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vi PREFACE

In writing the opening sentence, the fact has
not been overlooked that, some fifty years ago,
“« A Memoir of the Literary Life and Correspond-
ence of the Countess of Blessington,” was written
by Doctor Madden, who for years had enjoyed
her acquaintance, and into whose possession some
of her correspondence passed after her death.
The production of this life of my Lady Bless-
ington is partly due to the fact that the writer
has been kindly permitted to make use of the six
volumes in Mr. Morrison’s possession, of letters
addressed by the leading men and women of the
day, in literature, art, and society, to the countess,
or written by herself. Here are published, for the
first time, letters or parts of letters which Disraeli,
Dickens, Landor, Barry Cornwall, Marryat, Ma-
cready, Lord Lytton, and others, addressed to her.
The letters given here are not pitchforked into
the pages, irrespective of what has gone before,
or of what remains behind ; but are introduced to
illustrate a character, to strengthen statements,
occasionally to enlarge a view. Frequently the
information contained in the correspondence is
embodied in the memoir without reference to
their writers, lest such might break the even
flow of the narrative. For much valuable infor-
mation the writer is likewise indebted to manu-
scripts found in the archives of the British Museum
Library ; to biographies, lives, and letters of the
contemporaries of the countess who came within
















































6 THE MOST GORGEOUS

scenes over which she had roamed uncontrolled, a
silent, self-communing child, solitary, save for the
luminous dreams that lighted the world round.

But her feelings on this point, as on others,
were not entered into by her family, and, stealing
from them on the last evening of their stay under
the old home roof, she, a sad and lonely figure
moving through the thickening gray, walked to
the spots which association and memories had
made sweet to her, to bid them all farewell ; con-
scious possibly that some link, uniting the past
and the future, was being snapped in the chain
of her life, — a chain which time could never unite,
bring the years what they would. On her return,
stealthy and timid, she carried with her a few wild
flowers for remembrance, and, with an intuition
which teaches that what is sacred to oneself
should be hidden from all, she thrust them into
her pocket, from which only when alone was she
to release and carry them to her lips.

The small and incommodious house into which
they moved stood near an old stone bridge that
joined the counties of Clonmel and Waterford, at
a place called Suir Island. Here, soon after their
arrival, occurred a little scene, which, vignette-like,
illustrates the character of Margaret, and the lack
of understanding shown by her family. Whilst
Mrs. Power received some friends, who were ad-
miring the other children for their strength and
beauty, Margaret, who had no share in the gen-
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Laughed at for his pretensions by the class
whom he sought, hated as a renegade and an
enemy of his country by the class he despised,
baffled in his hopes of obtaining recognition and
reward from the government he served, he was
a soured and a desperate man. Always given
to conviviality, he now became dissipated, and
as a consequence his temper grew more violent,
his fits of rage more frequent; he treated his
wife with brutality, and became the terror of
his home, where he delighted to display his
tyranny. The slightest disregard to his wishes
was punished by flinging knives, plates, cups, or
whatever came readiest to his hand, at the heads
of the offenders. Terror-stricken by his drunken
fury, his cruelty, and his desperate oaths, his
children fled from his approach, and as a result
of the misery of their home, his eldest daughter,
Anne, fell into a nervous condition which speedily
brought about her death.

Notwithstanding the state of his circumstances
he continued to entertain recklessly, by the way
of keeping up appearances; and when, in 1803, a
regiment of the 47th foot was ordered to Clonmel,
he invited the officers to dinner. Amongst those
who accepted his invitation were Capt. James
Murray, and Capt. Maurice St. Leger Farmer,
both of whom became ardent admirers of Mar-
garet Power. Though only fourteen years old
at this time, she was in the habit of sitting at
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terrible to this child than the miseries she could
realise, though the latter were cruel enough;
for as long as she could remember, her home
had been darkened by a man of violent temper
and brutal manner, such as her future husband
promised to be, and she remembered with self-
pity the nervous apprehensions, the watchful
terror, the strain of mind, the household had long
endured. Was her future to be as her past?
One hope for her remained. Broken-spirited
and ill-used as her mother was, she would surely
rebel against her husband in his attempt to sacri-
fice his daughter. True, though affectionate in
an impulsive and undiscerning way, she had, from
want of sympathy and insight, ever failed to under-
stand her daughter’s nature, and had never been
drawn to her by that bond of union which is
closer than relationship, which relationship itself
frequently fails to establish. It might be, how-
ever, that having suffered in her own married
life, she would in this point recognise the misery
that awaited her child, and strive to avert it ; but
Margaret was soon to learn that her hopes in this
direction were ill-founded. For whilst the girl was
still upon her knees in tears, her mother entered
the room, and one glance at her face showed that
the sympathy and aid anxiously looked for were
missing. To Margaret’s sob-choked cry, «Oh,
mother, have you heard?”’ the answer came that
she knew all and considered Margaret foolish to
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behave in such a rebellious manner. She was
a child with romantic notions; books had filled
her mind with nonsense; her parents were the
best judges of how she should act. She should
be pleased and flattered to have a proposal from
Captain Farmer, instead of giving way to foolish
tears; for he was a young and a handsome man,
much in love with her ; he was in a good position,
and had fine prospects; what more did she want?

As for not loving him, that was because she had
got absurd notions from reading poetry ; when girls
grew up they had to think of other things than love.
What she should remember was that her father was
a ruined man, who might be sold up and left with-
out a homeany day; that it was her duty to catch
at this chance of a settlement, which would be a
relief to her family ; and that as Captain Farmer’s
wife she would have an opportunity of advancing
her sisters’ and, perhaps, her brothers’ prospects.
At all events, marry she must, and without delay.

There now seemed no chance of escape from a
marriage which she feared and loathed ; without
a friend capable of aiding or protecting her, she
was driven into that innermost loneliness, where
so much of her life from childhood upward had
been spent. Her white face, with its imploring
eyes, only made her father more furious, and,
if possible, more determined she should marry
Farmer, to whom he was probably under obliga-
tions. The force of her grief was therefore re-
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served for night, when in the silence, broken only
by the surge of the river and the swish of the
rushes, she sobbed herself to sleep that brought
her terrifying dreams.

The heartlessness of Power is emphasised by
the fact that before the marriage took place he
had been told by Farmer’s relatives that the latter
had been insane ; but this fact, carefully kept from
Margaret, did not alter her father’s plans. News
of the intended marriage becoming known, the
relatives of the family and neighbours regarded it
as a violence done to the girl and an act of tyranny
on the part of her father; but the increased un-
popularity with which he was regarded only made
him more forcibly resent his daughter’s tears. As
for the bridegroom elect, he was by no means to
be put from his purpose by the shrinking repug-
nance and open fear shown him by the child.
And so day after day passed, bringing her nearer
and more near to what she dreaded, until, cowed
into submission, and by bitterness of suffering
made temporarily indifferent to her fate, she
became a wife at the age of fifteen years and six
months, the marriage being celebrated in the
parish church of Clonmel, “according to the rites
and ceremonies of the United Church of England
and Ireland,” on the 7th of March, 1804.

The result of this union may readily be antici-
pated ; for years afterward its brutality and misery
impressed her mind. Once, in speaking of this
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was now referred to as an interloper, whose expe-
rience was likely to interfere with her sister’s
prospects of settlement.

Her sister Ellen, a year younger than Margaret,
had already gained much admiration in Clonmel
society and at garrison balls, and was regarded by
her parents as the beauty of the family. With
classically cut features, a pale clear complexion,
large calm blue eyes, her face had the symmetry
and repose of statuary, her figure was excessively
graceful, and, like her sister, she possessed a natu-
ral air of refinement and dignity. So far as regu-
larity and modelling of feature went, she had the
advantage of her elder sister; but the latter had
an intelligence and piquancy of expression that
gave her a fascination which Ellen, cold and
placid, entirely lacked. Her youngest sister, Mary
Anne, was then a child of about eight.

Even at this time Beau Power, who every day
advanced deeper into the mire of debt, managed
to keep open house ; and not only entertained the
officers stationed in the garrison, but also the
judges and lawyers who visited the town during
the assizes. Like most men who are tyrants at
home, he could be bland and amusing abroad ; and
he readily gathered around his table men willing
to enjoy his hospitality.

Amongst such were not wanting many who
ardently admired the wife of sixteen summers,
beautiful, intelligent, and unhappy, whose situa
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and a lunatic, to whom she knew her parents would
willingly give her up, would be unendurable. In
her plight she turned for advice to Major, after-
ward Sir Edward Blakeney, then on duty with his
regiment in Clonmel, an elderly, kind-hearted, hon-
ourable man, in whose friendship she trusted. As
the result of her consultation with him, she left
her father’s house with Captain Jenkins, whom,
without loving, she esteemed as a friend, when
he took her to live in Hampshire.

The position which seemed forced upon her by
circumstances was odious to her, and left behind
it a memory, which, cloudiike, came between her
and the sun of her happiness throughout her life.
Her most earnest efforts were, not only by her
demeanour, but by her dress, to avoid everything
which might remind her or others of her situation,
and in this she was seconded by Captain Jenkins.

No greater delicacy, respect, or affection could
be shown her were she his wife; yet the costly
presents which he delighted in lavishing on her,
and she found herself obliged to accept, humiliated
her. In the meantime, her position was perhaps
rendered less trying by the conduct of his family ;
for, seeing her retiring manners and the good in-
fluence she exercised over him in preventing the
ruinous extravagance in which he had formerly
indulged, they by kindness and friendship treated
her in every way as if she were his wife.

She had been living under the protection of
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Captain Jenkins for some six years when Lord
Blessington, then a widower, came on a visit to
the latter for a few weeks’ hunting. The earl
was not unknown to Margaret Farmer; for soon
after her marriage, the Tyrone Militia, whose lieu-
tenant-colonel was Viscount Mountjoy, afterward
Earl of Blessington, had been stationed at Clon-
mel; so that it was in Ireland she had first met
the man whose life she was fated to influence,
whose rank and wealth aided her beauty and tal-
ents to exercise the brilliant sway they were later
to obtain,

This renewal of acquaintance sqon led to warmer
feelings on the earl’s part. His admiration of
Margaret Farmer gradually deepened, until at last
he offered to make her his wife, contingent on her
obtaining a divorce from her husband, he mean-
while providing her with a home, but treating her
merely as one to whom he was engaged. The
prospect of being relieved from her present posi-
tion, which time had not helped to render less
humiliating, and of becoming a wife, was hailed
by her with infinite relief and gratitude. Her feel-
ings underwent no change toward Captain Jenkins,
whom without loving she had liked. He had now
to be consulted, and, on learning Lord Blessington’s
intentions, set aside all considerations of self which
would interfere with her chances of happiness.

Lord Blessington therefore took a house in
Manchester Square, London, for Margaret Farmer,
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when Farmer rose to leave. He had no sooner
stated his intention of quitting them, than, his
companionship being coveted by his friends, they
locked the door to prevent his departure. Now
fearing they were going to keep him all night, as
they had done more than once before, he rushed
to the window, which he threw up, and threatened
to jump out if they did not set him free. His
threat was met with a chorus of drunken and
incredulous laughter which set this valiant man
" upon his mettle, and, to show them he was ready
to keep his word, he scrambled out upon the ledge,
where he remained, arguing solemnly with the
merry group inside, whose faces, flushed by drink,
were lighted by wax candles standing on a liquor-
stained table. Suddenly, by a heedless move, he
lost his balance, fell, and frantically clutched with
nerveless fingers the ledge, from which he hung
some seconds, his wild eyes taking their last look
on life in staring at the awed group within, his
sobered mind realising that certain death waited
him in the darkness yawning below.

As his companions, helpless to save because of
their muddled brains and paralysed limbs, still
looked, they saw the space his head had" filled
suddenly become empty, and, whilst holding each
his breath, heard a sickening thud. Then all was
still. Farmer, in whom, when found, life still
flickered, was carried to the Middlesex Hospital,
where he died next day.
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There was now nothing to prevent the earl’s
marriage with the woman he loved, —a marriage
which, four months later, on the 16th of February,
1818, took place by special license at the Bryans-
ton Square Church, when Margaret Farmer became
Marguerite, Countess of Blessington; and in this
manner was raised to a rank she was in all ways
fitted to fill, and gained a title eventually to be
associated with the most brilliant circle of her
day, a title which yet conjures up a host of mem-
orable associations.

Lady Blessington had not at this time reached
her thirtieth year, and the joyousness of life lay
before her. The attractions of her youth had
deepened with her years; education, sorrow, and
experience had united in giving her mind a breadth
and training which her face expressed. The wist-
fulness of her eyes, the sweetness of her smile, the
piquancy of her features, her grace of movement,
her charm of manner, and the melody of her voice
combined to make her a fascinating woman.

The man who loved her was but seven years her
senior, and, like herself, was Irish by birth and de-
scent. His father, Viscount Mountjoy and Baron
Mountjoy in the county of Tyrone, had been a well-
known figure in the Irish Parliament, where he had
warmly advocated the claims of Catholics to equal-
ity of legislation, and had taken an active part in
the suppression of the rebellion of 1798, when he
was shot in the battle of New Ross at the head of
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her second and youngest brother Robert was,
as already mentioned, agent of the Blessington
estates.

Four years after her marriage, at the close of
the summer 1822, she and her husband resolved
to leave town for the coming winter; but their
choice of residences lay far apart, he wishing to
stay in Ireland whilst she desired to visit Italy.
Whether her reluctance to live in her native land
was due to the unpleasantness of early associa-
tions, or to some slight received from the earl’s
sisters, one of whom was wife of the Bishop of
Ossory, cannot be said ; but the fact remains she
never visited Ireland a second time as Countess of
Blessington. Regarding the unwillingness she had
expressed to take up her residence at Mountjoy
Forest, John Galt writes to her at some length, in
a letter dated July 27, 1822, which says:

“ My DEAR MADAM:— On Monday evening I was so
distinctly impressed with the repugnance which your lady-
ship feels at the idea of going to Ireland, that I entered
entirely into your feelings; but, upon reflection, I cannot
recall a// the reasonableness of the argument,—a circum-
stance so unusual with respect to your ladyship’s reasons in
general, that I am led to think that some other cause at the
moment must have tended to molest you, and to lend the
energy of its effect to the expressions of your reluctance.
For I have often remarked that the gnat’s bite, or a momen-
tary accident, will sometimes change the whole complexion
of the mind for a time. But even though nothing of the
sort had happened, the scores and hundreds, amounting to
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thousands, of the poor Irish in quest of employment whom
I have met on the road and seen landing here, and the jeal-
ousy with which they are viewed by the common people,
and the parochial burdens which they may occasion in the
contemplation of the best of the community, many of whom
are loud in their reflections on the Irish absentees, all com-
bine to form such a strong case for my lord’s journey that
nothing but the apprehension of your ladyship’s indisposi-
tion can be pled against it. The journey, however, to be
really useful, should be one of observation only, and I am
sure you will easily persuade him to make it so, and to be
resolved not to listen to any complaint with a view to deci-
sion in Ireland, or to embark in any new undertaking. If
he”once allow himself to be appealed to on the spot, he
must of necessity become affected by local circumstances
and individual impartialities, by which, instead of doing
general good (all a personage of his rank can do), he will
become the mere administrator of petty relief, which in their
effect may prove detrimental to higher objects; and were
he to engage in new undertakings — to say nothing of pecu-
niary considerations — his thoughts would become occupied
with projects which, of every kind of favouritism, is the
most fatal to the utility of a public character, such as my
lord seems now fairly set in to become. In speaking thus,
I address you more as an Znfellect than a Jady, and the
interest I take in all that concerns my friends must be
accepted as the only excuse I can offer for the freedom.

«1 really know not what apology to make to your lady-
ship for all this impertinence ; but somehow, since I have
had the honour and pleasure of knowing you and my lord
so freely, I feel as if we were old friends; indeed, how can
it be otherwise, for no other human beings, unconnected by
the common ties, have ever taken half so much interest in
at once adding to my enjoyments and consideration. I am
sensible not only of having acquired a vast accession of
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its giant poplars skirting dusty roads, its groves of
olives with their gray-green leaves. Its sun-baked
palaces have each their history, darker perhaps
than their walls; its innumerable gardens feast
the eyesight with their gorgeous colour; its
domed cathedral speaks of God invisible and
omnipotent ; its gates are ancient, gray, and grass-
grown; and its atmosphere is rich in dreamy
peace. What better or more fitting place for love
to flourish ?

With these it grew apace, until the count in his
wisdom once more saw fit to visit his estates-and
take his young wife with him ; when Byron, impa-
tient and wilful, proposed that she should fly with
him. Such a proposition seemed astonishing to
the mind of an Italian wife ; it was not that she
would not sacrifice everything for his love, but she
considered anelopement unnecessary. Accordingly,
when she and her husband went to Bologna, Byron,
by arrangement, followed next day. “I cannot tell
how our romance will end,” he writes, ¢ but it hath
gone on hitherto most erotically. Such perils and
escapes. Juan’sare as child’s play in comparison.”

Having joined his friends at Bologna, they went
to the theatre to see a representation of « Alfieri’s
Mirra,” when a scene took place in their box : for
Byron, then in an excitable condition, was so much
affected by the play that he was thrown into con-
vulsions, which produced «the agony of reluctant
tears ” and choking shudders, witnessing which
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is the reason I have not scrawled them in Italian. But you
will recognise the handwriting of him who passionately loved
you, and you will divine that, over a book which was yours,
he could only think of love. In that word, beautiful in all
languages, but most so in yours, — amor mio, — is comprised
my existence here and hereafter. I feel I exist here, and I
fear that I shall exist hereafter — to what purpose you will
decide: my destiny rests with you, and you are a woman
seventeen years of age, and two out of a convent. I wish
you had stayed there, with all my heart— or at least that I
had never met you in your married state.

“ But this is too late. I love you, and you love me,— at
least you say so, and act as if you did so, which last is a
great consolation in all events. But I more than love you,
and cannot cease to love you. Think of me sometimes when
the Alps and the ocean divide us— but they never will un-
less you wish it.”

A few weeks after this was written, Count Guic-
cioli and his wife returned to Bologna, but they had
not been there long when the former found himself
called to Ravenna on business, and the latter dis-
covered that illness prevented her from accom-
panying him. He therefore left her with Byron,
whose happiness now seemed as great as was his
misery before. And the time of their joyousness
was destined to be prolonged; for she soon con-
cluded that the air of Ravenna was unsuited to
her health, which would soonest return to her in
Venice : to which effect she wrote to her husband.

