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Edward John Trelawny to Leicester Stanhope, from Missolonghi, April 28th 1824: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from HBF pp.72-6) 

 

Missolonghi, April 28th, 1824 
MY DEAR COLONEL 

 With all my anxiety I could not get here before the third day. It was the second, after having 

crossed the first great torrent, that I met some soldiers from Missolonghi. I had let them all pass me, 

ere I had resolution enough to inquire the news from Missolonghi. I then rode back and demanded of a 

straggler the news. I heard nothing more than—Lord Byron is dead,—and I proceeded on in gloomy 

silence. With all his faults I loved him truly; he is connected with every event of the most interesting 

years of my wandering life: his every-day companion,—we lived in ships, boats, and in houses 

together,—we had no secrets,—no reserve, and, though we often differed in opinion, never quarrelled. 

If it gave me pain witnessing his frailties, he only wanted a little excitement to awaken and put forth 

virtues that redeemed them all. He was an only child,—early an orphan,—the world adopted him and 

spoiled him,—his conceptions were so noble when his best elements were aroused, that we, his friends, 

considered it pure inspiration. He was violent and capricious. In one of his moments of frailty, two 

years back, he could think of nothing which could give him so much pleasure as saving money, and he 

talked of nothing but its accumulation, and the power and respect it would be the means of giving him; 

and so much did he indulge in this contemptible vice, that we, his friends, began to fear it would 

become his leading passion; however, as in all his other passions, he indulged it to satiety, and then 

grew weary. I was absent from him in Rome when he wrote to me from Genoa, and said. “Trelawny, 

you must have heard I am going to Greece, why do you not come to me? I can do nothing without you, 

and am exceedingly anxious to see you; pray come, for I am at last determined to go to Greece, it is the 

only place I was ever contented in. I am serious. and did not write before, as I might have given you a 

journey for nothing; they all say I can be of use to Greece; I do not know ho, nor do they; but, at all 

events, let’s go.” I who had long despaired of getting him out of Italy, to which he had become 

attached from habit, indolence, and strong ties; I lost no time: everything was hurried on, and, from the 

moment he left Genoa, though twice driven back, his ruling passion became ambition of a name, or 

rather one great effort to wipe out the memory of those deeds which his enemies had begun to rather 

freely descant on in the public prints, and to make his name as great in glorious acts, as it already was 

by his writings. 

 He wrote a song the other day on his birth-day, his thirty-sixth year, strongly exemplifying this.—

It is the most beautiful and touching of all his songs, for he was not very happy at composing them. It 

is here amongst his papers. 

 

  “If thou regret thy youth, why live? 

   The land of honourable death 

  Is here. Up to the field and give 

   Away thy breath. 

  Awake! not Greece, she is awake! 

   Awake! my spirit.” 
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 He died on the 19th April, at six o’clock at night: the two last days he was altogether insensible, 

and died so, apparently without pain. From the first moment of his illness, he expressed on this, as on 

all former occasions, his dread of pain and fearlessness of death. He talked chiefly of Ada, both in his 

sensible and insensible state. He had much to say, and many directions to leave, as was manifest from 

his calling Fletcher, Tita, Gamba, Parry, to his bed-side; his lips moved, but he could articulate nothing 

distinctly. “Ada—my sister—wife—say—do you understand my directions?” said he, to Fletcher, after 

muttering thus for half an hour, about—“Say this to Ada,”—“this to my sister,”—wringing his hands: 

“Not a word, my Lord,” said Fletcher.—“That’s a pity,” said he, “for ’tis now too late,—for I shall die 

or go mad.” He then raved, said—“I will not live a madman, for I can destroy myself.” I know the 

reason of this fear he had of losing his senses; he had lately, on his voyage from Italy, read, with deep 

interest, Swift’s life, and was always talking to me of his horrible fate. Byron’s malady was a 

rheumatic fever: was brought on by getting wet after violent perspiration from hard riding, and 

neglecting to change his clothes. Its commencement was trifling. On the 10th he was taken ill; his 

doctors urged him to be bled, but this was one of his great prejudices—he abhorred bleeding. Medicine 

was not efficient; the fever gained rapid ground, and on the third day the blood showed a tendency to 

mount to his head; he then submitted to bleeding, but it proved too late; it had already affected his 

brain, and this caused his death. Had he submitted to bleeding on its first appearance, he would have 

assuredly recovered in a few days. On opening him, a great quantity of blood was found in the head 

and brain; the latter, his brain, the doctor says, was a third greater in quantity than is usually found, 

weighing four pounds. His heart is strikingly large, but performed its functions feebly, and was very 

exhausted; his liver was much too small, which was the reason of that deficiency of bile, which 

necessitated him to continually stimulate his stomach by medicine. His body was in a perfect state of 

health and soundness. They say his only malady was a strong tendency of the blood to mount to the 

head, and weakness of the vessels there; that he could not, for this reason, have lived six or seven years 

more. I do not exactly understand this; but the doctor is going to write me a medical account of his 

illness, death, and state of his body. 

 His remains are preparing to send by way of Zante to England, he having left no directions on this 

head. I shall ever regret I was not with him when he gave up his mortality. 

 Your pardon, Stanhope, that I have turned aside from the great cause in which I am embarked; but 

this is no private grief; the world has lost its greatest man; I my best friend, and that must be my excuse 

for having filled a letter with this one subject. To-morrow, for Mavrocordato has delayed my courier 

till his letters are ready, I will return to duty. 

  Yours, very sincerely, 
   EDWARD TRELAWNY. 

 

Edward John Trelawny to Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, from Missolonghi, April 30th 1824: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from HBF pp.81-3) 

 
MY DEAR MARY, 

 My brain is already dizzy with business and writing. I am transformed from the listless being you 

knew me to one of all energy and fire. Not content with the Camp, I must needs be a great diplomatist. 

I am again, dear Mary, in my element, and playing no second part in Greece. If I am to live, the outcast 

Reginald will cut his name out on the Grecian hills, or set on its plains. I have had the merit of 

discovering and bringing out a noble fellow,
1
 a gallant soldier, and a man of most wonderful mind, 

with as little bigotry as Shelley, and nearly as much imagination; he is a glorious being. I have lived 

with him—he calls me brother—wants to connect me with his family.
2
 We have been inseparable now 

for eight months—fought side by side. But I am sick at heart with losing my friend,—for I still call 

him so, you know: with all his weaknesses, you know I loved him. I cannot live with men for years 

without feeling—it is weak, it is want of judgment, of philosophy,—but this is my weakness. Dear 

Mary, if you love me, write—write—write, for my heart yearns after you. I certainly must have you 

and Jane out. I am serious. 

 This is the place after my own heart, and I am certain of our good cause triumphing. Believe 

nothing you hear; Gamba will tell you everything about me—about Lord Byron, but he knows nothing 

of Greece—nothing; nor does it appear any one else does by what I see published. Colonel Stanhope is 

here; he is a good fellow, and does much good. The loan is achieved, and that sets the business at rest, 

but it is badly done—the Commissioners are bad. A word as to your wooden god, Mavrocordato. He is 

                                                           
1: Odysseus Androutses. 

2: Trelawny married Odysseus’ thirteen-year-old sister. 
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a miserable Jew, and I hope, ere long, to see his head removed from his worthless and heartless body. 

He is a mere shuffling soldier, an aristocratic brute—wants Kings and Congresses; a poor, weak, 

shuffling, intriguing, cowardly fellow; so no more about him. Dear Mary, dear Jane, I am serious, turn 

your thoughts this way. No more a nameless being, I am now a Greek Chieftain, willing and able to 

shelter and protect you; and thus I will continue, or follow our friends to wander over some other 

planet, for I have nearly exhausted this.— 

Your attached                      TRELAWNY. 

 

 Tell me of Clare, do write me of her! This is written with the other in desperate haste. I have 

received a letter from you, one from Jane, and none from Hunt. 

 

Pietro Gamba to Charles Barry, from Missolonghi, May 8th 1824: 
(Source: text from typed copy, Keats-Shelley House Rome) 

 

P.Gamba / Zante 8 Maggio / Ro 3 / Al Sig.r Carlo Barry / a / Genova / Zante 8 Maggio 1824 / Caro 

Barry / Vi sarà pervenuta l’orribile notizi ad alla perdita irreparabile che il Mondo, l’Inghilterra, la 

Grecia – e principalmente noi abbiam fatto – Lord Byron mori a Missolonghi di una febbre 

infiammatoria nel corso di una malattia di 8 di. E’inutile di parlare del nostro dolore – dal vostro 

potrete giudicare. La malattia sarebbe stata di niuna conseguenza se’ egli si fosse voluto sottomettere 

all’avviso dei medici, e principalmente del dr. Bruno – che volevano trargli sangue sulle prime – ma 

ricusò ostinatamente sino agli estremi, quando era troppo tardi. L’infiamazione gli aveva prodotto uno 

spandimento di sangue alla testa – che generò la sua morte. 

 Io fui incaricato dal Principe Mavrocordato di prender cura di tutto le cose sue – le più preziose 

furono Sigilatte ec. Spedii subito alle isole per le principali autorità, e per Lord Osborne tesoriere in 

Corfù – suo parente ed amico – Stafette sono state spedite a Londra, di concerto con lui si son prese 

tutte le migliori misure. 

 Il corpo è stato chiuso in una casa immerso nello spirito – portato qui con tutto il resto ec. ora 

stiamo scontando la quarantena – che appena finita – faremo vela per Inghilterra col sacro deposito. La 

rapidità e la violenza del male non gli dieder tempo di fare alcuna nuova dispozione, quantunque lo 

tentasse più volte invano. Credo però certo, che in vostre mani o in quelle del Signor Kinnaird siano i 

suoi testamenti. 

 Per tutte le cose che vi rimangono di lui e per tutti i suoi affari con voi vi diriggerete al Sig. 

Kinnaird. Credo che vi restino alcune casse e oggetti appartenenti a mia Sorella, che potrate spedire a 

mio Padre – Poveretta! Povera Teresa!? – per tutto ciò che la concerne v’intenderete con mio Padre. Vi 

scriverò di nuovo quanto prima. Vogliate credermi / Vostro devmos. Ed a. / Pietro Gamba / Al Sig.r 

Carlo Barry / a Genova 

 

Translation: Zante, May 8th. To Mr Charles Barry at Genoa. You will have received the terrible news 

of the irreperable loss which the World, England, and Greece, and we especially, have sustained – 

Lord Byron died at Missolonghi of an inflammatory fever in the course of an illness lasting eight days. 

It is useless to speak of our grief – you may judge it by your own. The illness would have been a thing 

of no consequence had he willingly submitted to the advice of his doctors, and of Dr Bruno especially, 

who wished to draw blood from him early on, but he refused obstinately until he was in extremity, by 

which time it was too late.
3
 The inflammation had produced a spreading of blood to the head – which 

brought about his death. 

 I was charged by Prince Mavrocordato to take charge of all his effects – the most precious being 

seals, &c. I hurried at once to the Islands to meet the principal authorities, and to meet Lord Osborne,
4
 

Treasurer in Corfu – his relation and friend – dispatches were sent rapidly to London, at the same time 

as everything was done that was best for him. 

 The body was enclosed in a cask of spirits – and brought here with everything else. The quarantine 

fees have been paid – the quarantine period is just over – we are making sail for England with our 

sacred treasure. The rapidity and violence of his illness gave him no time to make any new dispositions 

of his property – even though he tried to do so several times, in vain. I believe for certain that his last 

wishes are in your hands or in those of Mr Kinnaird. 

                                                           
3: On April 17th the doctors removed “about two pounds of blood” from B. (Gamba, Last Journey, 255). In the 

early hours of April 19th, the day on which he died, “A great many leeches were applied to his temples, and the 

blood flowed copiously all night” (ibid, 266n). 

4: Lord Sidney Osborne was Byron’s cousin. 
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 For all that remains of him and for all his affairs you should direct yourself to Mr Kinnaird. I 

believe that you have some cases and things belonging to my sister, which you could send to my father 

– Poor creature! Poor Teresa!? – for everything concerning her I direct you to my father. I shall write 

to you again as soon as possible. Please believe me, your devoted servant and friend, Pietro Gamba. 

 

Douglas Kinnaird to John Cam Hobhouse, May 14th 1824: 
(provisional text from Nicholson, p.271) 

Kinnaird encloses the news that Byron is dead. 
 
MY DEAR H., 

 If you cannot come to me on the receipt of this, I will come to you. Nobody knows it as yet. But 

it must be known in a few hours, as I cannot take upon me to keep back the letters (of which a heap 

came in the bag) from their addressees. Let me know therefore by bearer if I may come to you. I have 

put off my friends from dining here. 

    Yours truly and ever. 
      D. K. 

 

Mary Shelley to Teresa Guiccioli, May 16th 1824: 
(Source: text from LBLI 501-3) 

 

My dear friend, How shall I write to you? How can I express to you the immense grief that is breaking 

my heart? Poor Teresa! So there we are, already sisters in misfortune! I am afraid that my letter will 

only redouble your sorrow, and I am all too aware that I cannot give you any consolation. I cannot 

avail myself of the conventional expressions of comfort, since I know from experience how false they 

are. How can I tell you that peace will come back to your heart once the woe of bereavement has 

healed—when I have the proof within myself that these wounds are quite beyond curing by time?—

because we feel more and more, every day, how worthless the world is when we have lost the object of 

our affection. Did not dear Byron himself say, and he knew a woman’s heart to its very depths, that the 

whole of a woman’s existence depends on love, and that when you lose the one you love there is no 

other refuge than to love again, ‘to love again and be again undone.…’? 

 But, my dear Guiccioli, we are bereft of that sole refuge. Destiny has given the two of us the 

leading minds of this age. When they are lost, to have a second love (to love for a second time) is not 

possible—and our hearts, forever widowed, are (will be) henceforward no more than memorials 

testifying to (demonstrating) the happiness that lies buried within them. 

