,
preferred lounging into the store-rooms and tasting here and
- there, often as much to kill time as to indulge his palate :
yet notwithstanding these effeminate or, rather, childish
caprices, he had given remarkable proofs of high spirit and
consummate bravery, and in his futile attempts to recover
the political position he had lost, and to regain his ancient
principality, he had rather courted than shunned posts of
danger, and had gone through some of the boldest feats and
hairbreadth ’scapes that ever any hero survived. These
warlike episodes in his life read more like fable than reality.

The Duke had generously and with great profuseness,
also probably with an eye to the .future, assisted Louis
Napoleon when in prison, and probably without his succour
that Prince would never have escaped from Ham. The
two had also entered into a compact to stand by each
other, and it was while in England struggling against
his guardians and trustees whom he held responsible
for the loss of his Duchy (really ‘ Principality ) of
Brunswick, that he resolved to take advantage of this
treaty and ally himself practically with Louis Napoleon,
though his hatred of Napoleon I. and the vengeance he had
sworn against him were readily to be accounted for.

The Duke of Brunswick is thus most accurately described
by the writer of the Diary of the Times of George IV. : *

“The Duke just misses being a handsome man ; his
figure is light and graceful, and did he but carry his head
better he would be a noble-looking creature. His eyes are
deep sunk in his head, more so than I ever saw in any one,
and his brows are remarkably prominent with shaggy eye-
brows. This circumstance gives him a sombre expression,
and indeed, the whole cast of his countenance is gloomy,
but his features are regular : and when he smiles, there is a
transitory sweetness which is very striking, by the contrast

% 9 Lady Charlotte Bury—who may, be relied upon, par exception, in thie,
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with his usnal severity of expression. In manner he is very
reserved—stiff and Germanic. He remained some time
conversing with his sister” (Queen Caroline) “in German,
occasionally eyeing the lady in waiting, askance. He
seemed glad to take his leave.”

Further on this writer affirms that the Duke’s sister, the
Princess of Wales, did not seem on very cordial terms with
him ; she also says, “ He is very silent, and appears
somewhat of a misanthrope.”

As I have often seen the Duke of Brunswick in London,
though many years ago, I was at once struck with the very
truthful picture of him I have quoted above. It is to be
regretted that his wig, which was as remarkable as any
other detail of his appearance, is not mentioned in the
description : perhaps the period named was antecedent to that
at which he employed this absurdity. Though he had silk
wigs, of all hues, kept on stands on the shelves of a large ward-
robe with glass doors, I never saw him in any but a black one;
I do not know if he intended it to pass for human hair, but
the tight corkscrew ringlets of which it consisted, as they
hung down all round his head, from beneath his hat, produced
a most unnatural effect, especially combined with the large
allowance of red and white paint on his face. The make-
‘up of his face and figure occupied himself and two valets.
rather more than three hours daily. Often when this
elaborate process was completed, he would change his
mind and ask for a wig of a different colour, when extensive
alterations had to be made both in his toilet and in the
make-up of his face to suit the fresh head-gear !

It was on the 31st of March, 1851, that the Duke of
Brunswick, who had sworn he would never again set foot on
a Channel steamer, but who considered the moment when
matters seemed so favourable to Louis Napoleon’s preten-
sions a suitable one for visiting France, started for that
country in a balloon: he had, shortly before, made the
attempt, but failed to carry it through ; nothing daunted,
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however, he decided on a fresh start, this time from
Hastings, attended by Mr. Green the aeronaut. The hour
at which the balloon was let loose was half-past one p.m.,
and she rose gallantly, the assembled spectators cheering
lustily. As may be supposed, the adventurous machine
was earnestly watched, and when about mid-channel was
seen to descend to a much lower level, so that the
occupants of the car could, by means of their speaking-
trumpet, converse with some boatmen on the water.
Shortly after, the heat of the atmosphere acting upon the
gas, the balloon took a sudden upward movement and rose

- to about 4,000 feet. When within a few miles of the

French coast, the travellers observed two men walking on
the sands, which were very wide on account of the ebb-tide.
One of these worthies foolishly caught hold of the guide-
rope which was trailing behind the balloon, and was
immediately dashed violently to the ground; the other,
somehow, got his feet upon the rope and involuntarily
performed an extemporised somersault in the air.

The Duke and his travelling companion were now
sufficiently near to distinguish in the valley, a village
en féte, from which, at sight of the balloon, issued forth a
number of peasants; to these the Duke shouted through
his speaking-trumpet, telling them how to act, and his
instructions being intelligently carried out, the balloon
touched the earth almost without a shock, and the
travellers found themselves at Neufchitel, about ten miles

. south-west of Boulogne and half a mile from a railway

station, the voyage having occupied five hours.

The Duke got into a train for Paris, and Mr. Green
returned to Boulogne with the apparatus. I have been
told the Duke chartered two steamers, by way of precaution,
to follow his movements.

The Duke of Brunswick’s appearance was so singular,
that he was often taken for one of those ¢ chevaliers’ who
have their habitat in the vicinity of Ley-ces-tére Square.
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One night when out on a spree, he was run in by a
constable, who carried him off to the station-house, and
it was with some difficulty he proved his identity. It is
said that Mr. Charles Dickens, hearing of the incident,
remarked, that ¢ that policeman deserves promotion.”

In one of the scandalous periodicals of the time, occurs
a story to the effect that the Duke was' carrying on an
intrigue with a married lady in Shropshire, and hearing
that her husband was absent, he arranged to meet her at
an hotel in Shrewsbury. On his arrival, he ordered a
souper fin for two, but his strange appearance and his
broken English raised suspicion in the mind of the waiter
who had not much experience in foreign customers. A
gentleman who was staying at the hotel, heard the orders
given by the Duke, and observing the waiter’s embarrassed
air, looked more particularly at His Serene Highness : as
soon as the latter had withdrawn, he advised the man to
communicate with the landlord, before carrying out the
instructions given him, as he thought the stranger had the
appearance of an escaped French prisoner. The landlord
took the alarm and, calling in the assistance of the police,
had the Duke arrested.

As the errand on which he had come to Shrewsbury was
not one in which his name could creditably appear, the
Duke found himself in a most awkward predicament, and
thought the safest way out of it would be to say he was an
officer in the Duke of Brunswick’s German legion. No one
present, however, would accept this explanation, and after
making a terrible splutter of words and oaths, half German,
half-broken English, the Duke became so exasperated that
he forgot his prudential reticence, and declared himself to
be no other than the Duke himself. At this there was a
universal guffaw, and the insults he received were the more
humiliating that they were unconsciously applied.

“You a Duke!” said the landlord ; ‘¢ why you are more
like a dancing-master.”
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“ Or a perfumer,”” said another.

““No; you must be taken before a magistrate and be
made to account for yourself.”

While the dispute was at its height, fortunately for the
Duke, Mr. Forrester, son-in-law to the Duke of Rutland,
happened to arrive, and naturally inquired into what was
going on : the landlord, who knew him, was only too glad
to ask his advice, and learnt, at once, to his unmitigated
terror, that it was the Queen’s own brother whom he had
been maltreating with so much freedom. Of course apologies
and excuses of all kinds were offered, and as the Duke’s
object now was to get away without betraying his reasons
for being there, furious as he was, he had no choice but to
accept them. How he settled matters with the lady does
not appear, but as no action in which he was ‘“co-respondent”’
has been recorded, it is presumable they managed somehow
to hush up the affair. The Duke’s fabulous wealth, no
doubt, served to get him out of many scrapes.*

To turn to a sprig of royalty of quite another stock, I
was at an evening party in 1853 at the house of Colonel
Pennefather in St. John’s Wood, where I met the little
Princess Gauramma, of whom he and Mrs. Pennefather had
charge. She was the daughter of ‘“ His Highness Prince
Vere Rajunder, ex-Rajah of Coorg.”” His dominions, it will
be remembered, had been taken possession of by England
somewhere about 1840, and the dethroned Sovereign had
been delegated to a sort of State prison in Benares, where
he had lived ever since, under the control of ‘ John
Company,” with an allowance of £6,000 a year.

The little daughter in question was the child of a
favourite wife who died in giving her birth, and her father
showed a great predilection for her over his other ten sons
and daughters. I don’t remember on what occasion it was
that she was brought to England, nor why the ex-Rajah

* The Duke of Brunswick was born in 1804, and died August 19, 1873.
VOL. I. 7
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consented to her being brought up in the Christian faith,
nor yet how it was that he agreed to part with her and leave
her to be educated in this country ; but so it was, and the
Queen had her at Court, and took great notice of her. She
was baptized at Buckingham Palace in 1852, Her Majesty
standing sponsor and giving her the name of Victoria: the
Archbishop of Canterbury performed the ceremony, and the
godfather was Sir James Weir Hogg.

The little ¢ Princess Victoria of Coorg,” as she was
afterwards called, was married at an early age, and died at
the birth of Ler first child.

She was an interesting, but apparently not very intelligent
young girl, nor had she, at the time I saw her, acquired any
accomplishments beyond the three *“ R’s ”’ and an imperfect.
idea of the use of the needle. Her complexion was dark,
and she had fine hair and eyes, but the latter wore the
sleepy, melancholy expression typical of Oriental birth, and
she moved in a languid, listless way, rather dragging, than
lifting, her feet. Morally, she was described to me by her
guardian and his wife, as gentle, docile, and affectionate.

o rh e R






“The greatest and best men have more impressed the world by their voice,
accent, mien, and casual expressions—in fact, by their simple, unconscious pre-
sentment of themselves—than by set speeches. In a social circle, a man takes his
place by what he says and does in the midst of it, from one moment to another.”

TiymEs (leader), 25th December, 1880.

“In these polished times a man’s real character is seldom to be got at, from
the general tenor of his conduct. The laws of the land and the laws of society
have, together, the effect of rubbing down smooth, nearly all the prominent
points of the disposition, those landmarks of the mind which separate one
individual from another. A slight word, a look, an exclamation, will often let
the seemingly careless auditor deeply into the secret.”

Essays and Criticisms, by T. G. WAINWRIGHT, p. 50 (note).
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masked the walls, was about to address the owner on the
subject, when he bravely anticipated the expression of this
astonishment by remarking good-humouredly—

“Ah! I see, you are amused at the decoration of my
room. I daresay it looks to you like an ‘old clo’ shop ? ”’

“Well, it does, my dear fellow, and I must say I am
curious to know what you can be intending to do with such
a collection.”

“Do with them ?”’ answered he, “ why upon my word
that’s more than I can tell you myself.”

Jonx Erwes, ‘ THE MisERr.”

“Then why on earth do you keep them there, I am sure
none of them could be worn again, though they seem to be
kept carefully brushed.”

“Qh yes, they’re brushed twice a week, though I've no
intention of wearing them again ; but, do you know, I can’é
part with them ; it’s strange, isn’t it? and I can only
account for it by the fact that I am the descendant of my
ancestors.” A case of “atavism” if ever there was one.

