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I am very grateful to John and Virginia Murray for permission to quote texts from Byron’s Letters 

and Journals, ed. Leslie A. Marchand (John Murray 1973-1994). 

 

READER! 

This edition gives you a raw version of Byron’s correspondence. As far as 
can be done in linear print, it conveys what he wrote and how he wrote it, 
before any editor got to it to neutralise him. FEEL FREE TO MAKE IT 
MORE ACCOMMODATING BY EDITING IT YOURSELF. Once you’ve 
shaded and copied it, you can: run through his page-breaks; expand his 
contractions and ampersands; delete his deletions; regularise his 
interlineations … would you? dare you? modernise his spelling? (I hope 
not!); regularise his capitalisation, so that students feel less bewildered than 

usual? (I hope not!) – P.C. 
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POSTAGE 

 
The recipient, not the sender, normally paid the postage: but as a peer, Byron used a frank, so in England 
his recipients got his letters free. However, I believe several of his “letters” to Murray from St James’s 
Street, the Albany, or Piccadilly Terrace, are notes taken round by servants (as are those of Murray to him). 
He does not have the franking privilege when abroad, and as the cost of postage is calculated by weight, he 
only uses an envelope when he is enclosing a manuscript. The address is written on side four, the sheet is 
folded and the wax stamped (“wafered”), and then Fletcher takes it to the post office. 
 
A letter from Byron is usually a bifolium, with the following shape: 
 
Sheet 1 side 4: 
Text continued from side 3, above address 
 

                     AD 
                     DR 
                     ES 
                      S [written at right angles] 

 
Text continued below address 
Signature [sometimes] 

Sheet 1 side 1: 
                                                   Address and Date 
Salutation 
 

TEXT 
 

 
Sheet 1 side 2: 
 

TEXT 

Sheet 1 side 3: 
 

TEXT 
 
Signature [sometimes] 
 
P.S. [sometimes] 

 
 Sometimes the letter goes on to a second or even third sheet, which is either enclosed in the first 
bifolium, or placed at last in an envelope. The longest Byron letter that I have encountered so far is the one 
to John Murray, from Ravenna, August 1st 1819, which is on five sheets. 
 If he has too little paper to write all that he wants, Byron writes around the margin of side 3, starting at 
the bottom right-hand corner, curling up the right-hand side, and sometimes continuing inverted across the 
top and down the left-hand side. Sometimes he adds messages parallel to the address, either above it or 
below. I have always indicated these things. 
 Not all letters from Byron are the linear communications previous editors have seemed to indicate, but 
contain several discrete bundles of text in different places and at different angles. 
 If Byron leaves much of a letter blank, it’s often a sign that he’s angry with his addressee. 
 
Codes: Names of writer and recipient are in bold type, with location from which sent, and date. 

 (Source is given in round brackets beneath the title: “text from” indicates that the actual source has been 
seen). 
 Where the manuscript is the source, the text is left-justified only. 
 Where the source is a book, the text is left- and right-justified. 
 [The address, if there is one, is given in square brackets beneath the source] 
 “1:2” and so on indicates a page-turn on the bifolium. 
 “1:2 and 1:3 blank” shows that not all the paper has been used. 
 If Byron goes on to a second bifolium, or a second sheet, it’s an occasion. 
 The address, if there is no envelope, is normally in the centre of 1:4. 
 <Authorial deletion> 
 <xxxxx> Irrecoverable authorial deletion 
 <deleted> Infra-red and ultra-violet might reveal something interesting 
 {Interlineated word or phrase} 
 E[ditoria]l A[dditio]n 
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 [  ] Illegible 
 
Hyphens: where Byron has split a word over two sides, and used a double hyphen, the effect has been re= / 
=tained. But, as the text is not transcribed on a line-for-line basis (except in the case of Susan Vaughan’s 
letters (for reasons explained at January 12th 1812), hyphens are not used when he splits a word over two 
lines. See April 3rd 1819 for another letter transcribed line-for-line. 
 
Underlining: sometimes Byron underlines a whole word, sometimes single syllables (for comical effect, as 
in “Quarterlyers”), sometimes an entire phrase, and sometimes part of a word (from haste). In all cases 
except the last, where the whole word is underlined, we have tried to keep to his usage, underlining with a 
single understroke, with two understrokes, with a heavy underlining, or with a decorative line. 
 
Signatures: As time goes on, Byron’s signature becomes less careful, but then recovers. Few of his ways of 
signing off can be conveyed in print. 
 “Byron” indicates a word whose second syllable is both underlined and overlined. 
 “BN” indicates those two letters with different degrees of dash-decoration around them. Sometimes 
they appear Greek. 
 “[swirl signature]” indicates a bird’s-nest effect which can with charity be read as a capital “B”. 
 “[scrawl]” is a long wavy line, often starting as “yrs” but with no other letters decipherable. 
 After the death of Lady Noel, Byron regains pride in his name, and often signs “N. B.” with a 
decorative underlining. 
 
Byron’s Most Important Correspondents in this Section 

 

Augusta Byron, now Augusta Leigh (1783-1851) Byron’s half-sister; the most important woman in 
 his life 

Douglas Kinnaird (1788-1830), Byron’s Cambridge friend, now his banker and London agent 
John Cam Hobhouse (1786-1869), Byron’s close friend and travelling companion 
Lady Caroline Lamb (1785-1828), briefly Byron’s lover 
Scrope Berdmore Davies (1782-1852), close Cambridge friend of Byron 
Thomas Moore (1779-1852), Irish poet, close friend of Byron 
 
INDEX: 18 letters. 

 
From the letters and diaries of Robert Southey, 1817-1819 

 
Byron to John Murray, from Martigny, October 9th 1816 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 13th 1816 
Byron to John Murray, from Milan, October 15th 1816 
Byron to Mr Trevanion, from Milan, October 15th 1816 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 15th 1816 
Scrope Berdmore Davies to John Murray, from King’s College Cambridge, October 25th 1816 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 26th 1816 
Claire Clairmont to Byron, October 27th-November 19th 1816 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 28th 1816 
Percy Bysshe Shelley to John Murray, from Bath, October 30th 1816 
Byron to John Murray, from Milan, November 1st 1816 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, November 2nd 1816 

Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, November 2nd 1816 
Lady Caroline Lamb to John Murray, November 5th 1816 
Lady Caroline Lamb to John Murray, November (??) 1816 
Byron to Thomas Moore, from Verona, November 6th 1816 
John Cam Hobhouse to Scrope Berdmore Davies, from Verona, November 7th 1816 
from Augusta Leigh to John Murray, November 8th 1816 
 
———————————— 
THE CORRESPONDENCE 

———————————— 
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From the letters and diaries of Robert Southey, 1817-1819: 

 
Southey to Grosvenor Bedford, February 22nd 1817: 
(Source: text from Bodleian M.S.Eng.Letters d.47.19; JWW III 59) 
 
 Oh with what glee I wrote it!1 – it was only a few days work, three or four at the utmost. As John 
Bunyan says – 
 
 It came from mine own heart, then to my head 
 And thence unto my fingers trickeled .. 
 Thence to my pen, from thence immediately 
 On paper I did dribble it daintily. –2 
 
 & <thxx> that is an exact history of my Wat Tyler, whom I used in those days to call my Uncle Wat.3 I 
could find in my heart to compose a drama on the same subject now in my wiser mind, – as a sort of 
penance, – had I but time. It is a rich subject. A little encouragement would egg me on. – – & the 
inclination will perhaps keep me sleepless in bed for some hours turning & tossing the materials in my 
mind. Would not this make a curious finish to the story, if I were to follow the impulse & actually produce 
such an historical drama as might stand beside Roderick? 
 