 Alas—I have seen him for the last time!—so I shall never see that handsomest of men again!—the 

glorious creature who was the pride of the world. So I shall never hear his voice again, never read any 

new poetry of his, the daughter of his genius, which was beyond compare (had no equal). Perhaps I 

ought not to relieve my feelings in this way, and to make you shed tears, now that my eyes are sore 

with weeping. But when I lost the beloved other half of myself, nothing gave me relief but hearing his 

praises sung. I fed on them: and it seems to me that you too will be glad to hear the echo of your crying 

in a friend of Byron’s who is voicing her distress! I would like to be at your side, my dear Contessina 

[little Countess]—we would talk together about Byron, so greatly loved; we would speak of (bring to 

mind) the time we spent together, our outings, when he came to meet us in the splendor of his beauty; 

our conversations would be endless. Undoubtedly you will not be lacking in sympathy from your 

friends; I rejoice at the thought that you are <among> surrounded by those who love you, and at least 

you will have all the consolation that tender friendship can give. 

 How afraid you were about that voyage of his! Every day I am more convinced that God has 

endowed us with the ability to foresee our misfortunes! But we are all Cassandras, and so blind are we 

that we ourselves do not attend enough to the silent voices that make themselves heard within the soul. 

The entire truth is known once the prophecies are fulfilled (accomplished). How many things gave 

Mrs. Williams and me definite warning of our disaster!—and you said yourself a thousand times, ‘Oh! 

how scared I am about that expedition!’ … … 

 “The lovely sky of Italy and its flowers will now be no more for you than adornments for the 

grave of your love … But have courage, since it appears that Nature has a new law, and will make us 

all die young—courage, then! because for us the unknown road of death has been trodden by our 

nearest and dearest; <and> when we make that same journey and arrive in a land beyond our ken, those 

whom we love are (being) there already <and> will hasten to bid us welcome. 

 “Dying, for us, will not be separation from the good things of life, but <rejoining> recovering the 

treasures that death seizes from us for a while.… 
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     Mary Shelley.”

5
 

 
From Hobhouse’s diary, Tuesday May 27th 1824: Mrs Leigh and I, talking over Lord Byron, 

agreed that his principal failing was a wish to mystify those persons with whom he lived, especially if 

they were in an inferior condition and of inferior intellect to himself – also to make them instruments 

for indulging any whim of his of the moment – hence his corresponding in such terms with Murray 

the bookseller – he knew Murray would show his letters about – hence his giving the memoirs to Tom 

Moore – Mrs Leigh said this was a family failing (from B.L.Add.Mss.56548). 

 
From the Correspondence of Robert Southey: 

 

Robert Southey to Henry Taylor, May 26th 1824: 
(Source: CCS V 178-9) 

 

... I am sorry that Lord Byron is dead, because some harm will arise from his death, and none was to 

be apprehended while he was living; for all the mischief he was capable of doing he had done. Had he 

lived some years longer, he would either have continued in the same course, pandering to the basest 

passions and proclaiming the most flagitious principles, or he would have seen his errors and sung his 

palinodia,
6
 – perhaps have passed from the extremes of profligacy to some extreme of superstition. In 

the one case he would have been smothered in his own evil deeds. In the other he might have made 

some atonement for his offences. 

 We shall now hear his praises from all quarters. I dare say he will be held up as a martyr to the 

cause of liberty, as having sacrificed his life by his exertions in behalf of the Greeks. Upon this score 

the liberals will beatify him; and even the better part of the public will for some time think it 

becoming in them to write those evil deeds of his in water, which he himself has written in something 

more durable than brass. I am sorry for his death therefore, because it comes in aid of a pernicious 

reputation which was stinking in the snuff. 

 With regard to the thought that he has been cut off in his sins, mine is a charitable creed, and the 

more charitable it is the more likely it is to be true. God is merciful. Where there are the seeds or 

repentance in the heart, I doubt not but that they quicken in time for the individual, though it be too 

late for the world to perceive their growth. And if they be not there, length of days can produce no 

reformation. 

 

Augusta Leigh’s memorandum about the destruction of Byron’s Memoirs (undated): 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Athenæum, August 18th 1883, p.205) 

 
LORD BYRON’S MEMOIRS. 

 

 On the 14th of May, 1824, I received the intelligence that my Brother had breathed his last at 

Missolonghi on Tuesday, the 19th of April of 1824. On that day I had an interview with Mr. 

Hobhouse, who, in the course of our melancholy conversation, adverted to the ‘Memoirs’ in a tone of 

some anxiety, and informed me they were in the possession of Mr. Moore, and further remarked that 

he would see Mr. M. respecting them. On Saturday, the 15th of May, Mr. H. called again upon me, 

and announced that he had seen Mr. Moore, who had expressed his determination of placing the 

‘Memoirs’ at my disposal, and added that Mr. H.’s own advice was that he recommended me to put 

them on the fire, as a duty which I owed to the Fame and Memory of my Brother. I started at the 

recommendation, and expressed to Mr. H. that I felt it a very delicate interference on my part, and one 

which, for many reasons, and more particularly for the weight of responsibility I might incur, I shrank 

from. Mr. H. replied that it was absolutely necessary I should accept Mr. M.’s offer and destroy the 

MSS. [sic], as he would not resign it [sic] to any other person, and repeated how much my Brother’s 

fame would be involved in the Publication, and asserted, what was very conclusive with me, that my 

Brother had latterly expressed to Mr. H. a wish that it should not be published. Under all these 

circumstances I consented to receive and destroy it, on the following Monday, in the presence of 

those whom Mr. H. named as proper witnesses of the destruction. On his leaving me I expressed to 

the present Lord Byron (whom I immediately found in the next room) my dread and unwillingness to 

                                                           
5: See Bennett II, 419-22, for the Italian text and an alternative translation. The words in parentheses represent 

T.G.’s afterthoughts when translating into French. The quotation from Don Juan (canto I, stanza 194) is left in 

English by T.G., and the verbs “to relieve my feelings” and “would bring to mind” are left in Italian. 

6: A palinode is the poetic recantation of a previously-held position. 
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be an agent in the business. His reply was, ‘Oh, never mind! You ought to be only too happy to have 

the power of destroying them.’ Thus encouraged, I prepared my mind for the performance of what I 

considered a painful and embarrassing duty to the Memory of my Brother. But it must be observed 

that he had never to me on any one occasion alluded to the existence even of the ‘Memoirs’! that I 

never had read or heard one single word of them. Nor did I know more than that some Memoirs did 

exist, that there had been some pecuniary transactions respecting them between Messrs. Moore and 

Murray, and that I had once or twice heard in a roundabout manner of some passage or subject said to 

be alluded to or mentioned in them. 

 On Sunday the 16th May (the day after my last interview with Mr. Hobhouse), Mr. Wilmot 

Horton called upon me, stating he came to me from Mr. Murray respecting the ‘Memoirs,’ and stating 

also they were the property of Mr. Murray, who, as well as Mr. Moore, protested against their 

destruction, though most willing to resign them to me. I could not but feel and express the greatest 

surprise at this after what had already passed between me and Mr. Hobhouse, which I related to 

Mr.W.H., and said that seeing clearly there was some mistake or misunderstanding between Mr. 

Moore and Mr. Murray as to the property, I must decline—and indeed I had much rather decline—

having to do with the business. Mr. W.H. replied that I must have to do with it, for neither would 

resign the MSS. to anybody but me! but he (Mr. W.H.) did also protest against the destruction of it, 

and proposed that it should be sealed up and deposited at his Bankers’, and that in due time a 

selection should be made of the unexceptionable portion of it for publication, and the rest should be 

destroyed or omitted. I certainly dissented to the whole of this proposal, and remarked upon the 

difficulty of making such selections, and declared that if I had any concern at all (which I by no 

means desired to have in the business) that [sic] the MSS. should be, according to the advice of Mr. 

Hobhouse, destroyed, that I considered Mr. H. my brother’s most intimate and confidential friend, and 

that his having expressed to Mr. H. a desire that the MSS. should not be published was in my mind 

conclusive. 

 Mr.W.H., therefore, left me with the understanding that the destruction should take place on the 

Monday morning, but protested against the MSS.should [sic] be even brought into my House!!! which 

was an infinite relief to my mind. Of what occurred after this, I only heard that the MSS. was 

destroyed on Monday, the 17th May, at Mr. Murray’s, in the presence of Mr. Hobhouse, Mr. Wilmot 

Horton, Colonel Doyle, Mr. Luttrell, Mr. Moore, and Mr. Murray; that much disputation and 

confusing had taken place during the transaction respecting the property of the ‘Memoirs,’ whether it 

was with Mr. Moore or Mr. Murray, each of those gentlemen claiming it, and Mr. Murray’s clek 

having mislaid the Legal Document, which was not found until after the destruction; and that Mr. 

Murray had been obliged by the Parties present to receive back from Mr. Moore 2,000l., the sum 

which had originally passed between them as the purchase-money, Mr. Murray protesting against so 

doing on the plea that the MSS. was, bonâ fide, his property, which was presently found to be correct 

by the production of the Legal Agreement. 

 

Wilmot Horton to Augusta Leigh, from Downing Street, May 17th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31037 ff.57-8) 

Horton, had, with Colonel Doyle, been responsible for the actual incineration of Byron’s 

Memoirs. He writes a similar note to Annabella at the same time. 
Downing St 

6 oclock 

17
th

 May / 24 

Dear Augusta 

 I send an express over to Lady B. to tell her that those Memoirs have been destroyed – & I shall 

go over & breakfast with her on Wednesday – be perfectly assured that I have never thought you in 

the slightest degree unreasonable 

 

1:2 

 

& that I cannot be more than I am 

  Your affe
ct
. Cou 

   JWH. 

I will call whenever I can! 

 

Edward John Trelawny to Jane Williams, June 29th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Ashley 2724; HBF 83-5) 

[Miss Jane Williams / at Jhon Hunt’s Esquire / Examiner Newspaper Office / Bond Street / London] 
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Trelawny is now doing what Byron never did – fighting with the Greeks. Unfortunately he has 

backed a potential Turkish collaborator. But his style is as manly as ever. 
 

         29 June 1824 

          Tripolitza 

My Dear Jane 

 I received a letter from you & Mary a month back – and to find their are hearts still warmly 

interested for the wild wanderer – is a pleasure & consolation to me – our Pisa circle – is one not to be 

forgotten – their was no other such in the wide world – such hearts as our melted under the sunny 

clime of Italy – such scenes & events no time can fade their glowing colours – can never be dimmed 

to try even to forget them is as vain – as to expect their return – you weep over their remembrance in 

retirement – I sadden & mourn amidst the wild confusion of my restless & active life amidst camp & 

battle – amidst these wild people and in this wild country – Byron is gone to join them – There is now 

but three of us left
7
 – three are gone – we are held here by ties – we cannot sunder – we must play our 

parts – fulfil our destiny – & then hope to rejoin them – nothing more – there are but three of us – and 

we should have remained together – for we are united by many ties – but alas who can controul his 

fate!
8
 – we must play our parts – 

 We have no occasion to make professions to each other – our hearts are united closer than kin or 

kindred – or 

 

1:2 

 

at least should be so – and mine is – 

 I am to distant to aid you with the councils which you desire as to your plans of life – and I am 

too deeply engaged here – to set a limit to any stay – nor is it safe to communicate my situation
9
 – I 

am ingaged and have been since I left Byron at Cephalonia – soul heart & hand – in the cause which 

drew me from Europe – no half measures with me – I separated as you know from B at Cephalonia – 

he was past hope – nothing could move or excite him – he drifted four months at that miserable Island 

& then went over to the miserable mud bank of Missolonghi – the pestilential air of which together 

with his languid & exausted constitution exauted him <&> so much – that a slight attack of fever 

extinguished his mortality – he lived at Missolonghi as at Genoa – persued the same habits saw no 

one – and did nothing – 

 Could I then longer waste my life – no more with such imbecility – Amidst such scenes as there 

are here – were there is excitement enough to move the dead
10

 – I shook off my idleness – & have 

been as energetic as I was in boyhood – only persuing a nobler game – if I live we will at least forget 

 

1:3 

 

the bitterness of the past – in the narration of my past adventures – nothing inferior I can assure you to 

those of Rejinald
11

 – I am no longer at least in person unknown – England will be the first place I 

shall visit – but when heaven knows I have no conception – tis only possible in the winter – I should 

be pained to find you not there – for when I do come their my stay would be short – limited – Greece 

is my country whilst it has a part of free land – on the shore or on the hills – 

 Their is a cloud bedimming our fair prospects at this moment – but I doubt nothing it will pass – 

 My love to Mary
12

 – I wrote to her days back – 

  Yours Edward Trelawny 

 
Susan Boyce to John Cam Hobhouse, from London, after mid-1824: 
(Source: text from National Library of Scotland Acc.12604 / 4225) 

        22 Cirencester Place 

                                                           
7: In fact there are four, if not more, of them. Trelawny seems to have forgotten Clare Clairmont, though she was 

not part of the Pisan circle. 

8: Shakespeare: Othello, V ii 268. Trelawny was to have played the lead in the Pisan production, with B. as Iago. 

9: Trelawny writes from Tripolitza, in the Morea, at the headquarters of what passses for the provisional Greek 

government. He is siding with the warlord Odysseus Androutses against Alexander Mavrocordatos, who had been 

a friend of the Shelleys: hence his secrecy. 

10: On June 11th 1825 Trelawny survives an assassination attempt, perhaps arranged by Mavrocordatos. He loses 

several teeth, but, refusing medical aid, survives. 

11: Rinaldo, one of the heroes of Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso. 