To the student of character, there is scarcely a life more
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curiously interesting than that of John Elwes, the father
of this gentleman, himself also now dead. Perhaps a nobler
heart never beat, and yet his finer attributes were marred,
overwhelmed, neutralized by the unfortunate habit of
hoarding, which at last becamme an absolute mania, destroy-
ing the happiness of his own life as well as of those who
held kinship with him, though it does not seem to have
alienated the affection of his servants, who faithfully and
uncomplainingly shared the hardships he imposed on him-
self and them. A very interesting biography of John
Elwes, written by a relative of his, Mr. Edward Topham,
if in a somewhat antiquated style, still bears upon it the
stamp of sincerity, and appears to furnish a most impartial
record of this singular being. The passion which dis-
figured John Elwes’s otherwise fine disposition must be
admitted to have been an hereditary moral disease ; it was
frightfully—not to say disgustingly—developed in his mother,
Amy Elwes, who had married John Meggot—dJohn Elwes
(born Meggot) having assumed together with the inheri-
tance, the patronymic of his maternal uncle Sir Hervey
Elwes. This lady, though possessed at the time of her
death of £100,000, allowed herself to die of starvation,
and miserable stories survive illustrative of her sordid and
degrading meanness.

Old John Elwes, like most of those who have attained a
great age, had a thorough contempt for physicians: tradi-
tion has preserved an amusing instance of his sentiments
on this subject :—

‘““One night, when out—owing to his penurious resolve that
he would save the expense of a conveyance—he met with a
rather serious accident. . . . The night was very dark, the
street badly lighted, and while hurrying along, he came with
such violence against the pole of a sedan-chair which he did
not see, that he cut both his shins to the boune ; it would have
been as contrary to his principles as it was to his practice
to call in a doctor, but Colonel Pimms, at whose house he
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was staying in Orchard Street, insisted on sending for
surgical advice, and old Elwes at length submitted. The
practitioner immediately began to expatiate on the condi-
tion of the wound, and the serious consequences of breaking
the skin; on the good fortune of his having been sent for,
and the peculiarly bad appearance of the case, &c., &c.
¢ Very probably you are right,’ said the patient; ¢but, Mr.
Sawbones, I have one thing to say to you; I do not con-
sider myself much hurt; now you think I am; so I will
make this agreement : I will take one leg and you shall have
the other; you shall do what you please with yours, and 1
will do nothing to mine, and I will wager you the amount
of your bill that my leg gets well first.” Elwes delighted
in telling this story, and used to assert with triumphant
glee that he ¢ beat the apothecary by a fortnight.””

The many generous acts which marked the bizarre exis-
tence of this ingeniously close-fisted fellow should not be
passed over in silence; they were, in fact, more noble in
him than they would have been in a man of liberal habits.

If we except the niggardly way in which he provided for
his household, we might say that he really was stingy only
where he himself was concerned ; and he seemed to take a
real pleasure in personal privations, in contenting himself
with food, clothing, and accommodation generally, of the
worst description and the meanest quality; and yet with
all this, when he considered the occasion an opportune one,
we find him bestowing important sums, sometimes without
even being asked, and on persons he knew but slightly.

He would, when riding out, scramble over dangerous
banks and travel miles out of his way, making those who
rode with him do the same, to save a turnpike toll ; he would
ride at a foot’s pace in order that his horse might feed, as
he went along, on hay caught in the hedges, asserting it
was ‘‘not only nice hay, but you got it for nothing,” at the
same time that he was lending unsolicited £1,000 to a
Captain Tempest, of whom he knew very little, to enable
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him to purchase a vacancy in a Majority (which he needed
as a means of livelihood), lest a wealthier man should
obtain it over his head, while he was trying to raise the
money. It is worthy of note that he never once alluded to
this circumstance again ; and though on Captain Tempest’s
death, the sum was refunded to him, this does not detract
from the ready generosity and subsequent forbearance of
this singular man, who certainly never thought of being reim-
bursed. On the same day on which he had performed another
similarly generous act, he had dined on a mouldy crust he
picked up on the road, alighting from his horse to secure
it. Notwithstanding his love of money, his integrity
was inviolable, and his principles were proof against any
kind of direct or indirect corruption; for he was strictly
honourable in his political as well as his financial dealings.

“His support of Lord North in Parliament,” says
Colonel Topham, ‘“was most disinterested, for no man
was materially a greater sufferer than he, by the madness
of the American war : the large property he had in houses,
and those chiefly among the new buildings in Marylebone,
was much injured by the continuance of the war, and as no
small proof of it, he had just then supplied the money
to build a crescent at the end of Quebec Street, Portman
Square, where he expended certainly not less than seven or
eight thousand pounds, and which from the want of inhabi-
tants at that time, was never finished. It has since fallen
to Mr. Baker, the ground landlord, who will doubtless make
the money which Mr. Elwes lost.”

I think these few lines worth quoting from Colonel Top-
- ham’s most interesting memoir, not only as illustrative of the
character of John Elwes, but because they forcibly indicate
the curious local change which circumstances have wrought
in the district in which Elwes owned so much property,
and his investment in it shows him to have possessed con-
siderable foresight and shrewdness.

A millionaire then, he, or his representative, would have
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been an archi-millionaire now. The idea of building a
crescent of mansions on the spot (not very accurately
described by Topham) selected by Elwes, was a very know-
ing one, and no doubt, but for the political circumstances of
the moment, would have proved richly remunerative even
in his own days, as the ground-rents on that land were at
that time very small. Topham’s prediction as to the ¢ good
thing ”” Mr. Baker and his heirs would make of it has been
fully verified. So far from being ‘ never finished,” Great
Cumberland Place was at the time I came into being, there,
one of the most fashionable centres in London; my father
bought and lived for fifty years in the first house overlook-
ing Hyde Park, and the whole became the town-residences
mostly of people of rank. The representatives of the
ground landlord were at first Sir Edward Baker, and after-
wards his trustees. The property, when that ground lease
expired not long since, reverted to the Portman estate; it
is therefore a few years more than a century since Elwes
started this clever building-speculation which was to mnake
such a fortune for aliens to his family—ASic vos non vobis,
&e.! It must have been an irritating disappointment to
the poor old man to see the unfinished carcases (which, on
a change of political conditions, he had prudently abstained
from completing) standing during the remainder of his life
desolate and neglected' behind a bill-stuck hoarding; but
Elwes had considerable philosophy, and although he would
lament over a dropped sixpence, he bore larger losses with
surprising equanimity : this, however, is less anomalous
than the generality of traits in the character of John Elwes.

Curious anecdotes illustrative of its singularities are not
wanting, the following little story which I heard lately is
not, I believe, in print. In Maiden Lane lived in the early
part of the century a watchmaker, by name Ireland. One
morning a very shabbily dressed old man entered his shop
and asked to see some gold watches. Ireland looked at him
with some suspicion of his being either a rogue or a lunatic,
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and put before him some second-hand gold and silver
watches, asking him if he did not mean the latter. ¢ No,”
replied the customer simply; ‘“no; I want the best watch
you have in your shop, a chronometer for work, and solid
and handsome in appearance.” Having examined with
some care one of those which the watchmaker assured him
were of first-class quality, he selected the very best, and
inquired the price. Being told it was eighty guineas, he
asked if that were the lowest price. ‘It is,” was the
answer, on which banknotes to that amount were laid on
the counter, and the purchaser left his card, desiring the
watchmaker to let him have that watch as soon as he had
duly regulated the movement. On the card was the name
of John Tlwes.

The career of this living paradox, presents, it will be seen,
a tissue of the most startling contradictions, but it is by no
Imeans uninstructive, as shomn(r how the ﬁnest attributes
may be obscured by the pervading influence of one in-
ordinate passion, and in John Elwes we see a type very
much the reverse of Byron’s Corsair, who left the record of
a character—

“ Linked with one virtue and a thousand erimes.”

Elwes’s aversion to matrimony prevented his leaving his
wealth to a legitimate heir, but he divided all he could
dispose of between his two natural sons, of whom he was
very fond, and who were estimable men; the entailed
estates descended collaterally.

Another well-remembered and remarkable character of
whom I have heard much from my father, as among the
wits and celebrities of that day, was John Horne Tooke,
author of the Diversions of Purley. They worked together
at his Ewea wrecéerra, for both were scholars, and both were
philologists: both also enjoyed the friendship of Dr.
Kitchiner, frequenting together his literary and scientific
gatherings. Tooke’s name and attributes became familiar

John Horne
Tooke.



92 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

to me from the circumstance that Tooke, having a clear
and graceful, and also remarkably legible, handwriting, my
father was wont to put before me as a model, when learning
to write, one of his letters, of which he had kept many.
This one was an invitation to a game of chess, for both
were also chess-players.

Horne Tooke, though brought up at Eton, and extremely
cultivated, was not a man of birth. So far from that, he
was (much to his own disgust) the son of a poulterer in
Leadenhall Market, John Horne; but he contrived to keep
this fact dark, by neatly disguising it under the statement
that his father was a ¢ Turkey merchant.”

The ¢ Turkey merchant” had turned his business to
good account, and having thereby realized considerable
profits, he sent his son to Eton, where, by his agreeable
and attractive manners he became so great a favourite
that he had at his choice a number of useful and influential
acquaintances, whom in after life he secured as friends.
As might be expected, they were of higher rank than his
own, but school-friendships are often sincere, and become
proof against the exclusiveness of conventionality.

‘While still young, Horne had unreflectingly taken orders,
but soon discovered the disastrous mistake he had made in
his choice of a profession: it was in vain that he tried to
wriggle out of the disadvantages it had brought him; they
hampered his movements and marred his subsequent pro-
jects to the end of his days.

Though gifted with oratorical powers to an extent which,
however, he somewhat exaggerated to himself, he was, to
his great vexation, by his clerical antecedents, not only
de-barred from proceeding to the bar, but excluded also from
a parliamentary career.* Being, however, of a restless

* Lord Holland used fo say that it was well known that in Mr. Horne Tooke’s
case a strange compromise between principle aud indulgence was adopted by ths
House, for, notwithstanding his legal disabilities, he was allowed to sit during that
session, while all deacons and priests but himself were declared to be ineligible.
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disposition, he was throughout his life constantly airing
his political views with so little measure or discretion as
to be always getting himself into awkward predica-
ments, only too glad when he could make those views an
excuse for public speeches.

In early life, Horne was tutor to the son’of John Elwes
the miser, and travelled abroad with him. On his retuwrn
he made the acquaintance of Mr. Tooke, of Purley, and as
he was personally extremely agreeable, that gentleman took
a great fancy to him. Finding he had an unusually
accurate knowledge of law (having studied it in the hope
of being able to make the bar his profession), Mr. Tooke
availed himself of it to consult him on the probable effect of
the Enclosure Bill then before the House of Commons,
apprehending that if passed as then worded, it would
materially damage his Purley property.