From Southey’s 1817 holiday diary, June 26th 1817: 

(Source: text from Fitz Park Catalogue No. 433, JI MS S P. 105) 
 
 There is an album here, from which I copied four inscriptions. Some leaves have been torn out by 
mischievous and dishonourable persons who found it less trouble thus to injure the book, than to transcribe 
the writing which they wished to possess A little ribaldry had been inserted,– it was very little, a good deal 
of sentimental folly, & a few effusions of vanity. There were inscriptions in Russian & in Hebrew, as well 
as German Italian Spanish French & English. Many had been written in so pale an ink as to be almost 
illegible;– this was the case with John Coleridges.4 
 
 [on left-hand page:] 
 
 Mr Percy Byſsche Shelley ) 
 Madame son epouse5 } εκαςοι αθεοι6 
 Pheoffterygne la soeur7 ) 
 
 to this record some person has very properly added, και ει τουτο αληθες εςιν εκαςοι µυροι εισι και 
δυςυχ∆ι, δοξαζοντες εν τη αφφοσυνη αυτων, – ει δε τουτο ουκ εστιν αληθες, εκαςοι ψευςαι8 

—– 
 
 July 26.1816: Mrs Hervey,9 unaccompanied by any body except her six guides, stopped here. 

—– 
 
 Richard Sharp. M.P. d’Angleterre.10 Sept. 10. 1816. with Peter Balmat, Senr. an intelligent & obliging 
guide. 
 – This obliging guide Peter Balmat Senr says that R.Sharp, tho he can’t speak any language is the 
most accomplished humbug he ever met with in all his walks.– 

                                                           
1: S.’s jacobinical drama Wat Tyler had been written in 1794, but was left with a printer and not published until it was 
pirated by the radical publishers Sherwood, Neeley and Jones in 1817. 
2: Bunyan […] JWW has “dripple”. 
3: S.’s aunt’s name was Tyler. 
4: Brother of S.T.Coleridge. 
5: Mary Godwin (not yet Shelley’s wife). 
6: “These are atheists.” 
7: Claire Clairmont. The name implies “hater of God” or “hating God”. 
8: “If they are atheists, they are fools, and miserable ones, glorying in their intemperance: and if they are not, they are 
liars”. 
9: Probably the novelist who fainted on seeing B. enter Madame de Staël’s drawing-room at Coppet (BLJ VI 127 & n). 
10: “Conversation” Sharp, MP for Portarlington in Ireland. 
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 Lord Cranborne.11 Mr Tisdall 10 Sept 1814. came up here in compliance with the general custom, & as 
a farther exemplification of the old saying that one fool makes many.– 
 
Southey to Edith Southey, July 2nd 1817: 

(Source: Curry II 164-165) 
 
 ... In the book on the Montagne Vert where all visitors write their names we found the names of 
Shelley, “Madame son epouse” et la soeur. The three names are connected together by a } opposite to 
which he has written in Greek, these are atheists. Somebody has written under this precious record, in 
Greek also “and if this be true these persons are fools and miserable ones, glorying in their lusts – but if it 
be not true, they are liars.” 
 
“Jack Straw” to Southey, July 11th 1817: 

(Source: text from CSS IV 237) 
 
To Robert Southey Esq., Poet-laureate and Pensioner of Great Britain 

Whittington, July 11th 1817 
Sir, 
 Your truly patriotic and enlightened poem of Wat Tyler was last night presented to a most respectable 
and crowded audience here, with cordial applause; nor was there a soul in the theatre but as cordially 
lamented the sudden deterioration of your principles, intellectual and moral, whatever might have been the 
cause thereof. 
     Yours 
      Jack Straw 
 
Southey to John May,

12
 August 1st 1817: 

(Source: Ramos 157) 
 
 In the album at the M. Anvert I found John Coleridge’s adventures in going to the Garden as it is called 
– unluckily the ink with which he wrote has made it in part illegible. I found also a more curious record. 
You may have heard me speak of Shelley, who left his wife (to drown herself) & lived with two of 
Godwin’s daughters in Switzerland. – Many persons who visit the mer de glace have expressed some 
religious feeling in the Album: – this party had written their names & designation thus: 
 
 Mr Percy Byssche Shelley } 
 Madame son epouse  } εκαςοι αθεοι 
 Pheoffteigyne la soeur } 
 
  after these Greek words, another hand had added, και ει τουτο αληθες εςιν, εκαςοι µυροι ειτι, 
και δυςυχοι, δοξαζοντες εν τη αϕροσυνε αυτον. – ει δε τουτο ουκ εστιν αληθεσ εκαςοι [  ] 
ψευςαι. – This was probably written by Copplestone.13 
 
Grosvenor Bedford to Southey, October 21st 1817: 
(Source: text from Bodleian M.S.Eng.Letters d.53.126) 
 
 ... Murray’s an Ass as we well know & have agreed upon long ago – a liberal ass enough perhaps – but 
still an Ass – “to so farewell it.” 
 
Southey to Grosvenor Bedford, December 8th 1817: 

(Source: text from Bodleian M.S.Eng.Letters d.47.62) 
 

                                                           
11: James Brownlow William Cecil, subsequently (1823) the second Marquis of Salisbury, cousin to the Duke of 
Wellington, and father of Lord Salisbury the Prime Minister. 
12: John May was a wine-merchant whom S. met in Portugal in 1796. He was a generous friend to S. and others. 
13: Chaplain of Oriel, he who reported Shelley for writing The Necessity of Atheism. 
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 ... Kehama is soon going to press for a fourth edition,– the third has been five years on sale. This is a 
little t–t–tortoise,– & yet it will be moving on when all the greyhound productions of the day will be fairly 
foundered. 
 
Southey to Grosvenor Bedford, March 23rd 1818: 

(Source: text from Bodleian M.S.Eng.Letters. d.47.86) 
 
 Poor Sotheby! those stanzas in Beppo14 will half kill him. 
 
Southey to Grosvenor Bedford, September 6th 1818: 

(Source: text from Bodleian M.S.Eng.Letters. d.47.120; the remainder of the letter is at CSS IV 310) 
 
 Kehama is also on the press – for the fourth time, but the editions have been smaller than those of 
Roderick. Of Roderick the editions were 1500, 1500, 2000, 2000. Of Kehama only 2500 in all. I do not 
wonder at the difference, – it is as it should be, & yet Kehama is the greater work, & that by which I shall 
be known as creative poet. 
 
Byron and Hobhouse are in Milan from October 12th to November 3rd, and by November 10th they 

arrive in Venice. On November 18th 1816, Childe Harold III is published. 

 

Byron to John Murray, from Martigny, October 9th 1816: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43488; BLJ V 113) 
Martigny. Octr. 9th. 1816 

Dear Sir – 
 Thus far on my way to Italy. – We have just passed the “Pisse=Vache–” (one of the finest torrents 
in Switzerland) – in time to view the Iris – which the Sun flings along it – before Noon.15 – – – I have 
written to you twice lately – Mr. Davies I hear is arrived – he brings the original M.S. which you wished to 
see.16 – Recollect that the printing is to be from 
 
1:2 
 
that which Mr. Shelley brought – & recollect also that the concluding stanzas of C. H. – (those to my 
daughter) which I had not made up my mind {whether} to publish {or not} when they were first written – 
(as you will see marked on the margin {of ye Ist. Copy}) I had (& have) fully determined to publish with the 
rest of the Canto – as in the copy which you received by Mr. Shelley – before I sent it to England. – 
Our weather is very fine – which is more than the 
 
1:3 
 
Summer has been; – at Milan I shall expect to hear from you – address either to Milan poste restante – or by 
way of Geneva – to the care of Monsr. Hentsch Banquier. – I write these few lines in case my other letter 
should not reach you – I trust one of them will – 
 yrs. ever truly 
  B 
1:4 
 
P.S. 
 My best respects & regards to Mr. G. – will you tell him – it may perhaps be as well to put a short 
note to that part relating to Clarens – merely to say – that of course the description does not refer to that 
particular spot so much as to the command of scenery round it – I do not know that this is necessary – & 
leave it to Mr. G’s choice – as my Editor – if he will allow me to call him so at this distance. – – – 
 

Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 13th 1816: 

(Source: text from NLS Acc.12604 / 4151; QII 361; BLJ V 113-14) 

                                                           
14: B.’s Beppo, stanzas 72-6, are satirical at the expense of the poetaster William Sotheby. The poem was published on 
February 28th 1818. 
15: B. puts this waterfall into Manfred Act II. 
16: This Ms. does not turn up until 1976, when it’s found in a Barclay’s Bank vault. 
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Milan. – Octr. 13th. 