12: Four years later Trelawny proposes to Mary Shelley. 
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         Gt Tichfield Street 

          Oxford Road 

Sir / 

 Let me implore you for the sake of one whose memory you will even cherish, to peruse this with 

patience, and oh grant the request contained in it, tis from an unfortunate female in whom our mutual 

friend Lord Byron took a lively interest Oh God had he lived till now I should not this hour intruded 

on you thus, pray pardon me I will be as brief as possible, I am not I dare say unknown to you by 

Name Sir it<s> is Boyce, I have struggled for years with the greatest difficulties in consequence of 

losing my situation at Drury Lane when M
r
 Elliston took it, I have at times been in a situation but not 

always – I was engaged to go into the Country
13

 at this very time when to add to my misfortunes I 

about a fortnight ago dislocated my knee in so bad a manner as to threaten me with lameness for life 

at all events it has, and will prevent my going out of town for some time, I have been obliged to give 

up my lodging and am in an attic without a shilling in the world, my prayer to you Sir in that you will 

condescend to let me see you for a few minutes, I cannot, I dare not, ask you to honor me with a call, 

I could not Sir on my own account, but Oh for the sake of one who would, who has relieved my 

necessities, as you Sir would have some one assist those you had a friendship for, when you are gone, 

I entreat you Sir to let me See you, and explain my situation to you, without some relief I must be 

lost, I shall lose my engagement for the winter and I and my Child must starve my poor Boy, his 

Lordship intended doing something for him had he lived, but his sudden death I suppose changed all, 

but the Respect some will even hear his Memory I entreat you Sir to grant me my request I have much 

to say that I am sure you will Sir attend to for the sake of friendship for the sake of humanity the 

character of Mr Hobhouse is well known to me, an answer will confer an everlasting obligation on 

  Sir 

  your humble servant 

   S Boyce 

 

In the most anxious state of mind I wait your <xxxxxxxx> 

       Sir / 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, August 3rd 1824: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Hobhouse, anxious to keep Byron’s reputation clean and heroic, proposes Pietro to Murray as 
the chronicler of his best friend’s last days. 

Whitton. August 3
rd

 1824 

 

I called yesterday at your home in London but was not so fortunate as to find you at home – 

 The purpose of my visit was to let you know that Count Gamba is about to prepare an account of 

Lord Byron’s expedition to Greece extracted from his (C. Gamba’s) journal – and that he intends to 

publish it
14

 – 

 It certainly will be I think I may say from all I have heard & what I have seen of Gamba, the most 

authentic if not the only authentic account of that illfated expedition and will silence the silly stories 

that have been previously told – of the Count’s qualifications as an author I know nothing except from 

a letter which he has written to M
rs
 Leigh & which contains by far the most interesting account I have 

seen of Lord Byron’s last illness – Nor have I any means of knowing what sort of memoir the proposed 

composition will be – for hitherto the Count has not written a line –
15

 

He tells me that he will have performed his work in two months at the furthest – 

 Now it has struck me that you might like to publish this memoir – If you would, be kind enough to 

let me know by a line directed to me at Buxton – where I shall be in a day or two – 

 I presume you know that the chancellor has confirmed the injunction by a final judgement given 

on Thursday last 

 Yours truly 

  J.C.Hobhouse 

 

On August 30th Hobhouse writes in his diary “… a meeting with Hanson at Chancery Lane and 

concluded the settlement of Lord Byron’s affairs as far as regarded his servants and suits. We 
thought it right to give Count Gamba £300. The count told me he had some thoughts of writing a 

                                                           
13: To go on a provincial tour. 

14: Pietro’s A Narrative of Lord Byron’s Last Journey to Greece was published by Mu. in 1825. 

15: Gamba had in fact published an Italian translation of The Bride of Abydos at Genoa in 1823. 



 11
memoir of Lord Byron’s fatal expedition to Greece, but that he would not do it without my 

leave. I told him he had better do it, and I would translate his memoir for him and apply to 

Murray to publish it. I lent him some materials from Lord Byron’s papers – that is, his 
correspondence addressed to him from [the] Greek government and others whilst in the Levant. 

I have seen a letter of his addressed to Mrs Leigh, containing an account of Lord Byron’s last 

illness – very well done indeed, and all I have heard or seen of him encourages me to think he 

will do justice to this sad subject.” 
 

Pietro Gamba to John Cam Hobhouse, August 11th 1824: 
(Translation only; source: original, NLS; text from Doris Langley Moore, The Late Lord Byron, John 

Murray 1961, pp.179-81) 

It’s from this letter that we have most of our information about Loukas Chalandritsanos. 
 

As I have explained to you in other letters, as I have told you more than once by word of mouth, the 

credit which Mylord had with the city of Missolonghi for the sum of 2000 dollars was legally 

transmitted to Lukas Andrizano. Moreover it was within my knowledge and that of the steward of the 

house and Fletcher that more than thirty Spanish doubloons and 200 francesconi in silver ought to have 

been found in the possession of Mylord. 

 After the death of B. there was a search for this sum, about 700 [? dollars]—but in vain. It was 

suspected that Lukas had it. I questioned him skilfully and he declared that Lord Byron had given him 

some doubloons to assist his family. We did not wish to press the matter, because to recover the money 

appeared hopeless, and after all it might have been a cause of gossip damaging to the reputation of our 

friend. Every friend of Byron must desire that this mischievous topic should be buried if possible. 

 I always took every precaution that ever seemed prudent to prevent its being talked about in any 

way, and this I shall still do. But if you and Colonel Stanhope warn me that by reason of some 

mischance there might be some rumour, I wish to inform you of all that is known to me of this 

miserable business, so that in any worse supposition, you have weapons in hand to confound the 

malignities and the calumnies of his and your enemies. 

 In August last year Lord Byron and his suite made a journey from Cephalonia to Ithaca. Many 

unhappy families from Patras and from Chios had sought a refuge there. Mr Knox the Resident in this 

Island begged Mylord to accord some succour to the refugees, for the most part women, old men and 

children, and he recommended to him particularly a family formerly rich in Patras, flung into poverty 

by the Revolution. There was an old infirm mother, with three very young daughters—Mylord gave 50 

pounds sterling as help to the refugees and caused the family to be transported to Cephalonia giving 

them a monthly allowance of about 30 dollars. The three daughters were very young and not 

displeasing, but the conduct of Byron in regard to them could not have been more disinterested and 

more generous. He scarcely saw them [more than] once or twice in the house of Signore Corgialegno. 

 Two of their brothers were in the Morea, one (Lukas) in the service of Colocotroni. On hearing of 

the generosity of Byron towards their family they both hurried to Cephalonia and begged Mylord to 

take them into his service. Lukas spoke Italian—he was about 25 years old—of a well-bred manner 

and person. 

 He did not wish to degrade him to the rank of a servant. Many a time he had said to me that, going 

to Greece, he would need many young people to serve as pages. We were then on the eve of our 

departure for Missolonghi, and thus he took Lukas in the quality of page. 

 During the voyage and the residence at Missolonghi he watched with [such] particular care over 

this youth that one might call it a weakness. He gave him splendid clothes, arms, and money; and he 

passed some half-hour every day with him reading Modern Greek. He took him with us in the 

cavalcade, and in the end he gave him the command of 30 irregular soldiers of his own brigade. On 

one occasion when this boy had a somewhat dangerous illness, Mylord was pleased to give up his own 

bed and slept in the common room with us on a Turkish divan for 3 or four days. This should not 

appear so strange, however, when you remember that the illness required a bed, and that no other was 

to be found in the house—and that on another occasion, when I was ill he made me the same offer; and 

that in the passage from Cephalonia to Missolonghi, Fletcher having a severe chill, Mylord gave him 

the only mattress on board, and was pleased to sleep, himself, on deck. 

 Whatever suggestion was made to you that M—— [Mylord] could have slept in the same bed is 

absolutely false. The donation of 3000 dollars was given in consideration of this poor family. 

 If the conduct of Mylord towards that youth might seem to imply weakness, these facts and these 

few observations will suffice to prove to you that this weakness rose only from a noble source and a 

generous aim—his pity for the innocent unfortunate. 

 Tenderness to the memory of our friend has induced me to write this letter privately. 
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 Please believe me, 

  Your devoted s[ervant] and f[riend], 

   Pietro Gamba 

 

Pietro Gamba to Augusta Leigh, translated by John Cam Hobhouse, August 17th 1824: 
(Source: Italian original at B.L.Add.Mss.31037 ff.70-5; Hobhouse’s translation at ibid, ff.76-82) 

 

Honorable Lady 

= 

After the ever to be lamented loss of your illustrious brother, with whose friendship I was so long 

honoured – my sole action was to fulfil my duties towards his memory and towards those whom I 

knew were nearest and dearest to him when alive – Would that my information on this subject were 

such as to satisfy your wishes – but it will be difficult for me to tell you any thing with which you are 

not already acquainted – I kept note of every word uttered by him in his last solemn moments – but my 

narrative will make it clear to you that his disorder was so sudden as to take us all by surprise – and 

himself more than all – 

 If you chose it I could give you a minute and exact account of his manner of life and of every 

thing concerning his state of body and mind from the beginning of his fatal expedition to Greece – for I 

was not only constantly with him but I kept a regular journal. But at present I will speak only of the 

last part of that period; after his attack of epilepsy – 

 On the 15
th

 of February about seven o’clock in the evening he was taken with a sudden seizure as 

you will have been informed – after that he lived with the strictest abstinence – vegetables and a little 

fish were his only food – But he took too much medicine as indeed he was accustomed at all times to 

do – 

 He persuaded himself that diet and exercise were the best protections against a relapse – He took, 

therefore, every day that the weather permitted, long rides – nor did he think that enough, for every 

evening, and, sometimes, twice a day, he played at 

 

1:2 

 

single stick <and> or at the sword exercise – The continued demands of the Greeks for money were 

become insupportable to him – attempts were made to keep them at a distance – but who can defend 

himself against the importunities of these people? [the original is, “ma chi può guardasi dalle importunità 

dei Greci?”] 

 When the turbulent conduct and the unreasonable pretensions of the Suliotes (a warlike tribe of 

Albania) had induced him to free himself from all connexion with them and to abandon his favourite 

exercise against Lepanto, he employed himself in the organization of a Greek Brigade to be officered 

by Franks & payed & commanded by himself – I was his second in command – We were on the point 

of having every thing ready – and he counted upon leaving as soon as possible the marshes of 

Missolonghi – 

 

18
th

 of March 

 A messenger arrived from Colonel Stanhope from Athens inviting my lord and Mavrocordatos to 

a congress to be held at Salona – he hoped that journey would do good to his health and to his spirits – 

as had been the case the last year in Ithaca – In two or three days every thing was ready for his 

departure – but the weather was against us – the roads were impracticable – For fifteen days it was 

impossible to attempt the passage across the mountains – In the mean time My Lord by persevering in 

the same mode of life had become very thin – but he was glad of it, being much afraid at all times of 

the contrary habit of body – His temper was more irritable – he was frequently angry about trifles – 

more so indeed than about 
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matters of importance – but his anger was only momentary – Frequently he complained of not feeling 

himself well – of vertigoes in the head – of a disposition to faint – and occasionally he told me that he 

experienced a sort of alarm without any apparent cause – He wrote little or nothing – except now and 

then a private letter – all his letters on public business or from the various Greek leaders who annoyed 

him from all quarters were handed over to me – 
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The 9

th
 of April

16
 – 

 In the morning of that fatal day he received letters from the Ionian islands – and from England – 

full of the most gratifying intelligence – particularly one of your’s, containing an account of the health 

of his daughter Ada, together with her profile cut in black – He came out of his chamber early with the 

portrait in his hand – He talked about it a great deal – and he remarked to me that his daughter (as was 

the case with him when a child) preferred tales & stories in prose to poetry; and he then observed that 

it was very singular that his sister should have had a severe illness at the very time of his fit – 

 As he had not ridden for three or four days – he was determined, notwithstanding it threatened 

rain, to go out on horseback – Three or four miles from the town we were caught in a heavy rain – 

Messolonghi lies in a low flat – on one side covered by a wide ditch – on the other washed by the salt 

marshes – Our house was on the marshes – The entrance into the town and the streets themselves are 

so muddy, that both going and returning he was always ferried in a little boat 
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to and from the place of his ride – When he came back to the town wall he was very wet and in a 

perspiration – I wanted him to go home on horseback instead of sitting still in a boat whilst in that state 

– but he would not – and he replied – “I should make a fine soldier if I did not know how to stand such 

a trifle as this” – 

 Two hours after his return – he found himself shivering all over – he had a little fever and 

rheumatic pains – about eight o clock I came into his room – He was lying on a sofa restless and 

melancholy – He said to me “I am in great pain I should not care for dying – but  I cannot bear these 

pains” 

 The doctors proposed bleeding – he refused, saying – “is there no remedy but bleeding”? 