After many conversations on the subject, John ,Horne,
who had adopted Mr. Tooke’s view of the matter, wrote an
able paper in support of it, which he addressed to the
Public Advertiser. While the Bill was under debate, Horne
attended in the House to hear the discussion, and as an
appeal was made to the writer of the remarks in the Public
Advertiser to show himself, he was immediately pointed out
in the gallery, and was summoned to the bar of the House.
Placed there,he made so convincing a defence of the views he
had already stated, that the opposing M.P.’s were astonished,
if not converted, and the Bill underwent such modifications
as completely satisfied Mr. Tooke. This gentleman was so

He observed with some truth, and with that love of point which distinguished
his conversation, that *‘ the candour of ministers consisted in this, that deacons and
priests had sat in parliament for more than a century, but at last one cleric got in
who opposed the minister of the day, and then Parliament determined that there
never should be any deacons or priests admitted among them thereafter.” Horne
Tooke’s right was contended for by Mr. Fox, whom, nevertheless, he had, at various
periods, attacked with acrimony and rancour. Tooke recognized this generosity.
“Mr. Fox,” said he, “ has taken a severe revenge, I have passed my life in attack-
ing him, and he has now for the second time defended me nobly against the arm
of power.”




94 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

delighted with his brilliant and ingenious defender that he
at once declared his intention of making him his heir.

By some misunderstanding, however, Horne got but a
small portion of Mr. Tooke’s fortune, the bulk of which went
to Mr. Beazley. Still, Horne assumed his patron’s name,
and henceforward was known as Mr. John Horne Tooke.
He both wrote and spoke well, dividing his time and atten-
tion between literature and politics. He had the talent to
draw round him many of the celebrities of the day, welcom-
ing them to his hospitable table with a degree of ease and
grace in accordance with their aristocratic position. When
he was a boy, he had often been sent for to Leicester House
as a playfellow for the little Prince George, afterwards
George III., but probably did not learn much in the matter
of good manners, there : he possessed a great deal of humour,
and many of his witticisms have been preserved. During his
trial for high treason he suddenly determined that he would
speak in his own defence, and sent word to that effect to
Erskine, his counsel.

“I'll be hanged if I don’t,” said he, by way of emphasizing
his intention.

“You'll certainly be hanged it you do,
smart reply.

Horne Tooke always professed himself cognizant of the
identity of Junius. His newspaper correspondence with
this nominis umbra was not very happy, Tooke being far
more successful in a vivi voce discussion than when arguing
on paper. He was clever, and quick at repartee, and knew
how to make telling remarks with a smiling face: there
was much fun and archness in his character, and his
scholarly acquirements gave him a command of language
which served him advantageously in a verbal dispute. His
objections to matrimony were so strong that he tried to
inspire his friends with his own sentiments on the subject.
One of them having communicated to him his intention
of perpetrating the fatal blunder in spite of his warnings,

bR

was Hrskine’s
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he entreated him to consider the advice he was about to
offer him. This consisted in wrging upon him and upon
every intending bridegroom the absolute necessity of obtain-
ing from reliable sources every possible detail of his intended
wife’s antecedents, moral, material, financial, &ec., and then
of devoting as long a period as possible to the most
scrutinizing personal vigilance, in order to ascertain the exact
truth for himself: when absolutely satisfied on every point,
the only allowable course for him was to provide himself
with a fleet horse, to be ready saddled and bridled on the
wedding-day, and to ride away from the church as swiftly
as possible before the ceremony took place.

Horne Tooke’s political principles were those of what
would be called to-day ‘‘ a red republican,” in testimony of
which one of his letters to Junius begins: ¢ The ‘right
divine and sacredness of kings’ is to me a senseless
jargon.”

An amusing story used to be told of Horne Tooke, who,
dining one day with Lord Camelford and Sir Francis
Burdett, expressed his regret that he had, in his boyhood,
run away from Iton, when Lord Camelford confessed he
equally repented of having run away from the Charterhouse.

“Well, then,” said Sir Francis, I may as well tell you
that I ran away from Westminster.”

J. T. Smith * tells in his Book for a Rainy Day, how—
“In the year 1811 a most flagrant depredation was com-
mitted at Horne Tooke's house at Wimbledon by a collector
of taxes, who, not receiving immediate payment of his
demand, daringly coiried away a silver tea and sugar caddy,
the value, in weight of metal alone, amounting to at least
twenty times the sum claimed ; the pretext being the with-

“holding of a tax which Mr. Tooke declared he would never
- pay, on principle.

* Mr. J. T. Smith was a great connoisseur in works of art, and preceded Mr.
José as custodian of the Print-room at the British Museum.
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“Upon this, the victim wrote the following letter
addressed to Messrs. Croft and Dilke :—

“ Grentlemen, I beg it as a favour of you that you will go,
in my name, to Mr. Judkin, Attorney, in Clifford’s Inn, and
desire him to go with you both, to the Under-Sheriff’s office
in New Inn, Wych Street. I have had a distress served on
me for taxes at Wimbledon, in the County of Surrey. By
the recommendation of Mr. Stuart of Putney, I desire Mr.
Judkin to act as my attorney in replevying the goods, and I
desire Messrs. Croft and Dilke to sign the security bond for
me that I will try this question. Pray show this mem. to
Mr. Judkin.

“Joax HorNE Tooke.

“Wimbledon, May 17, 1811.”

As Mr. Croft and Mr. Dilke were proceeding to Putney
Road they met the (too zealous) tax-gatherer with the tea-
caddy under his arm, on his way back to restore it with the
greatest possible haste, and to offer an apology to Mr.
Tooke. The two gentlemen returned, and, going in with
him, witnessed Mr. Tooke’s forbearance and kindness when
the man declared he had a wife and large family.

From the following statement in the contemporary press,
-dated October 4, 1810, it appears that Horne Tooke made
anticipatory arrangements for his funeral and burial:—

‘“The vault Mr. Horne Tooke has caused to be prepared
for his remains is situated under the lawn in his garden
near the north wall on Wimbledon Common: it is now
ready for his reception. A handsome tombstone of finely
polished black marble, about 8 ft. long and 2 ft. wide, with
the following engraven epitaph, was a few days ago laid
-down by his own direction :—
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Joux Horxe Tooke,

Late proprietor and now occupier
of this spot, was born
June, 1736,
and

Died in
Aged  years.
CONTENTED AND GRATEFUL.’’

It has been asked whether the ‘ contentment ” refers to
this world or the next.

The Annual Register announces as a completion of the
above story, after the lapse of two years:—

¢ On the 10th March, 1812, Mr. Tooke died at his house
at Wimbledon. He was put into a strong elm shell, and the
coffin was made from the heart of a solid oak, cut down for
the purpose. It measured six feet one inch in length; in
breadth at the shoulders, two feet two inches; and depth,
two feet six inches. This enormous depth was absolutely
necessary in consequence of the contraction [spinal curva-
ture ?] of his body. His remains were conveyed in a hearse
and six to Ealing, attended by three mourning coaches
with four horses to each.”

Mr. Tooke's executors objected to his being buried in
his own grounds, and the interment took place at Ealing.

Horne Tooke’s bust was the first work undertaken by
Chantrey after his return from Italy in 1803.

In the year 1799 the two following letters, illustrative of
the unpopularity of the income tax, at that day, passed
between the Commissioners of Income and Mr. Horne
Tooke : I quote it, as it should be interesting at the present
time :—

VOL. 1. 8
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“To Joux Horxe Tooke, Esq.,
¢ Office of the Commissioners for carrying into ewecution the Act for
Taxing Incomes,

“WaxpswortH, May 3, 1799.
¢ Sir,—The Commissioners having under their considera-
tion your declaration of income, dated 26th February, have

.directed me to acquaint you that they have reason to appre-

hend your income exceeds £60 a year. They therefore
desire that you will re-consider the said declaration and
favour me with your answer on or before Wednesday 8th,

inst.—Your obedient servant,
“W. B. Lurrry, Clerk.”

“To Mr. W. B. Luttry,

¢ Sir,—I have much more reason than the Commissioners:
can have, to be dissatisfied with the smallness of my income.
I have never in my life disavowed, or had occasion to re-
consider, any declaration which I have signed with my name.
But the Act of Parliament has removed all the decencies.
which used to prevail between gentlemen; and has given
the Commissioners (shrouded under the signature of their
clerk) a right by law to tell me that they have reason to
believe that I am aliar. They have also a right to demand
from me upon oath the particular circumstances of my
private situation. In obedience to the law I am ready
to attend them upon this degrading occasion so novel to
Englishmen, and to give them every explanation and
satisfaction which they may be pleased to require.—I am,

Sir, your obedient servant,
“Jorx HorxeE Tooks.”

Among my very early recollections is the tall, thin figure
on horseback, of Sir -Francis Burdett, wearing white
corduroys and top boots ; his face, which though not fleshy
had a healthy colour, expressed a certain pleasure at the
respectful recognition of which he was constantly the object,
and seemed to say that he felt he deserved his popularity,,
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for he bowed and smiled benignly as his horse ambled
along. :

It was a fine trait in Sir Francis’s character that he stood
by his friend Lord Dundonald throughout his trial, and when
there was a talk of putting him in the pillory, Sir Francis’s
sense of justice made hLim declare that * if Lord Dundonald
were to be sent there, he would go and stand by the side of
him all the time.”

At a somewhat later period, another, usually mounted,
celebrityused to be seen about the Park—Albany Fonblanque,
the clever and mordant, but also popular and admired, pro-
prietor of the Examiner. Having been personally acquainted
with him, I may say that, although his sarcasm, which how-
ever was always just, could be so bitter in print, in private
life, he was always the most agreeable and genial of men;
his figure on horseback was remarkable, inasmuch as his legs

Albany
Fonblanque.

being lean and long and his horse small in proportion to his .

own height, his feet nearly tonched the ground. This was
also the allure of the Duke of Somerset, who, when at
Somerset House, Park Lane, was a frequenter of Hyde Park
and its neighbourhood. He died in 1855, and was fifth from
the “proud Duke,” who—having been touched on the
shoulder by his wife * with her fan, in order to call his
attention—resenting the familiarity, turned round and said
sternly, ¢ Madam ! my first Duchess was a Percy, and she
would not have ventured upon such a liberty as that.”

A few doors from my father’s house in Great Cumberland
Place t resided Lord Lovelace, and there, died of a cancer
November 29, 1852, his wife, Lady Lovelace, Byron’s

* Ada—sole daughter of my house and heart.”

She was an invalid for some time prior to her death, and
seldom left the house, though her three children—I.ord

* Daughter of the Earl of “finchilsen.
+ At No. 8, not 16, as stated in Wheatley’s new edition of London.

The Duke
Somerset.

Ada Byron,
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Ockham, Lord Wentworth, and Lady Anne—rode out daily
on their ponies. I have been told by the medical man who
attended Lady Lovelace, that he had from her own lips the
astonishing statement that even after her marriage, and up
to a comparatively late period of her short life, she had never
read a line of her father’s poems! Little did poor Byron
dream of such filial dereliction, when he wrote the many
tender passages scattered through his works, and to which
he doubtless trusted, to rehabilitate him in the estimation
of the child he loved so dearly ; for surely those touching
words, had they met her eye, should have counteracted any
adverse impression made upon her infant mind by his
calumniators.