That philosophic man agreed that she should
once more visit the City of the Sea, and that Lord
Byron should be the companion of her voyage;
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light was disturbed ; and he writes to Murray that
it had dungeons below, cells in the walls, and was
full of ghosts, by whom the last occupants had
been sorely bothered. Then he discovered a place
where people had evidently been walled up ; all the
ears in the palace had been regaled by all kinds of
supernatural noises, and his valet begged leave to
change his room, and then refused to occupy his
new apartment because there were more ghosts
there than in the other.

Soon more material troubles beset him. Whilst
riding out with a party of English and Scotch,
they had a brawl with a soldier who had insulted
one of the party, some of whom were arrested.
The offending soldier was shortly afterward
stabbed, whilst riding through the streets, by
one of his own countrymen, presumably a par-
tisan of Byron’s, and though the wounded man
recovered, his friends threatened vengeance with
the dagger. The affray caused a sensation, all
kinds of investigations were made; finally the
Tuscan government thought itself called upon
to interfere, and Count Gamba and his son re-
ceived notice to quit Tuscany within four days.

As the countess was obliged to live beneath
her father’s roof, Byron’s removal was a foregone
conclusion.

Again the scene of their future home was dis-
cussed, and South America was spoken of as a
fitting place, but eventually Genoa was decided
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“In the vestibule stood his chasseur in full uni-
form, with two er three other domestics, and the
expression of surprise visible in their countenances
evinced that they were not habituated to see their
lord display so much cordiality to visitors.”

At first Lady Blessington felt disappointed by
the appearance of the poet, because he was unlike
the ideal she had imagined of the author of ¢ Man-
fred” and « Childe Harold.” She had expected
to find him a dignified, cold, reserved, and haughty
individual, resembling the mysterious personages
he loved to paint in his works, and with whom he
has been so often identified by the world; but
nothing, she considered, could be more different,
«“for were I to point out the prominent defect
of Lord Byron, I should say it was flippancy and
a total want of that natural self-possession and
dignity which ought to characterise a man of birth
and education.” On reflection, however, she ad-
mitted that most people would be more than satis-
fied with his appearance and captivated by his
manner, for the first was prepossessing, and the
second cordial.

“His head,” she writes, “is peculiarly well
shaped ; the forehead high, open, and highly in-
dicative of intellectual power; his eyes are gray
and expressive, —one is visibly larger than the
other; his nose looks handsome in profile, but
in front is somewhat clumsy; the eyebrows are
well defined and flexible ; the mouth is faultless,
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their conversation turn on mutual friends, when
Tom Moore, amongst others, was discussed.
Byron spoke more warmly of the Irish bard’s
attractions as a companion, than of his merits as
a poet. “Lalla Rookh,” though beautiful, was
disappointing to Byron, who considered Moore
would go down to posterity because of his melo-
dies, which were perfect, and he declared he had
never been so affected as on hearing Moore sing
one of them, particularly “When first I met
thee,” which he said made him cry; adding, with
an arch glance, “But it was after I had drunk a
certain portion of very potent white brandy.”

As he laid particular stress on the word
«affected,” Lady Blessington smiled, when he
asked her the cause, on which she told him the
story of a lady, who, on offering her condolence
to a poor Irishwoman on the death of her child,
stated that she had never been so affected in her
life ; on hearing which the poor woman, who knew
the insincerity of the remark, looked up and said,
“ Sure thin, ma’am, that’s saying a great deal for
you were always affected.”

All present laughed at this, and then Lady
Holland was brought upon the board. Lady
Blessington felt surprised by his flippancy in
talking of those for whom he expressed a regard ;
understanding which, he remarked laughingly that
he feared he should lose her good opinion by his
frankness, but that when the fit was on him, he
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figure, for his horse was covered with trappings,
whilst the saddle was a /a /ussarde, its holsters
bristling with pistols. The rider wore nankeen
jacket and trousers, a trifle shrunk from washing,
the jacket embroidered, the waist short, the back
narrow, three rows of buttons in front; a black
satin stock clasping his neck ; on his head a dark
blue velvet cap with a shade, a rich gold tassel
hanging from the crown; nankeen gaiters, and a
pair of blue spectacles.

Knowing Genoa and its surroundings, he pointed
out sites of surpassing beauty, but a certain indif-
ference he exhibited toward their charm surprised
Lady Blessington, on expressing which he said,
laughingly, “I suppose you expected me to ex-
plode into some enthusiastic exclamations on the
sea, the scenery, etc., such as poets indulge in, or
rather are supposed to indulge in; but the truth
is, I hate cant of every kind, and the cant of the
love of nature as much as any other.” ¢« So,” she
comments, “to avoid the appearance of one affec-
tation, he assumes another, that of not admiring.”

His views regarding art brought her greater
surprise. He liked music without knowing any-
thing of it as a science, of which he was glad, as
he feared a perfect knowledge would rob music
of half its charms. «At present I only know,”
he said, “that a plaintive air softens, and a lively
one cheers me. Martial music renders me brave,
and voluptuous music disposes me to be luxurious,
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mirrors. Whenever he spoke of ghosts, as he was
fond of doing, “he assumes,” as Lady Blessington
writes, “a grave and mysterious air, and he has
told me some extraordinary stories relative to Mr.
Shelley, who, he assures me, had an implicit belief
in ghosts.” The fact that she did not share his
belief in the supernatural seemed to offend him,
and he said that she must therefore believe herself
wiser than he, “and he left me,” she tells us,
“ evidently displeased at my want of superstition.”

One delicious evening in May when the blue of
the sea and the balm of its breath tempted the
Blessingtons to set out on a boating excursion,
Byron felt inclined to accept their invitation to
accompany them, “but when we were about to
embark,” narrates Lady Blessington, “a super-
stitious presentiment induced him to give up the
water party, which set us all laughing at him,
which he bore very well, although he half smiled,
and said, ¢No, no, good folk, you shall not laugh
me out of my superstition, even though you may
think me a fool for it.””

Two days later he wrote her a note, in which
occurs the sentence, “I did well to avoid the
water party — w/y is a mystery which is not less
to be wondered at than all my other mysteries.”

After a stay of about six weeks in Genoa, the
Blessingtons, having seen all the city and its en-
virons had to show, began to make preparations
to resume their journey, which they now decided
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lord of himself in all ways, he never, from want
of firmness of determination, put this desire into
effect. His principal reason for wishing to visit
his native land was to hold his little daughter for
once in his arms, and, if possible, to see and become
reconciled to his wife, who had refused all explana-
tion of the cause of her separation from him, all
attempt at reconciliation, who had returned his
letters unopened, and who had remained silent
whilst his enemies attributed various and contra-
dictory phases of vileness to him. That which in-
fluenced him most in preventing him from visiting
England, was the fear that his wife would continue
her heartless conduct toward him, that his child
would be prevented from seeing him, and that any
step his affection might prompt him to take in
asserting his right to see her would be misrepre-
sented as an act of barbarous tyranny and perse-
cution toward mother and child, when he would
be driven from England more vilified and with
greater ignominy than on his separation.

“Such is my idea of the justice of public opin-
ion in England,” he said, “and with such woful
experiences as I have had, can you wonder that I
dare not encounter the annoyances I have de-
- tailed ? But if I live and return from Greece with
something better and higher than the reputation or
glory of a poet, opinions may change, as the suc-
cessful are always judged favourably of in our
country ; my laurels may cover my faults better
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than the bays have done, and give a totally differ-
ent reading to my thoughts, words, and actions.”

Before his friends left he wished to buy Lady
Blessington’s favourite horse Mameluke, and to
sell his yacht to Lord Blessington. On first see-
ing Mameluke, Byron had expressed great admira-
tion for him. Thinking him a docile, easily man-
aged beast, he had asked innumerable questions
about him, and subsequently requested as a favour
that his owner would sell him, the poet stating he
would take Mameluke to Greece, for with so steady
a charger he would feel confidence in action, and
that he would never part with him.

Lady Blessington, who was fond of all animals,
was much attached to this horse, and was reluc-
tant to sell him; she knew, moreover, she would
have great difficulty in replacing him; yet her
good nature prompting her, she consented to
Byron’s frequent entreaties, and agreed to part
with Mameluke.

The horse had cost a hundred guineas, but
when the hour of payment came, Byron wrote
to say that he could not afford to give more than
eighty pounds, “as I have to undergo considerable
expense at the present time.” No wonder Lady
Blessington writes, «“ How strange to beg and en-
treat to have the horse resigned to him, ard then
name a price less than he cost.”

In openly dwelling on his own faults, as was his
habit, Byron had said that, in addition to others,
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of the Madonna and saints. Then for ever above
the din of those who cried their wares, and the
indistinct murmur of crowds, came the sounds of
guitars and the voices of singers as they passed a
corner or came through the archway of an alley;
or the high-pitched prayers of a beggar; or the
ringing laughter of women’s voices, all sounds
perhaps suddenly hushed as a priest and his aco-
lyte passed through a lane of kneeling figures,
bearing the host to one dying.

On the Chiaja in the evening cool, carriages
drove backward and forward, in which were seated
dark-complexioned women with glowing eyes and
raven hair, fanning themselves languorously, ges-
ticulating, smiling.

In the mole down by the sea, and full of the
brine of its breath, the crowds were chiefly com-
posed of brown-legged, bare-armed sailors, with
their wives, whose full throats were clasped by
amber and coral. Here a young man, whose voice
was sweet as music, whose face was like to Ceesar
on a coin, recited Tasso’s ¢ Gerusalemme’ to
groups of men and women, whom he stirred and
swayed, and whose silence was broken only by
bursts of applause.

Farther down were two who sang duets, love
songs and songs of the sea, accompanying them-
selves on their guitars ; whilst in another direction
Punch, a genuine native of this clime, played pranks
and jested wittily to crowds who watched his antics
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statues and pictures filling rooms and galleries.
Before taking possession of the palace, Lady
Blessington added to the cumbrous sofas, the gilt
chairs, the tables of malachite and agate, with
which it was already furnished, curtains, carpets,
rugs, and various articles which gave comfort to its
somewhat chilling splendour.

Then their English banker living in Naples, a
most gentlemanly and obliging personage, engaged
Neapolitan servants for them, when their mistress
became acquainted with a system of housekeeping
different from any she had known before, and one
which saved a world of trouble and imposition, —
this being that an agreement was entered into
with the cook to furnish all meals according to the
number of dishes at a stipulated price per head,
each guest invited being paid for at the same rate.
At the end of each week a bill, resembling that of
a hotel, except that it contained no separate items,
was presented by the cook, and checked by the
maitre d’hotel.

Being now established in the Palazzo Belvedere,
Lady Blessington heartily congratulated herself on
the comforts of a private house, after spending
eleven months in hotels. Dear to her was the
comfort of “being sure of meeting no strangers
on the stairs; no intruders in the anterooms; of
hearing no slappings of doors; no knocking about
of trunks and imperials; no cracking of whips of
postilions ; no vociferations of couriers ; and, above
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Ashley on his way to Sicily, or Lord Guilford
returning from Corfu.

Then they were entertained by Harry Neale,
admiral of the English fleet stationed in the bay ;
or were conducted by night to the observatory at
Capo di Monte by Herschel himself, where they
viewed the stars; or were invited to dinner by
the Archbishop of Tarentum, a white-haired, pic-
turesque prelate, suspended from his office for
dabbling in revolutions, who wished them to
meet Son Altesse Royale, the Prince Gustave
of Mechlenbourg ; or were taken by Lord Dudley
to see the beautiful grounds of the Villa Gallo;
or ascended Vesuvius, and spent a day at Pompeii
under the guidance of the learned Sir William
Gell, leading in all a joyous life, unknown to care.

One of their most frequent guests and intimate
friends was Sir Willlam Gell, the archaeologist
and traveller, who had published many learned
works, and had in his day played the part of a
courtier, he having accompanied Queen Char-
lotte, the unhappy wife of George the Fourth,
in her journey to Italy, as one of her chamber-
lains. From 1820 he lived in Italy, having a
house in Rome and another in Naples, where,
«surrounded by books, drawings, and maps, with
a guitar and two or three dogs,” he received
numbers of distinguished visitors. For years pre-
vious to his death he suffered from gout and
theumatism, but though his hands were swollen
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in person, purple-visaged, snuff-smeared, and bull-
necked ; an Irishman, a wit, a lover of good wine,
a satirist, who, though devoid of the advantages
of birth or breeding or culture, could boast of the
friendship of kings and princes, and exercised a
mysterious influence over the governments of
great countries. Humourous as he was, he was
not excelled in that quality by another Hibernian,
Doctor Quinn, who had a large practice amongst
the English residents and visitors, a man ever
ready with repartee, full of humanity, hearty and
most hospitable.

Scarce less a favourite amongst all was Doctor
Reilly, likewise Irish, a retired navy surgeon,
wild-spirited, who in his day was concerned with
strange romances in which rope ladders and con-
vent walls formed conspicuous scenic effects, but
who now had settled down to matrimony which
brought wealth. Never was man more jocose,
especially at his table, around which he delighted
to gather his friends not less than twice a week ;
and many rare passages of arms were exchanged
between himself and the abbé.

Then came a dear and lovable old man, General
Wade, from Westmeath, who, by some strange
turn of fortune’s wheel, was commandant of the
Castello D’Ovo, and who rejoiced in entertaining
his friends, not alone with the pleasures he set
before them, but by the stories which he told
them; harmless, full of frolic, now and then
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ready to start for Ireland, but had to wait a couple
of days before beginning his journey, as the mail-
coach was full, whilst a similar occurrence de-
tained him in Dublin, Once arrived at Mountjoy
Forest, he began what he terms the grand project,
and revelled in the delightful occupation of build-
ing castles in the air. The earl was enthusiastic
regarding his scheme. As Mathews relates in his
autobiography, «fifty different plans were furnished,
and fifty different alterations were suggested, till
the time ran away, and we were not much further
advanced than when we started. Lord Blessington
was absorbed in his grand idea, and went mad over
the details. Suggestion upon suggestion, and al-
teration upon alteration, succeeded each other hour
by hour; but nothing daunted, I followed all his
caprices with patience and good-humour, and even
derived amusement from his flights of fancy.”

The fact was, as this shrewd young man soon
discovered, that his chief charm lay in his acqui-
escence with my lord’s whims. He had already
been furnished with plans, on a magnificent scale,
for a castle by Wyatt, who would not permit a
suggestion, or allow an alteration, a despotism that
by no means suited the earl, who really wanted to
design the residence, and to suggest the arrange-
ments, and merely required some one smart enough
to put his plans in shape, and carry out his practi-
cal details. “I am just the person for him,” says
Mathews, “ardent as himself, and rather delight-
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whatever interested him, owing to his lordship’s
habits; for the earl loved his ease and had no
desire to hurry; he was not a walker, and sight-
seeing bored him ; he breakfasted in bed and there
read his newspapers and books, rising late in the
day, so that Mathews saw little of him save when
travelling or at meal-times. Fortunately for the
young man, Lord Blessington had another travel-
ling companion in the person of Sir Charles Sutton,
who bore Mathews company in his excursions
abroad, and his visits to palaces, churches, and
galleries.

Seven days after their departure from London,
they had crossed the Jura and reached Geneva,
where, to their astonishment, they met Lady Bless-
ington’s sister, Mrs. John Home Purves, with
her children and governesses, and the Hon. Man-
ners Sutton, when Lord Blessington pressed them
to accompany him to Naples, an invitation which
they were unable to accept. After two months’
travelling they reached Milan, where Lord Bless-
ington bought another carriage. As an instance
of the tediousness which travellers endured in
those days, it may be mentioned that, in journeying
from Genoa to Chiavari, they fell in, at about five
o’clock in the afternoon, with Lord Haywarden,
who had started from Spezia at half-past four in
the morning, and had only covered a distance of
seven miles meantime. He advised them not to
continue their journey : much rain had fallen, the
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best shot, the best horseman, the best draughts-
man of his age. Possessed of every attribute that
could render his society desirable, I am sure I do
not go too far in pronouncing him the perfection of
a youthful nobleman.”

Then came Miss Power, Lady Blessington’s
youngest sister, somewhat demure in aspect, of
quiet and retiring manners, contrasting sweetly
with the more dazzling qualities which sparkled
around her. Lady Blessington has been de-
scribed as a peach blossom, and Miss Power as a
primrose by her side.

The great salon of the villa occupied its centre,
and here in one corner was Lady Blessington’s
table, covered with flowers, books, and writing-
materials; in another corner Miss Power had
her table, Count D’Orsay his in a third, filled
with artistic litter, whilst a fourth was given to
Mathews, where he might map out his plans and
draw his designs. My lord had an adjoining sanc-
tum all his own, in and out of which he strolled
continually, asking questions, proposing some party
of pleasure, or speaking of his occupations, the
designs for his castle, and the plot of the novel
he was then engaged in writing. Regarding the
former, he told a friend, «I discovered that Lady
Blessington did not like our plan, and so, without
arguing the topic, I determined upon abandoning
it. Knowing also how difficult, if not impossible,
it is to do anything which everybody likes, I deter-
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vided. In a marvellously short time he had picked
up the Neapolitan dialect, manner, and peculiar-
ities, and with these in his possession he gave
imitations of characters well known to the town.
Amongst those, the individual who recited « Ariosto
and Tasso” to an entranced crowd. Then he im-
itated the mendicants, the street preachers, and
musicians, whose songs he sang to an accompani-
ment on the guitar, as, after dinner, he with his
friends sat in the loggia overlooking the bay, the
caressing warmth of a southern night in the air,
the yellow moonlight full upon the bay.

Once when Miss Power was ill, and had sixty
leeches applied to her in three days, Mathews, in
order to divert her, dressed himself as a doctor
and visited her. After sitting down beside, and
talking to her for some time, he took the nurse
aside to ask her some droll questions, which the
woman, not recognising him, answered in detail,
and even consulted him on several subjects.
Then D’Orsay, very serious of mien, took her out
of the room to inquire what the doctor had said,
and presently sent her in again to ask another
question, but on her return no doctor was visible,
only young Mathews, who had put away his wig.
She searched the room for the medical man, and
would not be convinced she had been hoaxed,
until the wig was replaced and the grave manner
resumed, when her astonishment became the most
laughable thing in the world.
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Lady Blessington rose and made him an elegant
curtsey, when he burst out laughing, much to her
surprise, and the secret was out. But entering
into his joke, she insisted he should visit her sister,
on which he was introduced to the bedroom of the
invalid, who was overcome with shame that the
count should have been allowed to enter.