 I am afraid that one of the physicians complied too much with his prejudice against bleeding and 

told him that there was no necessity for it – But at that time there was not the slightest suspicion of 

danger – nor was there any danger then – 

 

10
th

 April – 

 He was always shivering – he did not go out of doors – but he got up at his usual hour – He 

transacted some business – 

 

11
th

 April – 

 At ten o’clock in the forenoon he would go out on horseback an hour earlier than usual for fear 

that it might rain late in the day – He rode a long time in the olive woods a mile from the town – He 

talked a good 

 

2:1 

 

2) deal – and seemed in better health and spirits – 

 In the evening the Police acquainted My Lord that a Turkish spy had taken refuge in his house – 

He was a relation of the master of the house – Byron himself gave orders for his arrest – The discovery 

of these disgraceful and vile plots had little effect upon him if I may judge by what he said & did – 

 

12 – April – 

 My lord kept his bed with a rheumatic fever – he thought that his saddle had been wet when he 

rode the day before – but it was more probably the effect of the wetting he had had on the former day 

 

13 – April 

 He got out of bed – but not out of his house – his fever was allayed – but his pains still continued – 

he was out of spirits and irritable – 

 

14 – April 

 He rose at twelve o’clock – he appeared calmer – the fever was diminished – but he was weak and 

had pains in the head – He wished to ride – but the weather was threatening and his doctors advised 

him not to go out – It was thought that his complaint was got under; and that in a few days he would be 

quite recovered – there was no suspicion of danger – He was pleased at having a fever for he thought it 

                                                           
16: This section of the letter forms the substance of pp.247-66 of Gamba’s Lord Byron’s Last  Jopurney to 

Greece. 
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might counteract the tendency to epilepsy – He received many letters and he told me to answer 

many of them – 
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15
th

 April 

 The fever continued – but his rheumatic pains and his headaches were gone – He seemed easier – 

he wished to ride – but the weather prevented him – 

  He received many letters – & amongst them one from 

a Turkish governor to whom he had put some prisoners that he had set at liberty – The Turk thanked 

him – and asked him to liberate others – This letter pleased him much 

 

16 April – 

 I was confined to my bed all day with a sprained leg – I could not see him; but they brought me 

word that his disorder was taking the regular course – and that there was no alarm – He himself wrote a 

letter to the Turk and sent it to me to get it translated into Greek – 

 

17 April 

 I contrived to walk to his room – His look alarmed me much – He was too calm – He talked to me 

in the kindest way – but in a sepulchral tone [the original is “in voce morta”] – I could not bear it – a 

flood of tears burst from me, and I was obliged to retire – 

 This was the first day on which dreadful suspicions were awakened – he suffered himself to be 

bled for the first time – During the night he could get no sleep – He perspired violently on his neck and 

head – It was feared that the inflammation would reach his brain – it was only then that it was 

proposed to send for Doctor Thomas – but he could not come in time – Fletcher says that he had 

proposed it to him two 
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or three days before and that he had refused – But I am not aware that any one suspected his danger 

until the 17
th

 of April – nay more – it was thought the day before that he was better – 

 He had not been able to sleep for some nights and then it was that he said to Doctor Millingen – “I 

know that without sleep one must either die or go mad – I would sooner die a thousand times.” 

 He said the same thing to Fletcher afterwards – in the night between the 17
th

 and the 18
th

 he had 

some moments of delirium in which he talked of going to battle – but neither in that night nor in the 

whole of the forenoon of the next morning was he ever aware of his danger – 

 

18
th

 of April 

 In the morning of the 18
th

 it was feared that there was an inflammation of the brain – the Doctors 

proposed another bleeding – but he refused. 

 At twelve o’clock I was standing near his bed – He asked me if there were any letters come for 

him – there was one from a Greek bishop – but fearing to agitate him I said there were none – “I 

know,” he said “there is one to Mavrocordato and <to> Luriottis” – “It is true My Lord –” “Well I 

want to see it” 

 In five minutes I returned with the letter – He opened it himself – it was partly in French partly in 

modern Greek – he translated the French into English without hesitation – He tried to translate the 

Greek – fearing that it might fatigue him I offered to get it translated – He would 
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not let me – at last he made several remarks upon it and said “As soon as Napier comes we’ll try what 

we can do”              a clear proof that at twelve o’clock on the 18
th

 he had no notion of his danger – 

This being Easter Sunday there was a gr<eat/>and ceremonial – It is usual in Greece after twelve 

o’clock on this day to discharge cannon & musquetry – It was thought best to march the Brigade 

without the walls, and by a few discharges of artillery to attract the croud so as to prevent a noise near 

the House – In the mean time the Government ordered the town guard to patrole the streets – to inform 

the citizens of the situation of their illustrious benefactor and to exhort them to <refrain from> 

maintain tranquillity & silence near his dwelling – 
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 Whilst we were without the town the disease increased and he was made aware of his danger – 

How unfortunate that we were not at home – He tried to make himself understood by Fletcher as he 

himself will have told you – 

 From a circumstance collected from his servant Tita I think he was conscious of his imminent 

danger after the consultation held by his physicians about four o’clock in the afternoon – There were 

near his bed Tita – Fletcher and D
r
 Millingen – The latter could not keep in his tears – nor could the 

other two – they wished to retire in order to hide  them – On which he said almost with a smile “Oh 

what a fine scene” and then he exclaimed “call Parry I have something of importance to tell him” 

 Doubtless this was some testememtary direction 
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3│ Parry was out with me – When he came he could scarcely recognize any one – He wished to sleep 

– He conintued asleep for half an hour – about half past five he awoke – I had not the heart to see him 

– I sent Parry – My lord knew him – he tried to express his wishes – he could not – About nine 

o’clock he fell into a sleep – Alas! it was his last sleep – He breathed, however, until six in the 

evening of the next day – but without speaking a word or being sensible – 

 I collected all the words he uttered in these few hours in which he was certain of his danger – 

 He said. “Poor Greece – Poor People – my poor family why was I not aware of this in time – but 

now it is too late” Speaking of Greece he said “I have given her my time my money & my health –

what could I do more? Now I give her my life” 

 He frequently repeated that he was content to die and regretted only that he was aware of it too 

late – He mentioned the names of many people and several sums of money – but it was not possible to 

distinguish clearly what he meant 

 He named his dear daughter – his sister – his wife – Hobhouse and Kinnaird [the original is, 

“Nominò la sua cara figlia – sua sorella – sua moglie – Hobhouse e Kinnaird”] – 

 “Why did I not go to England before I came here? I leave those that I love behind me – in other 

respects I am willing to die” 

 Before six in the evening of the 18
th

 it is certain that he suffered no pain whatever —— 
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He died in a strange land and amongst strangers but more loved – more wept – he could not have been 

– 

 It is a comfort to think that he died when his glory shone with its brightest lustre – and that with 

his turn of mind and in the career on which he had entered he could have been exposed to many 

disappointments – 

 I was charged by Prince Alex
r
 Mavrocordato with the care of his papers and of his effects – The 

reasons and the course of my conduct there I explained to Mr Hobhouse – 

 If I shall have fulfilled your wishes it will be for me the recompense most grateful to my feelings 

and the most soothing of all conditions – 

 Those who were acquainted only with his writings will lament the loss of a great genius – but I 

knew his heart – If to have sincere companions of your sorrows will at all alleviate them – be assured 

that the grief of no one can be more deeply more truly felt than that of 

  your very humble sert. 

   Peter Gamba 

The Honble: Mrs Leigh 

 17. August 1824 

 

John Murray to John Cam Hobhouse, September 2nd 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss. 36460 f. 325) 

Murray accepts Pietro’s book, probably knowing that it’ll sell well. 

 
        Wimbledon 

        Sep 2. 1824 

My dear Sir, 

 I heard that you had done me the favour of calling & I went to your house the following morning, 

where I heard that you had set out for Buxton. 

                                                           
17: The third sheet of H.’s translation has been given a black border. 
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 I shall have very great satisfaction in being the publisher of the Count Gamba’s Memoranda of 

Lord Byron,
18

 which from your notion of the author, promises to be interesting, and I shall feel 

obliged by your doing me the favour of communicating my wishes to the Count. 

 I had not heard, until your letter informed me, that the Chancellor had confirmed the injunction 

which I think perfectly just – I only wish that the punishment had fallen on Dallas, whose conduct 

provoked & merited it. 

 With compliments I remain 

 My dear Sir 

  Your faithful Servant 

   John Murray 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, from Buxton, September 7th 1824: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

More from Hobhouse about Pietro’s memoir. 
Buxton – Sept.

r
 7 – 

My dear Sir, 

 I have just received your answer to my note which I will communicate forthwith to Count Gamba 

– 

 The Count lives at no 4 Bridge Street Westminster – 

 If I had written to anyone else but yourself on such a subject I should have stipulated repecting 

the pecuniary value which this gentleman may attach to his production – but I told him that I was sure 

you would, if you accepted the offer, do more for him in that way than any one else – 

 Of course a little money in his pocket would be very acceptable to him but I must do him the 

justice to say it is not his only object – and that he spoke to me most handsomely as to his project & 

decidedly said that he should not think of writing any such memoir without the permission and 

approbation of M
rs
 Leigh & myself – 

 I forgot to tell you that the work will be written in Italian – I shall, if I have time, be happy to 

save the Count the expense of a translator – and will perform that service for him myself – That is to 

say if when I have read the MSS. I should think they will do a service <if/>when published – 

 I shall stay at Buxton till the 15
th

 of the month – after that period I shall be at various places in the 

north – but a letter directed to Chisholme – Roxburghshire
19

 will reach me any time between the 15
th

 

of September and the 15
th

 of October – 

 Very truly yours 

  John C. Hobhouse 

 

Scrope Berdmore Davies to Augusta Leigh, September 22nd 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31037 f.86) 

 

My dear M
rs
 Leigh 

 I have received the rings, and shall not attempt to thank you – for I am unable to do so to my 

satisfaction “Come then expressive silence”
20

 –   <if every thing> Nothing could add to the value of 

such a possession but the circumstance of you having sent it – Pray give me the history of the ring 

which Poor B. wore – when did he get it? what is the Stone? – on which hand and which finger did he 

put it? These are all trifles, but what is not interesting about the departed when they are such as he 

was – ? 

When Sir R. Wilson
21

 returns to town, I must beg you to give him an interview – he will explain more 

to you on the subject of the lithographic likeness from B’s picture, than I can explain by letter. 

Besides he is a great admirer of poor B. and every thing belonging to him. –  

I have latterly met here a M
r
 Hay

22
 who was with B. in the affray with the military at Milan

23
 – He 

(M
r
 H) is a dull but a matter-of-fact man – and as such his information is interesting – He says that the 

gentleman whose name is in the papers (it begins with an M.)
24

 as about to become B:’s Boswell, is a 

                                                           
18: Published as A Narrative of Lord Byron’s Last Journey to Greece (1825). 

19: H. is going to stay with K. 

20: Thomson, The Seasons, Hymn, last line. 

21: Sir Robert Wilson (1777-1842), soldier and Whig MP. 

22: John Hay was a cousin of B.’s who bet him as to which would marry first. B. lost. 

23: Hay was injured in the Pisan (not Milanese) Affray. 

24: Thomas Medwin is referred to. 
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perfect idiot, but he suspects M

r
 M. to be the stalking horse to M

rs
 Shelley (Godwin’s daughter,) 

whom he describes as not perhaps incapable of the task – 

 When you return to town, you will see me some dusky evening glide into you rooms at St 

James’s – for I am bid both by business and inclination to England –     Where is Ada now? you may 

write to me without reserve – but I have heard strange reports of Lady B. I hope they were merely 

reports. Your accounts of the last moments of B. have been more interesting to me than all the letters, 

papers, conversations, declarations, and affidavits the world has produced. Remember me 

affectionately to Georgiana and all the family, and I beg you to take great care of your health: <whe> 

for you never go through any worry, unless stimulated by a fever – but {in} the reaction consists the 

danger – The descent of the balloon is most dreaded by the aeronaut 

 

10 Place d’Armes  Adieu 

Ostende   Believe me ever yours sincerely 

              Scrope Davies 

Sept: 22. 1824 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, from Chisholme, Hawick, Northumberland, October 3rd 

1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.30381 ff.88-90) 

[Hawick. October three 1824 / The Honourable Mrs Leigh / 98 Kings’ Road / Brighton / John C. 

Hobhouse] 

Chisholme. Hawick. N B. 

Octob. 3 

Dear Mrs Leigh, 

 I should have written before had I had any good or any news to tell you – But I have none even 

now of any very decided character – 

 The Deputies have not payed the money – but Mr Hanson writes to me to say that they only wait 

for an answer to Mr Hume in order to settle the account at once – What Mr Hume has to do with the 

business I can 

 

1:2 

 

not exactly say but I hope not much – he being not only a very precise – but in some cases a very 

perverse gentleman – 

 Have you read the London Magazine for this month? If you have not, get I & read Byron’s 

character – 

 A great deal of it is too true as you will immediately recognize – but I think the writer or the 

communicator of the intelligence to have most shamefully abused the confidence of private life in 

using or furnishing materials not to be procured except by a very close intimacy
25

 – 

 

1:3 

 

 I am at a loss to guess at the author – but he must be some one who knew all the details of B’s last 

journey to Greece & who heard him tell some particulars of his private past life. 

 One or two falsehoods or rather false charges there are amongst the general truth of the portrait – 

 Byron did not marry from mercenary motives – nor was his conversation such as described – 

 The writer is no friend to his memory – but I think he was some intimate discarded or slighted in 

Byron’s latter days – I guess at Mr Trelawny, only I doubt of his being able to 

 

1:4 

 

write so well – for the composition is that of a practical author – 

 At any rate buy & read the article & pray tell me what you think – 

                                                           
25: H.’s diary reads, A long article in the Times from the London Magazine on [the] personal character of Lord 

Byron. The writer knew him well, but he must be a traitor against private confidence – there are falsehoods, but on 

the whole the portrait is a likeness, and the only one I ever saw. It made me very uncomfortable. I was in hopes 

that no-one would have drawn his frailties from their dread abode. 
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 I hope the sea agrees with you & that you will come back refreshed enough to bear the fogs & 

the follies of London – I shall be at Lambton Hall Durham in a few days & shall expect a line from you 

there – 

 very truly yours 

  John C. Hobhouse 

 

P.S. I have had a letter from poor M
e
 Guiccioli in sad heart poor thing – 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, from Lambton, Northumberland, October 18th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31037 f.91) 

Lambton – Octob 18 – 1824 

Dear Mrs Leigh 

 I received your letter from Brighton yesterday and am glad that you are so agreeably situated – I 

trust this change will prove of service to you & your children – You were quite right about the Greeks 

– The 4000£ with interest has been paid – This I look upon as a god send & am grateful accordingly – I 

inclose a letter just sent to me from Genoa which I am sure is one of yours – If it is not pray return it 

when I have the pleasure of seeing you next – 

 Never mind the article in the Magazine – nor in any magazine – Every thing will be put right one 

day or the other by some body or the other – It would be very indiscreet of us to contradict assertions 

and [Ms. tear: “in”] so doing to incourage discussion – Poor Mad
e
: Guiccioli – to be sure I pity her – 

and very much too – A very great blow for her it must be, & one which no one can suffer or be called 

upon to bear more than once – 

 I stay here for a week & go thence to Kirkby Park Melton Mowbray 

 ever yours’ 

  J.C.Hobhouse 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, from Kirby Park, Melton Mowbray, October 29th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.39672 ff.24-6) 

[Melton. / October twenty ninth 1824 / The Honorable Mrs Leigh / The Kings Road / Brighton / John 

C. Hobhouse] 

Thomas Medwin’s Conversations of Lord Byron has pipped them all at the post. It makes all 

Byron’s friends angry – as Byron probably intended it should. 
Kirby Park. Melton Mowbray. 