However, the time came when, it appears, she was spon-
taneously moved to do him ample, if tardy, justice. Countess
Guiccioli relates that Lady Lovelace having paid a visit to
Newstead Abbey was conducted by Colonel Wildman to the
library, where taking down a volume, he read to her one of
the finest passages it contained. Transported with the
beauty of the lines, she asked who was their author; the
Colonel stood with his eyes fixed on her in sudden astonish-
ment, and pointing to Phillips’s portrait of Byron which hung
there, he said : ““Is it possible you do not know that that
is he?”

Lady Lovelace seems to have been staggered by the reve-
lation and replied : ‘Do not think this is affectation, strange
as it must seem. I have been brought up in entire ignor-
ance of all that regards my father.”

“ From that hour,” continues the narrator, a ‘ passionate
enthusiasm for everything which recalled the memory
of Byron took possession of her, and whilst at New-
stead she would shut herself up for long hours in the
apartments he had occupied, and which still retained
much of the furniture he had used both there and at
Cambridge. She loved to sleep in the room in which he
had slept ; she gave herself up to lonely meditations on his
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exiled fate and premature end, and endeavoured with intense
yearning, out of the associations of scenes over which his
memory lingered, to extract some trace of that tenderness
of which she had been deprived.” By one of those perplex-
ing ironies of fate for which it is impossible to account,
the father and child, so cruelly separated in life—for he
never saw her after she was a month old—now lie side by
side, united in the silence of death, in the chancel of the
village church of Hucknall Torkard.

It is remarkable that Byron’s daughter died at the same
early age as himself: she bore but little physical resem-
blance to her handsome and distinguished father, though
now and then an expression in her intelligent features
would betray the kinship. Her tastes were decidedly dis-
similar, and to romance, poetry, and literature generally,
she preferred the study of the exact sciences, and delighted
in mathematical pursuits; these she followed with Babbage,
and must have been an accomplished student, whether of
languages or science, for she was familiar enough with the
idioms of the former and the technicalities of the latter, to
make an excellent translation of a Defence, written by an
Italian, of Babbage’s well-known and long-cherished, but
never-completed Calculating Machine.

With striking elegance and grace of manner, were com-
bined in Lady Lovelace, a degree of mental power and a
depth of knowledge which few suspected : though no woman
could be more womanly, few men have shown more cha-
racter ; frivolity had no charms for her, and her greatest
pleasure was in the society of the cultivated, and especially
of mnen—and women—of science.

We can hardly understand how the partisans of Lady Byron
(and she managed to secure many), contrive to defend the
meanness, injustice, and heartlessness with which she took
advantage of her opportunities, to alienate her daughter
from the father who would so fondly have cherished her.
There are some who, to justify her unqualifiable conduct,
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have invented an ugly story which they mysteriously assert
was known to various distinguished individuals, all now
numbered among those who ¢ tell no tales,” to the effect
that Byron had already contracted a marriage in Spain, of
which Lady Byron became aware only after she was his
wife, and that it was upon this revelation being made to her
that she had determined to leave him.

This statement is not remarkable for plausibility. Is it
likely that, if true, the whole world would not have known
it long before ? also, if true, what need had Lady Byron’s
officious and vulgar American champion to bring forward
another mischievous and disgraceful invention in justifica-
tion of her patroness.

It would be interesting to know what were Ada Byron’s
feelings when, alone with her gifted father's memory, she
came upon such apostrophes as he loved incessantly to
address to her, for example :—

¢ Albeit my brow thou never shouldst behold,
My voice shall with thy future visions blend,
And reach into thy heart when mine is cold
A token and a tone, e’en from thy father’'s mould ! ”

and countless others equally tender and pathetic.

There is something infinitely touching in the little fact
that Byron had to petition, and petitioned, for a curl from
the head of his own child, and having obtained it, wore if
lovingly round his neck, where it was buried with him.

et I never saw the Contessa Guiccioli, but have heard her
Guiceioli, freely spoken of by several of my friends who were her con-
temporaries and knew her; as these were not mutually
acquainted, their respective testimonies are quite indepen-
dent of each other; yet they agreed that the fascination
exercised over the noble poet by this very remarkable lady,
must have been due to some indefinable charm of manner
which bewitched him, though it appears to have left them
un-impressed. One of these gentlemen assured me that
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her complexion reminded him of . . . boiled pork (!) and
another asserted that her figure was absolutely shapeless ;
that she was not beautiful, and that so far from possessing
any grace or elegance of style she had the appearance of a
short bolster with a string round its middle. Worse than
this, it seems that the Guiccioli waddled like a duck;
her feet, which were as large and flat as Madame de
Staél’'s—immortalized by her enemy Napoleon, when he
described her as standing on her ¢ grand pied de Stael "—
aiding in the suggestion of this simile. As for her manners,
they were so far from refined, that one of my friends declared
that one evening—in company—after dinner, she sent for her
maid to unlace her corset, leaning back in her fauteuil and
exclaiming the while: “O/ Gesu Maria! Ho troppo
mangzato =

It is presumable that Byron, who made no secret of his
abhorrence for fat women, and who also could not endure to
see a woman eat, must have been carefully blinded by the
little god, unless a wondrous deterioration had come over
the Countess before the time at which my friends knew her.

This lady lived for some years in France near La Celle St.
Cloud, where she was acquainted with the Belloc family,
friends of my own ; they described her as being very fantastic
in her ways, and though late in life she married the aged
Marquis de Boissy, she continued to wear a large miniature
of Byron set as a brooch.

There is no doubt that before Byron and the Contessa
parted, their mutual attachment had cooled down consider-
ably, and that on Byron’s side his affection for her was
succeeded by a wearisome desire for her absence, though he
still wished her well, and behaved liberally to her.

It appears, in the diary of Thomas Uwyns, R.A., that
Lady Blessington tried to make him and others believe that
Byron’s enthusiasm for the cause of Greece, and his de-
parture for that country (December 25, 1825), was only a

- pretext the more plausibly to rid himself of the society of

Lord Byron.
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this lady who had long bored him. To judge from Lord
Byron’s sentiments it is easy to believe that when she
became fat and unsightly his in-fat-uation ceased, but we
are not, therefore, obliged to admit that his fine sentiments.
and noble efforts on behalf of a degraded country, in the
cause of which he sacrificed his life, were a paltry sham.

I am told by Col. Alcock Stawell that when a young man,
making the grand tour with his tutor and spending some
time at Venice, he used to visit at the Palazzo of Contessa
Benzoni, from whom he heard many curious little character-
istics of Lord Byron. The ¢ noble poet’ used to frequent
this lady’s society, and delighted in the familiar intercourse
of the Benzoni family, but whenever other visitors came in,
he used shyly to withdraw into silence, or retreat to the
balcony, more especially if they were English.

Another of his habits was to take leave at a special hour,
at which his valet had orders to arrive with a small plank
and a lantern : the plank was laid down at the water stairs.
of the palazzo in order that from it, his eccentric lordship.
might spring into the Canal, having first divested himself
of his raiment, with which the valet had to meet him when
he had swam to the other side. It seems that on the
Colonel’s remarking that Byron must have needed a bath
before he dressed again, the patriotic Contessa did not.
appear pleased at the imputation on the purity of Venetian
waters.

It is remarkable that Byron’s club-foot should not have
interfered with his expertness as a swimmer. Squire
Waterton, who from experience of their successes, believed
in the Yorkshire bone-setters, used to say that had Byron
applied to the Whitworth brothers, he could certainly have
been cured. Byron, in his bitter lamentations over his
physical disability, does not seem to have ever considered
what enormous compensations he had to counterbalance
this one defect ; all who knew him have borne testimony to
their preponderance. Muys. Opie speaks of the ¢“mellifluous
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tones of his voice as so fascinating that onme cannot help
excusing the expressions by which he often betrays his
vanity in conversation ; its irresistible sweetness,” she says,
““geems to strike the ear afresh every time one hears it.”

Among characters of his time, a mention may fairly be
allowed to George Robins—the estate-agent, auctioneer,
and, as Byron intimated, ¢ friend of the Peerage > generally ;
indeed, the noble lord was of opinion that ¢ the nobility
could not have got on without ‘ George ’ to set their affairs
straight.” How he did it, those who had recourse to his
good offices knew best; anyway they trusted him, and a
great many family secrets were, alas ! inevitably, poured into
his ear. The possession of these delicate confidences might
have turned the brain of a wiser and less vain man than
George Robins; it is scarcely surprising, therefore, that he
sometimes forgot himself and indulged in unseemly, but
inevitable, familiarity with his noble—sometimes, it is to
be feared, also ig-noble-—patrons.

The humiliation of being obliged to ‘‘ grin and bear it,”
should have been a profitable lesson to those whose own
follies had plunged them into the false position which
rendered it possible, and they should have foreseen that
when Ruin stands under the portico, Dignity has to sneak
away by the area-gate. It was amusing to hear a man who
mercilessly clipped the Queen’s English and scattered his
“h's”” about in the most impartial way, talking of noble
lords without mentioning their titles, and going as near as
he dared (in a sotfo voce tone which made his gossip far
more suggestive) to facts in no way creditable to the
heroes of them, though it has never been said that he was
guilty of direct treachery. He was often (as a matter
of expediency) invited to country seats, and while tacitly
speculating as to how he should deal with these properties
when they came to the hammer, did his best to put himself
on a footing of supercilious equality with the host and his
other guests.

George
Robins.
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Byron, whose sense of humour was tickled by Robins’s
would-be gentlemanly ways, and his absurd failures in aping
the manners of those among whom he was admitted, once
invited to dinner a party of intimates of rank ¢ to meet M.
George Robins.” As was of course expected, he did not fail,
albeit quite unconsciously, to make himself supremely
ridiculous. He was very proud of having enjoyed the
honour of dining with the ‘ noble poet’’ whose genius he had
the good taste to admire ; but there were—and Robins knew
it—many noble and many otherwise distinguished men who
were very glad, if not to dine with %¢m, to meet each other
at his house, and a very well-appointed house it was ; many
of his guests, though they had handles to their names,
could not have returned his hospitality on the same scale.
Robins’s popularity with his clients was partly the result of
policy on their part, but they also liked him, for he was
really a jolly good fellow; besides this, they found a certain
amusement in his vulgarity enhanced as it was by his utter
unconsciousness of it.

His auctions were frequented by the general public for
the sake of what we may term his  pulpit oratory’ : and
men of his own calling, it was said, attended them in order
to borrow a hint from so successful a model of professional
imaginativeness and ingenuity.