Between work and play, many delightful months
passed for Charles Mathews, who, writing to his
mother, in June, 1824, says:

“« We are most happy in Belvedere, for during the hot
months it is the only breathing-place that can be found.
The sea air is always fresh, and the terraces always cool,
admitting of the most enchanting walks by the light of the
moon : indeed, nothing can equal these terraces, overlook-
ing the bay, and perfumed with the exquisite fragrance of
the flowers below.

“An Italian moonlight differs materially from ours in
England from the total absence of all fog, or damp mists;
not even the slightest dew is perceptible. Not a breath of
air is stirring, or a sound of any kind to be heard except
the exquisite melody of our darling nightingales, who, from
the groves above which we stand and in which we are
enveloped, burst forth at short intervals with all that bril-
liancy and richness so often celebrated, but in such perfec-
tion so seldom heard. Belvedere at this hour is elevated
into the very highest heaven of poetry. Every moonlight
scene that ever was described, is here realised and sur-
passed. That glorious combination of sea, mountain, and
island, under the soothing, gentle light of the chaste Diana,
is viewed with'a feeling of reverent admiration that abso-
lutely inspires the soul with an unearthly delight.
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the author, whom he subsequently introduced to
Lady Blessington. Concerning him she had heard
much from acquaintances, and had looked forward
to their meeting with some anxiety.

Landor, who was at this time in his fifty-first
year, was a Warwickshire squire, a learned scholar,
a man of original mind, and the author of «Imag-
inary Conversations.” Even whilst a Rugby
boy he became famous for his skill in making
Latin verses, and later, when he entered Trinity
College, Oxford, he was not less renowned for
his ability to make Greek verse. Though these
were, according to his own belief, the best in the
university, it was strongly characteristic of him
that here, as at Rugby, he refused to compete for
the prizes.

The waywardness of his temper, his unbending
will, his defiance of authority, and self-reliance had
shown themselves from a nearly age. When, as a
sturdy lad, he went a-fishing with a cast net, and
met with a farmer who interfered with this pastime,
Landor replied by flinging the net over him and
holding him captive. When Doctor James, head
master of Rugby, selected for approbation some
verses which Landor did not consider his best, he
gratified his indignation by writing on the fair copy
made of them, some insulting remarks, and this
action being repeated, Doctor James asked that
the boy might be removed, to avoid the neces-
sity of expulsion.
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all his life hated restraint, preferred liberty and
the smaller sum, and, taking himself into Wales,
remained there some three years. His father
died in 1805, when Walter, being the eldest son,
had money and to spare. Three years after this
date, when the Spaniards rose against the French,
Landor joined the Spanish army, in whose expedi-
tions he took part.

When he was six and thirty, and at a period
when he was writing « Count Julian,” he one night
entered a ballroom at Bath, and seeing a pretty
girl, asked her name. He was told it was Julia
Thuillier, on which he exclaimed, “By heaven,
that’s the nicest girl in the room, and I'll marry
her!” A few days later he writes to his friend
Southey : «It is curious, that the evening of my
beginning to transcribe the tragedy, I fell in love.
I have found a girl without a sixpence, and with
very few accomplishments. She is pretty, grace-
ful, and good-tempered, — three things indispensa-
ble to my happiness. Adieu, and congratulate me.”
Later he spoke to his mother of his intended bride,
as a girl “who had no pretensions of any kind, and
her want of fortune was the very thing which de-
termined me to marry her.” The marriage took
place in haste and was repented at leisure. Mrs.
Landor was a simple, insignificant little woman,
who bore children, delighted in housekeeping, and
exhibited a nagging disposition to her husband.
«God forbid,” Landor said, on one occasion, “that
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that you will hear something of me which you
would rather not hear, but my name shall be re-
spected as long as it is remembered.” Blood was
spared over this affair, but not ink; for Landor
wrote a letter to the foreign minister in Downing
Street, telling him that some curious facts were
in his possession “concerning more than one of
the wretches he has employed abroad.”

Later than this he accused his landlord, the
Marquis de Medici, of having enticed away his
coachman, Next day, whilst Landor, his wife, and
some friends were sitting in the drawing-room, the
offended marquis came strutting in with his hat on;
but he had not advanced three steps from the door
when Landor walked quickly up to him, knocked
his hat off, and then taking him by the arm, con-
ducted the astonished marquis to the door.

As to his personal appearance, Landor was
wholly indifferent. It was his custom to wear his
clothes until they could scarcely hang together;
and years before, when he used to visit his sisters,
who were offended by his carelessness in this
respect, they would leave new garments by his
bedside, which he would put on in the morning
without discovering the change.

The wondering Italians, on seeing him, used to
‘say all the English were mad, but this one more
than the rest.

Many English visitors to Florence made the
acquaintance and friendship of this original man,
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to vent decided opinions in vigorous English,
an idea of which may be gained from the con-
tents of his letters. For instance, she must not
praise him for his admiration of Wordsworth and
Southey. That was only a proof that he was not
born to be a poet. He was not a good hater;
he only hated pain and trouble. He thought he
could have hated Bonaparte if he had been a
gentleman, but he was so thorough a blackguard,
thief, and swindler, that, wherever he appeared,
contempt held the shield before hatred. Robert
Stewart, Viscount Castlereagh, afterward second
Marquis of Londonderry, was almost as mischie-
vous and was popularly a gentleman, but being an
ignorant and a weak creature, he escaped from
hatred without a bruise. And wasn’t it remark-
able how very few people of the name of Stewart
had ever been good for anything? He had known
a dozen or two, and the best of them was Dan
Stewart, a poacher at Oxford, whom he had in-
troduced into his « Penn and Peterborow.”

It was amongst the few felicities of his life that
he had never been attached to a party or been a
party man. He had always excused himself from
dinners that he might not meet one. The Eng-
lish must be the most quiet and orderly people
in. the universe, not to rush into the houses of the
rapacious demagogues, and tie them by the necks
in couples and throw them zu#¢i guanti into the
Thames.
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«“ DEAR LADY BLESSINGTON:— It has quite escaped
my memory whether I made any reply or remark on your
flattering observation, that my life, written by myself, would
interest the literary world and others. However, as you
have repeated it, I will say a few words on the subject. I
have always been cautious and solicitous to avoid the notice
of the publick; I mean individually and personally. What-
ever I can write or do for their good is much at their ser-
vice, and I do not disdain to amuse them, altho’ I would
not take any trouble about it. As for their curiosity in
regard to myself, it must remain ungratified. So little did
1 court the notice of people, even when young, that I gave
my Latin poems, etc., to the printer, on one only condition,
namely, that he should not even advertise them in the
papers. I never accepted an invitation to dinner in Lon-
don, excepting at your house, and Sir Charles Morgan’s,
once. He had taken a good deal of trouble to bring thro’
Parliament an Inclosure Act of mine, in which, by means
of Sir Charles Mordaunt, Dugdale, himself, Lord Manvers,
and Lord Walsingham, and I must not forget Lord Oxford,
1 defeated the Duke of Beaufort and his family, but en-
countered so much opposition that, altho’ I had saved a
thousand pounds for my purpose, hardly one shilling was
left, and my four thousand acres were and are still -unen-
closed. My own life-holders opposed me, for there were
but three freeholders in the parish, and very small ones.
My own land was calculated at about eight thousand acres;
half enclosed, half not. I always hated society, and de-
spised opinion. Added to which, I must of necessity be
a liar in writing my life, since to conceal a truth or give a
partial evidence is to lie. I spent thirteen winters of my
early life in Bath, which at that time was frequented by the
very best society. I was courted in spite of my bad
temper, my unconciliating manners (to speak gently of
them), and my republican opinions. I once even inspired
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love. There is no vanity in saying it. An old man or an
old woman may say, pointing at the fireplace, ¢ These ashes
were once wood.” But there are two things in this world
utterly unpardonable, —to say and to forget by whom we
have been beloved. My rocks of Meillerie rise, but it is
only in solitude that I will ever gaze upon them. I have
nothing to do with people, nor people with me. A phre-
nologist once told me that he observed the mark of venera-
tion on my head. I told him in return that I could give
him a proof of it. I would hold the stirrup for Kosciusko,
the brandy-bottle for Hofer, the standish for Southey, and
I declare to you upon oath that I firmly believe myself
superior to any duke, prince, king, emperor, or pope exist-
ing, as the best of these fellows is superior to the most
sluggish and mangy turnspit in his dominions; and I swear
to you that I never will be, if I can help it, where any such
folks are. Why should I tell my countrymen these things?
Why should I make the worst-tempered nation in the world
more sullen and morose than ever? I love good manners,
and therefore keep out of their way, avoiding all possibility
of offence. 1 have been reading Sir Egerton Brydges’
autobiography. In one of the pages I wrote down this
remark: Poor man! He seems to be writing in the month
of January, in the city of London, the wind northeast, with
his skin off. I would not live in London the six winter
months for a thousand pounds a week. No, not even with
the privilege of hanging a Tory on every lamp-arm to the
right, and a Whig on every one to the left, the whole extent
of Piccadilly. This goes sadly against my patriotism.
Do not tell any of the Radicals that I am grown so indiffer-
ent to the interests of our country. It appears that you
have a change of ministry. 1 hope the Tories will leave
Mr. Seymour his situation here as minister. He is the
first in Tuscany that ever did his duty. How different
from the idle profligate fiddler you remember here, and the
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called, are magnificent; but Grecian architecture
does not turn into ruin so grandly as Gothic. York
Cathedral a thousand years hence, when the Ameri-
cans have conquered and devastated the country,
will be more striking.”

His pleasant trip was suddenly interrupted. At
the time of his leaving Florence, his boy Arnold,
just recovered from a fever, had been pronounced
quite convalescent, and had given his Babbo, as he
styled his father, leave of absence for twenty-five
days. On reaching Naples, Landor failed to find
a letter from home awaiting him. I was almost
mad,” he wrote to his sister, “for I fancied his ill-
ness had returned. I hesitated between drowning
myself and going post back. At last I took a place
(the only one; for one only is allowed with the
postman in what is called the diligence). Mean-
while, Lord Blessington told me he would instantly
set sail if I wished it, and that I could go quicker
by sea. I did so;and we arrived in four days at
Leghorn.

“ Here he gave me a note enclosed in a letter to
him, informing me that Julia had been in danger
of her life, but was now better. I found her quite
unable to speak coherently ; and unhappily she was
in the country. Nevertheless, the physician, who
sometimes passed the whole day with her, and
once slept at the house, never omitted for forty-
three days to visit her twice a day, and now by his
great care she has reached Florence. I brought her
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In a low and tremulous voice she greeted those
presented to her, and her eyes grew dim when she
spoke of her great son, whom she hoped “soon to
join in that better world where no tears were
shed.” She added, «I thought I should have done
so long ago, but God sees what is best for us.”

A faded figure, remarkable as the mother of the
greatest man the modern world had produced,
and pitiable as the survivor of his colossal wreck-
age, she walked in the noontide sun around the
garden which Roman emperors had trod, weary of
a life which had known such startling vicissitudes.
Before driving away she said “kind and flattering
things”’ to Lady Blessington, whom she invited to
visit her, and then kissed her forehead in farewell.

A scarcely less interesting personage whom
Lady Blessington met at this time was the Count-
ess QGuiccioli now a prominent personage in
Roman society. It has already been stated that,
whilst staying at Genoa, Lady Blessington had
never seen Madame Guiccioli, though Byron had
frequently mentioned her, and though her brother,
Count Gamba, had been frequently entertained by
the Blessingtons.

It was, however, at a féte given by the Duc de
Laval Montmorenci that Lady Blessington first
met the contessa, in whom she was much inter-
ested. With regular features, a delicately fair
complexion, white teeth, beautiful red gold hair,
a finely moulded bust, and well-shaped arms, she
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looked at the polite foreigner to whom in future
she was to belong, she having no will to sanc-
tion or to refuse the arrangement made for her,
no thought but to obey. On his part, Count
D’Orsay was not inspired with love by this
schoolgirl, who seemed incapable of appreciat-
ing his best turned compliments, and indifferent
to the graces which had won him high reputa-
tion in a hundred drawing-rooms.

It was originally the intention of Lord Blessing-
ton that the marriage should take place in Flor-
ence, but hindrance to this arrangement was given
by the English ambassador in that city, John, Lord
Burghersh, afterward eleventh Earl of Westmore-
land, who intimated to the French ambassador,
the Duke de Laval Montmorenci, that the cer-
emony according to the rites of the English
Church must precede that of the Catholic Church.
Moreover, on some personal remonstrance being
made by Lady Blessington, he behaved with rude-
ness to her and to her stepdaughter,-—an act
which drew from Walter Savage Landor the fol-
lowing wrathful letter:

“ DEAR LADY BLESSINGTON: — If I could hear of any
wrong or any rudeness offered to you, without at least as
much resentment as you yourself would feel upon it, I
should be unworthy, not only of the friendship with which
you honour me, but of one moment’s thought or notice.
Lord B. told me what had occurred yesterday. I be-
lieve I may have said, on other occasions, that nothing
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“« With every good wish in all its intensity to the happy
couple, and with one good wish of much the same nature
to Miss Power,—1I remain, your ladyship’s very devoted
servant.”

The Blessingtons therefore left Florence, as
already stated, and arrived in Rome in Novem-
ber, 1827, en route for Naples, where, according
to the Annual Register, the marriage of Lady
Harriet Gardiner and Count Alfred D’Orsay was
celebrated by the chaplain to the British embassy.
The family then returned to Rome, from where,
four days later, the bridegroom addressed the fol-
lowing letter, concerning the arrangements, to
Landor:

« ROME, Decembre 8, 1827.

«“ MOoN CHER MR. LANDOR:— Nous avons tous été
obligé d’aller 4 Naples pour faire le mariage Protestant,
car la premire insinuation qu’a l'on donna au Duc de
Laval fut quil étoit préférable que cela eut lieu avant la
cérémonie Catholique, ainsi voild ce grand imbecille d’un
ministre confondu. Son ignorant entétement est prouvé.
Je viens de lui écrire, pour lui dire que lors qu’on est com-
plétement ignorant des devoirs de son ministére on doit
alors en place d’entétement s’en rapporter & l'opinion des
autres, et que malgré tout Pembarras que nous avions eu
a cause de lui, d’entreprendre ce voyage, nous avions été
32 méme de juger de F , qui comprend tout aussi, bien
les devoirs de son ministére que la maniére de recevoir les
personnes de distinction.

« J'espere qu'il prendra mal ma lettre, car j'aurais grand
plaisir de lui couper le bout de son bec. Je vous écris ces
détails car je sais méme par Hare, qu’en veritable ami vous
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«The whole fitting up is in exquisite taste,” she
writes, “and as usual, when my most gallant of all
gallant husbands that it ever fell to the happy lot
of woman to possess, interferes, no expense has
been spared. A queen could desire nothing better
for her own private apartments. Few queens, most
probably, ever had such tasteful ones.”

On the day before they moved into their new
residence, June 14th, Lord Blessington wrote to
Landor telling him of their intended change, and
stating that Lady Blessington wished that some
whim, caprice, or other impelling power might
transport him across the Alps, and give them the
pleasure of again seeing him.

“ Here we have been nearly five weeks,” he tells
his correspondent, “and, unlike to Italy and its
suns, we have no remembrance of the former, but
in the rolling of the thunder; and when we see the
latter, we espy at the same time the threatening
clouds on the horizon. To balance, or assist, such
pleasure, we have an apartment bdien decoré, with
Jardin de Tuileries en face, and our apartment
being at the corner, we have the double advantage
of all the row from morning till night. Diligences
and flacres, coachmen cracking their whips, stal-
lions neighing, carts with empty wine barrels, — all
sorts of discordant music, and all kinds of cries,
songs, and the jingling of bells. But we hope
this is our last day of purgatory; for, though the
skies are loaded with more water than one could
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the Right Honourable John Manners Sutton,
afterward Viscount Canterbury, which was cele-
brated on the 6th of December, 1828. Mr. Man-
ners Sutton had been a widower since 1813,
whilst Mrs. Purves had been a widow since the
27th of September, 1827, her husband having died
on that date at Pensacola, where he had for four
years held the post of British consul. Amongst
the letters of congratulation which Lady Blessing-
ton received on this marriage was the following
from her friend Landor :

“ Fortune is not often too kind to me, — indeed, why
should she be ? — but when she is, it is reasonable enough I
should be grateful. We have come at last to this agree-
ment, that whenever she does anything pleasant to you, I
may take my part in the pleasure, #em. con., and as large
a part as any one except yourself and Lord B. She then
put something into the opposite scale, and said it was but
just. I laughed to hear her talk of justice, but owned it.
Now I will lay a wager that, of the hundreds of letters you
and my lord have received to congratulate you on the mar-
riage of Mrs. Purves, not one has been so long in coming
to the point. . .

« I am waiting very anxiously to offer Miss Power better
compliments than these of the season. Why is she con-
tented with holly, when she may have myrtle? I must not
begin to ponder and meditate, for whatever effect these
ponderings and meditations may have upon the ponderer
and meditator, the effect is likely to be very different on
those whom they befall. And I do not think your post
comes in at bedtime. I have not yet transgressed so far, that
1 may not request to be presented to all your house, and to
wish you many, many years of health and happiness.”
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Though Lord Blessington was not quite well at
this time, and though the journey from the French
to the English capital was tedious and uncomfort-
able, he resolved to cross the Channel and be in
his place in the House of Peers when the bill
came up for discussion ; for my lord was a liberal
man in his ideas, and had ever been a lover of his
country. Lady Blessington writes that he never
considered himself, when a duty was to be per-
formed. She adds, «I wish the question was car-
ried and he safely back again. What would our
political friends say, if they knew how strongly I
urged him not to go, but to send his proxy to
Lord Rosslyn?”