Octob 29 

Dear Mrs Leigh 

 I send you a line just to let you know that your letter has been received – for I have nothing to 

tell you – With respect to the “fusses” you anticipate, always recollect that they cannot be inflicted 

upon us except by our own consent. For my own part I will endure none – and I advise you to follow 

so sage an example – 

Do not bestow a thought upon the contemptible gossip published in the name of your brother 
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The world which has an interest in discovering that men of talents have many weak points will 

encourage and keep alive these shameful records of frailty – but it will be only for a time – and the 

final judgement of mankind will condemn and consign to oblivion such base and treacherous 

exposures of private intercourse – So never mind Mr Medwin – He has told three falsehoods respecting 

myself – but let them pass – 

I perfectly agree with what you say of Colonel Stanhope’s publication – 
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He is not a bad man – but he is a weak man and one who follows the new school of Utilitarians – that 

is all for being of use to mankind at any risk or expense of the comfort and happiness of individuals – 

These good folks not only never tell lies – but never omit an opportunity of speaking the truth – and 

being, moreover, a little vain, they generally prefer those disclosures which include the mention of 

themselves – Hence the detail of the honest colonel’s conversation – & controversy with your brother – 

If I had not expected that all which has 

 

1:4 
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happened would happen I should have been grievously annoyed – as it is I bless heaven it is no worse 

– It does, however, rather vex me that so excellent and honourable & so right minded a person as your 

friend Lady Jersey should have had the story of the Memoirs so distorted and so misrepresented to her 

by some one or the other as to entertain the slightest doubt as to the inevitable necessity of destroying 

those foolish documents – If I should ever have an opportunity of speaking five words to her on the 

subject she would no longer be s<c/>keptical on the point at 

 

2:1 

 

issue – I am sure I am not at all concerned at her or anyone else being what you call a “Mooreite” If 

ballad writers had not their admirers, heaven preserve us! What would become of us and our national 

music? The world is wide enough for Tom Moore to range in, and still to leave a corner or two for 

unobtrusive folks, like ourselves, to nitche themselves ——— I am, however, rather apprehensive that 

the London Magazine and Captain Medwin & Colonel Stanhope and D
r
 Kennedy and Mr Bowring, 

and Mr Blaquiere and the Monthly Mirror – & tutti quanti, will rather forestall the great biography 

which they say is getting up at Longmans – 

Poor Byron – he is now paying the penalty of his principal fault – a love of talking of himself to any 

sycophant that would listen to him – That was his real failing & though it looked like an amiable 

weakness it was a most pernicious propensity inasmuch as it encourage & fostered that morbid 

selfishness which was the great stain on his character, and has contributed more than any other error to 

the injury of his fame – 

 Farewell – yours very truly – J.C.Hobhouse 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, from Whitton Park, Hounslow, November 4th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31037 ff.92-3) 

Whitton Nov
r
. 4 – 

Dear Mrs Leigh – 

 I have just read Medwin – the infamous impostor Medwin – I think I must contradict 

him – it goes decidedly against the grain with me to enter the lists against so base a scoundrel – but 

how can I suffer his falsehoods to go unrefuted? – Let me beg you to send me as soon as possible a list 

of all the untruths you have discovered 
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He says that Lady Byron put her maid to sit between her & Lord Byron when they travelled from 

Seaham to Hannaby on the wedding day – I handed Lady Byron into the carriage & will swear that the 

maid was not there then – but do you ask Lady B. whether the maid was there at all – 

and I repeat pray give me a list of the untruths at once for no time should be lost – all the true stories 

might have been picked up any where but I am convinced that the conversations are forgeries – For the 

most part 
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they are forgeries I repeat & I can show it – He misquotes – and misdates – and blunders in every page 

almost – 

He says Lord & Lady Byron launched into every extravagance in town – kept two carriages – gave 

dinners – & soon spent Lady Byron’s 10.000£ – it is all a monstrous invention as you know – but mark 

every thing & send a list here I pray – if I do this deed it shall be done as it might – at least I will try – 

believe me ever yours 

 John C. Hobhouse 

 

1:4 

 

P.S 

 What the impostor says of Lady Jersey is a vile imputation namely that she {was} made a friend 

of Lord Byron’s by the verses written on her – 

 I recollect the occasion very well – and what Byron told me at the time – he never was coxcomb 

enough to think far less to say to this vulgar rogue that Lady Jersey was his friend merely on account 

of his praise – 
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John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, November 10th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.39672 ff.28-9) 

[London November ten 1824 / The Honble Mrs Leigh / Kings Road / Brighton / John C. Hobhouse] 

 

My dear Mrs Leigh 

 Thank you for your communication – I shall certainly let fly at the scoundrel & 

under my own name most probably – You must allow me to say in my preface that I have 

communicated with the nearest relation of Lord Byron in framing my denials of the falsehoods – Pray 

write by return of post – I am in a great hurry 

 but am always truly yours 

  John C. Hobhouse 

 

 Direct to Albany – 

 

[1:2 and 3 blank.] 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, November 14th 1824: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

         6 Albany – Nov 14 

Dear Sir – 

 I have resolved finally not to publish the pamphlet
26

 – I find from various quarters that Medwin is 

knocked up already by what you have said of him and that it will not do for me to engage with such 

an antagonist beaten & discomfited as he is –. 

 Accordingly I have communicated to Mr Clowes my wishes that he should break up his types and 

I would thank you to take care that no copy is preserved – 

 I shall think of some way of getting the more striking falsities before the public in case this 

goodfornothing person should lift up his head again – 

 Yours very truly 

  J.C.Hobhouse 

PS. I would thank you to let me know what has been the expense of preparing the press advertisement 

&c. 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, from Whitton Park, Hounslow, November 15th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31037 ff.95-6) 

Whitton. Nov. 15 

1824 

Dear Mrs Leigh 

After consideration I think it better not to come into Collision with the miscreant Medwin – He is 

really not a fit antagonist for any man of honor – his punishment should be left to the proper officer 

 

“ce n’est pas l’affaire des honnêtes gens c’est l’affaire d’un autre 

 

But we will trounce him some way or the other depend upon it – 

 Poor Mrs Shelley has written to tell me that she intreated 
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the fellow by letter not to publish the memoir of Shelley as it might hurt her and her children and as it 

was one mass of mistakes – The monster disregarded her prayers & sent his falsehoods into the world 

– as you see them – 

 This is worse than all he has done towards Byron – 

 I have no words to express what my knowledge of this anecdote made me feel – but it made me 

unwilling, with the other things that have lately come to my knowledge, to trust so infamous a 

character – 

 

1:3 

                                                           
26: But H. did publish Exposure of the Mis-Statements contained in Captain Medwin’s pretended “Conversations 

of Lord Byron” – and in 1824. 



 21
 

 Mr Hanson has left London just as I came back – so that your executors have not been able of late 

to execute any thing – But I have spoken to Mr Kinnaird and what can be done will soon be done – I 

regret to say that it will be very difficult if not impossible to make much of the money at Ransoms and 

in trust at present but could we effectuate a change of security your income would be very 

considerably increased at once – 

 We shall invest part of your balance at Ransoms in the Funds immediately – 
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 Gamba’s narrative is finished in Italian – but then it is to be translated & printed & published – 

and much time will be requisite to get it out – 

 I am glad Lady Holland behaves herself as she ought – she can be very agreable when she will – 

no one more so – Wilmot Horton has written to me a document private & confidential – he is a great 

master of the style called rigmarole but tell it not in Gath – 

  Farewell yours ever truly 

   J.C.Hobhouse 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, November 17th 1824: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Hobhouse is anxious that Gamba’s book should be out soon – too many memoirs are coming out 

which will not put Byron’s Greek expedition in as sympathetic a light. 
Whitton. Nov. 17 

Dear Sir – 

 I inclose for you twenty four pages of Count Gamba’s work – which my friend M
r
 William 

Petre
27

 has translated and I have looked over & compared with the original – I think it will be better to 

divide it into chapters – with a heading of contents – accordingly be good enough to desire the printer 

to leave <the> room for the said contents which I will add afterwards – 

 I am much obliged to you for so promptly stopping the publication of the Exposure and this day I 

have again received another remonstrance from my friend Sir F[rancis]. B[urdett]. who says of 

Medwin – “Murray has totally discredited him” “You can do him no harm & Byron no good” 

Pray be good enough to get back the copy which Kinnaird tells me you gave to some one – for if the 

contradictions should appear, which they may do in some Review, it will be better they should not be 

read first – 

The sooner we get out Count Gamba’s book the better – for several are writing.
28

 

I shall be here for some days – but I will let you know when I move – 

      yours very truly – 

       J.C.Hobhouse 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, from Whitton Park, Hounslow, November 19th 1824: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

More anxiety to expedite Pietro’s book. 
Whitton. Nov. 19 

Dear Sir – 

 What I have sent you is the translation of 17 Italian folio pages – and I see by the MSS that there 

are not far from 100 – besides some appendix which perhaps it may be necessary to give – 

 I agree with you about the dedication and would have mended it if it had not been addressed to 

myself – you had better say a word to Count Gamba on the subject – 

 I fear that if you announce the book Blaquiere
29

 and Parry who are both writing will try to get the 

start of the Count – the title may perhaps be as follows 

 

   A narrative 

    of Lord Byron’s last Journey to Greece 

                                                           
27: Petre otherwise unidentified. 

28: Gamba’s main foe will be William Parry, whose The Last Days of Lord Byron, with his Lordship’s opinions 

on various subjects, particularly on the state and prospects of Greece (also 1825; ghosted by Thomas 

Hodgkinson) will say harsh things about him. 

29: Edward Blaquière, Narrative of a Second Visit to Greece, including facts connected with the Last Days of 

Lord Byron (1825). 
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    extracted from the Journal 

     of 

    Count Peter Gamba 

     who 

    attended his Lordship 

    on that Expedition – 

— 

— 

But think twice on the expeciency of the immediate announcement – 

I do not know where Fletcher is – write to M
rs
 Leigh – and ask Mr Kinnaird – As to Battista’s

30
 story 

you had better have chapter and verse exactly as he tells it – before you make any use of it – I believe 

the Edinburgh will make use of the materials against the Captain
31

 – but if it does not the Quarterly is 

very welcome of course – I think it will as far as you and your friends are concerned look better in the 

Edinburgh – but I shall be able to give you an answer in a few days – 

 In the mean time I am translating – no very pleasant task you may believe – I think the narrative 

more entertaining as it goes on but no great things at first – 

      yours very truly 

      J.C.Hobhouse 

 

By all means get W. Horton’s copy – It must not lie about or the Review will be spoilt – 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to Augusta Leigh, from Whitton Park, Hounslow, November 26th 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31037 ff.100-1) 

[London. November twenty six / 1824 / The Honble Mrs Leigh / 98 Kings’ Road / Brighton / John C. 

Hobhouse] 

Nov. 26 

Dear Mrs Leigh – 

 I really cannot advise you – you know all that I know and there are circumstances respecting 

myself and Moore that render it unfair that I should give an opinion – 

 So pray excuse me – without thinking that I wish to take any unnecessary responsibility from my 

own shoulders – 

 As to the fact about the 
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interest – it is perfectly true and I wonder any one should be so ill informed as to make a comment on 

it – the payment of it was provided for by the bond itself – 

 For heaven’s sake see Lord Lansdowne or any body in the world – if he can make you think 

better of any one so much the better – but it ought not to be possible at 
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the expense of others – I never will hear Murray run down in my presence for his conduct as to the 

destruction of the Memoirs for I saw it all & know it to have been most honourable & correct – 

 One of my sisters has been very ill and I am going to Buxton to fetch her home
32

 – 

 farewell ever your’s truly 

  John C. Hobhouse 

 

William Fletcher to Augusta Leigh, December 1824: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss. 31037 ff.105-6. Sections not in square brackets quoted LJ VI 202n.) 

[To / The Hon
ble

 Mrs Leigh / 98 Kings Road / Brighton] 

Fletcher, at the behest of Murray and Hobhouse, and encouraged by Augusta, writes a 

refutation of Medwin. It’s clear that he wants to keep on the right side. 
 

         [33 Bury St St James’s 

 Hon
d
 Madam, 

                                                           
30: Tita Falcieri, B.’s gondola and general-purpose heavy. His “story” unidentified. 

31: Captain Thomas Medwin, whose much-detested Conversations of Lord Byron was already out. 