No one (except, perhaps, Zola) ever drew up a deserip-
tion with so graphic a pen as George Robins. He was
doubtless acquainted with the pages as well as with the
personality of Byron, and his splendid compilations
would often show cribbings from themm and also from
Milton, as a source of scenic lore. Nevertheless, he had
originality of thought as well as originality of combina-
tion, for he would make extremely smart and apt repartees
to those who chaffed him (for the fun of the thing)
during a. sale. The fact was, that, however glowing were
his representations of the value of the articles he was
selling, he generally managed that they should not be
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altogether untruthful ; and although his fantastic imagina-
tion was widely recognized, it was by no means uncommon
for purchasers to accept his descriptions with sufficient
confidence to admit of their buying even estates through
his agency without so much as visiting them to verify his
account. The public probably discounted the exaggerations
of an agent who was notoriously given to a habit of magni-
fying and extolling everything that was to come under his
hammer, from a tea-cup to a mansion, and they pretty well
knew how near to the reality came one of George’s posting-
bills offering to competition a ¢ well-timbered " estate with
‘“orchards that rivalled the gardens of the Hesperides
(““Espi-rides,” he pronounced it); streams that ‘‘on horient
pearl and sands of gold, ran nectar;’ groves whose ‘ trees
wept hamber;” views ‘‘ enchanting enough to convert every
be’older into a landscape-painter on the spot.” Such would
be among the similes employed by this euphuistic genius
when the Duke of Baccarat or the Marquis of Hard-up was
compelled by ¢ unforeseen circumstances” to part with his
ancestral acres.

When articles of wvirtn, jewels, pictures, miniatures,
engravings, antiques, had to pass through Robins’s hands,
the assistance was convulsed as he betrayed the narrow
limits of his historical, chronological, and even technical,
knowledge. '

George Robins was entrusted with the disposal of Straw-
berry Hill in April, 1842, and with it of Horace Walpole’s
valuable, interesting, and unique collection, which was sold
on the premises along with the ‘‘ furniture and effects.” Pro-
bably, however, George advisedly considered that the associa-
tions of the place would attract a larger concourse of bidders
than a London auction-room, to which these gems and cabinet
curiosities might have been transferred. I went to the view
on the day previous to the sale, and, having a prior acquain-
tance with this king of auctioneers, was met by him in the
most friendly and obliging spirit. He immediately busied
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himself with calling my attention to, and placing before me,
the most remarkable objects, one being of course the famous
silver bell, esteemed by Lord Orford himself, *the most
precious rarity he possessed.” Designed by the taste and
modelled by the matchless hand of Benvenuto Cellini, this
historical relic, described by George Robins as his ¢ chaff-
dover,” was originally the property of Pope Leo X., and was
regarded by His Holiness as well as by the rare artificer's
professional contemporaries as his chef d’euvre among his
works of that class. It was destined to be employed in the
exorcism of insects inimical to agriculture, and was a most
elaborate specimen of repoussé, the great artist’s fancy
having apparently revelled in the elegant intricacies of the
entomological detail.

“For this bell,” wrote Horace Walpole, “I gave the
Marquis of Rockingham all my collection of Roman coins
in large brass; the relievos, representing caterpillars, buttex-
flies, and other insects, are wonderfully executed.”

George Robins was so ready in finding a striking remark
to make, on whatever subject, that I was scarcely surprised
at his hitting on one so appropriate, when, placing this
valuable masterpiece in my hands, he quoted from the Song
of Solomon :

“This belle is black but beautiful.”

And black it certainly was; black enough to justify any
superficial observer in supposing it might be carved in
ebony, so deeply tinted was it with the antiquarian erugo ;
but all the other fine silver pieces I saw here were in a
similar condition. Among them, another interesting object
Robins pointed out, was a beautifully chased filigree silver
clock, also of Italian work, of simple construction, with
weights and chains, but very rich in ornamentation and
perforated work. ¢ This,” said he, ‘“ was one of the mar-
riage hofferings of "Enery the heighth to ’is hill-fated Queen,
Hann Boleyn.” ’

There was a pathos in pursuing one’s way through these
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rooms where still lingered the surviving traces of their
’erewhile occupant. If the choice spirits, so often collected
here by the distinguished owner of the place, had long since
vanished, there still remained the evidences of their presence
so that we might say with Rogers—

. . . Their very shadows consecrate the ground.”

A locality so surrounded with literary and artistic memories
as Strawberry Hill could not be visited, under any circum-
stances, without a keen interest; but, if on my first visit
to it in 1842, it still teemed with lingering and eloquent
Walpolean associations, when I again saw it some forty
years later, the prestige which had hallowed the spot had
completely vanished, and it was in vain I looked round for
the quaint charm which had rendered it so attractive; one
could no longer trace, or even build up, its past history from
the materials that remained; the whole place seemed dis-
enchanted, nay, vulgarized. The absence of the unique
collection which in 1842 still carried on the memory of its
historical descendants served to bring it down to the level
of an ordinary dwelling-house; and in 1880 the obvious
signs of the everyday life that had long been carried on
there sufficed to obliterate the poetry of its original destina-
tion : one could not bring oneself to believe that the Castle
of Otranto could have been written there.

It was once more in the hands of an auctioneer, but that
auctioneer was not George Robins ! * There was no point of
resemblance between them, any more than between the past
and present condition of the place.

The architecture exhibited all its defects, the furniture
was shabby and common in quality, and it was neglected
in condition; the galleries and rooms dingy without
dignity, the draperies faded. yet not venerable, the blinds
discoloured and tattered; in place of the library and the
collection which had been the admiration of its day and

* George Robins conducted the sale of Braham’s furniture and effects at his
beautiful villa, “ The Grauge,” Brompton, after the failure of the Colosseum.



110 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

the envy of museums, there were cheap Tauchnitz editions,
rubbishy imitation bric-a-brac, and rococo ornaments, the
style of the place seemed aimless and incoherent, incoherent
also was the hideous papering which here and there bulged
from the walls, or hung listlessly in semi-detached strips,
suggesting that the old walls disdained the upstart con-
nection. The flooring-boards were rotten in the better
rooms, and the stone flags, where there was pavement, were
damp in the basement—a moist, musty efluvium pervading
the whole tenement. |

Yet this should scarcely have been so. Strawberry Hill
had not undergone a by any means ignoble fate in the hands
of Frances Lady Waldegrave—Braham’s elder daughter—
who received there during her somewhat protracted occupa-
tion of it, many distinguished guests, and as long as she held
it, showed every respect to its famed antecedents, by main-
taining both mansion and grounds in ornamental order. It
must therefore have been to her successors, whoever they
may have been, that was due the décadence which told so
lamentably on the once honoured residence.

George Robins rented of me a house in Queen Street,
Mayfair, not for his own occupation, but to help a ¢ widow
lady,” in whom he was ¢ hinterested, to earn a hincome by
re-letting it in apartments.” She had two children to bring
up, and whenever, in the course of business, he mentioned
her in writing, he was wont to style her ¢ the little strugler,”
with one “g.”

Like Barnum, George Robins did not select the noblest
tree in the forest to climb, but he found one suited to his
peculiar capacities, and like that genial monarch among
humbugs, he got to the top of it. George Robins, whose
appearance was that of a hearty, well-to-do, florid-
complexioned man of business, contrived by the bon-
homie and persuasiveness of his manners to collect round
him at the outset of his career, a knot of patrons who, as
his peculiar talents developed, soon began to increase and
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multiply ; and as time went on, from modest auctions in his
well-known rooms in the Great Piazza, Covent Garden, he
came to be entrusted with the disposal of important family
properties and the management of large transactions, and
during the half century that he carried on business he
succeeded in realizing something like £150,000; neither did
he ever incur the imputation of unfairness in his dealings.
His prosperity was uninterrupted, and never suffered a check
from failures of others or bankruptcy of his own.

He occupied one of the best and largest houses in Brighton,
facing the sea, and died there widely regretted on February
8, 1847, leaving a family: for some time before his death his
health had not admitted of his attending to business.

Of Charles Buller, whom I had before known by sight
only, I made the acquaintance in 1839, in a singular way,
on the quay at Boulogne, in the midst of one of the most
violent storms I can remember. Our party had been waiting
some days for an improvement in the weather, and un-
fortunately on that day the tempest seemed to have reached
its maximum of fury; the wind blew a hurricane, the rain
poured down torrentially, and the sea ran mountains high.
Unfortunately, too, an urgent letter received that morning
left us no further choice. When we reached the quay we met
all the intending passengers returning in a scare, not one of
them would venture it. The boats in those days were barely
seaworthy, and nothing could be more discouraging than the
aspect of affairs; our position was a most perplexing one,
for the ladies of the party were terrified. Charles Buller
stood, or rather tottered (for no one could keep a footing), on
the quay, among those discussing the dismal state of affairs :
he introduced himself, and not only advised, but entreated,
us to abandon the idea. We had, however, decided that,
under the circumstances, we must go, at all hazards,.and
thanking him for his kind interest in us, as strangers, we
proceeded with our preparations. Even after we and all our
luggage were on board, he still called down to us to follow

Charles.
Buller.
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the example of the other passengers, every one of whom had
funked. All this time the wind was blowing furiously, and

‘torrents of rain, driven by its violence, were drenching every-

body and everything ; voices could hardly be heard, and the
whole scene was bewildering : we remained firm, however,
and had the boat literally all to ourselves. The planks were
withdrawn, the bell rang, and we were off. Charles Buller
remained watching the boat as we moved away, making signs
of compassion and adieu. The passage proved such as fully
to justify this gentleman’s apprehensions, for we were
mercilessly tossed about, for four mortal hours, before we
reached Folkestone. Some little time after, while at Bruns-
wick Terrace, we met our sagacious friend one day on the
Esplanade. He immediately came up and shook hands,
remarking that he had never expected to see us again alive,
for it seems he had known more about that boat than we,
and he had considered it unfit to weather such a storm.

After this we met frequently, and found him a most
agreeable man, full, even over-full, of fun, never missing a
pun when he could make one; and though he had a serious
side to his character, and could talk sensibly enough on
literature as well as politics, which latter seemed uppermost
in his thoughts, he was more of a humourist than a politi-
cian, and had a keen perception of the absurdities of life;
sometimes, when in a sarcastic vein, he could be very severe,
but like Democritus, I think he preferred laughing at the
follies he saw, to mourning over them. He might have been
wearisome, but for the good-nature which formed the basis
of his character, and led one to believe that when he joked
at the foibles of others, it was purely for the sake of the
merriment he tried to create for himself and others. He
died not many years after this, at a comparatively early
age.

Count d’Orsay—born with the century—is probably one
of the best-remembered social celebrities of our times, and
there must be many still living who retain a personal recol-
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always professed, and perhaps entertained, an affection
for the Imperial family; this, however, did not prevent
him from taking military service in the Royal body-guard
on the return of the Bourbons to the throne.