1816. – 
My dearest Augusta – 
 You see I have got to Milan. – We came by the Simplon – escaping all perils of precipices 
and robbers – of which last there was some talk & apprehension – a chain of English carriages having been 
stopped near Cesto a few weeks ago – & handsomely pilfered of various chattels. – We were not molested. 
– – – – 
The Simplon – as you know – is the most superb of all possible routes; – so I shall not describe it – I also 
navigated the 
 
1:2 
 
Lago Maggiore – and went over the Borromean Islands – the latter are fine but too artificial – the lake itself 
is beautiful – as indeed is the whole country from Geneva hither – and the Alpine part most magnificent. – – 
– 
Close to Milan is the beginning of an unfinished triumphal arch – for Napoleon – so beautiful as to make 
one regret it’s non=completion. – – 
As we only reached Milan last night – I can say little about it – but will write again in a <day> few days. – 
The Jerseys are here – Made. de Stael is gone to Paris (or going) from Coppet. – I was more there than 
elsewhere during my stay at 
 
1:3 
 
Diodati – and she has been particularly kind & friendly towards me the whole time. – When you write – 
address to Geneva – still – Poste restante – and my banker – (Monsr. Hentsch) will forward your letters. – I 
have written to you so often lately – that you will not regret the brevity of this. – I hope that you received 
safely my presents for the children (by Scrope) and that you also have (by the post) a little journal of a 
journey in {& on} the Alps which I sent you early this month – having kept it on purpose for you. – ever 
my own dearest 

yrs. most [signature swirl] 
 

Byron to Mr Trevanion,
17

 from Milan, October 15th 1816: 

(Source: photofacsimile, Литературноє Настлєдство 1952, p.991; BLJ V 117-18) 
[À Monsieur / Monsieur Trevannion / Poste Restante / Genève] 

Milan Octr. 15th. 1816. – 
Dear Trevannion – We arrived here {a few days ago} after a tedious but undisturbed journey – and many 
others having passed before & since I believe the road may be accounted tolerably safe. – Near the frontier 
– or rather on passing Cesto – it may be as well to take a couple of Gens d’armes though perhaps even this 
is superfluous – nobody having been stopped since the affair of Hope’s courier. – – – – 
The Simplon is in very fair order and a most magnificent route it forms – you can also see the Borromean 
Isles; 
 
1:2 
 
the road leading along the Lago Maggiore – they are worth the voyage – which is only a few hours. – Of the 
inns here I can only speak from report – none very good – our own indifferent – but it is not the best by any 
means – the Vetturino brought us to it – & here we shall remain for the fortnight previous to our setting 
<off> {out} for Venice. – – 
I think you will like Milan – the town is fine and reminds me of Seville which however is the finer of the 
two. If you arrive before our departure I hope to see you ever yrs. very truly Byron 
 
Byron to John Murray, from Milan, October 15th 1816: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43488; BLJ V 115-16) 
Murray receives a first instalment of Byron’s art criticism. 

Milan Octr. 15th. 1816 – 
Dear Sir – 

                                                           
17: Trevanion was a distant cousin of B.’s; why B. wrote to him is not clear. 
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 I hear that Mr. Davies has arrived in England – but that of some letters &c. committed to his 
care by Mr. H only half have been delivered – This intelligence naturally makes me feel a little anxious for 
mine – and amongst them for the M.S. which I wished to have compared with the one sent by me through 
the hands of Mr. Shy – I trust that it has arrived safely – and indeed not less so – that some little chrystals 
&c. from Mont Blanc – for my daughter – and my nieces – have reached their address – pray have the 
goodness to ascertain from 
 
1:2 
 
Mr. Davies that no accident (by custom=house – or loss) has befallen them – & satisfy me on this point at 
your earliest convenience. – – – – – – 
If I recollect rightly – you told me that Mr. Gifford had kindly undertaken to <xxxxxxx> {correct} the press 
(at my request) during my absence – at least I hope so – it will add to my many obligations to that 
Gentleman. – – – – 
I wrote to you on my way here – a short note – dated Martinach. – 
Mr. Hobhouse & myself arrived here four days ago – by the Simplon – & Lago Maggiore route – of Course 
we visited the Borromean Islands – which are fine – but too artificial. – The 
 
1:3 
 
Simplon is magnificent in its nature and it’s art – both God & Man have done wonders – – to say nothing of 
the Devil – who must certainly have had a hand (or a hoof) in some of the rocks & ravines <of> through & 
over which the works are carried. – – – – – – 
Milan is striking – the Cathedral superb – the city altogether reminds me of Seville – but a little inferior – – 
We had heard divers bruits, & {took} precautions on the road near the frontier against some “many worthy 
fellows (i.e. felons) that were out”18 – and had ransacked some preceding travellers a few weeks ago near 
Sesto – or Cesto – I forget which – of cash & raiment – besides putting 
 
1:4 
 
them in bodily fear – and lodging about twenty slugs in the retreating part of a Courier belonging to Mr. 
Hope;19 – but we were not molested – and – I do not think in any danger – except of making mistakes in the 
way of cocking & priming whenever we saw an old house – or an ill=looking thicket – and now & then 
suspecting the “true men”20 who have very much the appearance of {the} thieves of other countries. – What 
the thieves may look like – I know not – nor desire to know – for – it seems – they come upon you in bodies 
of thirty (“in buckram & Kendal green”)21 at a time – <that> so that voyagers have no great chance – it is 
something like poor dear Turkey in that respect but not so good – for there you can have as 
 
2:1 
 
2) great a body of rogues to match the regular banditti – but here the gens d’armes are said to be no great 
things – and as for one’s own people – one can’t carry them about like Robinson Crusoe with a gun on each 
shoulder. – 
I have been to the Ambrosian library – it is a fine collection – full of M.S.S. edited & unedited – I enclose 
you a little list of the former recently published. – These are matters for your literati – for me in my simple 
way – I have been most delighted with a correspondence of letters all original and <xxxxxx> amatory 
between Lucretia Borgia & Cardinal Bembo22– (preserved there ) I have pored over them and a lock of her 
hair – the prettiest and 
 
2:2 
 
finest imaginable – – I never saw fairer – and shall go repeatedly to read the epistles over and over – and if I 
can obtain some of the hair by fair means – I shall try – I have already persuaded the <help> librarian to 
<Cl> promise me copies of the letters – – & I hope he will not disappoint me. – They are short – but very 
                                                           
18: Shakespeare, Henry IV I. 
19: Thomas Hope, future author of Anastasius. 
20: Shakespeare, Henry IV I II ii 90 (app.) 
21: Shakespeare, Henry IV I II iv 215 (app.) 
22: Borgia and Bembo were lovers in 1502-3. 
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simple {sweet} & to the purpose – there are some copies of verses in Spanish also by her; – the tress of 
her hair is long and as I said before – beautiful. The Brera Gallery of paintings has some fine pictures; – but 
nothing of a collection – of painting I know nothing – but I like a Guercino – a picture of Abraham 
 
2:3 
 
putting away Hagar – & Ishmael – which seems to me natural & goodly. – The Flemish School such as I 
saw it in Flanders – I utterly detested despised & abhorred – it might be painting – but was not nature; the 
Italian is pleasing – & their Ideal – very noble. – – – – 
The Italians I have encountered here are {very} intelligent & agreeable – in a few days I am to meet Monti. 
– – By the way I have just heard an anecdote of Beccaria23 who published {such} admirable things against 
the punishment of death: – as soon as his book was out – his Servant (having read it I presume) stole his 
watch – and 
 
2:4 
 
his Master {while} correcting the proofs of a second edition did all he could to have him hanged by way of 
advertisement. – – – – – – – – 
I forgot to mention the {triumphal} Arch begun by Napoleon as {a} <a trophy> gate to this city – it is 
unfinished – but the part completed – – worthy of another age – and the same country. The Society here is 
very oddly carried on – – at the theatre – and the theatre only – which answers to our Opera. – People meet 
there as at a rout<e> – but in very small circles. – 
From Milan I shall go to Venice. – 
If you write to Geneva as before – the letter will be forwarded 
 yrs. ever [scrawls] BN 
 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 15th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Ralph Earl of Lovelace, Astarte, Scribner’s 1921, p.275; BLJ V 114-15) 
 