32: Matilda. When H. arrives in Buxton he finds she is better. 
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 I am very sorry you should think Me neglectfull of my Duty which you must with Reason 

Think I am till I tell you the Real cause which was that I have been confined to my Room ever since 

the Day I Rec
d
 your kind letter Dated 21

st
 Nov

br 
I did not lose one Moment of time in going to M

r
 

Hobhouses Ill has i was and M
r
 Hobhouse told me he thought it would Be the best way to put it in the 

Quarterley And some other Reviews which I was very happy to hear] I was only Affraid of Loseing 

time – And I instantly Set To work the Same evening in marking out Passages which I Could 

Positively sware being false [and M
r
 Murray visited me next Morning And was kind Anoughf to Say if 

he Could Render me any Assistance For he felt my Lords Honour <very> at least his Memory So very 

much insulted and Likwise is Own which Any thing Proved will make not only those things which I 

Can Prove to be false] But at the Same time any one must say why this must be onley a Mass of 

falsehoods Gleaned from one or a Nother, And No Conversation’s of my Lords, Which M
r
. Murray 

says after this appears no one will ever believe a word of it. I think he has used M
r
. Murray Extreamly 

ill In Speaking of him in the way he did for my Lord I have herd him many and many times Speak so 

very Kind of him in his Greatest Distress, which had not Escaped the Eyes of M
r
. Murray while in 

Piccadilly, which Proved him to be a Reale friend in Need, which onley few Comes forward then. 
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But my Lord Told me he Refused to Except any thing from him but Said he Should ever Remember it 

has the Kindest Thing he ever Experenced, And not more then a Month Before the Fatal Day My Lord 

was Speaking of him to me in the kindest way – Be Assured Madam I will Not Lose one Moment in 

Doing All that I Can do. In the First Place My Duty Calls for it being done, And In the Second Place 

my Will or I had not Now been In London). Be Assured Madam My Lord’s Memory Shall Never be 

insulted while I Can Do him Justice. 

 Pray Excuse all errors which this Letter Contains for my Head & face pains Me so violently that I 

Dare say I have been a Dozen Times over wrighting this 

 I Remain Hon Madam With The Greatest 

 Esteem Your Dutyfull Servant 

 W.Fletcher — 

 PS I hope Madam all your Amiable Family in Quite well 

 Please give my Duty to them all
33

 

 

[1:3 blank.] 

 

Fletcher’s comments on Medwin: 
(Source: text from B.L.Add.Mss.31038, and Ernest J. Lovell jr., ed., Medwin’s Conversations of Lord 

Byron, Princeton 1966, various notes.) 

Fletcher’s points are divided by obliques for clarity. 
 

I only speak to facts which I can prove on oath – Fletcher’s Remarks on Capt[ai]
n
 Medwin as he calls 

himself – In page the first
34

 he begins with errors or indeed, I ought to say falsehoods in which he 

continues I am sorry to say to it’s last page – Medwin says his Lordships travelling equipage consisted 

of five [carriages] with nine horses a Monkey a Bull Dog and mastiff two Cats three pea Fowls with 

same Hens and seven Servants – in the first place my Lord never travelled with any thing except his 

Bull Dog which M[edwin]. represents as being an English one which was only from Venice where he 

was pupped [–] in the next place M[edwin]. represents there being —— five carriages when there was 

but four and nine Horses when there was no more than six with two Cats when there was but one and 

three Pea fowls with same hens when there was only two male and female which was all sent more 

than a week before my Lords departure [–] M[edwin]. seems to have been so much out in numbers 

which must —— at a moments reflections prove these to be no Conversations of my Lord – / 

 / In page 4
35

 M[edwin]. makes a remark which must be equally false in saying that I should say to 

his Lordship when in Greece while receiving one of the Bas reliefs of the Parthenon [“]what mantle 

pieces these would make my Lord[!”] now in the first place I never saw it in the presence of my Lord, 

but saw it several times while alone and admired it too much either to have it disfigured by making 

mantle pieces or any other pieces for I could only call them Robbers of the Country whom could 

dispoile the least [36v:] remains of Antiquity / 

                                                           
33: Sections not in square brackets quoted LJ VI 202n. 

34: Ernest J. Lovell jr. (ed.), Medwin’s Conversations of Lord Byron, (Princeton 1966) p.3. 

35: Ibid p.6. 
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 / in the ninth page

36
 M[edwin]. says that I should say to my Lord that the Peacocks and Hens are 

almost has bad travellers as the Monkey [–] now M[edwin]. must be as false in this as his other 

statements for I never travelled with either Monkey or Peafowls – / 

 / Page 10
37

 M[edwin] says that my Lord should tell him that he never was in Germany which my 

Lord could never tell him having travelled same country Hundred miles there
38

 – / 

 / Page 12
39

 M[edwin] in his conversations made a very great mistake in saying my Lord told him 

that he invited at Geneva a Professor and a friend of Gray’s an old gentleman
40

 [–] M[edwin] is so 

much wrong that it was D
r
. Polidori whom invited the[m] – and my Lord was so much displeased that 

he stayed a way purposely and would not enter the House till they was gone – for I herd my Lord 

repeat his disapprobation at him taking such liberty to invite people to my Lord’s table without his 

Lordships knowledge and I can bring three witnesses to prove my assertions / 

 / in Page 14
41

 M[edwin] makes a very great mistake in his representations in saying – my Lord 

always had his Courier to carry eight or ten pair of Pistols which I can prove quite false for he never 

carried more than one pair in his holsters and that very seldom at some odd times my Lord would have 

one of the stable men to carrie two pair which was for Count Gamba and Trelawnig [sic] was in two 

cases but the Courier never carried more than the pair in his holsters / 

 / in the same page
42

 M[edwin] has made another falsehood in saying my Lord should say he never 

had any thing to do with duels except twice as principle one was with Mr Hobhouse which I can prove 

to be false they always being on the most friendly terms / 

 / in Page 20
43

 M[edwin] says my Lord should say that Guiccioli [37r:] who married Countess 

Teresa Gamba was sixty which he was not and says the Countess was only sixteen which I will prove 

to be more than twenty when married and that she always called him Sir and that they had seperate 

apartments now I can prove that they had not separate Apartments and that she always called him 

Alexandrie for I have herd her hundreds of times myself, / 

 / in Page 26
44

 I must observe another error of M[edwin]. in respect to the Countess Guiccioli – 

whom he says my Lord was obliged to Smuggle out of Ravenna
45

 which so far from that she parted at 

12 am at noon and was took by Post Horses which nothing could be more public than that
46

 and every 

thing was settled by the Papers orders so by those means there could be no smuggling in the affair / 

 / M[edwin] mentions
47

 <that> my Lord saying that he would join the revolutionist party which was 

very untrue for he said he would have nothing to do with their private meetings which he actually had 

not and as for M[edwin] wishing to make the public believe my Lord had a magazine in which was 

deposited one Hundred stand of Arms is equally untrue for my Lord, I can positively assert had no 

other arms
48

 than for himself and attendants for us to defend ourselves in case of a Banditto or 

straggling robbers which might beset us while travelling which my Lord said more than once he was 

determined to hold out to the last extremity in which I think we should all have followed his 

Lordsh=[ip’]
s
 example – / 

 / M[edwin] now goes to Ravenna
49

 where he mentions an affair
50

 which never could be my Lords 

conversations for he dont even know the house nor even [37v:] within four hours of the time 

                                                           
36: Ibid p.10. 

37: Ibid pp.10-11. 

38: In 1816, on his trip down the banks of the Rhine. 

39: Lovell pp.12-13. 

40: The Swiss professor was Pictet de Rougemont; the friend of Gray’s was Karl Victor von Bonstetten – 

Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 

41: Lovell p.15. 

42: Ibid p.15. 

43: Ibid p.22. Hobhouse uses both Fletcher’s next two points in the Westminster Review. 

44: Ibid p.24. 

45: Ibid p.24. Teresa left Ravenna (and her husband) on July 25th 1821. Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 

46: In fact they took advantage of the Count’s siesta. 

47: Lovell p.26. 

48: Both Medwin and Fletcher are, in their different ways, wrong. On February 16th 1821 Byron writes in his 

Ravenna Journal: “Today I have had no communication with my Carbonari cronies; but, in the mean time, my 

lower apartments are full of their bayonets, fusils, cartridges, and what not. I suppose they consider me as a depôt, 

to be sacrificed, in case of accidents. It is no great matter, supposing that Italy could be liberated, who or what is 

sacrifced. It is a grand object - the very poetry of politics. Only think - a free Italy!” (BLJ VIII 47). Either Fletcher 

is lying, or he was unaware of the depth of Byron’s involvement with the Carbonari. 

49: Lovell pp.26-7. 

50: The assassination of Luigi dal Pinto, the military commandant of Ravenna, occurred on December 9th 1820, 

not in late November as Fletcher states. See Don Juan V, Stanzas 33-9, and BLJ VII 245-8. Hobhouse uses several 

of Fletcher’s points here in the Westminster Review. 
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M[edwin’]s informant must have been very much out both in time and circumstances – M[edwin] 

must have been very wrongly informed when they told him my Lord had his foot in his Stirrup at his 

Lordships usual hour of exercise when his Lordships horse started at the Gun and on my Lord looking 

up perceived a Man throw down a Carbine and run away at full speed, and a Nother stretched on the 

pavement a few yards from him [–] now this is quite different to the real occurrence which actually 

took place for my Lord’s time of taking exercise in Riding at the season of the year being latter end of 

November was never later than three or half past and the assassination of the unfortunate Commandant 

was at 8 am in the evening and in the latter end of November every one well knows it is neither time 

for my Lord to be riding out for his exercise or to see a man throw down a carbine [–] the fact was my 

Lord was going to pay a evening visit and walk
51

 being close by and Batista was waiting to attend my 

Lord which was his usual – custom and just at the time I remember well saying [“]I fear there is a 

Nother killed[”] and my Lord just coming out, at the time said the same thing for there had been 

several at that time been taken off in this way [–] my Lord instantly went down into the street and herd 

a confusion some small distance from him and instantly ran to the spot with tita at the same time 

wished me to stop in the house to take care of it for I wanted to have joined them and when they 

arrived which was instantly they found the unfortunate commandant whom [38r:] had fell by some 

person or Officer it was thought whom the Commandant had ill treated [–] they was consulting what 

should be done with him for no man dared to touch the dead man without a certain order under pain of 

imprisonment [–] my Lord without hesitation or fear of the consequences had him brought to his 

Lordships residence where he was placed on my bed and a Doctor sent for to see if any thing could be 

done for him, but he was gone [–] one of the men thought he saw him take his last breath while on my 

bed but I think he was gone before for he had seven slugs in different parts of his Body and one took 

nearly a finger off – / 

 / In page 32
52

 M[edwin] says my Lord told him that while residing in Venice and while Mr Moore 

was on a visit my Lord presented not to Mr Moore but to Mr Moore’s little Boy my Lordships 

Memoirs [–] now it happened rather unluckily for Mr M[edwin]. for Mr Moore had no little Boy with 

him nor I believe any at home at that time but with him I am positive for I was in the way of seeing 

him every day – therefore I can be positive – no[,] M[edwin] ought to remember that though my Lord 

is no more there is plenty whom can contradict a Statement of M[edwin’]s / 

 / in page 38
53

 where he says after the Marriage ceremony had taken place that my Lord should say 

that he was very much displeased to find things so arranged so that his Lordship should find a Lady’s 

maid placed between them meaning my Lord and her Lady ship which was very incorrect
54

 and many 

more statements of her Lady ships [38v:] which is equally false – / 

 / In page 40
55

 M[edwin] says my Lord in his conversations should say – we had a house in town 

gave dinner parties had separate carriages and launched into every sort of extrav=[agancie]
s
 this he 

says could not last long [–] now M[edwin] as usual is in a very great error concerning dinner parties 

for I can positively assert they never gave one dinner party and in regard to other extravagancies I must 

say in justice to Lady Byron that no nobleman’s house could be conducted with more economy than 

her Ladyship conducted hers which she had the sole management of – / 

 / and in Page 41 M[edwin] mentions Lady Byron beginning a letter with Dear Duck
56

 now every 

one knows Lady Byrons education to be so very different and I even once herd my Lord mention this 

but not with those words when he received a unpleasant letter from her Ladyships Father and in Page 

42
57

 every word is incorrect in regard to sending to the Post office to have a certain letter withdrawn – / 

 / In page 44
58

 M[edwin] mentions as being my Lords conversations of his Lordships writing desk 

being broken open by Lady Byron and some letters of a married Ladys which he says M[edwin] I 

mean that Lady Byron read them now it can be proved that Lady Byron never broke any desk open / 

 / now again in page 45
59

 M[edwin] says that his Lordship should say he was writing in a dark street 

in London [–] now it is well known to the public that Lord Byron was residing near Hyde Park corner 

                                                           
51: With Teresa Guiccioli. 

52: Lovell p.30. See Ibid p.30 n68, where Medwin says he meant “for his little boy”. Hobhouse, Westminster 

Review. 

53: Ibid p.36. Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 

54: Annabella’s maid at the time of the separation was Fletcher’s third wife, Anne Rood. Fletcher’s kindness to 

Annabella here is remarkable in view of Annabella’s refusal to give Anne Rood any character references. 

55: Lovell p.38. Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 

56: Ibid p.38. See Lady Byron to B., January 16th 1816. 

57: Lovell p.39. 

58: Ibid p.42. 