His journey seemed to have no ill results, for
when in London he appeared in excellent spirits
and good health. He voted for the Catholic
Emancipation Bill, which was passed by a majority
of one hundred and five ; saw many of his friends,
and entertained them in St. James's Square;
dined with Lord Rosslyn; and, at the request of
the Duke of Clarence, presided at the Covent
Garden theatrical fund dinner. He then set out
again for France, where he was joyously welcomed
by his wife, his daughter, and his son-in-law.
Always lavishly generous to the woman he loved,
he came back to her laden with presents. “ Some
of them,” she writes, ‘“are quite beautiful, and
would excite the envy of half my sex.”

Lord Blessington had been generally careful of






178 THE MOST GORGEOUS

London, the purity of spring and the promise of
summer in the air, the sky clear for the sun, and
the city gay with colour, all on this May day
which was to be the last but one for this most
devoted of husbands, this generous-hearted, open-
handed, pleasure-loving man; than whom, as
Walter Savage Landor wrote, ‘“none was ever
dearer or more delightful to his friends.”

It was on a Saturday, the 23d of the month,
that soon after the mid-day meal he complained of
not feeling well, when he drank a few spoonfuls
of Eau de Melisse in water. An hour or so later,
feeling much better, he ordered his horse, and, fol-
lowed by his servant, rode out of the courtyard of
his house, a gallant, upright figure, his sunny,
high-coloured face turned toward the window from
which his wife watched him, he waving his hand
in response to her smiles.

A little later, and he was carried home insen-
sible, from an attack of apoplexy. Doctors were
hastily summoned, and all that love could do was
done ; the knowledge of its helplessness being in
such cases love’s bitterest grief. From the first
he remained speechless and insensible, his wife
distracted and fearful beside him, servants coming
and going, his daughter and her husband seldom
absent from the room over which the sombreness
of death seemed already to have settled. All
through Sunday, a day of sunshine and joyousness
without, of grief and terror within, his condition
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never feel at all. Every one that knows me knows the sen-
timents I bore toward that disinterested and upright and
kind-hearted man, than whom none was ever dearer or more
delightful to his friends. If to be condoled with by many,
if to be esteemed and beloved by all whom you have ad-
mitted to your society, is any comfort, that comfort at
least is yours. I know how inadequate it must be at such
a moment, but I know, too, that the sentiment will survive
when the bitterness of sorrow shall have passed away.

“ You know how many have had reason to speak of you
with gratitude, and all speak in admiration of your gen-
erous and gentle heart, incapable as they are of estimating
the elevation of your mind.

¢ Among the last letters I received, was one from Mrs.
Dashwood, whose sister married poor Reginald Heber, the
late Bishop of Calcutta, She is a cousin of Hare’s, and
has heard Augustus speak of you as I have often written.
Her words are (if she speaks of faults, remember you are
both women), ‘I wish I was intimate with her, for, what.
ever may be her faults, so many virtues can be told of
few.’

« These are the expressions of a woman who has seen
and lived amongst whatever is best and most brilliant, and
whose judgment is as sound as her heart, and does she not
speak of introduction merely, but of intimacy ; it is neither
her curiosity nor her pride that seeks the gratification.

“1 fear that the recovery of your health may yet be
retarded, about which I have often thought of writing to
Count D’Orsay, for nothing is more inconsiderate than
to oppress, with a weight of letters, one whom you know
to suffer, and to be more than enough fatigued already.
May he and his countess endeavour to promote your
happiness as anxiously as you have promoted theirs!

« Believe me, dear Lady Blessington, your very faithful
and devoted servt.” )
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In a letter penned more than five years after
her husband’s death, a date which it may be well
to bear in mind, she gives expression to her feel-
ings regarding him, in a letter addressed to Lan-
dor. In this, bearing date July, 1834, she says :

«1 have often wished that you would note down for
me your reminiscences of your friendship and the conver-
sations it led to with my dear and ever to be lamented hus-
band, —he who so valued and loved you, and was so little

‘understood by the common herd of mankind. We, who
knew the nobleness, the generosity, and the refined delicacy
of his nature, can render justice to his memory, and I wish
that posterity, through your means, should know him as he
was. All that I could say would be viewed as the partiality
of a wife, but a friend, and such a friend as you, might
convey a true sketch of him.”

And now began a time of change and trouble
for one whose ways had previously been made
smooth by every means that luxury and love
could suggest. For in the first place, through the
death of her lord, her circumstances underwent a
change, as indeed they must have done had he
lived, owing to his vast expenditure, his disregard
for money, his neglect of his property, which had
become heavily encumbered. According to his
last will and testament, he left her two thousand
a year, inclusive of one thousand pounds settled
on her at the time of his marriage; “with all her
own jewels, requesting that she may divide my
late wife’s jewels between my two daughters, at
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Later, she heard that an acquaintance of theirs,
a certain Colonel C , was the writer of the
scandal, and when next she saw him she charged
him with the offence, as will be seen by the follow-
ing letter, written to Mrs. Charles Mathews :

«All that has occurred on the subject of the attacks in
the Age, I shall now lay before you. I wrote to Mr. Powell
urging him to commence a prosecution against the editor,
and stated to him that Lord Stuart de Rothsay had advised
me to do so, as the only means of putting a stop to these
attacks., Mr. Powell was of a different opinion, and advised
our treating the attack with contempt; and so the affair
ended.

“ When Colonel C returned to Paris in February
and came to see me, I told him of my information as to his
being the author of the attacks; but this I did without ever
even hinting at my informant. He declared his innocence
in the most positive terms, gave his word of honour that he
had never written a line in his life of scandal for any
paper, and never could lend himself to so base and vile a
proceeding. His manner of denial was most convincing,
and so it ended.

“Two months ago Captain G of the Guards, who
had been very severely attacked in the Age, went to Lon-
don and took a friend with him to the editor of the Age,
who even gave him a small piece of the letter sent from
Paris, which Captain G sent Comte D’Orsay, and
which is a totally different writing from Colonel C. ’s ;
and so here ended the business, as it was useless to do any-
thing more except commence a prosecution, which I still
think ought to have been done.

« Mr. Powell has never given either Comte D’Orsay, or
myself, the least information since last January on this sub-
ject; and now you know all that I do on this point. I have
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cipher. Etruscan tripods stood in its corners;
in its recessess were desks of red tortoise-shell
boule work. The drawing-room, with its deep,
rich tones of ruby and gold, was not less splendid.
Here were turquoise and Seévres-topped tables,
old boule-winged cabinets, antique jugs of flaw-
less amber that had belonged to Josephine, Indian
jars, porcelain essence burners, candelabra of jas-
per and filigree gold, and a thousand other objects
that dazzled and delighted the sight.

Jekyll, writing to a friend, described the house
as “a bijou, or, as Sir W. Curtis’s lady said, a per-
fect bougie.” Little wonder that Sir William Gell,
writing from Naples, says that Keppel Craven
tells him her house “is so exquisite in all respects
that he thinks it impossible anything can ever
tempt you to move again.”

Altogether, Lady Blessington made her home
a stately and beautiful place, worthy of the bright
company that was to gather there, and become
associated with her name for ever. For no sooner
had she settled in I.ondon, than the friends who
had been introduced to her by her husband, as
well as many of those she had met abroad, mind-
ful of the charm of her personality, grateful for
the kindness she had extended to them, hastened
to pay her their court, all of them anxious again
to expand their minds in the atmosphere of one
so sympathetic and gracious, so graceful and
beautiful.
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elegant movement of which her jewels shone as
with the splendour of starlight. The wide, calm
forehead was yet without a line, the exquisite
mouth was as mobile and tender as before. The
gray-blue eyes, whose wistfulness was visible in
their depths, whose colour deepened to violet in
the shadow of their lids, lighted a face not the
Tess fascinating now it no longer retained the vio-
lent freshness of youth; for time had taught, and
sorrow had softened, and each in turn had added
its tribute to an expression that, more than the
shape of feature or the outline of face, was found
the chiefest of her charms.

The soothing light of candles fell upon a table
set with a service of chased silver and old gold, and
beautified — after a fashion Lady Blessington was
first to introduce — with the luxuriant colour of
mellow fruits and odorous flowers, in dishes and
bowls of sea-green Sévres and purple porcelain.
The rich amber or deep ruby of rare and fra-
grant wines caught the light of taper flames, whose
reflections in the goblet-shaped glasses gleamed
as might sacred lamps on the altar of Epicurus.
Servants in powder, wearing magnificent liveries
of green and gold, walked silent-footed, as if they
trod on air, serving ready-carved — a mode new to
England — the pompous procession of dishes whose
insinuating flavour wooed the most reluctant appe-
tite. And all around, serving as a frame to so
fair a picture, was the superb octagonal-shaped
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the two last-mentioned authors dedicating each
a book to him; whilst John Forster declared the
count’s “pleasantry, wit, and kindliness gave him
a wonderful fascination,” an attestation borne out
by Albany Fonblanque, who said “the unique
characteristic of D’Orsay is, that the most bril-
liant wit is uniformly exercised in the most good-
natured way. He can be wittier with kindness
than the rest of the world with malice.”

Born without a sense of the proportion or value
of money, he squandered in reckless extravagance
whatever sums came in his way. His wardrobe
was inexhaustible, his horses were thoroughbreds,
his brougham a work of art, the appointments of
his toilet of massive silver and old gold.

Above all things, he delighted in emphasising
his noble air and distinguished figure by a pecu-
liarity of dress and an exaggeration of fashion
which, in a man of less remarkable appearance,
might be considered foppery or affectation. Among
other extravagant fancies, he suited the shape of
his hat to the cut of his coat, — donning a hat of
smaller dimensions when wearing a thin coat, and
of larger size when he wore a thick overcoat, or
his famous sealskin, which he was the first to
introduce to England. In summer he was seen
in all the glory of a white coat, blue satin cravat,
primrose gloves, scented with eau de jasmine, and
patent leather boots, whose lustre was only second
to the sun.
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and amongst her own sex such story-tellers as
Maria Edgeworth, Lady Morgan, Miss Mitford,
Mrs. S. C. Hall, and Jane Porter. The poets in-
cluded Wordsworth, Campbell, Coleridge, Barry
Cornwall, Samuel Rogers, Tom Moore, Alfred
Tennyson, Mrs. Hemans, Miss Barrett, Miss Lan-
don; and the essayists numbered Charles Lamb,
De Quincey, Thomas Carlyle, and Landor. In
every department of literature there seemed la-
bourers enough already, yet room might be found
for another. At this time Lady Blessington had
no definite intention of joining the novelists’ ranks.
Verses, stories, and biographical sketches would
come easier to her pen; but whilst a wide field of
subjects to select from lay before her, no special
design employed her mind. She felt assured,
however, that she could furnish material for the
periodicals, and already decided that the New
Monthly Magazine would be the most desirable
medium for a beginning.

This publication had been founded some ten
years previously by Colburn, and had counted
amongst its contributors the most notable writers
of the day. The first who filled the editorial chair
was none other than Thomas Campbell, who,
though readable as a poet, was execrable as an
editor ; he being a man under whose #4gime con-
fusion reigned supreme, from whom contributors
might hope in vain for answers; who apologised
to his readers for “inserting without reflection”
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sidered he had ample means to support himself
and his wife in the position proper for them to
maintain, an advantage which alone induced Mary
Anne Power to accept his proposal, she being
unwilling to remain any longer a burden on her
sister, and anxious to gain independence even by
the sacrifice of her feelings. On the other hand,
the count believed that the sister of an English
countess, who lived in a style so magnificent, could
not but have a handsome dowry.

Alas, the truth was known too late. The count
was well-nigh as poor as his wife; and after living
together for a few months, during which they
daily disagreed, they willingly separated, he re-
turning to his own country, and she at first to
her sister, until such time as she went to Dublin
to take charge of her father, when in due course
her place in Lady Blessington’s household was
supplied by her nieces, Marguerite and Ellen
Power, the beautiful daughters of Lady Blessing-
ton’s impecunious brother.

Her sister Ellen, who had married the Hon.
Charles Manners Sutton, was far more fortunate.
Her drawing-rooms were only less brilliant than
those of Lady Blessington, whilst her grace and
beauty were scarce second to the countess. Be-
tween his scrambles from the receptions of a
duchess to the concert of a marchioness, Tom
Moore graciously found time to call upon Mrs.
Manners Sutton, and in his diary speaks of being
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He had desired her not to learn English, pre-
ferring that she should always address him in the
delicious music of her native language; but since
his death she had acquired a knowledge of his
tongue, and could understand what passed around
and was addressed to her. With her large blue
eyes, her blonde skin, and glorious red-gold hair,
she was fair to look upon as seen in Lady Bless-
ington’s drawing-room, under the gracious patron-
age of her stately hostess, who introduced her to
those bidden to see so interesting a personage.

The countess had no desire to disassociate her-
self from the memory and history of so fascinating
and famous a man, but rather sunned herself in his
posthumous fame. With gentle melancholy she
spoke to them of him on whose stilled heart her
miniature had been found, listened to their gracious
speeches with delight, and accepted as homage the
curiosity she excited. Her appearance on the scene
was welcomely opportune at a moment when Lady
Blessington’s « Conversations with Lord Byron”
were exciting comment and discussion regarding
the poet.

Scarcely had the Countess Guiccioli been a week
in town before she visited Harrow School, a place
inseparably connected with Lord Byron, where, as
she expresses it, she “enjoyed many melancholy
pleasures” on being shown over the sights sacred
to her lover’s memory, her guide being the Rev.
Henry Drury, who had been master of Harrow
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«1 received a note from you before my departure from
London, which, being a reply to the last of mine to you, I
did not answer. I found your remarks on my critique true
and reasonable, and, for some of them at least, I could have
scarce any other thing to reply, but that you are right.
Yes, you are right, my dear Lady Blessington, when you
say that, on account of my sensitiveness toward Lord Byron
(which has its source, not only in my exalted sense of his
perfections, but in all the results of my experience of the
world), I cannot be satisfied with any of his biographers.
But if I ever shall give my own impressions of him to the
public (which I look upon as a duty it remains for me to
perform toward his memory, one day or other), I fear, my
dear Lady Blessington, that, instead of being received by
the public with the interest you say, they would find I have
seen Lord Byron through a medium of affection, and would
laugh, perhaps, at what I feel so deeply in my heart.

“ 1 am now living quite an English life, a quiet, serious
life, speaking all day the language of the English people;
but I must confess, for an Italian this kind of life is a little
too formal, too cold, has too much of restraint in it on the
feelings, and makes me feel a kind of oppression upon my
breast. I feel as if I could not breathe freely, and yet"
I have before my eyes the calm, wide, sublime ocean. I
don't find here the beauties of the Mediterranean shores,
the Bay of Naples, with its smiling islands and its brilliant
sky, but perhaps there is on this unlimited ocean a degree
more of sublimity. It appears to me that it is calculated
to inspire one with Ariosto’s musings — that other with
Byron's poetry.”

In the spring of this year another visitor from
abroad was warmly welcomed by Lady Blessing-
ton. This was Walter Savage Landor, with whom
she had, since their parting, carried on a corre-
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thing left by Lord Byron with Lady Blessington
is a copy of a letter written by him in the name
of Fletcher, giving an account of his own death
and of his abuse of his friends : humour and irony
mingled with unusual grace.”

One of the anecdotes told regarding the learned
Doctor Parr was, that on hearing a young man
scoff at religion, and make fun of the story of
Balaam’s ass and its cross, he turned to him im-
pressively, and said, “It would be well, sir, if you
had less of the ass and more of the cross.” And
on another occasion, when the doctor was aggra-
vated by a youth who, confident in his opinions,
strongly advanced them, Parr said to him, “You
are a young man, you have read much, thought
little, and know nothing at all.”

Before the year was out Henry Crabbe Robin-
son called again on Lady Blessington, to whose
receptions he was given a general invitation.
«Qld Jekyll was with her,” he narrates. “He
recognised me and I stayed in consequence a
considerable time.” He found the conversation
«various, anecdotic, and several matters were re-
lated worth recollecting.” No man could be more
amusing, courteous, and entertaining than Jekyll
In speaking of Lady Blessington’s literary abilities,
he declared that Fortune was a fickle jade, for she
might have contented herself in bestowing beauty,
but she grew extravagant and threw talents and
taste into the bargain. Then, when the talk turned
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on Lord Erskine, who used to hesitate very much
in his delivery, and could not speak well after
dinner, Jekyll narrated that he dined with his
lordship once at the Fishmongers’ Company, “and
he made such sad work of speechifying that I
asked him whether it was in honour of the com-
pany that he floundered so.”

What most amused Henry Crabbe Robinson on
this occasion was the reading by Lady Blessington
of “a ridiculously absurd letter from an American,
suggesting that a monument should be raised to
Byron, to be built of flint and brass, and covered
with great names. Lady Blessington was asked
to contribute an Andenken, in return for which
she was promised that her name should have a
prominent place.”

Though, as she tells a correspondent, she had
now all the horrors of authorship on her hands,
and had not an hour to call her own by day, whilst
at night she retired to bed so fatigued as to be
unable to sleep, yet she found time to write letters
to her friends when they needed advice or sympa-
thy. For example when, through loss of specula-
tions and breaking health, ill fortune was beginning
to darken the life of the elder Charles Mathews,
she wrote his wife the following kindly letter :

«It is strange, my dearest friend, but it is no less strange
than true, that there exists some hidden chord of sympathy,
¢some lightening of the mind,” that draws kindred souls
toward each other when the bodies are separated. I have
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Gradually her drawing-room became the ac-
knowledged centre of all that was brilliant in lit-
erature and art; the common ground where the
aristocracy of rank met that of talent; where
painters were introduced to patrons, and authors
met editors and publishers, and critics came face
to face with the criticised ; the hostess presiding
over an assemblage whose prejudices on the one
hand, and whose sensitiveness on the other, made
them difficult to manage ; but which she, with her
strong individuality, felicitous tact, and common
sense, succeeded in harmonising.

Perhaps the most remarkable, most interesting
of all who crowded her salon, was young Benjamin
Disraeli, a distinguished figure in any assemblage,
physically and mentally.

In thought, he had ever been in advance of his
years, as a schoolboy had fretted at formulas that
had given him words instead of ideas; and at a
period when most lads are unformed in mind and
plastic, this youth had distinguished himself by
his imagination, fluency, his ambitious dreams,
his brilliancy. It was out of school, indeed, he
had learned most, the place which pleased and
helped him best being his father’s library.

In the course of his reading, he was left to his
fancy, the volumes which had most attraction
dealing with men who had risen by force of their
own abilities. Young Ben was acutely conscious
of power within himself, but the scene toward
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Meanwhile her correspondence with her friends
continued, she finding leisure to help them when
they needed her aid.