Milan, Octr. 15. 1816. 
My dearest Augusta 
 I have been at Churches, Theatres, libraries, and picture galleries. The Cathedral is noble, the theatre 
grand, the library excellent, and the galleries I know nothing about—except as far as liking one picture out 
of a thousand. What has delighted me most is a manuscript collection (preserved in the Ambrosian library), 
of original love-letters and verses of Lucretia de Borgia & Cardinal Bembo; and a lock of hair—so long—
and fair & beautiful—and the letters so pretty & so loving that it makes one wretched not to have been born 
sooner to have at least seen her. And pray what do you think is one of her signatures?—why this + a 
Cross—which she says “is to stand for her name &c.” Is not this amusing? I suppose you know that she was 
a famous beauty, & famous for the use she made of it; & that she was the love of this same Cardinal Bembo 
(besides a story about her papa Pope Alexander & her brother Caesar Borgia—which some people don’t 
believe—& others do), and that after all she ended with being Duchess of Ferrara, and an excellent mother 
& wife also; so good as to be quite an example. All this may or may not be, but the hair & the letters are so 
beautiful that I have done nothing but pore over them, & have made the librarian promise me a copy of 
some of them; and I mean to get some of the hair if I can. The verses are Spanish—the letters Italian—some 
signed—others with a cross—but all in her own hand-writing. 
 I am so hurried, & so sleepy, but so anxious to send you even a few lines my dearest Augusta, that you 
will forgive me troubling you so often; and I shall write again soon; but I have sent you so much lately, that 
you will have too many perhaps. A thousand loves to you from me—which is very generous for I only ask 
one in return 

Ever dearest thine 
B 

 
Scrope Berdmore Davies to John Murray, from King’s College Cambridge, October 25th 1816: 

(Source: text from NLS Acc.12604 / 4178B) 
 

                                                           
23: Cesare Beccaria (1738-94) jurist and philosopher who condemned the death penalty. 
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When will the Canto24 come forth? I beg to have a copy sent here as soon as possible – Excuse this 
scrawl which <xxx> I am obliged to write in bed – 
 
Dear Sir 
 I was this morning at Six mile Bottom and saw Mrs Leigh in considerable perturbation about some 
reports that have reached her of the publication of the Lines addressed to her, beginning “My Sister”.25 
Pray write to her and allay her apprehensions – If by any accident they should have been sent to the press, 
at all events prevent their publication – How any body could have seen them appears to me very strange, as 
I am not aware of the existence of any other copy than that now in Mrs Leigh’s possession – Should you 
hear <if> {that} Mr Shelly, or any other person is possessed of a copy you will perhaps be so good as to 
request them not to hand it about among friends and acquaintance – 
        Yours truly 
King’s Coll      Scrope Davies 
Cambridge October 25 
 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 26th 1816: 

(Source: text from Ralph Earl of Lovelace, Astarte, Scribner’s 1921, pp.276-7; BLJ V 118-19) 
Milan. Octr. 26th 1816. 

My dearest Augusta― 
 It is a month since the date of your last letter—but you are not to suppose that your letters do not arrive. 
All the assertions of the post being impeded are (I believe) false; and the faults of their non-arrival are in 
those who write, (or rather do not write) not in the conveyance. I have hitherto written to you very 
regularly, indeed rather perhaps too often, but I now tell you that I will not write again at all. If I wait so 
long for my answers. I have received no less than three letters from one person all dated within this month 
of Octr, so that it cannot be the fault of the post, and as to the address—I particularly stated Geneva, as 
usual post restante, or to the care of Monsr. Hentsch Banquier Geneva—perhaps the latter is the safest. I 
mention all this—not from any wish to plague you—but because <my unfortunate> circumstances perhaps 
make me feel more keenly anything which looks like neglect; and as among my many faults towards you, 
that at least has not been one, even in that in which I am often negligent—viz. letter writing—pray do not 
set me the example, lest I follow it. 
 I have written twice since my arrival at Milan and once before I left Geneva. My Diodati letter 
contained some directions about my daughter Ada, and I hope you received that letter & fulfilled my 
request as far as regards my child. I wish also to know if Scrope delivered the things entrusted to him by 
me, as I have no news of that illustrious personage. Milan has been an agreeable residence to me, but we 
prepare going on to Venice next week. You will address however as usual (to my bankers) at Geneva. I 
have found a good many of the noble as well as literary classes of society intelligent, & very kind & 
attentive to strangers. I have seen all the sights, & last night among others heard an Improvisatore recite, a 
very celebrated one, named Sgricchi. It is not an amusing though a curious effort of human powers. I 
enclose you a letter of Monti (who is here & whom I know), the most famous Italian poet now living, as a 
specimen of his handwriting. If there are any of your acquaintance fond of collecting such things you may 
give it to them; it is not addressed to me. 
  I shall write again before I set out 
   believe me ever & truly 
   Yrs. 

B 
 

Byron to John Murray, from Milan, November 1st 1816: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43488; BLJ V 121-2) 
Byron’s account of Polidori’s expulsion from Milan. 

Milan Novr. 1st. 1816. – 
Dear Sir – 
 I have recently written to you rather frequently – but without any late answer. – It is of no great 
importance. – – Mr. Hobhouse & myself set out for Venice in a few days – but you had better still address 
to {me at} Mr. Hentsch’s Banquier Geneva – he will forward your letters. – – – – 
I do not know whether I mentioned to you some time ago – that I had parted with the Dr. Polidori – a few 
weeks previous to my leaving <Geneva> Diodati. 

                                                           
24: Canto III of CHP. 
25: S.B.D. refers to the Epistle to Augusta, which was not published in B.’s lifetime. 
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1:2 
 
I know no great harm of him – but he had an alacrity of getting into scrapes – & was <besides> too young 
and heedless – and having enough to attend to in my own concerns – without time <enough to do to> to 
become</ing> his tutor – I thought it much better to give him his Congé. – He arrived at Milan some weeks 
before Mr. H. & myself. – About a week ago – in consequence of a quarrel at the theatre with an Austrian 
Officer – in which he was exceedingly in the wrong – he has contrived to get sent out of the territory and is 
gone to Florence. – – – – 
 
1:3 
 
I was not present – the pit having been the scene of altercation – but on being sent for from the Cavalier 
Brema’s26 box where I was quietly staring at the Ballet – I found the man of medicine begirt with grenadiers 
– arrested by the guard – conveyed into the guard=room – where there was much swearing in several 
languages. – – 
They were going to keep him there for the night – but on my giving my name – and answering for his 
apparition the next morning – he was permitted to egress. – 
Next day – he had an order from the government to be gone in 24 hours – 
 
1:4 
 
and accordingly gone he is {some days ago} – we did what we could for him – but to no purpose – and 
indeed he brought it upon himself – as far as I could learn – for I was not present at the squabble itself. – – – 
I believe this is the real state of his case – and I tell it you because I believe things sometimes reach you in 
England – in a false or exaggerated form. We found Milan very polite and hospitable and have the same 
hopes of Verona & Venice. – I have filled my paper ever yrs [scrawl] 

 
Claire Clairmont to Byron, October 27th-November 19th 1816: 

(Source: text from NLS Acc.12604 / 4177B; Stocking I 89-93)  
[Right Hon. / Lord Byron / Chez Mons. Hentsch, Banquier / Geneve / En Suisse] 
 