59: Ibid p.44. Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 
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in the Duchess of Devonshire’s House

60
 and consequently there could not be found a more lighter 

House [39r:] or Street – / 

 / In Page 47
61

 M[edwin] has made a very great error in saying at Sir Ralph Noels when at Dinner 

my Lord should brake a tooth and that Lady Noel should say it will do you good. I am glad of it, now I 

can say it is not true for my Lord told me in the Month of March last that he never had the tooth ache 

nor even a tooth chipped,
62

 while at the same time asked me to look in his mouth which I did and never 

saw a more perfect set of teeth without spot or blemish – / 

 / Medwins informant in page 65
63

 made a very great — mistake it could not be his Lordship for 

Lord Byron was frequently invited to dinner at Miss Chaworths mother and they was on very good 

terms and I have Known Miss Chaworth ride round the Newstead estate and my Lord go round the 

Chaworth estate and instead of my Lords Mother residing there she never resided there till my Lord 

went abroad in 1809 [–] Lord Grey was the tenant at that time and my Lord was on a visit to him and 

was most days at Miss Chaworths Mothers so M[edwin] must be much out when he says My Lords 

meetings with Miss C[haworth]. were stolen ones. and the folly of talking of a Gate leading from Miss 

C[haworth’]s grounds to those of his Lordships mothers his folly to think of for a moment for they are 

more than two miles from Miss C[haworth’]s house and would any one ever believe had they not been 

on the most intimate terms that a Young Lady could go two miles or more to meet my Lord, or any 

man unknown to her Mother and such roads M[edwin’]s informant has been very [39v:] much out and 

does not know the situations of Ansley and Newstead estates so well has myself
64

 / 

 / In page 66
65

 M[edwin] says my Lord had always a black riband round his neck to which was 

attached a locket containing hair and a picture and more things which were not and he says my Lord 

said in a hurry and great alarm [“]good God, I have lost my [––”] but before he had finished the 

sentence he had discovered the hidden treasure [–] now I feel sorry to tell him to his face that my Lord 

neither wore a Locket or picture with a black ribon – / 

 / in page 75
66

 M[edwin] mentioned a Lady
67

 and several circumstances which I feel positive my 

Lord would not repeat for I herd a Gentleman once ask about the Lady in question and my Lord 

refused to mention and this was a very particular friend whom asked and how can a person whom to 

my Knowledge my Lord bid Tita whom we called by short so, but whose name was Batista whom my 

Lord bid more than once kick him down the Stairs if he would not go without for he would not he 

every moment broke in upon in the way he was for he has been told repeatedly [“]I will not see him 

and if he will not go by fair means he shall by foul[”] and once I recollect Medwin coming early in the 

morning and taking a book before my Lord was up my Lord missed the book and he was told no one 

had not been there [sic] but Medwin and my Lord was very angry at him being let in and said any [end 

of B.L. MS.] [Morgan ms side 1:] one that dare to let him in he would never forgive him and even 

myself when Batista was not in the way was told by his Lordship either to send him off by fair if not 

by foul means for he would not see him which I have told you a hundred times – this will explain how 

much my Lord esteemed him as friend and said from the first he would not be bored to death with him 

for he saw there was no end with him for I see he will not be said no – and his Lordship said after those 

books [sic] being taken away by a person a Stranger was an insult past bearing and they was sent for 

accordingly with a very severe reprimand / 

 / Medwin makes another tale up equally untrue in page 98
68

 where he says [when] my Lord was 

residing in Athens in the year 1810 my Lord was very much attached to a Turkish girl even so much so 

M[edwin] says that his Lordship had been of few women I remember the circumstances very well it 

happened to be Dervise
69

 one of his Lordships Guard and attendants whom Ali Pacha presented my 

Lord with an Albanian Turk
70

 – had it been a Christian he favourd no bribe could have saved her / 

                                                           
60: The Duchess of Devonshire’s house was 13, Piccadilly Terrace. Byron rented it from the 29th of March 1815 

to the 23rd of April 1816. 

61: Lovell p.46. 

62: That is, March 1824. Only a month before Byron’s death his teeth were, according to his valet, perfect. 

63: Lovell p.61. 

64: Fletcher, though not born on the Newstead estate, was a local man (he may have been born in Southwell) and 

would have known the area much better than either Medwin or his presumed “informant”. 

65: Lovell p.61n. 

66: Ibid p.70. 

67: Lady Oxford. 

68: Lovell p.86. 

69: Dervish Tahiri, one of Byron’s Albanian bodyguard. Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 

70: Lovell (p.89) has “in Albanian Turkey”. 
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 / In page 100

71
 M[edwin] says at the time my Lord had his fever the most severest at Patrass [–] 

he says M[edwin] that my Lord told him I was left at Constantinople with a fever now – M[edwin’]s 

informant must have been very much out for I was left at Athens in the convent / 

 / In page 102 and 103
72

 – M[edwin] says my Lord should say that [“]I should not have returned 

from Turkey If I had not been called home by my mother’s death[”] [Morgan ms side 2:] now – I can 

prove my Lord returned in the month of July and the death of my Lordship’s mother the Hon
ble

 Mrs 

Byron did not take place till August 12
th

 and she had not been ill more than sixteen or seventeen days 

and my Lord was in London at the time and I was down at Newstead to make some little arrangements 

for his Lordship but before I could complete them I had to come to town with the distressing 

intelligence of her death which had she lived two days longer my Lord would have seen her – but she 

went off very suddenly at last and my Lord was very much hurt at not seeing her – / 

 / In respect to Mr Murray what M[edwin] has said respecting him
73

 is very untrue for hundreds of 

times I have heard my Lord speak of him in the most kindest manner and said he was the most 

Gentlemanly person he had ever had anything to do with and frequently mentioned his kind offers in 

the moment of want which he repeatedly said he could never forget and not more than a week before I 

left Missolongi my Lord spoke highly of him and said he was sorry he had not let him publish all his 

works
74

 

 

From the correspondence of Robert Southey, 1824-5: 
 

Robert Southey to John Rickman, November 9th 1824: 
(Source: text from CCS V 193) 

 

... Lord Byron is gibbeted by his friends and admirers. Dr. Stoddart
75

 sent me those papers in which 

he had commented upon these precious conversations.
76

 The extracts to them and in the Morning 

Herald are all that I have seen, and they are quite enough. I see, too, that Murray has been obliged to 

come forward ... I am vindictive enough to wish that he had known how completely he failed of 

annoying me by any of his attacks ... Medwin should be called Lord B’s blunderbuss. There is 

something vile in regrating slander, as he has done, than in originally uttering it. 

 

Robert Southey to Edith May Southey,77 December 5th 1824: 

(Source: text from JWW III 450) 

 

... You will probably, in the course of the week, see a sweet billet of mine in the newspapers noticing a 

few lies of Lord Byron, as published by his blunderbuss, Captain Medwin. I shall just say what is 

needful, and no more. 

 

Robert Southey to the editor of the Courier, December 8th 1824: 
 

MR SOUTHEY AND LORD BYRON: TO THE EDITOR OF THE COURIER 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, and The Courier, December 8th 1824) 

 

Sir,– On two former occasions
78

 you have allowed me, through the channel of your Journal, to 

contradict a calumnious accusation as publicly as it has been preferred; and though, in these days of 

slander, such things hardly deserve refutation, there are reasons which induce me once more to 

request a similar favour. 

 Some extracts from Captain Medwin’s recent publication of Lord Byron’s Conversations, have 

been transmitted to me by a friend, who, happening to know what the facts are which are there 

falsified, is of opinion that it would not misbecome me to state them at this time. I wish it, however, 

                                                           
71: Lovell p.91. Hobhouse, Westminster Review. 

72: Ibid p.91. 

73: Ibid pp.166-76: “Mr John Murray is the most nervous of God’s booksellers”, and so on. 

74: This last section seems to give the game away. Fletcher is writing his comments on Medwin to please Murray 

and Hobhouse, and is anxious to keep in with them. The sentence he was sorry he had not let him publish all his 

works is innocent flattery, for it was Murray’s shilly-shallying, not Byron’s obduracy, which caused the 

relationship between poet and publisher to fail, at about the time Medwin was with Byron. 

75: Unidentified. 

76: Thomas Medwin’s Conversations of Lord Byron, published 1824. 

77: Edith May Southey was the poet’s second child. 

78: The Courier has “On a former occasion”; it is not clear what other letter S. means. 
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to be distinctly understood, that in so doing I am not influenced by any desire of vindicating myself; 

that would be wholly unnecessary, considering from what quarter the charges come. I notice them for 

the sake of laying before the public one sample more of the practices of the Satanic School, and 

showing what credit is due to Lord Byron’s assertions. For that his Lordship spoke to this effect, and 

in this temper, I have no doubt: Captain Medwin having, I dare say, to the best of his recollection, 

faithfully performed the worshipful office of retailing all the effusions of spleen, slander, and 

malignity which were vented in his presence. Lord Byron is the person who suffers most by this; and, 

indeed, what man is there whose character would remain uninjured, if every angry expression, every 

sportive or extravagant sally, thrown off in the unsuspicious and imagined safety of private life, were 

to be secretly noted down and published, with no notice of circumstances to show how they had 

arisen, and when no explanation was possible? One of the offices which has been attributed to the 

devil, is that of thus registering every idle word. There is an end in all confidence or comfort in social 

intercourse, if such a practice is to be tolerated by public opinion. When I take these Conversations to 

be authentic, it is because, as far as I am concerned, they accord, both in manner and spirit, with what 

his Lordship himself had written and published; and it is on this account only that I deem them 

worthy of notice – the last notice that I shall ever bestow upon the subject. Let there be as many 

“More Last Words of Mr. Baxter,” as the “reading public” may choose to pay for, they will draw no 

further reply from me. Now, then, to the point.– The following speech is reported by Captain Medwin 

as Lord Byron’s: – 

 “I am glad Mr. Southey owns that article *
79

 ‘Foliage,’ which excited my choler so much. But 

who else could have been the author? Who but Southey would have had the baseness, under pretext of 

reviewing the work of one man, insidiously to make it a nest-egg for hatching malicious calumnies 

against others? I say nothing of the critique itself on ‘Foliage;’ but what was the object of that article? 

I repeat, to vilify and scatter his dark and devilish insinuations against me and others. Shame on the 

man who could wound an already bleeding heart – be barbarous enough to revive the memory of an 

event that Shelley was perfectly ignorant of, and found scandal on falsehood! Shelley taxed him with 

writing that article some years ago; and he had the audacity to admit that he had treasured up some 

opinions of Shelley, ten years before, when he was on a visit to Keswick, and had made a note of 

them at the time.”
80

 

 The reviewal in question I did not write.
81

– Lord Byron might have known this if he had enquired 

of Mr. Murray, who would readily have assured him that I was not the author; and he might have 

known it from the reviewal itself, wherein the writer declares in plain words that he was a 

contemporary of Shelley’s, at Eton. I had no concern in it, directly or indirectly; but let it not be 

inferred that in thus disclaiming that paper, any disapproval of it is intended. Papers in the Quarterly 

Review have been ascribed to me (those on Keates’s Poems, for example),
82

 which I have heartily 

condemned both for their spirit and manner. But for the one in question, its composition would have 

been creditable to the most distinguished writer; nor is there anything either in the opinions expressed, 

or in the manner of expressing them, which a man of just and honourable principles would have 

hesitated to advance. I would not have written that part of it which alludes to Mr. Shelley, because, 

having met him on familiar terms, and parted with him in kindness (a feeling of which Lord Byron 

had no conception), would have witheld me from animadverting in that manner upon his conduct. In 

other respects, the paper contains nothing that I would not have avowed if I had written, or 

subscribed, as entirely assenting to, and approving it. 

 It is not true that Shelley ever inquired of me whether I was the author of that paper, which 

purporting, as it did, to be written by an Etonian of his own standing, he very well knew I was not. 

But in this part of Lord Byron’s statement there may be some mistake, mingled with a great deal of 

malignant falsehood. Mr. Shelley addressed a letter to me from Pisa,
83

 asking if I were the author of a 

criticism in the Quarterly Review, upon his Revolt of Islam, not exactly, in Lord Byron’s phrase, 

taxing me with it, for he declared his own belief that I was not, but added, that he was induced to ask 

the question by the positive declaration of some friends in England that the article was mine. 

Denying, in my reply, that either he or any other person was entitled to propose such a question upon 

                                                           
79: * A volume of Poems by Mr. Leigh Hunt. The reader, who may be desirous of referring to the article, will 

find it in the 18th vol of the Quarterly Review, p.321. (Courier note.) 

80: Medwin 150-1. 

81: The review was by Coleridge’s brother John Taylor Coleridge. 

82: See BLJ VIII 162 and Don Juan XI, 60, 1, for B.’s jokes about S. killing Keats with a review of Endymion; 

the review was in fact written by John Wilson Croker. 

83: Jones II 203-4; letter of June 26th 1820, printed above. 
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such grounds, I, nevertheless, assured him that I had not written the paper, and that I had never, in 

any of my writings, alluded to him in any way. 

 Now for the assertion, that I had the audacity to admit having treasured up some of Shelley’s 

opinions, when he had resided at Keswick, and having made notes of them at the time.
84

 What truth is 

mixed up with the slander of this statement, I shall immediately explain, premising only, that as the 

opinion there implied concerning the practise of noting down familiar conversation, is not applicable 

to me, I transfer it to Captain Medwin for his own especial use. 

 Mr. Shelley having, in the letter alluded to, thought proper to make some remarks upon my 

opinions, I took occasion, in reply,
85

 to comment upon his, and to ask him (as the tree is known by its 

fruits) whether he had found them conducive to his own happiness, and the happiness of those with 

whom he had been most nearly connected? This produced a second letter from him,
86

 written in a tone, 

partly of justification, partly of attack. I replied to this also, not by any such absurd admission as Lord 

Byron has stated, but by recapitulating to him, as a practical application of his principles, the leading 

circumstances of his own life, from the commencement of his career at University College. The 

earliest facts I stated upon his own authority, as I had heard them from his own lips; the latter were of 

public notoriety. Here the correspondence ended. On his part it had been conducted with the courtesy 

natural to him – on mine, in the spirit of one who was earnestly admonishing a fellow-creature. 

 This is the correspondence upon which Lord Byron’s misrepresentation has been constructed. It is 

all that ever passed between us, except a note from Shelley, some years before, accompanying a copy 

of his Alastor,
87

 and one of mine in acknowledgement of it. I have preserved his letter, together with 

copies of my own; and, if I had as little consideration for the feelings of the living as Capt. Medwin 

has displayed, it is not any tenderness towards the dead * that would withold me now from publishing 

them. 

 It is not likely that Shelley should have communicated my part of this correspondence to Lord 

Byron, even if he did his own. Bearing testimony, as his heart did, to the truth of my statements in 

every point, and impossible as it was to escape from the conclusion which was then brought home, I 

do not think he would have dared produce it. How much, or how little, of the truth was known to his 

Lordship, or with which of the party at Pisa the insolent and calumnious misrepresentations conveyed 

in his Lordship’s words originated, is of little consequence. 