In a letter dated April 8, 1834, Landor tells
her that for some time past he has been compos-
ing “The Citation and Examination of Wil
Shakespeare, Euseby Treen, Joseph Carneby, and
Silas Gough, before the Worshipful Sir Thomas
Lucy, Knight, touching deer-stalking, on the 1g9th
day of September, in the year of grace 1582, now
first published from original papers.”

«“This is full of fun,” he writes; “I know not
whether of wit. It is the only thing I ever wrote
that is likely to sell. It contains about three hun-
dred pages. If I send it, will you have the kind-
ness to offer it to Colburn, not as mine, — though
probably he may recollect my handwriting, If he
prints it, he shall give me two hundred pounds for
it.  No other publisher can give it so extensive a
circulation, otherwise I would rather burn it than
he should have it.”

In May of the same year he gives a letter of
introduction to be presented to her by N. P. Willis,
“an American gentleman attached to the legation
at Paris.” It is not, however, in that character
Landor wishes to introduce him, “but in that of
the best poet the New World has produced in any
part of it.” He adds that Mr. Willis will bring
her the « Examination of Shakespeare.” “If you
offer it to Colburn, pray do nothing more. It is






292 THE MOST GORGEOUS

offer. I will not take the entire profits. I will
take half, and shall be glad if they begin to print
the volume as soon as they conveniently can. I
will pay for the dozen copies I give my friends, for
I really have a dozen of one kind or other.”

The letter of introduction which Landor had
given to N. P. Willis was duly presented on that
individual’s arrival in London. Willis, who was
then in his twenty-eighth year, had begun life as
a typesetter in the office of his father, the editor
and proprietor of The Recorder and The Youth's
Companion. A remarkably smart and enterprising
man, N. P. Willis had, at the age of two and
twenty, established 77%e American Monthly Maga-
zine, which, a couple of years later, was merged
into The New York Mirror.

Whilst connected with these publications he had
written verses and sketches which were highly
praised, and his career was looked forward to as
one of promise. His pen was versatile and fluent,
his nature enthusiastic, refined, and ambitious. And
throughout his youth his eyes had been turned
toward Europe, which he ardently longed to behold.
No sooner, therefore, did circumstances permit,
than, leaving 7%e New York Mirror to the care
of his partner, he crossed the Atlantic, all the
wonders of the Old World to see.

On arriving at Paris he was made an attaché
of the American ministry, a privilege to which no
salary and no responsibility were attached, but
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On the second day after his arrival in London,
he called at Seamore Place at a rather early hour,
and was told by the powdered footman that her
ladyship had not yet come down to breakfast.
With this individual he left his letter of intro-
duction, together with his address, and in the
course of a few hours received an invitation
from Lady Blessington to call that evening at ten
o’clock.

On obeying, he was shown into the library,
«lined alternately with splendidly bound books and
mirrors, and with a deep window of the breadth
of the room opening upon Hyde Park,” where
he found the countess alone. ¢ The picture to
my eye,” writes the American poet, “as the
door opened, was a very lovely one: a woman of
remarkable beauty, half buried in a fauteuil of
yellow satin, reading by a magnificent lamp sus-
pended from the centre of the arched ceiling ;
sofas, couches, ottomans, and busts arranged in
rather a crowded sumptuousness through the room ;
enamel tables covered with expensive and elegant
trifles in every corner; and a delicate white hand
relieved on the back of a book, to which the eye
was attracted by the blaze of its diamond rings.
As the servant mentioned my name she rose and
gave me'her hand very cordially.”

Their conversation turned on America, and “in
a voice merry and sad by turns, but always musi-
cal,” she told him she received a great many letters
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authors were discussed, amongst others Beckford,
who, of all present, was only known to Disraeli.
The manner in which he pictured this extraor-
dinary man bewildered Willis, who says, «I
might as well attempt to gather up the foam of
the sea as to convey an idea of the extraordinary
language in which he clothed his description.
There were at least five words in every sentence
that must have been very much astonished at the
use they were put to, and yet no others apparently
could so well have conveyed his idea. He talked
like a race-horse approaching the winning-post,
every muscle in action, and the utmost energy of
expression flung out into every burst.”

Bulwer, of course, talked vivaciously, and D’Or-
say kept up a running fire of comment, half in
French, half in English. Fonblanque and Lord
Durham, “with his Brutus head,” held grave polit-
ical discourse, and in this way the hours fled till
midnight passed and morning came.

His bright manners and persuasive personality
won N. P. Willis friends in high places at a time
when visitors from the younger country were a
novelty ; and in the autumn he found himself
a guest of the Duke of Gordon. The society
which here surrounded him was not so congenial
as that of the literary and artistic set which he
found in Lady Blessington’s home, and writing
to her at this time, he says: “I am in a place
which wants nothing but the sunshine of heaven
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the honour to know you, for you will check him
sometimes, when I am away.”

Be this as it may, a strong friendship existed
between Disraeli, in whom she had faith from the
first, and Lady Blessington, who had early gained
his admiration and affection. Three letters, writ-
ten by him to her in this year, — 1834, — indicate
the intimate feelings with which he regarded her;
and likewise throw side-lights on his own life at
this time. Both are written from his father’s house,
Bradenham, the first being dated August, the 5th;
the second bearing no other date than this year,
whilst the third was written on the 17th of Octo-
ber. They run as follows:

#« My DEAR LADY BLESSINGTON:—1 was so sorry to
leave London witht being a moment alone with you; but
although I came to the opera the last night on purpose, Fate
was against us. I did not reach this place until Sunday,
very ill indeed from the pangs of parting. Indeed, I feel
as desolate as a ghost, and I do not think that I ever shall
be able to settle to anything again. It is a great shame,
when people are happy together, that they should be ever
separated ; but it seems the great object of all human leg-
islation, that people never shod be happy together.

« My father I find better than I expected, and much
cheered by my presence. I delivered him all your kind
messages. He is now very busy on his ¢ History of Eng-
lish Literature,’ in which he is far advanced. I am mis-
taken if you will not delight in these volumes. They are
full of new views of the history of our language, and in-
deed, of our country, for the history of a state is neces-
sarily mixed up with the history of its literature.
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few days of your society, that we may talk over
old friends and old times, one of the few comforts
(though it is a melancholy one) that age gives.”

In the autumn of the year the Countess Guic-
cioli was again in England, a country which had
become dear because of the appreciative welcome
its society had extended to her. Now, however,
she was little disposed to receive the hospitalities
proffered, for news had reached her from Italy
that her brother, Count Gamba, was sick unto
death. Before Lady Blessington had been made
aware of this fact, she wrote to Madame Guiccioli,
in October :

« 1 shall grow superstitious, my dearest friend, for I
really had a presentiment that you were either in sickness
or in sorrow, and, alas, I find that you are in both. I wish
I was near you, for I understand your heart as well as I do
my own, and I think I could lighten your sufferings by shar-
ing them. I have great faith in the power of sympathy,
and it is in moments of affliction that the presence of a true
friend can be of use. I shall be more #7757, knowing that
you are unhappy and alone, than if I was near you. Be
assured that I feel for you a friendship as warm as it is sin-
cere, and that few people can love you as well, because few
people can appreciate you as I do.

« My carriage shall be at your door to-morrow, at seven
o’clock, to bring you to dine with me, but if you wish to
take the air, or have any visits to pay, it shall be at your
service at any hour you like. Count D’Orsay charges me
with miille amitiés de sa part. Adieu until to-morrow, ckire
and belle amie. God bless you, prays your affectionate and
devoted friend.”
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I trust you will no more have occasion to try its
efficacy.

“Your tour has been a very interesting one,
and you had need of such an excitement to lessen
the #ristesse that had taken possession of you
since the melancholy intelligence from Italy.

«“There is but one source of consolation, my
dear friend, under such afflictions, and I have
been often during the last six years compelled to
seek its aid, and this is the recollection that the
friends torn from us by death (that ruthless des-
troyer of the dearest ties) only precede us at most
by a few fleeting years, that only sure rendezvous
where we shall all meet. Alas, such is our weak-
ness, that we mourn as if they only were con-
demned to die, and that we were not to follow
them. The brevity of life proves the best conso-
lation for the pains that fall to ourselves while in
it. But why dwell on the subject to you, who, like
myself, have tasted deeply of the cup of affliction,
and who are accustomed to its bitterness.

“I hope to see you soon again, very soon after
your arrival, with the roses of health again bloom-
ing on your cheeks. Count D’Orsay charges me
with his kindest regards to you; we often think
and talk of the pleasant hours passed in your
society, when your charming voice and agreeable
conversation gave wings to them.”

These were not the only letters of sympathy
which Lady Blessington was called upon to write
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had written the « Naval Officer,” for which he re-
ceived four hundred pounds, and the following
year, he retired from the service, and published
“The King’s Own.” Two years later, he pro-
duced ¢« Newton Forster,” and became editor of
the Metropolitan Magaszine, a post he retained
for three years, during which time he gave the
world «Peter Simple,” ¢ Jacob Faithful,” and
«“The Pacha of Many Tales.”

Taking his family with him, he went to reside
abroad, in 18335, and in the summer of the follow-
ing year he wrote from Spa to tell Lady Blessing-
ton that he had received her packet of letters, for
which he is much obliged, not for the letters alone,
but also for thinking of him, when he was so far
out of the way, which was very unusual in this
world, and particularly flattering to him. Spa
was a very beautiful place, very cheap, but it was
deserted. There were only two or three English
families there, but they were all cocktails, as sport-
ing men would say.

“We are therefore quite alone, which pleases
me. I was tired of bustle, and noise, and excite-
ment, and here there is room for meditation, e’'en
to madness, as Calista says, although I do not
intend to carry my thoughts quite so far. I write
very little, just enough to amuse me, and make
memorandums, and think. In the morning I
learn German, which I have resolved to con-
quer, although at forty one’s memory is not quite
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ous family of father, mother, sister, brother and his six
children, that I have to provide for, compels me to write
when my health would demand a total repose from literary
exertion, and this throws me back.

% Mais que faire? A thousand thanks for your most
kind offer of literary assistance, and for the charming
scene from ¢Orestes,” which is full of power. How glad
I shall be to see you again at Gore House. Do pray pay
me a visit, whenever you can make up your mind to move;
for be assured no one can more truly enjoy or value your
society than I do. I ordered my publishers to send you
one of the first copies of my new novel, which I hope
has reached you. The story is only a vehicle to convey a
severe censure on the ultra fashionables of London, and the
book has been very indulgently received.

« Mrs. Fairlie and her family are still with me, and Bella
improves daily in intelligence and beauty. We often speak
of you and wish you were with us.”

But whatever anxieties troubled her mind, what-
ever physical ailment attacked her, she strove to
conceal them from her friends, whom she invari-
ably received with her characteristic graciousness,
her manner leading them to believe it was they,
not she, who created the pleasure of the hour.

It was at this time a striking and singular
figure might be seen in her drawing-room. This
was none other than John Varley, one of the
founders of the Society of Painters in Water-
colours, an artist, a mystic, an astrologer. A man
of great stature, his face was rugged and earnest,
his eyes had the sadness of the seers. Lady
Blessington was sufficiently broad-minded to feel






346 THE MOST GORGEOUS

Varley said to his son, “I am feeling all right, I
don’t think anything is going to happen to me
personally; it must be my property which is
threatened.” And scarce had he spoken when a
cry of fire was heard outside; for fire had broken
out in his house, which was not insured, and by
which he lost everything he had in the world.

He would bring witnesses to prove he had fore-
told many important facts, amongst them the date
on which William Collins died. James Ward, his
friend and brother artist, for whose children Var-.
ley had cast their horoscopes, burned these hiero-
glyphics, because their predictions falling out so
truly, he was convinced that Varley held com-
merce with the devil. Nay, he would occasionally
single some stranger out of the circle around him,
the day and hour of whose birth he would demand,
and there and then, with a pencil, on the fly-leaf
of a letter, would draw a horoscope, from which he
stated facts concerning the individual’s past, and
made predictions regarding the future.

None listened to him more attentively than
Bulwer, to whose mind all things mystic pre-
sented a vivid fascination, and it was from Varley
the novelist took lessons in astrology, as did at a
later date young Richard Burton, whose strange
career and Oriental travels were foreshadowed by
the artist.

Then Varley would tell of his friend, the mys-
tical artist, William Blake, who died in 1827. The
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from proceeding with the first sketch till he had
closed it. During the time occupied in complet-
ing the drawing, the flea told him that all fleas
were inhabited by the souls of such men as were
by nature bloodthirsty to excess, and were there-
fore providentially confined to the size and forms
of insects; otherwise, were he himself, for in-
stance, the size of a horse, he would depopulate
a great portion of the country.”

One evening, when the conversation turned on
various forms of divination, Bulwer asked Lady
Blessington to show them the magic crystal which
had been given her by Namiz Pacha, in whose
family it had been in use for over six hundred
years before Christ, various generations having
regulated their lives according to the symbolic
visions seen therein. The crystal was four inches
in diameter, and had been consecrated to the sun.
It was only to be consulted during four hours in
the day, when, to those specially gifted with clair-
voyance, visions appeared in its clear depths. Lady
Blessington valued it highly because of its history,
but from the hour of its first arrival, when, under
the direction of Namiz Pacha, she had stared into
the crystal and believed herself to have seen a
sight that startled and saddened her, she could
never be induced to look into it again.

Disraeli was scarcely less interested in such
subjects than Bulwer, who, at a later date, drew
for the former a geomantic figure, from which he
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and elaborate strokes. Mine are but plaster-of-Paris casts,
or rather statues of snow that melt as soon as they are
fashioned.

« D’Orsay has written me kind letters, which always in-
spirit me. How are my friends, if I have any? At any
rate, how is Bulwer? I can scarcely expect you to find
time to write to me, but I need not say what pleasure your
handwriting wd afford me, not merely in pencil notes in a
chance volume. This is all very stupid, but I cod not be
quite silent. Ever your Dis.”

Months later he writes her another letter, in
which he says:

«1 see by the papers that you have quitted the shores of
the ¢far-resounding sea,’ and resumed your place in the
most charming of modern houses. I therefore venture to
recall my existence to your memory, and request the fa-
vour of hearing some intelligence of yourself, which must
always interest me. Have you been well, happy, and pros-
perous? And has that pen, plucked assuredly from the
pinion of a bird of Paradise, been idle or creative? My
lot has been as usual here, though enlivened by the pres-
ence of Lady Sykes, who has contrived to pay us two visits,
and the presence of Lord Lyndhurst, who also gave us a
fortnight of his delightful society. I am tolerably busy,
and hope to give a good account of myself and doings
when we meet, which I trust will be soon. How goes that
¢ great lubber,” the Public, and how fares that mighty hoax,
the World? Who of our friends has distinguished or ex-
tinguished himself or herself? In short, as the hart for the
waterside, I pant for a little news, but chiefly of your fair
and agreeable self. The ¢ Book of Beauty’ will soon, I
fancy, charm the public with its presence. Where have
you been? In Hampshire I heard from Lord L. How is
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“ How is /e bean Roi Alfred? I can fancy him on the
Margate pier, with the gaze of the admiring crowd fixed
upon him. But he would be nothing without white shoes.
I am now going to stroll along the sands, and teaze shrimps,
which abound in little streamlets, and are singularly playful
considering that they are born to be boiled.”

A couple of weeks later, writing from the same
place, he says : «I have been whiling away the time
here, with nothing much better than the mere en-
joyment of a smooth sea and fair sky, which a
little remind me of my beloved Naples. Margate
and Naples — what association. After all, a very
little could suffice to make us happy, were it
not for our own desires to be happier still. If
we could but reduce ourselves to mechanism,
we could be contented. Certainly, I think, as we
grow older, we grow more cheerful, externals
please us more, and were it not for those dead
passions which we call memories, and which have
ghosts no exorcism can lay, we might walk on
soberly to the future, and dispense with excite-
ment by the way. If we cannot stop time, it is
something to shoe him with felt, and prevent his
steps from creaking.”

Throughout the winter Lady Blessington con-
tinued ailing, and would gladly have laid aside her
work, had such been possible, but every day
seemed to increase the necessity for labour.

In January, 1838, she writes to a correspondent
that her silence, for which she begs to be excused,
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after all, is my great work ; the others are
boudoir-tables to lay it on — tables with very
slender legs, though fancifully inlaid and pretty
well polished.”

A week later, on the 18th of February, he
writes to acknowledge the receipt of her novel,
just published, “The Confessions of an Elderly
Lady,” ¢and of all who heard confessions, I think
nobody, shorn or unshorn, was more attentive or
more delighted,” he tells her; and then continues:
“As my reading in future will be chiefly, if not
only, novels, I hope you will ensure me at least
one of the best the few years I shall be able
to enjoy anything. Your scenes and characters
are real, your reflections profound and admirably
expressed. I could not but remark some of the
more delicate and recondite with my pencil, though
so beautiful a book ought scarcely to be treated
with so daring a liberty. When you do me the
favour of writing to me again, pray give me Fors-
ter’s address, for I want to send him the corrected
edition of my ¢ Imaginary Conversations.””’

It is about this time he thinks of having his
« Conversations ” illustrated, as such might render
a volume more salable, not that he cares a fig
either for popularity or profit ; «for,” says he, “if
ever I am popular I shall never know anything
about it, and if ever I get money I shall neither
spend nor save it. I have already more than I
want. But I really should like to be able to make
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proud when I am mentioned by you, and take a
mischievous delight in seeing what a number of
enemies a voice of praise always brings out against
me. Boys have much the same feeling when they
see curs exasperated, knowing as they ride along
that the said curs cannot reach their stirrup
leathers. If they could, the laughter might be
somewhat in a lower key.”

Before the year 1838 was out she had published
her novel, called «The Governess,” on which she
had been at work for some time. Landor consid-
ered it the most admirable of all her books, the
one which most delighted him. “It has left,” he
tells her, “a deep impression on my memory.
¢ The Governess’ is more than a match for ‘The
Elderly Gentleman.” She brought tears into the
eyes of another who is somewhat of that descrip-
tion — par-troppo, an Italian young lady would
say.”