It was in 1822, when quartered at Valence, that, re-
newing his acquaintance with Lord and Lady Blessing-
ton—at the suggestion of the Karl (who, being charmed
with his society, desired to have him for a travelling
companion)—that he left the army, although at that
moment his regiment was ordered to Spain. The Count
seems to have possessed in an eminent degree, an Irre-
sistible power of fascination, and ILord Blessington who
had already received him in St. James’s Square, was
singularly bewitched by his manners and conversation.
In order more effectually to cement the friendship between
them, he took the unfortunate step of betrothing him to Lady
Harriet Gardiner, his only daughter by his first marriage,
who, though then a mere child, became the Count’s wife in
1827, when still only fifteen. His lordship made a most
liberal settlement, rather on the Count than on his daughter,
the terms of it showing his strong desire for the marriage.
The measure, however, proved a most ill-judged one, causing
life-long unhappiness to all parties, for it was almost imme-
diately followed by a separation. As far as the bridegroom
was concerned, he obtained considerable pecuniary advan-
tages, together with his liberty; but he made a very
unfortunate use of both.

There is no lack of testimony to his extraordinary personal
perfections and accomplishments: the impression he pro-
duced on all who met him—among whom were many com-
petent judges—has been recorded again and again among
the social memoirs and diaries of his time. As for his
physique and his social qualifications, Byron called him
“le jeune Cupidon,” and *‘ Cupidon émancipé,” and even
he deferred to his taste and judgment in all matters soeial.
He read with great interest and admiration a MS. of the
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Count’s, in which he had cleverly brought together his
ideas on English fashionable life. The originality of the
Count’s ““ Journal ”’ pleased and amused the noble poet, who
endorsed the general opinion as to the refinement of
d’Orsay’s taste and the keenness of his intelligence, and
admitted his qualifications as an arbitrator of etiquette and
a leader of fon : he was moreover universally recognized as a
splendid cavalier, a bold and expert horseman, and a fine judge
of horseflesh : but there was much more in him than this.

Lord Byron, in a letter to Lord Blessington, expresses
his unfeigned astonishment at the extraordinary perspicacity
manifested by the Count, then scarcely more than a boy,
in these Society notes, and deplores the melancholy truth-
fulness of his remarks on high life in England; for, Anglo-
mane as the Count was, he yet shrewdly detected and
eloquently described the weak points of English society.
His lordship also comments on the originality and freshness
of the Count’s style, the vivacity of his remarks, and the
power of his descriptions, which could come only from the
penetration and the pen of a Frenchman.

He thinks that, besides all that the writer has discovered
during his first visit to London, he ought to. make himself
acquainted with what goes on in a country house, during
the hunting-season, with ¢ a ‘select party of distinguished
guests.” .

‘““ He ought,” adds Byron, ‘“ to have seen the gentlemen
after dinner [on the hunting days] and the soirée ensuing
thereupon—and the women looking as if they had hunted,

- or rather, been hunted; and I could have wished ‘your
~ Alfred’ had been at a dinner in town at Lord Cowper's—
" small but select—and composed of the most amusing
people: . . . However,” he continues, ‘“the ‘Journal’ is a
- very formidable production, as it is! . . . I have read the
whole with great attention and instruction—I am too good
- a patriot to say, pleasure.”
{ It was at Florence that the Blessington party, including
|

v
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d’Orsay, met Byron, who joined them in visiting the fine
old cities of North Italy; and what a delightfal tour it must
have been! D’Orsay was as richly gifted in accomplish-
ments as he was in personal advantages; it is therefore
regrettable that a man so cultivated as to become a valued
authority on matters of art, should be remembered chiefly
for his frivolity, foppery, and foolish extravagance.

He was advisedly termed by common consent, the ¢ Glass
of Fashion” as well as the “ Mould of Form,” for no beau
of the day would regulate the cut of his dress or the style
of his equipages, the supplies of his cellars, the form of his
-entertainments, the nature of his collections, the decorations
of his house, or indeed any other detail of life, by any
standard but d’Orsay’s opinion. In matters of toilette his
judgment was supreme ; but there were many, foolish
enough to forget that, while adopting his caprices, they
could not assume along with them those personal graces
peculiarly his own, and which no absurdity it might please
him to introduce, seemed to disfigure.

A gentleman of the ‘ butterman ” class, who had retired
on a large fortune, desirous of giving himself a ftournure
a la mode, and simple enough to believe that fine clothes
make fine gentlemen, applied to d’Orsay’s tailor, the famous
Herr Stultz, to dress him precisely like the Count. A suit
having been completed, the client proceeded to try it on,
surveying himself anxiously in a Psyché, and scanning every
attitude into which he could throw his common-place figure.
At last, utterly at a loss to account for the hopeless failure
of the artist in broadecloth, he turned to him, and said, with
a puzzled air, ¢ Strange, isn’t it? I can’t understand what
you've been about, Mr. Stultz. I don’t consider you have
made me look at all like d’'Orsay. What do. you say?”

“ Well, sir,”” answered the tailor, doing his best to
keep his countenance, ¢ you see, nature must do something
towards 1t.”

D’Orsay’s figure was tall and well proportioned, and com-
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manded, rather than attracted, admiration; his features
were fine and expressive, and he was too well satisfied with
himself and with the adulation of which he found himself
the object, not to be pleased and good-humoured with
every one. He thus became a general favourite, and know-
ing that whatever his vagaries might be, they were sure to
be widely approved and servilely copied, he occasionally
indulged in exaggerations which he must have very well
known exceeded the limits of good taste: some said there
was a spice of waggery in this proceeding, and that he
enjoyed the fun of seeing how far he could exercise his
influence. His fanciful waistcoats, rich in embroidery, soon
became the point de mire of fashionable assemblies, and
there was always a fierce contest among the young cox-
combs of the day to be the first to obtain a facsimile of
the latest novelty the Count had brought out.

Expense could be no matter of consideration to a man
who had acquired a habit of always ¢ deferring ” his pay-
ments, consequently d’Orsay rarely appeared twice in the
same attire ; yet the pattern, the material, the colours, and
the cut of a garment, were matters of due reflection to
the originator, who—albeit he meant to wear it with the
most indifferent air—well knew that all eyes would be
drawn to it as soon as he should appear; and when the chef
d’euvre was accomplished, it was always so brilliant a
success as to bewitch all fashion.

Colonel Gronow, whose memoirs of the celebrities as well
as the fashionables of his day have preserved his name from
oblivion, for of him it may be said—

“ 8’il n’eut mal parlé de personne
On n’eut jamais parlé de lui "—

was among the Count’s fervent admirers—perhaps because
he was himself of small stature and insignificant appear-
ance. He did not even resent the ingenious sobriquet
by which it pleased d’Orsay to designate him, inverting,
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with good-natured impertinence, the two syllables of his
patronymic, and calling him “ Nogrow.”

The gallant Colonel, one day, meeting his idol displaying
a new and dazzling caprice, was unable to retain an excla-
mation of delight at the beauty of the very original creation,
and even added—

“Oh, my dear Count, you really must give me that waist-
coat.”

“Wiz plésure, Nogrow,” replied the Count, with a
charming French bow and a courteous French smile;
“but what shall you do wiz him ? Ah! he shall make youn
one dressing-gown.”

It is probable that Gronow, thus brought to his senses,
remembered the fable of the bull and the frog, but he didn’t
say so.

Harrison Ainsworth had also (and with more reason) a
strongly developed and practical fancy for modelling his
style after that of the elegant French Count. It is true he
was a fine, well-proportioned fellow, and possessed chestnut
curls on his head, and hair on his face in sufficient abun-
dance to adorn it after a similar fashion, but it was a
mistake all the same. He spared no pains and no expense
to get himself taken for d’Orsay; in the Row, and passing
rapidly on a mount of the same hue, he actually did con-
trive now and then to get a hesitating recognition from
some of d’Orsay’s slighter acquaintances ; and when wearing
evening dress he arrived, by careful study, at the exact
angle at which his coat should be thrown open, to display a
gorgeous waistcoat en ceeur, with a snowy bediamonded
shirt-front beneath it; but, somehow it wasn’t at all the
same thing, and only seemed to call attention to the vast
difference between two individuals who, nevertheless, had
so much in common. It was simply, that grace, refine-
ment, elegance, and chic were wanting in the imitation.
Here was the illustration of another old fable—the ass
donning the lion's skin.

™ R e



D'ORSAY AND HIS TAILOR. 119

Not that Harrison Ainsworth was by any means the only
contemporary who aped the admired model. If the books
of the gentleman of the shears who was honoured with
d’Orsay’s patronage could be got at, what amusing revela-
tions pour servir (as the French say) would they not disclose !
Herr Stultz made a wonderfully good thing of his French
client’'s custom. All Fashion rushed to his show-rooms.
Such was the Count’s prestige, that ¢ Tailor to M. le Comte
d’Orsay " was a far more privileged title than ¢ Tailor to
His Majesty.” It was said, moreover, that the client
whose custom was so prestigious and so profitable, did
not disdain to share its advantages. By a delicate arrange-
ment, each time the integuments of this exquisite were
sent home, he was to find a bank-note of a certain amount
in one of the pockets—a little pocket-money, in fact.
After a time, however, the tailor began to think he was
paying too dear for his whistle, and that he might, perhaps,
begin to relax in the liberality of his dividends; so he, one
day, sent in a suit, pur et simple, with nothing but its own
merits to recommend it. D’Orsay’s surprise was extreme
on discovering this departure from the established practice,
on the regularity of which, moreover, he altogether relied;
but he was equal to the occasion. Calling his valet, he told
him to have Mr. Stultz’'s parcel returned to him for altera-
tion, with a message to the effect that ‘ he had forgotten to
line the pockets.”

McHenry, the Count’s bootinaker in Paris, had some
similar understanding with him, for the fact of his being
employed by the Count secured him the custom of all the
exquisites of Paris; still he made a claim for £300, being
the amount of a bill that had been allowed to run on for
years, and the Count was arrested for the debt. His
imprisonment was averted only by his creditor’s consenting
to a temporary arrangement.

D’Orsay, in every sense a man of the world, well knew
how to maintain the position he had acquired in London
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society. If his foppery was the subject of good-humoured
banter among them, he was not on that account the less uni-
versally deferred to as an authority and arbitrator, whose
decision was law on many questions of importance, nor was
he the less obsequiously courted and petted. As for the
ladies, he perfectly well knew on what a social elevation
they placed him, and how indefatigably they laboured to
obtain a recognition from him in public places; and, of
course, he derived considerable amusement from these
attentions, so flattering to his vanity.

One day, at Ascot, while lounging, in the intervals of the

heats, with a group of heroes of the turf, a party of his
acquaintances among whom were two ladies, passed by,
the latter noticing his presence with a most obsequious
bow. D’Orsay returned the salute in his politest style;
and those who observed how gracefully he lifted his hat,
while his lips moved under a very sweet smile, no doubt
judged he was expressing some charming French compli-
ment. They would probably have been surprised had they
known that what he really said was, “ How I hate zose two
womens ! ”’
- D’Orsay spoke English tolerably well, but he had a droll
way of mixing with it his native French; partly because in all
he did and said he affected a style of his own, partly because
he knew that his oddities, however abnormal, were sure to
be accepted and admired, partly because 1t.was less trouble
to employ the word or phrase that occurred to him the most
readily, and partly from a sense of humour which he largely
possessed.