Sunday, October 27th. 1816 
My dearest Albé. 
 We have had a letter from you dated Diodati 30th. Septembcr.27 I I suppose you have left that nice 
house before now & have seen such precipices, such Avalanches as might turn any rational body’s head. 
While you dearest I hope have been amused we have spent a most dismal time. Fanny (the daughter of 
Mary Wollstonecraft and Imlay) has died28 & her death was attended by such melancholy & distressing 
circumstances as at least by me can never be forgotten. Poor Shelley’s health is broken up & I never passed 
such wretched hours. Every thing is so miserable that I often wish myself quite dead although it is so 
shocking but to think of. In the midst of all this you cannot conceive how happy we all were to hear from 
you dearest. It made me quite happy for two days. I am very sorry Mr. Davies has left you because I dare 
say he was very amusing & he seems good-tempered & fond of you so that is what I like him for.29 Polidori 
was never useful to you but what can you do without any physician at all. Pray pray take care of your dear 
health & come back soon to us cheerful in mind & well in body. 
 <I . . .> I dare say you are in love by this time.30 I have heard the Italian Women are so exquisitely 
beautiful What will you do dearest? My dearest darling Albé pray won’t you write to me? Sometimes I 
think you a very cruel ill-humoured man 
 
Sunday Nov. 17. I left oft here dearest & have never gone on with my letter since perhaps it is as well I 
have not; 
 

                                                           
26: Ludovico (Lodovico) de Breme, Milanese man of letters; a “romantic” propagandist. 
27: This letter has not been found. 
28: Fanny Imlay committed sucide at Swansea on October 9th 1816. 
29: C.C. would have had just one day to make Davies’s acquaintance. She and the Shelleys left Diodati one day after he 
and H. arrived (August 27th-8th 1816). 
30: On the day on which Clare starts this letter, B. is in Milan and has found no new lovers. By the time she has 
finished it, he is at the Frezzeria in Venice and is in love with Mariana Segati. 
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1:2 
 
since I was going to say you were unkind which might have made you angry with me. I partly delayed 
through weariness & low spirits & sometimes I vowed I would never write again however long it might be 
till you should write to me but I am not a good hand at pride. I love you too much, dearest. I would do my 
thing. suffer any pain or degradation so I might be so very happy as to receive a letter from you. “The 
Times” said last week you were gone to Albania – how wretched have I been – as if you were not faraway 
enough in Italy. & then with your health & your complaints to go to that wild place where you might die 
through neglect or unskilful treatment besides a lingering fear I had that you had gone without writing a 
single line, not one to tell us of your plans, or your health. I know if you are yet in Italy, if you ever do have 
this how it will teize you; you will rail at Women & their selfishness – Is it selfish to grieve for the dead? 
Are you not the same to me. I never hear your voice I never see you nor in all these three long months [tear 

stain] of separation can I tell that I have once been present to your thoughts or that an <un>kind wish or 
remembrance of me has ever visited you. My dearest dear Albé it grieves me enough to be so far away but 
your silence & seeming neglect will if it continues I am sure quite break my heart. It makes me wonder too 
how you can be so particularly unkind to me since I always observed you to be gentle hearted & the kindest 
best creature in the world to those in distress, so sometimes I console myself with thinking the very next 
day may bring a letter. Be kind and good to me dearest as indeed you have ever been if I except some few 
little scoldings when I was tiresome. Write me a nice letter beginning not those scanty words “dear Clare” 
but “My dearest Clare,” & tell me that you like me that you will be very pleased to have a little baby of 
which you will take great care. Make as many jokes on me as you will dearest 
 
1:3 
 
I shall be so happy to receive any thing from you. Above all speak of your dearest self your health, your 
spirits, if you have written any more Poems. Might I beg you too dearest to say how your little Ada is. If it 
were not impossible I would this instant set out to catch a little glimpse of the dear little creature. I should 
be so happy to kiss her because she belongs to you. It is now the 17 of November if you would write 
directly I should have the dear letter only a day or two before I lie-in, which would make me so happy so 
quite happy – but if you will not indeed I shall go quite out of my mind. Dearest best of human creatures 
surely you will not refuse me? I will love you ever & do ever afterwards all that you tell me. You have 
never seen me so unhappy as I am now when I used to be <so> wretched how good you were to me. & this 
is what makes me hope my dearest Albé will not be angry with me for this long complaining letter. Write to 
me who am so miserable & I will do as you bid me with the letter though you might be sure I would not if I 
could do you an injury. Why I would die with pleasure with the greatest joy to procure you one single 
moments happiness. 
 Now I will try to oblige & please you my dearest friend by telling you all the news. Your Poems come 
out next Saturday Nov. 23rd. so it is advertizcd. They are published separately. The Canto by itself & the 
Prisoner of Chillon with the smaller Poems.31 How I long to see them. A Bookseller of the name of Johnson 
in Cheapside lately advertizcd three Poems as your’s. viz. A Pilgrimage to Jerusalem, The tempest, a 
farewell to England, & an address to your daughter on the Morning of her Birth.32 Murray advertized that he 
alone was authorized to publish for you & that these Poems were not your’s. Johnson advertizes again that 
they are & that he has given you five hundred guineas for them. Did you ever hear such impertinence? 
Murray might surely prosecute him. But it is generally disbelieved. All the papers deny 
 
1:4 
 
it & of course none but the lowest rabble believe it. Your Nottingham weavers (not of poetry dearest but of 
stockings) have risen. They fortified a village & made out a long declaration. This Cobbett has printed 
cheap & it is pasted up & down the Country. It is really very well written & uncommonly spirited. Two 
days ago 20,000 people met in the Spa fields near London. Every body was alarmed. 20,000 troops were 
immediately ordered to the neighbourhood, but the populace proceeded in a most regular manner: they 
formed a committee from among themselves who were commissioned to petition the Prince they intend to 
beg Sir Frances Burdet to present it. After several inflammatory speeches from some of the popular 
demagogues (Mr. Hunt of Bristol in particular) the mob quietly dispersed agreeing to meet again that day 
fortnight to receive the Prince’s answer. Every county has (almost) sent petitions; nothing but advertizing 

                                                           
31: CHP III was published on November 18th; The Prisoner of Chillon and other Poems on December 5th. 
32: The bookseller was called Johnston. The advertisement was in the Morning Chronicle for November 15th 1816. 
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resolutions & measures agreed on petitions to be printed & dispersed & funds to be formed for the relief 
of the Poor who are indeed in the most wretched state. The Lord Mayor who is popular and active, sits all 
the Morning examining the cases of the numerous vagrants applying for relief. They lie about the Streets of 
London, naked & starving & sometimes are brought by the Night Officers to the Mansion house as many as 
300 at a time. The Lord Mayor declares they are so numerous he can effect nothing without a hearty 
concurrence from Parliament. The price of Bread is extremely high, the <severity of> the Season very 
severe & promising to continue so. But the people are most enraged at the Prince who has prorogued 
Parliament till the 29th. of January next. This is construed by the Opposition to the fears of the Ministers. 
Indeed my dearest friend the distress is very great. A fortnight ago Shelley & I went to take a little walk 
about dusk in the Evening up & down our Street. At one of the doors there was a Woman with three 
Children who were actually crying for 
 
2:1 
 
hunger. The husband was standing by desperate & sulky – You may be sure Shelley who is so good 
relieved them. We have since sent them to London &they are getting on well. I saw the other day in the 
Paper that you were again elected into the Committee of Drury Lane as well as Mr. Kinnaird.33 I wish you 
joy you dearest if this pleases you & I hope you will soon come back & make mischief among the actors & 
the managers as you used to. 
 Are you angry with me now dearest that I have told you all the news I can to please you. If you are 
forget all the complaining in the first sheet, perhaps it is my health that makes me melancholy & peevish
 I suffer from the Rheumatism. Then I live in such an extreme solitude that I do nothing but think on my 
disquietudes till perhaps I get cross. Add to this the unhappy death of that poor girl. I passed the first 
fourteen years of my life with her & though I cannot say I had so great an affection for her as might be 
expected yet she is the first person of my acquaintance who has died & her death so horrible too. Now if I 
tell you all my thoughts dearest you mustn’t bring them against me to make me look foolish as you did that 
hateful novel thing I wrote. Do you know dearest I do not like to be the object of pity & nothing makes me 
so angry as when M & S. tell me not to expect to hear from you. They seem to know well enough how little 
You care for me & their hateful remarks are the most cruel of all! How proud I should be of a letter to 
disappoint their impertinent conjectures. Now I have told you all my darling Albé & I hope you won’t be 
angry. How proud how happy I should be to receive any mark of your affection & care for me for I feel 
exactly as if I were quite alone in the world without one friend to take my part or to protect me. It may 
perhaps seem to you dearest that I love you through opposition: it is not so; I have ever loved 
 