In return, she writes to Landor regarding lines
addressed by him to his son Arnold, then in his
twentieth year, which had appeared in the Exam-
iner. “If he read them,” says Lady Blessington,
«“how can he resist flying to you?” and then she
continues, “ Alas, half our pains through life arise
from being misunderstood, and men of genius,
above all others, are the most subject to this mis-
fortune ; for a misfortune, and a serious one I call
it, when those near and dear to us mistake us,
and erect between their hearts and ours barriers
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¢« She has the peculiar and most unusual talent
of keeping the conversation in a numerous circle
general, and of preventing her guests from divid-
ing into little selfish pelotons. With a tact unsur-
passed, she contrives to draw out even the most
modest tyro from his shell of reserve, and by
appearing to take an interest in his opinion gives
him the courage to express it ; all her visitors seem
by some hidden influence to find their level, yet
they leave her house satisfied with themselves.
While drawing them out, and affording to each of
them an opportunity for riding within moderation
his own particular hobby, she seizes the right mo-
ment for diverting the conversation into a channel
that will give somebody else a chance. The popu-
lar M. P. is made to feel that there are other
interests waiting to be discussed besides those
connected with politics and party; the garrulous
leader of his circuit awakes to the conviction that
he cannot here, as is his wont at the dinner-table,
hold forth to the exclusion of every voice but his
own; and the shallow man of fashion sees the
rising painter or the budding poet deferred to on
matters with which he is little conversant. In
fact, the bore, the coxcomb, and the cynic have
each to confine himself within the limits of good
taste and good breeding; and though Hayward
still continues to talk more than any one else,
though Warran displays the overweening vanity
that has marred his social as well as his forensic
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had tiny visiting-cards printed for the pet, which
were left on friends and neighbours when she
called on them. The dog died about the same
time as Wyndham Lewis, to whose wife Mrs.
Bulwer wrote a letter of condolence, in which, as
_ her son narrates, she compared “their respective
losses, lamenting her own as being in the nature
of things the heaviest and most irreparable of the
two.”

Mrs. Wyndham Lewis was some fifteen years
the senior of Disraeli, and had never been a beauty ;
but she was a woman of great intelligence, sound
judgment, and wide sympathy. He was deeply in
debt, and she could give him the independence
for which he had ever longed, so that he married
her in August, 1839, seventeen months after her
husband’s death, she being then fifty. Before
this event took place, Disraeli wrote to Lady
Blessington to thank her for her new book, ¢« Des-
ultory Thoughts and Reflections,” which he says
he gave Mrs. Wyndham Lewis who is a great
admirer of aphoristic writing. She was, he con-
tinues, “to mark what she had approved, and the
volume is in consequence lying on her table, with
scarcely a margin not deeply scored. I should
have written to thank you for this agreeable recol-
lection of me, but have intended every day to do
so in person.

«“It is indeed a long time since we met, but I
flatter and console myself that we shall meet very
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our dearest D’Orsay,” Disraeli wrote to Lady
Blessington, when the count had been ‘staying
with him at Bradenham, “ with some of the booty
of yesterday’s sport as our homage to you. His
visit has been very short but very charming, and
everybody here loves him as much as you and I
do.”

On Lady Blessington leaving Seamore Place,
D’Orsay had given up his house in Curzon Street
and taken another at Kensington Gore, not far
from her residence. Notwithstanding the fortune
he had gained with his wife, he had even before
leaving Paris been involved in debt; and after
a few years spent in London, his inability to
understand the value of money, and his gambling
losses, made him a debtor to a still greater amount.
For a long while the tradesmen with whom he
dealt refrained from sending him their bills, lest
he might withdraw his patronage, which secured
them the custom of those who would vie with
or imitate him. It was said that his tailors,
on sending home his clothes, were wont to slip
some bank-notes into the pockets, and that on
one occasion when this practice was omitted,
D’Orsay returned the garments to their maker,
saying he had forgotten to line the pockets. This
story may be as untrue as the statement made
by a Parisian paper, Le Globe, to the effect that
‘every day he gave a guinea to a beggar who
handed him a light for his cigar.
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An anecdote, which has the merit of being
veracious in detail and characteristic of the man,
states that having met Major Crauford, with
whom he was well acquainted, D’Orsay learned
from him he was about to sell his commission
in order to pay his debts. Such a proceeding
seemed extraordinary to the count, who begged
of him to alter his determination, but the officer
replied he must either lose his honour or sell
his commission, for no alternative was left.

“Lend me ten pounds,” said D’Orsay, who
could not see why he should not have some of
the money about to be wasted in payments. The
major disliked to comply with this request, which,
however, he found it impossible to refuse. Hav-
ing obtained the sum, D’Orsay parted from him
light-heartedly, after his fashion; but early next
morning he called on the major and coolly began to
empty his pockets of gold and bank-notes until he
had counted out the sum of £750, which he told
Crauford was his. The bewildered major thought
his visitor had gone mad, but D’Orsay merely
laughed at his surprise. “I staked your ten pounds
at Crockfords,” he said, “and won this sum, which
is justly yours; for if I had lost, you never would
have got back the money you lent me.”

Though D’Orsay and his wife had parted in
1834, owing to delays in the Court of Chancery
it was not until six years later that a legal separa-
tion was drawn up.
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In accordance with the terms of this, Count
D’Orsay renounced all his interests in the Blessing-
ton estates, “in consideration of certain annuities,
amounting to 42,467, being redeemed or allowed
to remain charged upon the estates (the sum then
necessary to redeem them being calculated at
£23,500), and also in consideration of a sum
of £55,000 to be paid to him: 413,000, part
thereof, as soon as it could be raised, and the
remaining £42,000 within ten years.”

These latter sums were not paid until the
estates had been sold in 1851, when, with interest,
they amounted to £80,000, and that amount was
handed over to creditors to whom D’Orsay had
given securities on the estates. The annuities,
and the amount paid to his creditors out of the es-
tates, amounted to upwards of £103,500. Whilst
residing in England he had an allowance of £550
a year from the Court of Chancery in Ireland,
whilst his wife had £400.

In 1839 the first part of the “Idler in Italy”
was published, and from none of her friends did
Lady Blessington receive such enthusiastic praise
as from him whose appreciation she valued most.
Writing to her of the book, Landor tells her,
“Yesterday was a day of perfect delight to me.
At eleven the ¢Idler in Italy’ came to me, and
we did not part till 10.50 this morning. I burst
out, however, at page 244, on ‘the sublimity of
our dense fogs, which leave so much to the
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S. C. Hall narrates how he once became inter-
ested in a young man of good education and some
literary taste, who, with his wife and two children,
were in a state of absolute want. ¢ After some
thought as to what had best be done for him, I
suggested a situation at the post-office as a letter-
carrier. He seized at the idea, but, being better
aware than I was of the difficulties of obtaining
it, expressed himself to that effect.

«“] wrote to Lady Blessington, telling her the
young man’s story, and asking if she could get
him the appointment. Next day I received a
letter from her, enclosing one from the secretary,
regretting his utter inability to meet her wishes,
such appointments, although so comparatively
insignificant, resting with the postmaster-general.

“I handed this communication to the young
man, who was by no means disappointed, for he
had not hoped for success. What was my surprise
and delight, however, when the very next day
there came to me another letter from Lady Bless-
ington, enclosing one from the postmaster-general,
conferring the appointment on the young man.
This appointment, I believe, he still holds.” And
writing of Lady Blessington, on another occasion,
he says, “I have known of her so many kindly
and generous acts, so much considerate sympathy,
so ready a will to render timely help, so earnest
a mind to assist any suffering artist or struggling
professor of letter.”
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No wonder that the Marquis Wellesley wrote to
her, «If half the happiness you dispense to others
is returned to yourself, you will be amongst the
happiest of the human race. There is no great
demand upon the gratitude of the world, to com-
promise your just claims, by the payment of one-
half.” i

Nothing vexed her more than to be unable to
pay bills sent in to her, and her greatest anxiety
was to keep out of debt. And that she might be
free from such a burden, she strove to curtail
expenses, and she laboured incessantly.

Writing in the middle of this year, in 1840, to a
friend, she says: “ When I tell you that I have no
less than three works passing through the press,
and have to furnish the manuscript to keep the
printers at work for one of them, you may judge
of my unceasing and overwhelming occupation,
which leaves me time neither for pleasure, nor
for taking air or exercise enough for health. I
am literally worn out, and look for release from my
literary toils more than ever slave did from bond-
age. I never get out any day before five o’clock,
have offended every friend or acquaintance I have,
by never calling at their doors, and am suffering
in health from too much writing.”

The vexations of her daily life were, at this time,
much increased by a rumour, which associated
D'Orsay with aiding and abetting Prince Louis
Napoleon in the attempt made by him this year






372 THE MOST GORGEOUS

“Lady C writes to me that I too am mixed
up in the reports: but I defy the malice of my
greatest enemy to prove that I even dreamt of
the prince’s intentions or plans.”

Prince Louis Napoleon’s attempt resulted in his
being sentenced to imprisonment for life in the
fortress of Ham. From there, on January 13,
1841, he wrote to his old friend, saying, “I have
received only to-day your letter of January, because,
being in English, it was necessary to send it to the
ministry in Paris to be read. I am very grateful
for your remembrance, and I think with grief that
none of your previous letters have reached me. I
have received from Gore House only one letter,
from Count D’Orsay, which I hastened to answer
while I was at the Conciergerie. I bitterly regret
that my letter was intercepted, for in it I expressed
all the gratitude at the interest he took in my mis-
fortunes. I will not describe to you all I have
suffered. Your poetic soul and your noble heart
have guessed how cruel the position is, where
defence is restricted within impassable limits, and
reserve is placed in justification.

“In such a case the only consolation against
all calumnies and strokes of fate is the voice that
speaks from the bottom of your heart and absolves
you, and the reception of marks of sympathy
from exceptionally gifted natures, that, like yours,
madam, are separated from the crowd by the
elevation of their sentiments, by the independence
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trious as herself, he had since that time written
“The Lady of Lyons,” “Richelieu,” ¢“The Sea
Captain,” and “Money.” Nor had his wife been
idle, for in 1839 she had published a novel,
« Cheveley, or the Man of Honour,” in which her
husband, under the thinnest disguise, figured as
the villain. Writing to Lady Blessington, he tells
her he shrinks “from returning to London with
its fever and strife. I am tired of the stone of
Sisyphus, the eternal rolling up and the eternal
rolling down. I continue to bask delighted in
the light of Schiller. A new great poet is like
a discovery of a lost paradise. It reconciles us
to the gliding away of youth, when we think that,
after all, the best pleasures are those which youth
and age can enjoy alike, — the intellectual.”

About this time she became acquainted with
Charles Dickens, who had already written ¢ Pick-
wick,” «Oliver Twist,” ¢« Nicholas Nickleby,”
«The Old Curiosity Shop,” ‘and ¢ Barnaby
Rudge.” Forster vouches for the warm regard
the great author had for her, “and for all the
inmates of Gore House; how uninterruptedly
joyous and pleasurable were his associations with
them ; and what valued help they gave him in his
preparation for Italy.”

In a letter dated June 2, 1841, Dickens writes
to her: “The year goes round so fast that, when
anything occurs to remind me of its whirling, I
lose my breath and am bewildered. So your
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her residence permanently in Italy, a country to
which she turned in memory continually.

In this year Count D’Orsay’s liabilities swelled
to the respectable sum of £107,000; this amount
being principally due to tradesmen, and quite irre-
spective of debts owing to private friends, which
amounted to about £13,000 more. At this crisis,
some efforts were made by him to pass through
the bankruptcy court, but these had to be aban-
doned, owing to the impossibility of identifying
him with either commercial or agricultural pur-
suits. It will seem strange that an idea of paying
all his debtors, and of becoming fabulously wealthy
by means of alchemy, loomed large behind the
mind of this elegant dandy. But certain it is,
that, at one time, he was filled with magnificent
visions of changing base metal into gold, by means
of the great secret, the pursuit of which had ‘sapped
the life and broken the spirit of medizeval vision-
aries. And it is possible that if he had had in his
possession the necessary funds to build the labora-
tory, and prepare the crucible, he too would have
joined the pale procession of weary searchers whose
hopes had beheld the gains on which their eyes
had never rested.

Meanwhile, as he was sauntering through the
streets one day, airy, magnificent, and smiling, a
hand was laid roughly on his shoulder, and in the
twinkling of an eye he found himself arrested for
a debt of £300 owing to his bootmaker, M'Henry,
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of Paris. Like all his bills, this had been accumu-
lating for years, and no notice had been vouch-
safed to repeated demands for payment, so that
M’Henry reluctantly found himself obliged to take
this step. He was unwilling, however, to im-
prison his debtor, from whom he accepted certain
securities.

This arrest being made, D’Orsay believed him-
self no longer free to take the air; for in every
step behind him, in every touch upon his arm,
he would hear and feel the executor of the law,
the dreaded bailiff. The number of his creditors
outstripped his memory, and they were now re-
solved to follow an example which had proved
successful in obtaining security, if not payment
for debt. And to a man of his luxurious nature
and refined tastes, the thought of a prolonged
residence in the Fleet Prison was fraught with
horrors. There was but one means of escaping
danger, — he must no longer venture abroad, save
on Sundays, on which day he would be free from
the bailiff’s clutch. '

After a consultation with Lady Blessington, he
took up his residence in Gore House, where he
could continue to enjoy the society of their mutual
friends, and take exercise in the spacious grounds
attached to her mansion. It now became apparent
to the count that something must be done to mend
his fortunes, and he therefore agreed to the sug-
gestion frequently made before by Lady Blessing-
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ton, that he should seek employment in diplomacy,
for which his talents and characteristics peculiarly
fitted him.

Accordingly, all the interest and influence which
Lady Blessington could exercise were used to ob-
tain him the position of secretary to the French
embassy in London, or, failing that, of the secre-
taryship to the embassy at Madrid, which was at
this time vacant. At one moment, indeed, he re-
ceived positive assurances from those in a position
to give them, that he would receive the former
appointment ; and that it was only necessary, as a
matter of etiquette, that the Count St. Aulaire,
French ambassador to the court of St. James,
should ask for the nomination, to have it granted.

The highest commendations on D’Orsay’s abili-
ties were given by men of rank, and stress was
laid on the services which he was capable of ren-
dering to the French government, which were
blandly received by the Count St. Aulaire. This
worthy courtier was not, however, satisfied with
such testimonies, but, according to Lady Blessing-
ton, he “ consulted a coterie of foolish women, and
listening to their malicious gossiping, he concluded
that the nomination would not be popular in Lon-
don, and so was afraid to ask for it.” She adds,
« It now appears that the Foreign Office at Paris
is an inquisition into the private affairs of those
who have the misfortune to have any reference to
it.”
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wished for in London, and I think it may be some
little time before he gets such a one as he ought
to have, and that would suit him.

« The secretaryship in Spain would be an excel-
lent thing, and I would aid the marshal in anything
he might do or say respecting it. I shall be rather
surprised, however, if the present man is recalled.
Well, do not let D’Orsay lose courage. Nobody
succeeds in these things just at the moment he
desires. Remember, also, how long it was, though
I was in Parliament and had some little interest,
before I was myself fairly launched in the diplo-
matic career. Alfred has all the qualities for suc-
cess in anything, but he must give the same trouble
and pains to the pursuit he now engages in that
he has given to other pursuits previously. At all
events, though I speak frankly and merely what
I think to him, I am here and always a sincere
and affectionate friend, and most desirous to prove
myself so.”

Deeper and deeper, shadows began gradually
to gather round her. In February, 1843, died
Isabella Fairlie, the little grandniece whom she
tenderly loved, the fairylike, delicate child who
would dance and caper in the sunshine, who would
sit for hours, motionless, at Lady Blessington’s feet
whilst she worked, and who, whilst in pain, would
look upon that kindly face with an expression that
more than supplied the words she could never
speak.
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with what extreme severity affliction, such as you
have been called upon to bear, must press upon
you. I do, indeed, sympathise with your griefs,
and wish with condolence there were consolation
to offer; that is only to be drawn from the re-
source of your own mind and heart, so rich in all
that is amiable. But there must be something
akin to comfort, in the reflection of how very many
mourn for your sorrows.”

Her own feelings will best be understood from
the following communication which Lady Bless-
ington addressed to Henry Bulwer. «Of all the
kind letters,” she says, “received in the late be-
reavement that has left so great a blank in my life,
none have so much touched me as yours; for
I know how to appreciate the friendship which
prompts you to snatch from time so actively and
usefully employed as yours always is, a few min-
utes for absent and sorrowing friends. This last
blow, though not unexpected, has nevertheless
fallen heavily on me, and the more so that the
insidious malady which destroyed my poor dear
niece, developed so many endearing qualities in
her sweet and gentle nature, that her loss is the
more sincerely felt. Two months before this last
sad event, we lost her little girl, that sweet and
interesting child whose beauty and intelligence
(though, poor thing, she was deaf and dumb) you
used to admire. This has indeed been a melan-
choly year to me.
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To find a friend, when one most needs consolation,
is indeed something to be grateful for; and I am
glad when anything brings back old and dear
associations. Perhaps if we could all see each
other’s hearts, there would be no misgivings, for
coldness of manner often covers warmth of heart,
as, to use a very homely simile, wet slack covers
over the warm fire beneath. My nieces send you
their cordial regards. Count D’Orsay will be the
bearer of this. God bless and comfort you, prays
your cordial friend.”

And later she assures Forster that if the warm-
est sympathy of his friends at Gore House could
alleviate his grief, he might be assured its bitter-
ness would be softened. « We feel so sincere a
regard for you, that the loss you have sustained
cannot be a matter of indifference to us, and
therefore we hope you will come to us en famille,
without the fear of meeting other guests, until
your spirits are more equal to encountering a
mixed society.”

Forster himself fell ill and was unable to avail
himself of her kindness, whereon she writes to
him that, if he knew the anxiety they all felt for
his health, and the fervent prayers they offered
up for its speedy restoration, he would be con-
vinced that, though he had friends of longer date,
he had none more affectionately and sincerely
attached to him than those of Gore House. «I
claim the privilege of an old woman,” she adds,
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and benevolent feelings, actively manifested to all
around you, and to your ever affectionate and
obliged friend.”

It is instructive to learn that the woman who
so deplores the ingratitude of others could, after
Lady Blessington’s death, write to a mutual friend
stating that, I really thought well of my poor
friend, and believe I can afford to own my friend-
ship for her.”