On the occasion of the Tamburini riots, some one having
asked him what it was all about, he replied, with the national
shrug, ““Ce n’est rien; C’est Laporte qui voulait shuffler;
Mon Dieu! voila tout!”

For many years d’Orsay was, for very good (or rather
very bad) reasons, never seen on a week-day ; but he made
the most of his ‘“ Sabbaths,” and took care to enjoy them
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thoroughly, up to midnight.* Sometimes he would ven-
ture out in the gloaming, but, as his creditors’ scouts were
always on the watch, it was often a very ¢ close shave.”
His vanity can scarcely be ignored but it was largely
redeemed by his amenity and accomplishments. An
excellent judge of music, he was aw mieux with the first-
class artistes; and he and Mario, sharing many tastes,
and proficient in many of the same accomplishments, given
also to many of the same habits, were intimate friends ; also
was the Count an experienced judge of articles of virtn, and
knew a good picture as well as any connoisseur in the world ;
moreover, he had a wonderful eye for likenesses, and could hit
off a portrait with consummate skill, though his ¢ drawing ”
was sometimes weak, and he was apt—like Chalon, though not
to the same extent—to be careless in his anatomy.. Richard
Lane, R.A., who was a great friend of d’Orsay’s, used to
““look over ”’ his portraits, and, with a little such help, they
became more than presentable. Nicholson, too, was an
habitué of d’Orsay’s studio, and the Count’s *‘ horses’ were
all the better for his supervision: I am speaking of the
horses he drew, not of those which drew him.

Some of d’Orsay’s portraits were excellent, and the
Duke of Wellington was greatly pleased with the one—the
last he ever sat for—that the Count took of him. His
Grace looked at it critically when finished, and remarked,
¢“ At last I have been painted like a gentleman ; I will never
sit for another portrait.” Yet, clever as it may be, it is sur-
prising the Duke should have preferred it to that splendid
warrior-like representation of him by Sir Thomas Lawrence.
By d’Orsay himself this picture was regarded as his chef-
d’'ceuvre, and the Duke’'s own encomiums on it seem to
fix its value; it is something for him to have said that
“out of the innumerable portraits of him it is the one by
which he should wish to be remembered.” He gave the

* It must be remembered this was before 1869.
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sittings for it at Gore House, going there in the morning in
full dress. Every now and then he would get up and go
to the easel, and if there was anything that did not quite
please him, he made no concealment of his objections. In
fact, d’Orsay found it very difficult to satisfy his noble
model, but the Duke went in for perfection in whatever he
did himself or had done for him by others, and wherever it
could be obtained nothing short of it would satisfy him.

It is strange that this portrait, when sold at the sale
of Lady Blessington’s effects, after the break-up in 1849,
fetched only £190. It was bought by the Marquis of
Hertford.

D’Orsay published with Mitchell, in Bond Street, upwards.
of 120 profile sketches of contemporary celebrities, profes-
sional and others, which had a rapid and extensive sale ; in
fact, his pencil was never idle. But though he possessed this.
resource, as well as annual revenues from his marriage, and
fromvarious other sources, to meet his expenses, he was always.
without money, always deeply in debt. DBesides his talent
as a painter, d’Orsay was most successful as a sculptor, and
was, moreover, so ambitious in his attempts, that he started
upon a full-length statue of Napoleon—which, however, was.
never finished—and produced very excellent busts of Emile
de Girardin, Prince Louis Napoleon, Lady Blessington, and
many others ; among them, of his friend Cabarrus.

Lord Byron's  Among other subjects of d’Orsay’s pencil was Liord Byron.
gondolier.  Qame time after the poet’s death, the Count’s portrait of
him was shown to ‘“Tita” Falcieri, his attached Venetian
gondolier, who accompanied his remains to England, sleep-
ing nightly on the coffin to protect it from any imaginable
injury : he pronounced the likeness an accurate one, but
remarked the hair was of too light a colour. To justify his
criticism, ‘“ Tita” produced a curl, which he always carried
about him, cut from Byron’s head. The fact being admitted,
the painter darkened the tint, and fully satisfied the faith-
ful valet. The Count gave ‘“Tita” a handsome emerald
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ring, which, however, proved too small for any of his fingers.
“Tita” would not have it altered, and wore it, attached by a
ribbon, round his neck, showing it with great pride. He
remained in England, first in the service of Lord Brough-
ton, and, after that nobleman’s death, in that of Isaac
d’'Israeli (father of Lord Beaconsfield); finally, a situation
was obtained for him as confidential messenger in the India
House. “Tita" delighted in talking of his noble master, Lord
Byron, and in expatiating on his fine qualities; but always
remained so strictly within the limits of a pious discretion,
that no prying curiosity was ever gratified by his narrations.
If any questions were asked that ““Tita’’ considered even to
border on undue inquisitiveness, his manner immediately
changed, and he always met them with a stolid and im-
penetrable air, and the conclusive answer, ‘“ Me no under-
stand.”

Count d’Orsay’s first visit to England took place just after
the coronation of George IV., and he was presented to His
Majesty on the occasion of a great banquet, in honour of
this national event, given to the King and the Royal Family
by the French Ambassador, the Comte de Guiche (after-
wards Duc de Grammont), who was married to d’Orsay’s
sister. The King was at once struck with the handsome
person and stylish appearance of the French Count, and
desired that he should be presented to him ; but, as I have
said, he fascinated everybody, and at once assumed in
London society the place he so long retained as the un-
disputed leader of fashion.

Lord Blessington died in 1829, and the intimacy that had
begun during his life continued, somewhat more than
unbroken, between d’Orsay and the charming widow.
They lived in Kensington Gore, whether in the same villa
or next door to each other as some say, does not seem very
material ; they carried on jointly a costly establishment,
and in their common literary and artistic salon received
common friends—wits and celebrities—but of the less
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scrupulous sex only, the irregular position of the host and
hostess limiting the favoured frequenters to men of fashion
and talent. In the midst of this brilliant and congenial
entourage—so agreeable to the taste and cultivation, not to
say the vanity, of a man who had, without an effort, become
popular with the ¢ ¢out Londres—d’Orsay displayed all
the charms of a delightful savoir vivre, rendered the more
facile to him in that he was a man of such varied acquisi-
tions and talents, that he could at once make himself at
home -with everybody. The unchecked expenditure and
reckless gambling, which had become an incorrigible habit
with the gay, pleasure-devoted Count, lasted longer than
could have been expected ; but, if the bewitching pair pos-
sessed the ghost of a conscience, the tremenda wltrice
spada suspended over their heads by the ghost of a hair
must have caused them many uneasy hours. In due time
the weapon fell, penetrating the fairy fabric they had so
gracefully woven around their lives ; but when the collapse
came the Count—who had for years been practising with
a smiling countenance, the equivocal art of eluding his
creditors—contrived to escape to France, with such valu-
ables as he could secure and with the attendance of a
single valet.

He hired in Paris a large atelier, where he was soon sur-
rounded with patrons, and was able to turn his knowledge
of both sculpture and painting to good account. The Countess
Jjoined him, but died somewhat suddenly and mysteriously in
1849, and he was during his remaining days inconsolable
for her loss. There were rumours, at the time, that the
bitter disappointment experienced by Lady Blessington at
the refusal of Lady Cowley to receive and countenance her,
occasioned the very sudden termination of her life, never
very clearly accounted for. Napoleon III., whom he had
liberally befriended during his exile in England, was of little
use to him, though he tried to place him in a position in
the Government, which he soon saw could not be insisted
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on. The Emperor did, however, appoint him, when too
late to be of any service to him, Directeur des Beaux
Arts.

D’Orsay survived Lady Blessington but four years, and
during the two latter, became the victim of a spinal disease,
which closed his singular and romantic life, in 1852.

He had, after Lady Blessington’s death, retired to a
small town, or rather village, near St. Germain-en-Laye
— Chambourci—where he designed, and built in the
picturesque little churchyard, a handsome mausoleum.
Within was constructed, on either side the entrance, a
white marble sarcophagus; in one of these he had caused
to be deposited, during his life, the remains of the Countess,
the other being destined for his own. This spot he con-
stantly visited ; and it is suggestive to picture to oneself’
this once admired and worldly man of fashion becoming a
hoary philosopher, and calmly contemplating the grave
wherein that form which it had been his pride to indulge
and to adorn, was to lie mouldering into dust.

That d’Orsay’s genius was almost unique in its versa-
tility, there is abundant testimony left by contemporary
society, as well as by his sculptures and paintings; and his
social qualifications were admirable scarcely less than the:
excellence of his disposition. When a dashing young officer,
with attractions which made every woman’s heart beat, he
made a point, at the provincial military balls, of dancing
with the plainest girls and those most neglected by others,
and throughout his life one of his greatest charms consisted
in this (apparently unstudied) habit of putting forward
others, seeking out the neglected and drawing out of them
whatever might be their respective specialities. This.
amiable course made him most popular as a host.

His mind was never unemployed, and wherever he might
be, he seemed to have an intuitive capacity for extracting
the good out of every one and everything. Everything in-
terested him, because he had the talent of finding in it what.
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others overlooked, and his happy turn of mind made all
bright to him.

As regards his dress, so far from being nothing more than
the vain, frivolous fop he might have appeared to a superficial
observer, there was a great deal of humour in the idea he so
successfully carried out, of making himself the arbiter elegan-
#iarum and the supreme head of the fashionable world, and no
doubt there was a degree of social ambition in naintaining
the character by which society had agreed to distinguish him.

D’Orsay’s death was most edifying; unlike the Countess,
he had never denied or abandoned his religion, and when-
ever the subject was in any way brought forward so that
the expression of his sentiments was called for, he stood np
bravely for the Catholic Church, of which he was a member; _
on one occasion he challenged and fought a young officer
whom he heard publicly blaspheming the Virgin Mary.

The Archbishop of Paris not only visited him frequently
during his last illness, but on one occasion said to him—
“(C’est plus que de I’amitié que je ressens pour vous, c¢’est
de l'affection’; and he won the heart of the old Curé of
Chambourci by painting for his church a Mater dolorosa.

Emile de Girardin and the Vicomte de la Guéroniére wrote
elegantly and highly appreciative notices on d'Orsay’s death.

Lady Blessington was not by any means a woman of
birth, although, being possessed of extraordinary native
grace, tact, and intelligence, she acquired with won-
derful aptitude the manners of not only fashionable,
but intellectual, society. Her maiden name was Power.
She was born in 1789, and was brought up in Ireland
in very necessitous circumstances, literally without any
education; she had several sisters, all very beautiful, and
up to the age of fourteen she was always regarded and
treated as ‘ the plain one of the family.” By the time she
was eighteen, however, she had developed such marvellous
personal attractions, that Lawrence entreated as a favour
to be allowed to take her portrait. Her literary capacity
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who married d'Orsay’s sister, was also an Adonis, and was
called ¢ le beau de Guiche,”’ but this did not prevent him
from being also an Lomme sérieuz; he had the chance (which,
however, he never sought) of setting a fashion in dress.
Having received a wound in the arm in a duel, he for
some little time after (whether to parade the circumstance,
or from the condition of the limb) appeared with his coat-
sleeve slashed, and tied at spaces with ribbons: de Guiche
was a magnificent man, and this peculiarity in his dress
drew attention to his appearance ; the innovation not only
became him, but the story it revealed, rendered him interest-
ing to the beaw sexe. The modistes improved the oppor-
tunity, and shortly after, ladies of fashion came out with
one sleeve a la Guiche: this caprice lasted a whole season.