2:2 
 
& must ever do so. Shelley told me that you once said to him; “You don’t really think Clare is in love with 
me” – <She does all> & when S – said indeed he did you replied “oh no she is only amusing herself.” Now 
dearest I would not for the World you should think this so I must tell you another secret which I beg you 
won’t mention. Oftentimes dearest at Geneva I did the greatest violence to my feelings for fear of being 
troublesome or disgusting to you. When I was so happy to see you again I was obliged to sit silent & only 
look at you for fear of being scolded. And when you were kindest to me I had so great a fear of <y> 
offending you I dared not express half I felt. How contemptuously you used sometimes to speak of me little 
guessing the dreadful pain I endured to hear these speeches. 
Tuesday Nov 19th. Shelley received this Morning your letter from Milan dated October 26th.34 My hopes are 
therefore over. I will not write again to teize you dearest. You seem to think I entertained doubts of your 
intentions: indeed I never did. I cannot wonder you are suspicious; we all know how dreadfully you have 
suffered. For the future best & dearest I will be quite content with what you choose. Do not read or think of 
this long peevish letter. You have been very good and patient to me & I am ungrateful to be at all 
discontented. Do not think dearest I am not sensible of all the trouble I have been to you & it is not that you 
will not write that I am grieved but because I am deeply hurt to have tormented you & so to have raised 
unkind thoughts in your head. I am very glad you still think of returning in the Spring. As you do not 
mention your health I hope I think you must be quite well. Well I won’t teize you with any more letters till 
after December when I shall be able to write more chearfully. So in consideration for this sacrifice of mine 
(for I assure you it is a very 

                                                           
33: In fact B. and Kinnaird had been replaced on the Drury Lane Committee. 
34: This letter, too, has not been found; but it seems from Sh.’s letter to him of November 20th that B. said in it that he 
“did not like to write” to C.C. No letters from him to C.C. exist except the first (perhaps) two. 
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2:3 
 
great privation) forget to be angry with me when you receive this. If you should alter your mind about the 
Child’s name you will let us know for it would be difficult to set out calling it one name & then change it 
for another.35 Soon I hope we shall see your hand writing again for I shall scarce know one moment’s peace 
till we have another letter from you dearest. Farewell then dearest & best. I hope you have heard no bad 
news from England concerning those whom you do love. May you be ever pleased & have no wish 
ungratified. 
         Ever your affectionate 
           Clare 
 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, October 28th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Ralph Earl of Lovelace, Astarte, Scribner’s 1921, pp.277-8; QII 362-3; 
BLJ V 119-20) 

Octr. 28th 1816. – 
My dearest Augusta – 
Two days ago I wrote you the enclosed but the arrival of your letter of the 12th. has revived me a little, so 
pray forgive the apparent “humeur” of the other, which I do not tear up—from laziness—and the hurry of 
the post as I have hardly time to write another at present. 
 I really do not & cannot understand all the mysteries & alarms in your letters & more particularly in the 
last. All I know is—that no human power short of destruction—shall prevent me from seeing you when—
where—& how—I may please—according to time & circumstance; that you are the only comfort (except 
the remote possibility of my daughter’s being so) left me in prospect in existence, and that I can bear the 
rest—so that you remain; but anything which is to divide us would drive me quite out of my senses; Miss 
Milbanke appears in all respects to have been formed for my destruction; I have thus far—as you know—
regarded her without feelings of personal bitterness towards her, but if directly or indirectly—but why do I 
say this?—You know she is the cause of all—whether intentionally or not is little to the purpose –—You 
surely do not mean to say that if I come to England in Spring, that you & I shall not meet? If so I will never 
return to it—though I must for many reasons—business &c &c—But I quit this topic for the present. 
 My health is good, but I have now & then fits of giddiness, & deafness, which make me think like 
Swift—that I shall be like him & the withered tree he saw—which occasioned the reflection and “die at 
top” first. My hair is growing grey, & not thicker; & my teeth are sometimes looseish though still white & 
sound. Would not one think I was sixty instead of not quite nine & twenty? To talk thus—Never mind—
either this must end—or I must end—but I repeat it again & again—that woman has destroyed me. 
 Milan has been made agreeable by much attention and kindness from many of the natives; but the 
whole tone of Italian society is so different from yours in England; that I have not time to describe it, tho’ I 
am not sure that I do not prefer it. Direct as usual to Geneva—hope the best—& love me the most—as I 
ever must love you. 

B 
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley to John Murray, from Bath, October 30th 1816: 

(Source: NLS; LJ III 345-6; Jones I 511) 
Shelley thought he was going to proof-read Childe Harold III, 

5 Abbey Church Yard 
Bath 

Oct. 30. 1816. 
Dear Sir 
 I observe with surprise that you have announced the appearance of Childe Harold & the Prisoner of 
Chillon for so early a day as the 23d. of November. I should not do my duty to Lord Byron who entrusted 
me with the Mss. of his Poems, if I did not remind you, that it was his particular desire that I should revise 
the proofs before publication. – When I had the pleasure of seeing you in London, I think I stated his 
Lordship’s wishes on this subject to you, remarking at the same time that his wishes did not arise from a 
persuasion that I should pay more attention to its accuracy than any person whom you might select; but 
because he communicated it to me immediately after composition; & did me the honor to entrust to my 
discretion, as to whether certain particular expressions should be retained or changed. All that was required, 

                                                           
35: B. didn’t decide on “Allegra” until the baby was nearly a year old. 
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was that I should see the proofs before they were finally committed to the press. – I wrote to you, some 
weeks since, to this purpose. I have not received any answer. 
 Some mistake must have arisen, in what manner I cannot well conceive. You must have forgotten or 
misunderstood my explanations; by some accident you cannot have received my letter. – Do me the favor of 
writing by return of Post; & informing me what intelligence I am to give Lord Byron respecting the 
commission with which I was entrusted. – 
  I have the honor to be, 
   Sir, Your Obedient Servant 
    Percy Bysshe Shelley 
 
P S. I remark that it is advertised as ‘The Prisoners of Chillon. Lord Byron wrote it ‘Prisoner’. 
 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, November 2nd 1816: 

(Source: this text from BLJ V 122) 
Milan. Novr. 2d. 1816 

Dearest Augusta—Will you take particular care that Lady B[yron] receives the enclosed letter—I wrote to 
you twice lately—& will again soon—ever dearest yrs. 

B 
Byron to Augusta Leigh, from Milan, November 2nd 1816: 

(Source: this text from BLJ V 122) 
Milan. Novr. 2d. 1816 

My dearest Augusta—I wrote to you the other day—& I now do so to send a few lines—and to request you 
to take particular care that Lady B[yron] receives a letter sent in another enclosure. I feel so miserable that I 
must write to her—however useless—In a day or two we set off for Venice. I have seen a good deal of 
Milanese society but nothing to make me forget others—or forgive myself—Dr. Polidori—(whom I 
dismissed some time before I left Geneva—as I had no use for him & his temper & habits were not good) 
had been in Milan some time before—but getting into a scrape & a quarrel with some Austrians—has been 
sent by the Government out of the territory.—I had nothing to do with his squabble—&—was not even 
present—though—when he sent for me—I tried of course to get him out of it—as well as Mr. Hobhouse—
who tried also for him—but to no purpose. I tell you all this because in England—by some kind mistake—
his squabbles may be set down to me—and now (if this should be the case) you have it in your power to 
contradict it.——It happened about a week ago.——I shall probably write to you on my road to Venice—
from Verona—or elsewhere 

ever my dearest thine 
B 

Lady Caroline Lamb to John Murray, November 5th 1816: 

(Source: text from Smiles I 378) 
November 5th, 1816. 