But whilst the countess was still amongst the
living, and probably whilst Mrs. Mathews was
influenced by the sense of favours yet to come,
she could end a letter of thanks for a fresh
obligation received, by the following paragraph :
« And now, my dear, respected, and truly beloved
friend (a friend in the most extended sense of
that too often misapplied word), accept once more
my most grateful acknowledgments for all your
generous and kindly acts, and pray believe that I
am, dearest lady, your faithfully affectionate, etc.”
Lady Blessington, in the midst of her own heavy
anxieties, was not only helping Mrs. Mathews re-
garding the publication of her book, but was also
striving to obtain for her a sum from the commit-
tee of the Literary Fund, to which Mrs. Mathews
had small claim. Lady Blessington’s exertions
were successful, and a grant of fifty pounds was
made to Mrs. Mathews on the 13th of March,
1844, and this is how she acknowledged her obli-
gations to the countess :
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favourable spot for headquarters, and begs to have
the benefit of her advice.

«If you will tell me,” he continues, “when you
have ten minutes to spare for such a client, I shall
be delighted to come to you and guide myself by
your opinion. I will not ask you to forgive me
for troubling you, because I am sure, beforehand,
that you will do so. I beg to be kindly remem-
bered to Count D’Orsay and to your nieces. I
' was going to say, ‘the Misses Power,” but it looks
so like the blueboard at a ladies’ school that I
stopped short.”

Lady Blessington felt pleasure in giving him
every possible hint and help regarding his pro-
posed journey, and whilst abroad he wrote her long
and delightful letters, which he subsequently bor-
rowed from her, when writing his ¢ Pictures in
Italy.” In one of these, addressed Milan, Novem-
ber, 1844, he says, ¢ Appearances are against me,
Don’t believe them. I have written you, in inten-
tion, fifty letters, and I can claim no credit for any
one of them (though they were the best letters
you ever read), for they all originated in my desire
to live in your memory and regard.

“Since I heard from Count D’Orsay, I have
been beset in I don’t know how many ways.
First of all, I went to Marseilles, and came back
to Genoa. Then I moved to the Peschiere. Then
some people, who had been present at the Scien-
tific Congress here, made a sudden inroad on that
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ket-carts were disputing possession of the yard
with a brood of geese, all splashed and bespattered,
as if they had their yesterday’s white trousers on.”

The Roman amphitheatre in this town delighted
him beyond expression. He had never seen any-
thing so full of solemn ancient interest ; he looked
at the four and forty rows of seats, as fresh and
perfect as if their occupants had vacated them
but yesterday, the entrances, passages, dens,
rooms, corridors, the numbers over some of the
arches. An equestrian troop had been there some
days before he visited it, had scooped out a little
ring at one end of the arena, and had their per-
formance in that spot.

«“I should like to have seen it, of all things,
for its very dreariness.” He continues, “ Fancy
a handful of people sprinkled over one corner of
the great place (the whole population of Verona
would not fill it now), and a spangled cavalier
bowing to the echoes and the grass-grown walls.
I climbed to the topmost seat and looked away
at the beautiful view for some minutes; when I
turned around, and looked down into the theatre
again, it had exactly the appearance of an immense
straw hat, to which the helmet of the Castle of
Otranto was a baby; the rows of seats represent-
ing the different plaits of straw, and the arena the
inside of the crown.

“I had great expectations of Venice, but they
fell immeasurably short of the wonderful reality.
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of all jforestieri. Take it, boy, thy father has
nothing else to give.’”

It is a coincident that, on the date which this
letter bears, another was written to Lady Blessing-
ton, by an author whose fame at this time seemed
more firmly established than that of Charles
Dickens. This was from Bulwer, whom Dickens
thought, on first meeting, “a little weird occasion-
ally, regarding magic and spirits.” The tones
which pervade these communications are wide
apart; the one being buoyant and healthy, the
other weary and melancholy. ¢ Literature,” writes
the novelist, who had but recently produced « Za-
noni,” “literature with me seems dead and buried.
I read very little, and write nought. I find stupid-
ity very healthy. . . . To write as we do miracles
with logic is a mistake. As I grow older and, I
hope, wiser, I feel how little reason helps us
through the enigmas of this world. God gave us
imagination and faith, as the two sole instincts of
the future. He who reasons where he should
imagine and believe, prefers a rushlight to the
stars.”

Meanwhile Count D’Orsay, having been unable
to obtain employment in the diplomatic service,
found time lie heavy on his hands, until, again
acting on the wise advice of his friend, he resolved
to turn his talents to profitable account and make
a profession of the arts he had previously practised
as an amateur. Once started, he worked with en-
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One of the portraits which best satisfied D’Or-
say’s critical taste was that which he painted of
Byron. As may be remembered, he had sketched
the poet whilst at Genoa, but neither this nor any
other likeness of Byron pleased him, until this
later and more careful work of his own hand was
produced. It was universally pronounced excel-
lent, and was in due time engraved, when Lady
Blessington sent a copy to the Countess Guiccioli,
with a letter, in which she says: “ You have, I
daresay, heard that your friend, Count D’Orsay,
has taken to painting, and such has been the
rapidity of his progress that he has left many
competitors, who have been for fifteen years
painters, far behind.

¢« Dissatisfied with all the portraits that have
been painted of Lord Byron, none of which ren-
dered justice to the intellectual beauty of his
noble head, Count D’Orsay at my request has
made a portrait of our great poet, and it has been
pronounced by Sir John Cam Hobhouse, and all
who remember Lord Byron, to be the best like-
ness of him ever painted. The picture possesses
all the noble intelligence and fine character of the
poet’s face, and will, I am sure, delight you when
you see it. We have had it engraved, and when
the plate is finished, a print will be sent to you.
It will be interesting, ckére et aimable amie, to
have a portrait of our great poet from a painting
by one who so truly esteems you; for you have
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sun has visited London twice in the month of
December. Let us hope that such a phenomenon
may portend no mischief to the nation.”

Another friend of this man, and ardent admirer
of his genius, was likewise thinking of him at this
season of the year. This was Charles Dickens,
who, before leaving England, had asked Landor
what he most wished to have in remembrance of
Italy; when the latter, in a sad voice, said, ¢ An
ivy-leaf from Fiesole.” When he visited Florence,
Dickens drove out to Fiesole for his sake, and
asked the driver where was the villa in which the
Landor family lived. «He was a dull dog, and
pointed to Boccaccio’s,” wrote Dickens. «I didn’t
believe him. He was so deuced ready that I knew
he lied. I went up to the convent, which is on a
height, and was leaning over a dwarf wall basking
in a noble view over a vast range of hill and
valley, when a little peasant girl came up and
began to point out the localities. ZEeco la Villa
Landora was one of the first half-dozen sentences
she spoke. My heart swelled as Landor’s would
have done, when I looked down upon it, nestling
among its olive-trees and vines, and with its upper
windows (there are five above the door) open to
the setting sun. Over the centre of these there
is another story, set upon the housetop like a
tower ; and all Italy, except its sea, is melted down
into the glowing landscape it commands. I
plucked a leaf of ivy from the convent garden as
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principal interest, in my view, from your super-
vision.

«1 felt quite humble at the tameness and unap-
propriateness of my own little poem, and the more
so from the circumstance that the omission of one
of the lines, at the close of the fifth stanza, de-
prives it both of rhythm and meaning. . . .

«“] was sorry to see in the public papers that
our friend, Mr. N. P. Willis, had suffered from ill
health. I trust, from the natveté of his public
letters, that he is quite well again. We consider
him as one of our most gifted writers, and of
course follow all his movements with interest.
It gave me pleasure to be informed by you of the
successful enterprise of Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall.
They are excellent people, and I rejoice in their
prosperity. Mrs. Hall showed me much friend-
ship when I was in your country, which I shall
never forget.

“ Among my obligations to her, I remember my
delightful call at Gore House, and the first sight
of yourself, and your beautiful nieces, a combina-
tion of imagery which has lost none of its freshness
or fascination by the lapse of time.”

Mrs. S. C. Hall was a constant contributor to
Lady Blessington’s annuals, and a frequent after-
noon caller at Gore House, of whose mistress she
would hear no ill word spoken; a rare virtue in
one of her sex. “I had no means of knowing,”
Mrs. Hall once wrote, “whether what the world
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saia of this most beautiful woman was true or
false, but I am sure God intended her to be good,
and there was a deep-seated good intent in what-
ever she did that came under my observation.
She never lost an opportunity of doing a gracious
act, or saying a gracious word.

“She found time, despite her literary labours,
her anxieties, and the claims which she permitted
society to make upon her time, not only to do a
kindness now and then, for those in whom she felt
an interest, but to give what seemed perpetual
thought to their well doing.

“ Her sympathies were quick and cordial, and
independent of worldliness; her taste in art and
literature womanly and refined. I say ¢womanly,’
because she had a perfectly feminine appreciation
of whatever was delicate and beautiful. There
was great satisfaction in writing for her whatever
she required ; labours became pleasures, from the
importance she attached to every little attention
paid to requests, which, as an editor, she had a
right to command.

“ Her manners were singularly simple and grace-
ful ; it was to me an intense delight to look upon
beauty, which, though I never saw in its full bloom,
was charming in its autumn time, and the Irish
accent, and soft, sweet Irish laugh, used to make
my heart beat with the pleasures of memory. I
always left her with a sense of enjoyment, and
a perfect disbelief in everything I ever heard to
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her discredit. Her conversation was not witty
nor wise, but it was in good tune, and good taste,
mingled with a good deal of humour, which escaped
everything bordering on vulgarity, by a miracle.

« A tale of distress, or a touching anecdote,
would at once suffuse her clear, intelligent eyes
with tears, and her beautiful mouth break into
smiles and dimples at even the echo of wit or
jest. The influence she exercised over her circle
was unbounded, and it became a pleasure of the
most exquisite kind to give her pleasure.

«1 think it ought to be remembered to her
honour, that, with all her foreign associations and
habits, she never wrote a line that might not be
placed on the bookshelves of any English lady.”

The impressions which she gave another gentle-
woman were not less favourable. “I can only
say,” writes Mrs. Newton Crosland, “that in all
my intercourse with Lady Blessington, I cannot
recall a word from her lips which conveyed an
idea of laxity.of morals, while very often her advice
was excellent. She was always in a high degree
generously sympathetic with the struggling and
unfortunate, not in words only, but in actions, for
she would take a great deal of trouble to do a
small service, and was a kind friend to many who
were shy of acknowledging their obligation.”

Amongst the most interesting letters which she
received in the spring of 1845 is one from Charles
Dickens, who, returning homeward, writes from
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ness so complete that I can’t rouse myself suffi.
ciently to go into Pisa on the twenty-fifth, when the
triennial illumination of the cathedral and leaning
tower, and bridges and. what not, takes place.
But I have already been there and it cannot
beat St. Peter’s, I suppose. So I don’t think I
shall pluck myself up by the roots, and go aboard
a steamer for Leghorn.”

He thanks her in this letter for copies of the
« Keepsake ” and the «Book of Beauty,” and tells
her he has been very much struck by two contri-
butions in them, one of them being Landor’s
« Conversations,” “among the most charming, pro-
found, and delicate productions I have ever read.
The other, your lines on Byron’s room in Venice.
I am sure that you wrote it from your heart
as I am that they found their way immediately to
mine.”

As he anticipated, he was back in town on the
last days of June, and on the sixth of the follow-
ing month D’Orsay wrote him the following note,
inviting him to lunch, and referring to Roche, the
courier, who had proved so valuable to Dickens in
his travels: “ Mon cher Dickens : — Nous sommes
enchantés de votre retour. Voici, thank God,
Devonshire Place ressucité. Venez luncheoner
demain & 1 heure, et amenez notre brave ami
Forster. J'attends la perle fine des courriers.
Vous I’ immortalisez par ce certificat — la difficulté
sera de trouver un maitre digne de lui. J’es-
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plexy, and remained insensible till his death, which
occurred three days later. This sudden affliction
prostrated his wife, who seemingly had no desire
to survive him, and before four months had elapsed
she had likewise passed out of life.

This double grief was bitterly felt by one in
whom family affection was so strongly developed
as Lady Blessington. The shadows were gath-
ering thicker and darker around one whose me-
ridian had been filled by unexpected brilliancy.
Writing to thank Landor for the sympathy he had
at once written to express in her affliction, she
says: “I have made more than one vain attempt
to thank you for your letter, but I could not
accomplish the task. You will easily imagine
my grief at losing the playmate of my child-
hood, the companion of my youth. Alas, alas! of
the two heads that once rested on the same pillow,
one now is laid in the dark and dreary vault at
Clifton, far, far away from all she loved, from all
that loved her.

«It seems strange to me that I should still
breathe and think, when she, who was my other
self, so near in blood, so dear in affection, should
be no more. I have now no one to remind me
of my youth, to speak to me of the careless, happy
days of childhood. All seems lost with her in
whose breast I found an echo to my thoughts.
The ties of blood may sometimes be severed, but
how easily, how quickly are they reunited again,
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and a brilliant staff for its contributors, amongst
whom were John Forster, who conducted the
literary department; Charles Mackay, who wrote
for its columns a series of stirring poems called
“Voices from the Crowd;” Harriet Martineau,
who wrote leaders ; George Hogarth, the editor’s
father-in-law, who was responsible for art criti-
cisms; the elder Dickens, Blanchard Jerrold, and
Joseph Archer Crowe, who acted as parliamentary
reporters.

The capital raised or promised for this new ven.
ture amounted to one hundred thousand pounds;
the editor’s salary was fixed at two thousand a
year, then thought extremely liberal, the payment
of the staff being on a corresponding scale. The
price of the paper was fivepence.

When the staff of the Daily News was being
organised, Lady Blessington was asked if she
would supply the paper with “any sort of intel-
ligence she might like to communicate of the
sayings, doings, memoirs, or movements in the
fashionable world.”

To this she readily agreed, asking eight hun-
dred a year as payment for her services. The
sum was considered extravagant by the managers,
who, however, offered her four hundred for a year
certain, or two hundred and fifty for six months,
when the arrangement, if satisfactory, could be
renewed. She accepted the latter sum, and for
the period stated sent in whatever «exclusive
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sentimental, and convivial”” American journalist,
who had so freely described herself and her
friends on his first acquaintance with them.
Mr. Willis had, meanwhile, travelled in Southern
Europe, Turkey, and parts of Asia Minor, had
married an English wife, had more than once
crossed the Atlantic, and had published an Eng-
lish edition of « Pencillings by the Way,” in whose
pages all his original sins of personality were to
be found. Besides the uncomplimentary remarks
he had made on Bulwer and Fonblanque, the
book also contained an impertinent description
of Dickens, to whom he referred as “a young
paragraphist of the Morning Chronicle ;” an abus-
ive reference to Captain Marryat, whose books, it
was declared, had little circulation save at Wap-
ping; and illnatured remarks on the personal
appearance of John Forster. Moreover, some
words Moore had spoken of O’Connell were
given, that bred illfeeling between them that
lasted the remainder of their lives.

A storm of bitter feeling had, therefore, arisen
against Willis, whom Lady Blessington could no
longer invite to meet her guests; but with the
kindly feelings that always distinguished her, she
was willing to receive him in their absence. This
resolution she made known to him in answer to a
letter received from him written in Ireland, on
which country he was about to write a book.
Replying to her communication, Willis says :
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“SIR: — I delayed replying to your letter until I had
read the paper in question, which, agreeably to your re-
quest, Lady Blessington permitted me to see. With
respect to myself individually, I require no apology; I
have been too long inured to publicity to feel annoyed at
personal reflections, which, if discourteous, are at least
unimportant; and as a public man I should consider myself
a very fair subject for public exhibition, however unfavour-
ably minute, except indeed from such persons as I have
received as a guest.

“But in exonerating you freely, so far as any wound
to my feelings is concerned, I think it but fair to add,
since you have pointedly invited my frankness, that I look
with great reprehension upon the principle of feeding a
frivolous and unworthy passion of the public from sources
which the privilege of hospitality opens to us in private
life. Such invasions of the inviolable decorums of society
impair the confidence which is not more its charm than
its foundation, and cannot but render the English (already
too exclusive) yet more rigidly on their guard against ac-
quaintances who repay the courtesies of one country by
caricatures in another. Your countrymen (and I believe
yourself amongst the number) are not unreasonably sensi-
tive as to any strictures on the private society of Americans.
But I have certainly never read any work, any newspaper
paragraph, of which America is the subject, containing
personalities so gratuitously detailed as those in which
you have indulged.

«1 allude in particular to the unwarrantable remarks
upon Mr. Fonblanque, a gentleman who, with so rare
a modesty, has ever shrunk even from the public notice
of the respectful admiration which in this country is the
coldest sentiment he commands; and I rejoice to add, for
the honour of England, that despite the envy of his fame
and the courage of his politics, no Englishman has yet
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been found to caricature the man whom it is impossible
to answer. Your description is not indeed recognisable
by those who know Mr. Fonblanque, but it is not to be
considered so much on account of its inaccuracy, as by
the insensibility it appears to evince to the respect due
to eminent men and to social regulation.

«You have courted my opinion and I have given it
explicitly and plainly. I think you have done great dis-
service to your countrymen in this visit to England, and
that in future we shall shrink from many claimants on our
hospitality, lest they should become the infringers of its
rights,”

But the worst was still to come, for Captain
Marryat published in the pages of the. Metro-
politan Review an article that not only dealt with
« Pencillings by the Way,” but exposed its author
to ridicule and contempt. This personal attack
was not to be patiently borne by one who had
treated others in a similar way. A defence was
printed by Willis and circulated amongst his
friends ; letters were written to the ZZmes airing
this quarrel ; and eventually a challenge to mortal
combat was given and accepted, and only at the last
moment was prevented by peace-loving seconds.
Mr. Willis soon after bade adieu to England,
never more to return. In his farewell letter to
Lady Blessington, dated 1845, he says: «After
some argument, with a reluctant heart, I have
persuaded myself that it is better to say adieu
to you on paper; partly from a fear that I might
not find you alone should I call to-morrow (my
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last day in England), and partly because my
visit to you the other day forms a sweet memory,
which I would not willingly risk overlaying with
one less sympathetic.