Dining in May, 1856, at the house of a friend—Miss
Weston—where Crabb Robinson was of the party, I found
myself seated near an agreeable gentlemanly person, who
proved to be the Ordinary of Newgate. His appear-
ance was so much that of a man of the world, and his
manner so dégagé, that I could not help contrasting his
style with his calling and occupation, and wondering
whether it was not advisedly that a man whose hair was
curled, whose teeth were white, whose nails filbert-shaped,
and whose whole toilet soignée, had been chosen that he
might exercise at once a moral and a material influence on
the rough jail-birds whom it was his task to humanize.

The most notorious character under his ministrations at
this time was, however, not of that class. He, too, was a
man of the world, though of a different world; still, he
wore broadecloth, and had been educated, albeit he proved the
most heartless and the most hardened eriminal that ever cost
his country a halter. Yet he was only thirty, this cowardly
and deliberate murderer, William Palmer, the poisoner, of
Rugely notoriety, then on trial at the Central Criminal Court.
Whether the chaplain did not know how to impress him,
or whether he was too hardened to be impressed, does not
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appear ; but the reverend gentleman told me he could do
absolutely nothing with him. The persevering attempts he
had made even to enter into conversation with this perverse
malefactor had all proved abortive; the prisoner was per-
fectly polite, but also perfectly dogged in his determination
not to allow the ice with which he had surrounded himself
to be broken. His plan was to let the parson have his say
out, and then, in the most unconcerned way, to begin talk-
ing on some subject quite foreign to the circumstances, but
always briefly and abruptly.

One day, after a visit, as usual, quite barren of results,
the chaplain, on rising to leave, took from: his pocket a
small manual of piety which he had brought, remarking, as
he laid it on the table, ¢ I will leave you this; perhaps you
may like to distract your thoughts by reading.”

Palmer immediately took it up, and returned it to him
with a curt bow, assuring him he needed no distraction.
¢ Besides,” he added quickly, ¢“I brought a book, I brought
a book.”’

““And what may your book be? ” inquired the chaplain
good-humouredly, receiving the dry reply—

“That’s my affair, my good sir, that’s my affair ;" and
then to terminate the interview he added, ¢“ Good day, sir;
good day.”

Apparently a more resolute and impenetrable felon never
stood in the dock; even the protracted trial, as it went on
day by day, left him, as it found him, unmoved: the able
and stirring summing-up of the Lord Chief Justice pro-
duced neither a softening nor a terrorizing effect on his
. vicious mind : the verdict of GuiLty failed to elicit from
him more than a momentary and scarcely perceptible start,
and he listened to the solemn sentence of death with the air
of a man present at proceedings which concern another
person. The evidence was so clear, and had been so elabo-
rately sifted, that, from the first, it was obvious there could
be but one issue, and yet the criminal was never seen to wince
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under it. There is an anecdote on record to the effect that
the prisoner having asked if he might sit down, and Lord
Campbell having readily assented, a gentleman who was.
present, afterwards remarked—“T knew from that moment
that Lord Campbell meant he should be hanged.” It is
difficult to see how Lord Campbell could ¢ mean” anything
else. T'he Times published a withering leader on the character
of this cold-blooded, calculating villain, and the warning with
which it wound up is worth remembering, as it points to a.
fact we are too apt to disregard, viz., that murderers are not
a class, but that as “opportunity makes the thief,”” so a mur-
derer may perfectly well proceed from any class, as in this
case. This murder was the climax of a series of crimes taking
their rise in a habit into which many are tempted under the
impression that ‘it may be foolish, but is perfectly harm-
less,” &ec. . . Palmer had been leading a respectable life when
he took to betting ; from betting, he came to insolvency ;
from insolvency to forgery; from forgery to murder; from
murder to the gallows. Not even the most depraved
fancy,” concluded the writer, ¢ can elevate William Palmer
into even a Newgate hero, and he ends his pitiful career a.
notorious, but also a most vulgar, criminal.”

Some interesting particulars of this horrid crime, and
noteworthy remarks on the trial of the murderer occur in
Charles Greville’s Diary, 2nd Series, p. 352, et seq., at the
date of May 18, 1856.

On the 26th, Sir David Salomons (then Lord Mayor) gave
a dinner at the Mansion House to Her Majesty’s Judges,
and many of the more distinguished members of the Bar,
but ostensibly in honour of Lord Chief Justice Campbell.
The banquet was spread in the * Egyptian Hall,” and oceca-
sioned an amusing remark from the Lady Mayoress to
myself—¢ This is quite a small party,” she said, ‘“we have
only three hundred to-day.” *

* Ttis onthese “small” ocensions that the Egyptian Hall at the Mansion House,
is used.

e T e —
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The arrangements at the Mansion House are very
methodical. A plan of the table is placed in the vestibule,
and as the guests and parties of guests arrive, the Master of
the Ceremonies points out to each, on this map, the place
he is to occupy; husbands taking in their wives and sitting
next them. Though so numerous, the guests arrived with
commendable punctuality, and very little time elapsed before
dinner was announced. In 1856 diners-i-la-Russe were still
in the future, and as the service was all of silver, and the
dishes stood covered on the tables, the eye was dazzled
with the glistening mass of plate; the effect being rather
gorgeous than elegant.

While the guests were taking their places, the hall was
but dimly illumined; but, grace having been sung, the light
was suddenly turned up, producing a perfect blaze. The
Lord Mayor’s Chaplain, who led the ¢ grace,” seemed
somewhat of an anomaly considering the religion of the
actual Lord Mayor; still, of course, the chaplaincy being
an institution, it had to be maintained. Turtle-soup, so
indissolubly connected with civic feasts, necessarily made its
appearance, and before me, I observed a dish of lampreys, a
comestible which will probably never fail to recall the memory
of the king who proved too susceptible of their attractions,
to say nothing of earlier and more classical associations.
That fish being rarely seen on private tables, undeterred by
the fatal example, I did not hesitate to venture on a
moderate share of the delicacy ; but—however faultless the
reputation of the chef who bestowed his skill on the dish—
I failed to understand how any gourmet, royal or otherwise,
should be willing to barter his life against the enjoyment
to be found in this fish.

After dinner, according to civic custom, large chased
silver bowls filled with rosewater were drawn along the
tables, followed by the passing round of the loving-cup,
“and then came the toasts. The first, proposed by the
Lord Mayor, was Lord Chief Justice Campbell, whom he



182 GOSSIP OF THE CENTURY.

complimented in a concise and effective speech on the
patient attention, grave deliberation, and ungrudging scrutiny
he had brought to bear on the long, intricate, and fatiguing
trial which, after fourteen days’ hearing, had terminated on
the preceding day.*

Lord Campbell, in the course of his brief reply, intimated
that the only satisfaction sought by a judge in the discharge
of his duty, should be the approval of his own conscience
and that of all right-minded persons, but that he felt highly
gratified by the graceful terms in which the Lord Mayor
had expressed himself as to the conduct and result of the
very perplexing trial in question.t

The Lord Mayor next proposed ‘‘ The Vice-Chancellor and
the Equity Judges,” to which Lord Justice Turner having

* That of Palmer, the Rugely poisoner.

4+ The Palmer affair was a trial to Lord Campbell as well as to the wretched
culprit, and he writes feelingly about it in his diary :—

“June 28 (1856).—Since my last entry in this journal, the great event has been
the trial of William Palmer at the Central Criminal Court for poisoning, which
began May 14, and did not finish till Tuesday, May 27—the most memorable
judicial proceeding for the last fifty years, engaging the attention, not of this
country alone, but of all Europe.

“ My anxiety and labour were fearful, but I have been rewarded by public appro-
bation. The Court sat eight hours a day, and when I got home, renouncing all
engagements, I employed myself till midnight in revising my notes and considering
the evidence. Luckily I had a Sunday to prepare for my summing up, and to this
I devoted fourteen continuous hours. The following day, after readingin Court ten
hours, I had got through only the proofs for the prosecution.

¢ My anxiety was over on the last day, when the verdict of Guilty was pro-
nounced, and I had sentenced the prisoner to die; for I had no doubt of his guilt,
and I was conscious that by God’s assistance, I had done my duty.

“ Such was the expressed opinion of the public and of all the respectable part of
the press; but a most ruffianly attempt was made by the friends of the prisoner to
abuse me and to obtain a pardon or reprieve, on the ground that the prisoner had
not had a fair trial. Having unbounded funds at their command, they corrupted
some disreputable journals to admit their diatribes against me ; and they published
a most libellous pamphlet under the title of—* A Letter from the Rev. T. Palmer,
the prisoner’s brother, to Lord Chief Justice Campbell,’ in which the Chief Justice
was represented as worse than his predecessor Jefferies, and it was asserted that
there had been no such trial in England since ‘ The Bloody Assize ' ; however, the
Home Secretary remained firm, and the law took its course.

“The Rev. T. Palmer has since disclaimed the pamphlet, which is said to have
been the work of a blackguard attorney.”

——
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responded, their host gave the health of Mr. Dallas, the
American Minister, whose absence he regretted, explaining
that it was due to an unexpectedly prolonged interview
with Lord Clarendon.

“The Lord Mayor” was then proposed by Lord Justice
Jervis in a speech highly complimentary to him personally,
and to his persevering efforts in behalf of the privileges of
his co-religionists, wishing him success in his intended con-
test for a seat in Parliament. After the health of the Lady
Mayoress had been drunk, the guests—ladies and gentle-
men together—returned to the drawing-room in which they
had been received, dispersing very shortly after.

At each toast the toast-master, standing behind the Lord
Mayor’s chair, sang out in a prescribed chant—¢ Gentle-
men—Charge your glasses;” adding in some cases—‘‘ A
bumper toast.”

Sir David Salomons (as he afterwards became) was one of
the most agreeable of men; fair in complexion, and with
remarkably blue eyes, he had neither the features nor any
other characteristics of a Jew; his wife, on the other
hand, who was as handsome as she was amiable, and also
singularly intelligent and cultivated, carried on her face
most unmistakable evidences of her nationality. She was a
Miss Cohen, and nearly related to the Rothschilds, which
name she always pronounced Roth-schild, after the German
orthography. I saw a great deal of them from mny early child-
hood upwards, they having always been neighbours of ours.
Their property in Sussex touched that of my father, and
their town residence in Great Cumberland Place was next
door but one to his, while Sir David’s brother had a house
in Brunswick Terrace, Brighton, two doors from ours. In
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