 You cannot need my assuring you that if you will entrust me with the new poems, none of the things 
you fear shall occur, in proof of which I ask you to enquire with yourself, whether, if a person in constant 
correspondence and friendship with another, yet keeps a perfect silence on one subject, she cannot do so 
when at enmity and at a distance. Now, I never boasted of seeing the poems first, never even told my 
mother I had done so, never ventured an opinion concerning them but to you, and only once I remember 
when Lord Byron said he had sent them to me (which I believe was not true), did I ever speak to him of 
them. In short, I have so little vanity about seeing things before others, that, if it were not some curiosity 
and lurking interest for the Childe’s works, you might not be requested so earnestly to send them; and, as it 
is, take your own way – I shall not murmur. How very well written and interesting Gifford’s ‘Life’ is! How 
free from all affectation, and how very just his few observations! I only wish he had written more. William 
Lamb writes more in that style than any one. I see another ‘Life’ coming out of Sheridan. Believe me 
therefore sincerely thankful for what I am going to receive – as the young lady said to a duchess when she 
was desired by her parents to say “Grace.” 
 
Lady Caroline Lamb to John Murray, November (??) 1816: 

(Source: text from Smiles I 380-1) 
 
 There was a time when you had not let so many days pass without asking me for a letter of Lord 
Byron’s: indeed the absent and the present – the right hand and left – are both alike forgotten. I must tell 



 16
you of my adventures to-night. I set out stark mad in white satin, as Tilburina did,36 to see Don Juan 
seized by the Italian; and scarce was my dear fatal name pronounced, “Lady Caroline Lamb,” when some 
jocose footman said, “Sooner Lady Caroline Wolf.” At this too just criticism several warm defenders sallied 
forth amongst the same precarious herd; whilst they were all fighting, I was very soon kidnapped by two 
rack-chairmen, who insisted on carrying me each into his respective chair. I being all the time vainly 
desirous of getting in and not out of the Opera House. It so chanced that I was very fine, having dined out in 
diamonds and feathers. When I therefore got safe up with a crowd of plumed attendants, my unfortunate 
dog, that long-cared-for dog, covered with mud like Lord Something’s rat, appeared entering the vestibule. 
At this sight soldiers and servants shouted forth “A fox!” and began hissing it down. Judge of my situation. 
I was either obliged to give up this dear shabby cur, who had followed my carriage and me, or own a friend 
in such disguise that few had dared do so. The latter was however my choice, and being much too 
frightened and late, after all these adventures, I turned back to my carriage almost carried away by Irish 
boys and drunken chairmen, one of whom, to the indignation of the rest, constantly vociferated, “This is my 
lady.” – “Your lady, d—n you.” – “Yes, my lady,” – and sure enough he, like the dog, proved a mendicant 
pensioner, when a blaze of light showed him to me like the ghost. Now, fare thee well; excuse all this 
nonsense. Go to the play on Friday. Come round and see me, or come with me the first night our opera box 
is vacant, which it never has been yet. But I shall not fail to let you know. 
      Yours, 
       THE APOSTATE. 
 
Byron to Thomas Moore, from Verona, November 6th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 47-51; LJ III 380-7; QII 3648; BLJ V 122-5) 
Verona, November 6. 1816. 

My dear Moore, 
Your letter, written before my departure from England, and addressed to me in London, only reached me 
recently. Since that period, I have been over a portion of that part of Europe which I had not already seen. 
About a month since, I crossed the Alps from Switzerland to Milan, which I left a few days ago, and am 
thus far on my way to Venice, where I shall probably winter. Yesterday I was on the shores of the Benacus, 
with his fluctibus et fremitu.37 Catullus’s Sirmium has still its name and site, and is remembered for his 
sake:38 but the very heavy autumnal rains and mists prevented our quitting our route, (that is, Hobhouse and 
myself, who are at present voyaging together,) as it was better not to see it at all than to a great 
disadvantage. 
 I found on the Benacus the same tradition of a city, still visible in calm weather below the waters, 
which you have preserved of Lough Neagh, ‘When the clear, cold eve’s declining.’39 I do not know that it is 
authorised by records; but they tell you such a story, and say that the city was swallowed up by an 
earthquake. We moved to-day over the frontier to Verona, by a road suspected of thieves,—‘the wise 
convey it call,’40—but without molestation. I shall remain here a day or two to gape at the usual marvels,—
amphitheatre, paintings, and all that time-tax of travel,—though Catullus, Claudian, and Shakspeare have 
done more for Verona than it ever did for itself. They still pretend to show, I believe, the ‘tomb of all the 
Capulets’41—we shall see. 
 Among many things at Milan, one pleased me particularly, viz. the correspondence (in the prettiest 
love-letters in the world) of Lucretia Borgia with Cardinal Bembo, (who, you say, made a very good 
cardinal,) and a lock of her hair, and some Spanish verses of hers,—the lock very fair and beautiful. I took 
one single hair of it as a relic, and wished sorely to get a copy of one or two of the letters; but it is 
prohibited: that I don’t mind; but it was impracticable; and so I only got some of them by heart. They are 
kept in the Ambrosian Library, which I often visited to look them over—to the scandal of the librarian, who 
wanted to enlighten me with sundry valuable MSS., classical, philosophical, and pious. But I stick to the 
Pope’s daughter, and wish myself a cardinal. 
 I have seen the finest parts of Switzerland, the Rhine, the Rhone, and the Swiss and Italian lakes; for 
the beauties of which, I refer you to the Guidebook. The north of Italy is tolerably free from the English; but 
the south swarms with them, I am told. Madame de Staël I saw frequently at Copet, which she renders 
remarkably pleasant. She has been particularly kind to me. I was for some months her neighbour, in a 

                                                           
36: In Sheridan’s The Critic. 
37: Virgil, Aeneid X 205; and Georgics II 159-60: “... teque, / fluctibus et fremitu adsurgens Benace marino ...” [“You 
too, Benacus, with your roaring, surging swell ...”] 
38: See Catullus: Paene insularum, Sirmio, insularumque / ocelle ... [“Sirmio, bright eye of peninsulas and islands ...”] 
39: Mo., Let Erin Remember the Days of Old, l.9 (from Irish Melodies). 
40: Shakespeare, The Merry Wives of Windsor, I iii 27 (“‘Convey’ the wise it call”). 
41: Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, IV i 112 (roughly). 
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country house called Diodati, which I had on the Lake of Geneva. My plans are very uncertain; but it is 
probable that you will see me in England in the spring. I have some business there. If you write to me, will 
you address to the care of Mons. Hentsch, Banquier, Geneva, who receives and forwards my letters. 
Remember me to Rogers, who wrote to me lately, with a short account of your poem, which, I trust, is near 
the light. He speaks of it most highly. 
 My health is very endurable, except that I am subject to casual giddiness and faintness, which is so like 
a fine lady, that I am rather ashamed of the disorder. When I sailed, I had a physician with me, whom, after 
some months of patience, I found it expedient to part with, before I left Geneva some time. On arriving at 
Milan, I found this gentleman in very good society, where he prospered for some weeks: but, at length, at 
the theatre he quarrelled with an Austrian officer, and was sent out by the government in twenty-four hours. 
I was not present at his squabble; but, on hearing that he was put under arrest, I went and got him out of his 
confinement, but could not prevent his being sent off, which, indeed, he partly deserved, being quite in the 
wrong, and having begun a row for row’s sake. I had preceded the Austrian government some weeks 
myself, in giving him his congé from Geneva. He is not a bad fellow, but very young and hot-headed, and 
more likely to incur diseases than to cure them. Hobhouse and myself found it useless to intercede for him. 
This happened some time before we left Milan. He is gone to Florence. 
 At Milan I saw, and was visited by, Monti, the most celebrated of the living Italian poets. He seems 
near sixty; in face he is like the late Cooke the actor. His frequent changes in politics have made him very 
unpopular as a man. I saw many more of their literati; but none whose names are well known in England, 
except Acerbi. I lived much with the Italians, particularly with the Marquis of Breme’s family, who are very 
able and intelligent men, especially the Abate. There was a famous improvvisatore who held forth while I 
was there. His fluency astonished me; but, although I understand Italian, and speak it (with more readiness 
than accuracy), I could only carry off a few very common-place mythological images, and one line about 
Artemisia, and another about Algiers, with sixty words of an entire tragedy about Etocles and Polynices. 
Some of the Italians liked him—others called his performance ‘seccatura’42 (a devilish good word, by the 
way)—and all Milan was in controversy about him. 
 The state of morals in these parts is in some sort lax. A mother and son were pointed out at the theatre, 
as being pronounced by the Milanese world to be of the Theban dynasty—but this was all. The narrator 
(one of the first men in Milan) seemed to be not sufficiently scandalised by the taste or the tie. All society in 
Milan is carried on at the opera: they have private boxes, where they play at cards, or talk, or any thing else; 
but (except at the Cassino) there are no open houses, or balls, &c. &c.* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 The peasant girls have all very fine dark eyes, and many of them are beautiful. There are also two dead 
bodies in fine preservation—one Saint Carlo Boromeo, at Milan; the other not a saint, but a chief, named 
Visconti, at Monza—both of which appeared very agreeable. In one of the Boromean isles (the Isola bella), 
there is a large laurel—the largest known—on which Buonaparte, staying there just before the battle of 
Marengo, carved with his knife the word ‘Battaglia.’ I saw the letters, now half worn out and partly erased. 
 Excuse this tedious letter. To be tiresome is the privilege of old age and absence: I avail myself of the 
latter, and the former I have anticipated. If I do not speak to you of my own affairs, it is not from want of 
confidence, but to spare you and myself. My day is over—what then?—I have had it. To be sure, I have 
shortened it; and if I had done as much by this letter, it would have been as well. But you will forgive that, 
if not the other faults of 