“As a man is economical with his last six-
pence, I am a miser of what is probably my last
remembrance of you, believing as I do that I
shall never again cross the Atlantic. I unwillingly
forego, however, my expression of thanks and
happiness for your delightful reception of my
daughter’s visit ; and you were too tenderly human
not to value what I could tell you of your impres-
sion on my mulatto servant. She saw you to love
-you, as any human being would who saw you as
she did, without knowing the value of rank. Little
Imogen talked a great deal of her visit when she re-
turned, and your kind gift to her will be treasured.

“I leave here on Sunday morning for Ports-
mouth to embark, with the most grateful feeling
for the kindness with which you have renewed
your friendship toward me.”

The author of ¢ Pelham ™ had in 1843 inherited
his mother’s property and assumed her family
name of Lytton. In this year — 1846 —his
health broke down again, and he set out for
Italy. He tells Lady Blessington that he had
made a hurried journey to Genoa and suffered
more than he had anticipated from fatigue. There
he rested and sought to recruit; the weather was
<old and stormy.
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«With much misgiving,” he wrote, “I com-
mitted myself to the abhorred powers of steam
at Genoa, and ultimately refound about two-thirds
of my dilapidated self at Naples. There indeed
the air was soft, the sky blue; and the luxurious
sea slept calmly as ever round those enchanting
shores, and in the arms of the wondrous bay.
But the old charms of novelty are gone. The
climate, though enjoyable, I found most trying,
changing every two hours, and utterly unsafe for
the early walks of a water patient, or the moon-
light rambles of a romantic traveller; the society
ruined by the English and a bad set.

“The utter absence of intellectual occupation
gave me the spleen, so I fled from the balls and
the treacherous smiles of the climate, and travelled
by slow stages to Rome, with some longings to
stay at Mola, which were counteracted by the
desire to read the newspapers, and learn Peel’s
programme for destroying his friends, the farmers.
The only interesting person, by the way, I met
at Naples, was the Count of Syracuse, the king’s
brother ; for he is born with the curse of ability
(though few discover, and fewer still acknowledge,
it), and has been unfortunate enough to cultivate
his mind, in a country and in a rank where mind has
no career. Thus he is in reality afflicted with the
ennui which fools never know, and clever men only
dispel by active exertions. And it was melancholy
to see one with the accomplishments of a scholar,
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and the views of a statesman, fluttering away his
life amongst idle pursuits, and seeking to amuse
himself by billiards and /Jawsquenetz. He has
more charming manners than I ever met in a
royal person, except Charles the Tenth, with a
dignity that only evinces itself by sweetness. He
reminded me of Schiller’s Prince in the ¢Ghost
Seer.

«“And so I am at Rome. As Naples now a
second time disappointed me, so Rome, which
saddened me before, revisited, grows on me daily.
I only wish it were not the carnival, which does
not harmonise with the true charm of the place,
its atmosphere of art and repose. I pass my time
quietly enough, with long walks in the morning,
and the siesta in the afternoon. In the evening I
smoke my cigar in the Forum, or on the Pincian
Hill, guessing where Nero lies buried, — Nero,
who, in spite of his crimes (probably exaggerated),
has left so gigantic a memory in Rome, a memory
that meets you everywhere, almost the only em-
peror the people recall. He must have had force
and genius, as well as brilliancy and magnificence,
for the survival. And he died so young.”

Sir Edward Bulwer-Lytton was back in England
in the summer, and in the following winter came
his poem, “The New Timon.” Writing from
Knebworth, December 24, 1846, to Lady Bless-
ington, he says: “I am extremely grateful, my
dearest friend, for your kind letter, so evidently
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fortress of Ham in the disguise of a workman,
carrying a plank upon his shoulder. He had at
once returned to England, and, reaching London,
sought Gore House. Here, Lady Blessington
invited him to take up his residence, and, knowing
that he was penniless, offered him every assistance
she could give. John Forster had been invited to
dine quietly that evening with Lady Blessington,
her nieces, and Count D’Orsay, and on arriving was
much surprised to find Prince Louis an addition to
the party, of which he wrote an account to Landor
next day. ¢ After dinner the prince described his
way of escape by passing through the fortress
gates in a labourer’s blouse and sabots, with a
heavy plank on his shoulder, flinging off the plank
into the ditch by the wall of the chéteau, and after-
ward, shod as he was, running nearly two miles to
where a little cart, provided by Conneau, waited
to take him within reach of the coast, from which
he had crossed but the day before, —all of it
told in his usual un-French way, without warmth
or excitement. Before or since, I have never seen
his face as it was then; for he had shaved his
moustaches as part of his disguise, and his lower,
and least pleasing, features were completely ex-
posed under the straggling stubble of hair begin-
ning again to show itself.”

In August, Lady Blessington, who had been
ordered change of air, went to Bath, selecting that
ancient city principally because her faithful friend
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'& HE glory of Gore House began to pale
)l 70 in the year 1847 ; for now came vexa-
’Mj-‘bt‘ tions and troubles treading close upon
each other. Owing to famine and distress in Ire-
land, the payment of Lady Blessington’s jointure
had for the last two years been uncertain; but it
now entirely ceased. This was the more unfor-
tunate because she had been obliged to give bills
and bonds to her bankers and creditors, in antici-
pation of her dower, for various sums amounting
to about fifteen hundred pounds. If her income
continued to be unpaid, the ruin which she so
bravely sought to avert must overtake her at once.

In her distress she sought advice from a legal
friend, who assured her that nothing was so indis-
putable in law as that a widow's jointure took
precedence of every other claim on an estate;

and that the very first money the agent or stew-
422
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had become apparent in her work, and her popu-
larity waned. William Jerdan, who, as an old
friend and literary adviser, was likely to have a
correct knowledge of her earnings, says that as an
author and editor she gained between two and
three thousand pounds per annum for some years.
« Her title, as well as her talents,” he tells us,
“had considerable influence in ¢ruling high prices,’
as they say in Mark Lane and other markets. To
this, also, her well-arranged parties with a publisher
now and then to meet folks of a style unusual to
men in business contributed their attractions; and
the same society was in reality of solid value
toward the production of such publications as the
annuals, the contents of which were provided by
the editor almost entirely from the pens of private
friends.”

So far back as June, 1843, Mr. Longman, the
publisher, writing from Paternoster Row, tells her
that merely five pounds have been offered for the
early sheets of her forthcoming novel, ¢ Meredith,”
by Messrs. Lee & Blanchard, of Philadelphia. A
month later he takes the liberty of introducing
to her Mr. Bernard Tauchnitz, of Leipzig, “the
nephew of a well-known and respectable publisher
in that city, whose object in visiting England is to
make arrangements for publishing authorised edi-
tions of new works in Germany.”

In October of the same year, Mr. Longman
wrote to tell her that ¢« Meredith,” which presum-



LADY BLESSINGTON 425

ably had been published at her own risk, had not
met with the success he anticipated; 384 copies
in all had been sold. I shall be obliged,” says
the publisher, “by your informing me whether
you would wish it to be again advertised next
month. It was your wish that we should not
spend above fifty pounds without consulting you ;
we have spent only about forty-five.”

This was unwelcome news, but worse was to
come ; for two years later Mr. Colbourn complains
that he has sold only four hundred copies of her
novel, «Strathern, or Life at Home and Abroad,”
the result being that he has lost forty pounds by
its publication. He adds that he must decline her
suggestion that he should bring out another work
from her pen.

Even with such disheartening results she con-
tinued to write novels, knowing that some sum,
however small, would reward her labour. There-
fore, in 1846, she had published «Lionel Deer-
hurst” and “The Memoirs of a Femme de
Chambre,” and in this year, 1847, came ‘ Mar-
maduke Herbert,” the last of her works she was
to see published in volume form. The list of her
misfortunes was not yet complete ; for at the end
of the year Heath, the publisher and proprietor of
the “Book of Beauty,” died insolvent, being in her
debt seven hundred pounds.

Her condition was pitiable. Beset by accounts
she was unable to pay, seeing in prospective bills,
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signed when she had hopes of being able to meet
them, but which she now had no funds to take up,
her days were troubled and her nights were sleep-
less. That her difficulties had arisen because of
her efforts to help others was slight comfort, and
scarce alleviated the weariness and strife which
filled every hour of a life to which humiliation and
sordidness were bitterness.

No wonder she wrote at this time, ¢ Great trials
demand great courage, and all our energy is called
up to enable us to bear them. But it is the minor
cares of life that wear out the body, because singly
and in detail they do not appear sufficiently im-
portant to engage us to rally our force and spirits
to support them. Many minds that have with-
stood the most severe trials’have been broken
down by a succession of ignoble cares.”

Lady Blessington was resolved that, no matter
what sacrifices had to be made, her creditors
should be fully paid; and, if no other means of
accomplishing this presented itself, she would
break up the home which was dear to her, sell
its possessions, which were invaluable to her from
associations, and settle abroad. Before taking this
decisive step she would see if it were possible to
be averted. She had contemplated it before, but
the knowledge that it would sunder a thousand ties
and connections dear to her, which, at her time of
life, she could not hope to reéstablish, had made
her cling to her home.
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One Sunday evening, in the following month,
the writer of this letter, together with his eldest
son, Prince Louis Napoleon, Bulwer Lytton, and
John Forster, had assembled in the drawing-room
of Gore House. The hostess, who ever had some-
thing of interest to relate or exhibit, on this even-
ing showed them a portrait in oils of a girl’s face,
which she had received the previous day from her
brother Robert, who was now filling a government
post in Hobart Town. The chief interest in the
portrait was its having been painted by the cele-
brated poisoner, Wainright, then undergoing his
sentence of transportation, whom Dickens had once
seen when visiting Newgate Prison.

A strange thing about this picture was that
Wainright had contrived to paint into the face of
the young girl an expression of his own wicked-
ness ; a point that gave Bulwer Lytton a theme
for psychological discussion, in which Dickens
joined ; both writers being intensely interested in
this convict, whose remarkable career had fur-
nished each with a subject for a novel.

It was in 1847, that an event occurred which
was much discussed by Lady Blessington’s circle,
this being the marriage of the Countess Guiccioli.
In 1840 her lord had died, and for full seven years
had she, if no longer radiant with youth, at least
hallowed by association with Byron, waited for an
adventurous swain to wed her. He arrived at last
in the person of the Marquis de Boissy, an ancient
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from the Examiner, which he thinks she may not
have seen. He tells her he had written another,
«deprecating the anxieties which a truly patriotic,
and, in my opinion, a singularly wise man, was
about to encounter in accepting the presidency
of France. Necessity will compel him to assume
the imperial power, to which the voice of the army
and people will call him,

“You know (who know not only my writings,
but my heart) how little I care for station. I may,
therefore, tell you safely that I feel a great inter-
est, a great anxiety, for the welfare of Louis
Napoleon. I told him if ever he were again in
prison, I would visit him there; but never if he
were upon a throne would I come near him. He
is the only man living who would adorn one, but
thrones are my aversion and abhorrence. God
protect the virtuous Louis Napoleon, and prolong
in happiness the days of my dear, kind friend,
Lady Blessington. I wrote a short letter to the
President, and not of congratulation. May he find
many friends as disinterested and sincere.”

A few days previous to the receipt of Landor’s
letter, Disraeli wrote her a note dated from Hugh-
endon Manor, into which he had just moved. In
this he says he has taken “the liberty of telling
Moxon to send you a copy of the new edit. of the
¢« Curiosts: of Li:’ wh. I have just published, with
a little notice of my father. You were always so
kind to him, etc., he entertained such a sincere
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suspense was ended, and matters brought to a
crisis, when a sheriff’s officer, by strategy, effected
an entrance to Gore House with an execution put
in by Howell & James for a considerable sum.
It was now hourly feared that a host of other
creditors would descend upon her. Count D’Or-
say could no longer find refuge within her gates
from the bailiff. Immediate action was necessary.

No sooner, therefore, did Lady Blessington
learn of the entrance of the sheriff’s officer, than
she sent for D’Orsay, and the result of their con-
sultation was that he and his valet left Gore House
that night for Paris. Before following him, Lady
Blessington remained until various arrangements
were made. By effecting a life insurance for a
large amount, which she handed to the most im-
portunate of her creditors, her debts were reduced
to about fifteen hundred pounds, a sum she felt
sure would be more than covered by the sale of
furniture, pictures, objects of art, and jewels.

It is creditable to human nature, of which much
good cannot be stated, to know that several friends
offered her such assistance as even at this late hour
would have prevented the necessity of breaking up
her home ; but all such kindnesses were gratefully,
but firmly, declined by one who, through life, had
preferred rather to give than to receive.

Having placed Gore House in the hands of an
auctioneer, she and her nieces quitted this scene
of her labours, the home that had witnessed so
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says William Archer Shee, writing at this date,
«find it difficult to believe her to be utterly devoid
of all the better instincts of her sex, and recognise
much in her character, as it appeared to them in
their social moments under her roof, that marked
the woman of generous impulses, and refined tastes
and feelings. The /fabitués of Seamore Place and
Gore House will always look back on the evenings
spent there with grateful remembrances of her
who knew how to attract to her salons all that was
most conspicuous in London male society, whether
in art, science, literature, the senate, or the forum.
No one was more competent than she to appre-
ciate the talents of those she gathered around her,
who, on their part, one and all, did justice to her
own brilliant qualities.”

And N. P. Willis, writing at a time when she
could no longer read his words, of the position
she held toward D’Orsay, says, “All who knew
her, and her son-in-law, were satisfied that it was
a useful and indeed an absolutely necessary ar-
rangement for him, — her strict business habits,
practical good sense, and the protection of her
roof being an indispensable safeguard to his per-
sonal liberty and fortunes, — and that this need of
serving him, and the strongest and most disinter-
ested friendship, were her only motives, every one
was completely sure who knew them at all. By
those intimate at her house, including the best and
greatest men of England, Lady Blessington was
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ined paintings and prints, speculating regarding
the probable prices they would fetch; groups of
idlers, and eager sightseers, gazed at the rooms
where so many famous people had met; men in
baize aprons and paper caps hurried to and fro;
sounds of hammering came from rooms up-stairs,
heard above the confusion caused by a hundred
tongues. And over all was a sense of desolation,
an air of desecration, an appearance of downfall,
pitiful to feel, and to see; one that brought tears
to the eyes of William Makepeace Thackeray, as
Francois Avillon, one of Lady Blessington’s ser-
vants, wrote to his mistress.

Her belongings were sold to advantage. Her
portrait, painted by Sir Thomas Lawrence, for
which he had received eighty guineas, was knocked
down for £336, to Lord Hertford, who also bought
the portrait of the Duke of Welligton, by D’Orsay,
for £189. A sketch by Landseer of Miss Power
brought A£57; whilst the same artist’s picture of
a spaniel was sold for £150. The net sum real-
ised by the sale amounted to close upon twelve
thousand pounds, which covered Lady Blessing-
ton’s debts.

Meanwhile, she and her nieces having reached
Paris, stayed at the Hoétel de la Ville 'Evéque,
until they could find a suitable agpartement. The
step long contemplated had been taken, and relief
had followed ; for if a wrench was made, a burden
was laid aside. She was no longer fretted by a
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ally invited to her home. Many of those whom
she had known during her residence in Paris
hastened to renew their acquaintance with Lady
Blessington; whilst the members of D’Orsay’s
family showed her every sympathy and kindness
possible. Nor did her old friends in England fail
to remember her. In the numerous letters she
received from them, one and all expressed their
profound regret at her departure, whilst many
hoped for her ultimate return amongst them.

A few days after she left London Disraeli wrote
to her: « We returned to town on the 16th, and a
few days after I called at Gore House, but you
were gone. It was a pang; for though absorbing
duties of my life have prevented me of late from
passing as much time under that roof as it was
once my happiness and good fortune through
your kindness to do, you are well assured that
my heart never changed for an instant to its in-
mates, and that I invariably entertained for them
the same interest and affection.

«“Had I been aware of your intentions, I would
‘have come up to town earlier, and especially to
have said ‘adieu,” mournful as that is.

«I thought I should never pay another visit to
Paris, but I have now an object in doing so. All
the world here will miss you very much, and the
charm with which you invested existence ; but, for
your own happiness, I am persuaded you have
acted wisely. Every now and then in this life we
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well if it were not that in the mornings, before
rising, she began to suffer from oppression and
difficulty of breathing. As she always had an ob-
jection to medical treatment, she not only con-
cealed these symptoms from her nieces, but would
have ignored them herself, did they not rapidly
increase, when at last a doctor was summoned,
who, on examining her, said there was ndrgie de
caeur, but that the unpleasantness from which she
suffered was probably due to bronchitis, and that
no danger need be feared. Remedies were pre-
scribed, the attacks became less frequent, and her
general health seemed good.

After having spent seven weeks at the hotel,
she removed to her new home on the 3d of June.
On the evening of that day she dined en famille
with the Duc and Duchesse de Guiche, D’Orsay’s
nephew and his wife. The party was quiet and
enjoyable, and none seemed in better spirits than
Lady Blessington. As the night was deliciously
warm, and almost as bright as day, the moon being
near to the full, she proposed to walk the short
distance that separated her from her home.

She passed a sleepless night, and early in the
morning, feeling that one of her attacks was
inevitable, she called for assistance. The doctor
was immediately summoned, but before his arrival
the difficulty of breathing became excessive, she
gasped at the air, and her extremities grew gradu-
ally cold. The remedies which had been recom-
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some rooms, and here he lived and worked, seeing
only the members of his family and a few intimate
friends.

In many ways he had become a changed man,
for not only had his old gaiety deserted him, his
love of dress and display and company vanished,
but it was evident his health was suffering. It
was not, however, until the spring of 1852 that
the first symptoms appeared of the malady that
ended his life. He was then afflicted with a
spinal disease which caused him acute suffering,
which he bore with extraordinary patience. When
he was now a doomed man, the President appointed
him superintendent of the Beaux Arts.

In July, D’Orsay’s doctors ordered him to
Dieppe, a journey he made in company with Lady
Blessington’s nieces, who carefully tended him
through his illness ; but the change being injurious
rather than beneficial, he was brought back again
to Paris, where he died on the 4th of August,
1852, in his fifty-first year. His remains were
placed in the sarcophagus standing beside that
which held all that was mortal of his friend.

Some ten years before, when, on the 13th of
July, 1842, the Duc D’Orleans was flung from his
carriage and killed, the Comtesse D’Orsay lost her
protector. She then remained some years in se-
clusion, but on the 1st of September, 1852, within
a month of her husband’s death, she married
the Hon. Charles Spencer Cowper. Eventually
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