Yours ever and most affectionately, 
B. 

 
P.S. November 7. 1816. 
I have been over Verona. The amphitheatre is wonderful—beats even Greece. Of the truth of Juliet’s story 
they seem tenacious to a degree, insisting on the fact—giving a date (1303), and showing a tomb. It is a 
plain, open, and partly decayed sarcophagus, with withered leaves in it, in a wild and desolate conventual 
garden, once a cemetery, now ruined to the very graves. The situation struck me as very appropriate to the 
legend, being blighted as their love. I have brought away a few pieces of the granite, to give to my daughter 
and my nieces. Of the other marvels of this city, paintings, antiquities, &c., excepting the tombs of the 
Scaliger princes, I have no pretensions to judge. The gothic monuments of the Scaligers pleased me, but ‘a 
poor virtuoso am I,’43 and ever yours. 
 

John Cam Hobhouse to Scrope Berdmore Davies, from Verona, November 7th 1816: 

                                                           
42: See Beppo, 3, 8. 
43: Mo., To Mrs. —— (The Poems of Thomas Little). 
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(Source: text from B.L.Loan 70 / 1 ff.58-9) 
[Scrope Berdmore Davies / <King’s College / Cambridge> / England / [[in another hand:]] Great Ryder 
Street / St James’s / No. 11 / London] 
 
Verona. November 7. 1816 – 
My dear Scrope – 
 We seem to be waiting, like Lord John Hay and the French guards at Fontenoy, to see who 
will fire first: but at the risk of receiving your shot without having any materials for reply, I will do what 
you promised to do, and write first – We have had the satisfaction of hearing that you arrived sound wind & 
limb in England – for this intellignence although not coming from yourself was conveyed to us by those 
who “take care of Cats” – you must not indeed suppose your motions unobserved <A/a>s those of common 
mortals – on the contrary we are at this moment <able> from sundry advices perfectly aware of your 
incomings and out goings, and could make a map of your late proceedings – It is possible that the 
neighbourhood of Six Mile Bottom may also have put you up to our movements, which, all things 
considered, have been carried on with some activity since your departure. – Ld B’s first step was to inform 
Dr P. that he thought on the whole that they had better part before they crossed the Alps – . The day after 
this separation had taken place – we set out on a tour to the Bernese Alps and passed 13 days on an 
expedition which was pronounced satisfactory in every respect – We had a char-a-banc with two horses and 
B’s bay mare; with which and some occasional cattle from the mountains we performed our journey very 
comfortably and contrived to cross three chains of Alps from the bottom of the lake of Geneva to the valley 
of Hasli and the lake of Brienz – We went to the foot of those glaciers which you saw from Berne, and 
which differ from  
 
1:2 
 
 Mont Blanc in as much as they rise nearly perpendicularly from their own valleys without any intermediate 
hills – I am not sure however that we saw any thing more <Rho/>romantic or as Mrs Hope would call it, 
more rural, than the glacier of the Aveiron where you performed the notable exploit of which we were only 
imitators – I have a mind to praise & detail some of the wonderful scenery under the Jungfrau and the 
Eigher with the design of inducing you to undertake another Swiss exploit next summer and meet me staff 
in hand where Baillie was to meet Madame Caffarelli in the summit of the great St Bernard – Returning 
from this tour we staid only six days at Diodati and then set out to cross the Simplon – This we performed 
in eight days and with Veturino’s horses I doubt whether it can be <less/>easily finished in less time – The 
Italian side of the road is worthy of a pilgrimage on purpose – It is magic – it is Milton’s bridge over Chaos 
– it is, – a very good turnpike road – See it you must – and without delay for the Diet at Zurich this year 
amongst its other great exploits passed a decree of dilapidation against it and the canton of the Valois being 
too poor to keep it up it is not improbable another year’s snows may be fatal to the noblest work of man 
What do you think of a subscription in England for suffering Travellers? the annual repairs would not cost 
more than 100.000 francs and as we do not know how to give vent  
 
1:3 
 
 to our superfluous charity in these abundant times perhaps a little of our gold may be advantageously 
scattered in the Alps – We arrived at Milan on the 12th of October – and passed three weeks very agreably 
the discontented who, I dare say, you agree with us in thinking the only passable company in all countries It 
would do your heart good to hear the complaints of the Italians against the present state of things here 
which, if you believe them, cannot endure another half year – certainly – the governor of Milan does not 
think himself obliged to be over attentive to the forms of forbearance – as even Englishmen may know – for 
Dr P. an unlucky dog to be sure, was sent out of Milan at 24 hours notice for desiring / requesting an officer 
to take off his cap at the Opera – I was close by but did not hear the request – all that came to me was – “Mr 
H be so good as to walk this way with me” – poor Polly thought he was to fight, but the way was the way to 
the guard house where I saw him solemnly warned [??] and whence he would not have been released had 
not Lord B given his card for the Doctor’s reappearance – This took place the next morning at the police 
where the physician received his conge in form as before related – It was in vain that I went to the governor 
Count Sauran’s to beg him off – he was vastly civil – but the moment I touched on the subject – began to 
say handsome things about B and so averted my prayer – As it turned out the Doctor would have done well 
not to have walked over the Alps – for the poor fellow who really had made some footing at Milan and 
thought of teaching English as well as practising Medicine there – was expedited with a codicil against his 
will to his passport stating his dismissal, within a natural day, from that capital  
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 The Patriots wished us to make a serious affair of the business which would have cured them of three 
instead of one of {their} friends – but we of course declined the merit and the crown of such martyrdom and 
saw P off for Florence with wished “pour toutes sortes de prosperitès et un peu plus de gout.” The truth is, 
the delinquent wished to show off before some Italian acquaintance, and pitched upon the officer on guard 
as his foil – This was being out of luck – and the event will furnish {him with} a comment to Aristotle’s 
chapter on hats – He will not find an avenger at Florence in the person of Ld Burgersh who is not so much 
concerned about politics as literature or rather the sister Muse – for there is now going a fugitive piece with 
this title – “A little ode humbly presented to the Countess Aponi on her birthday to Count Giraud, and set to 
music by his Excellency Lord Burghersh his Britannic Majesty’s Envoy to the Court of Florence 
 
[text terminates: sheet 2 seems missing] 
 

from Augusta Leigh to John Murray, November 8th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from LJ III 366-7) 
 

After reflecting on every possibility and probability, I do think the least objectionable line will be to let 

them be published,44 for, perhaps, on the other hand, considering his positive commands to you and a good 
many other etcæteras, he might be provoked into something worse, – representing me as a Victim of slander 
and bitterness to the other party, and in short I hope I decide for the best. 

                                                           
44: Stanzas to Augusta. 