 The charge of scattering dark and devilish insinuations is one which, if Lord Byron were alive, I 

would throw back in his teeth. Me he had assailed without the slightest provocation, and with that 

unmanliness, too, which was peculiar to him; and this course he might have gone on without giving 

me the slightest uneasiness, or calling forth one animadversion in reply. When I came forward to 

attack his lordship, it was upon public, not upon private, grounds. He is pleased to suppose that he 

had “mortally offended” Mr. Wordsworth many years ago, by a letter he had written to the Ettrick 

Shepherd.
88

 “Certain it is,” he says, “that I did not spare the Lakists in it, and he told me that he could 

not resist the temptation, and had shown it to the fraternity. It was too tempting; and as I could never 

keep a secret of my own (as you know), much less that of other people, I could not blame him. I 

remember saying, among other things, that the Lake poets were such fools as not to fish in their own 

waters. But this was the least offensive part of the epistle.”
89

 

 No such epistle was ever shown to Mr. Wordsworth or to me; but I remember (and this passage 

brings it to my recollection) to have heard that Lord Byron had spoken of us in a letter to Hogg, with 

some contempt, as fellows who could neither vie with him for skill in angling nor for prowess in 

swimming.
90

 Nothing more than this came to my hearing; and I must have been more sensitive than 

his lordship himself could I have been offended by it. But if the contempt which he then expressed 

had equalled the rancour which he afterwards displayed, Lord Byron must have known that I had the 

flocci of his eulogium to balance the nauci of his scorn, and that the one would have nihili-pilified the 

other,
91

 even if I had not well understood the worthlessness of both. 

―———————————— 

                                                           
84: Medwin 151. 

85: Printed at Dowden 359-60, Jones II 205. 

86: Jones II 230-2; Southey’s reply is at Dowden 361-3 and Jones II 232-3. 

87: Alastor, or the Spirit of Solitude, published 1816. Shelley sent S. a copy: Jones I 461-462. 

88: James Hogg. B.’s letter to him is at BLJ IV 84-6. 

89: Medwin 196-7. 

90: “These poets run about their ponds though they cannot fish” (BLJ V 13). 

91: “Flocci nauci nihili-pilification” is a phrase from the Eton Latin Grammar Book. It signifies the habit of 

setting something as worthless. 
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 * In the Preface to his Monody on Keats,

92
 Shelley, as I have been informed, asserts, that I was 

the author of the criticism in the Quarterly Review, upon that young man’s poems, and that his death 

was occasioned by it. There was a degree of meanness in this, (especially considering the temper and 

tenour of our correspondence), which I was not then prepared to accept from Shelley, for that he 

believed me to be the author of that paper, I certainly did not believe. He was once, for a short time, 

my neighbour. I met him upon terms, not of friendship indeed, but, certainly, of mutual good will. I 

admired his talents; thought that he would outgrow his errors (perilous as they were), and trusted that, 

meantime, a kind and generous heart would resist the effect of fatal opinions which he had taken up in 

ignorance and boyhood. Here I was mistaken. But when I ceased to regard him with hope, he became 

for me an object for sorrow and awful commiseration, not of any injurious or unkind feeling; and 

when I expressed myself with just severity concerning him, it was indirect communication with 

himself. 

―———————————— 

 It was because Lord Byron had brought a stigma upon English literature that I accused him; 

because he had perverted great talents to the worst purposes; because he had set up for pander-general 

to the youth of Great Britain as long as his writings should endure; because he had committed a high 

crime and misdemeanour against society, by sending forth a work in which mockery was mingled 

with horrors, filth with impiety, profligacy with sedition and slander. For these offences I came 

forward to arraign him. The accusation was not made darkly, it was not insinuated, nor was it 

advanced under the cover of a review. I attacked him openly in my own name and only not by his, 

because he had not then publicly avowed the flagitious production, by which he will be remembered 

for lasting infamy. He replied in a manner altogether worthy of himself and his cause. Contention 

with a generous, honourable opponent leads naturally to esteem, and probably to friendship; but, next 

to such an antagonist, an enemy like Lord Byron is to be desired; one who, by his conduct in the 

contest, divests himself of every claim to respect; one whose baseness is such as to sanctify the 

vindictive feeling that it provokes, and upon whom the act of taking vengeance is that of 

administering justice. I answered him as he deserved to be answered, and the effect which that answer 

produced upon his Lordship, has been described by his faithful Chronicler, Capt. Medwin. This is the 

real history of what the purveyors of scandal for the public are pleased sometimes to announce in 

their advertisements as “Byron’s Controversy with Southey!” What there was ‘dark and devilish’ in it 

belongs to his lordship; and had I been compelled to resume it during his life, he who played the 

monster in literature, and aimed his blows at women, should have been treated accordingly. “The 

Republican Trio,” says Lord Byron, “when they began to publish in common, were to have had a 

community of all things, like the Ancient Britons – to have lived in a state of nature, like savages – 

and peopled some island of the blest with children in common like –––. A very pretty Arcadian 

notion!”
93

 I may be excused for wishing that Lord Byron had published this himself; but though he is 

responsible for the atrocious falsehood, he is not for its posthumous publication. I shall only observe, 

therefore, that the slander is as worthy of his lordship as the scheme itself would have been. Nor 

would I have condescended to have noticed it even thus, were it not to show how little this 

calumniator knew concerning the objects of his uneasy and restless hatred. Mr. Wordsworth and I 

were strangers to each other, even by name, at the time when he represents us as engaged on a Satanic 

confederacy, and we never published any thing in common. 

 Here I dismiss the subject. It might have been thought that Lord Byron had attained the last degree 

of disgrace when his head was set up for a sign at one of those preparatory schools for the brothel and 

the gallows;
94

 where obscenity, sedition, and blasphemy, are retailed in drams for the vulgar. There 

remained one further shame: there remained this exposure of his Private Conversations, which has 

compelled his Lordship’s friends, in their own defence, to compare his oral declaration with his written 

words, and thereby to demonstrate, that he was as regardless of truth, as he was incapable of sustaining 

those feelings suited to his birth, station, and high endowments, which sometimes came across his 

better mind. 

    Keswick, Dec. 8, 1824 ROBERT SOUTHEY 

 

Robert Southey to William Lisle Bowles,95
 March 19th 1825: 

                                                           
92: Adonais, published June 1822. 

93: Medwin 195. 

94: Several public houses were named after B. 

95: The Rev. William Lisle Bowles was the editor of Pope, who inspired B.’s A Letter to **** ****** (John 

Murray Esqr) on the Rev. W. L. Bowles’ Strictures on the Life and Writings of Pope (1821). He was brother to 

Caroline. 
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(Source: text from CCS V 208) 

 

... My temper is not at all controversial. I had much rather be industriously and thankfully reading old 

books, than detecting the defects and vices of new ones. But when I am provoked to it, I can wield a 

sledge-hammer to as good purpose as my old friend Wat Tyler himself. 

 

Robert Southey to Sir Walter Scott, December 2nd 1825: 
(Source: text from Curry II 293) 

 

Murrays conduct is not worth an angry thought, and towards you I can have none but friendly ones, 

and towards one so nearly connected with you as Mr Lockhart none but those which are disposed to 

friendliness. With regard to Murray the case has been that having (I cannot imagine for what cause) 

resolved upon changing his Editor he made all his arrangements before the slightest imtimation of his 

purpose was given to J. Coleridge. The new appointment was even announced in the newspapers on 

the morning of the day in which he opened the matter to him; and then his only care was how to 

extricate himself with most ease from the situation in which this underhand dealing had placed him. 

No man can get out of a dirty business with clean hands. Byron would have spoken more accurately if 

he had called the most timorous of the Devil’s booksellers.
96

 In the matter of Don Juan, to wit, he was 

afraid of the scandal, but not of the sin, and he wanted his profit. And he managed the affair so as to 

get nothing but the disgrace. “My God, Sir,” he said, some years before Byron’s death, “if you knew 

what I had lost by that man!” 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, January 7th 1825: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Hobhouse seems close to desperation at the late printing of Pietro’s book. 
 

Dear Sir – 

 I inclose a document of which an autograph copy is to be taken for Count Gamba’s Narrative – It 

is the freedom of the City of Missolonghi which was given to Lord Byron 

—— 

I hope that Mr Davison
97

 will proceed as quickly as possible – He caused the delay of several days by 

misdirecting the proofs to Albany where they waited for me – 

   Yours truly 

   John C. Hobhouse 

 
John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, from 6, Albany, February 1825: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

The idea of an author being paid for a book seems foreign to Hobhouse. 
 

John Murray Esq 

Whitehall Place 

         6 Albany 

My dear Sir – 

 I have received your note and its inclosure – 

 I do not understand why you should make Count Gamba a present of 100£ – but as you send it I 

shall forward it and leave him to do as he pleases – 

 I hope to have the pleasure of waiting on you and M
rs
 Murray on Friday evening 

 Yours truly 

 J.C.Hobhouse 

 

Douglas Kinnaird to Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, from Pall Mall East, February 24th 1826: 
(Source: text from LJ VI 141n) 

Pall Mall East, Feb
r
. 24, 1826. 

 

Dear Sir, – I had the honor some few years since to be the channell of communicating to you, at the 

request of my deceased Friend Lord Byron, a tribute which his Lordship was anxious to pay to your 

Genius and high literary Fame, in the Dedication to his Tragedy of Sardanapalus. 

                                                           
96: B. referred to Mu. as “the most timorous of God’s booksellers”. 

97: Thomas Davison, Mu.’s long-serving printer. 
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 The melancholy task is now imposed upon me by Mr. Hobhouse, the distinguish’d Friend 

and Executor of the illustrious Poet, to invite you to add your name to those of a Committee of 

Gentlemen, who propose to carry into effect the national wish for erecting a suitable monument to the 

memory of our departed countryman. That list will contain the names of none who are not 

distinguish’d by literary honors, or by the good fortune of having been personally acquainted with the 

late Lord Byron. I avail myself of the friendly offices of my old Friend and Instructor, Professor 

Benecke, to insure the arrival of this letter into your hands, and I shall be much flatter’d to receive 

thro’ the same channell, the expression of your sentiments upon the proposal submitted to you. 

 I have the honor to be, dear sir, 

  Your m. obed
t
 Servant, 

   DOUGLAS KINNAIRD. 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to Charles Barry, September 21st 1827: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa, having been asked by Moore to help with his Byron biography, turns first to Barry for 
advice. 
 [RAVENNA / Mr: / Mr: Char

s
: Barry Esq / ferma in posta / Genova] 

 

Ravenna della Villa di Filetto, li 21 Sbre 1827 

 Caro M
r
: Barry 

 

 O’ qualche tempo che io mi trovo qui in questa Villa della mia famiglia nelle vicinanze di Ravenna, 

e qui ho ricevuto due vostre lettere, alla prima delle quali ho tardato alquanto a rispondere per essere in 

stato in tutto questo tempo indisposa di salute. Ora sto alquanto meglia e non voglio tardare un 

momento Caro M
r
: Barry a dirti quanto mi siamo state grate le vostre Lettere, ed a rispondere ad ogni 

cosa che in esse mi dire. 

Mi fa molta pena di sentire da voi che M
r
: Hobbouse non è molto bene d’intelligenza con M

r
: Moore 

relativamente all’opera che quest’ultimo è per pubblicare, e che anzi non la stima tale di elevare 

maggiormente la reputazione di Lord B nell’opinione pubblica. Conoscendo il nobile animo, il bel 

talento e la Verace Amicizia di M
r
: Hobbouse per Lord B — se Egli pensa così – cosa debbo io 

pensare di M
r
: Moore? – e a quanto dubbj – e a quanti sentimenti penosi da luogo una tale diffidenza? 

Intanto cosa debbo io faro Caro M
r
: Barry? Sono già più di due Mesi che Moore permesso di M

rs
: 

Shelley mi fece prevenire della prossima pubblicazione di codesta sua opera; pregandomi nel 

medesimo tempo a contribuire ad essa io pure col mandegli delle memorie, e qualunque scritto, lettere 

o Poesie inedite che io avessi di Lord B, e che desiderassi pubblicare. A mille assicurazioni della vera 

Amicizia di M
r
: Moore per Lord B – M

rs
: Shelley aggiungeva che Hobbouse contribuiva Egli pure a 

quest’opera dandogli ogni facilità ecc – e che così avrebbe essa avuto ogni più autentica carattere. Io 

gli risposi dunque esprimendogli la soddisfazione che io provavo nel pensare che finalmente questo 

doveroso ufficio di Amicizia di M
r
: Moore verrebbe a stabilire e mettere nel suo vero lume la fama di 

L
d
: B – – che M

r
: Moore domandasse pure quali schiavimenti sulla storia degli ultimi sei Anni 

principalm
e
: della Vita di L:B, desiderasse che io gli mandassi, che con gran piacere glieli manderei. E 

nel medesimo tempo gli feci l’offerto della traduzione del Canto di Francesca da Rimino [sic] che io 

stimo essere nel suo genere un lavoro degno di LB. A questa Lettera che io tardi molto a spedire, non 

ho ancora avuto risposto – ma non dubito che M
r
: Moore non voglia accetare l’offerto, ed ecco Caro 

M
r
: Barry come io mi sono impegnata per quella traduzione, e mi sono privata del piacere di potevi 

dire che eravate libero di darla a M
r
: Hobbouse il che io pure avrei desiderato. Ma sarebbe troppo 

disdicevole di mancare alla mia promesso, ed aspetterò almeno la risposta di M
r
: Moore per sentire se 

l’ recetta o no, nel qual caso vi scriverò subito che siete libero di dirla a M
r
: Hobbouse. Oltre questa 

Versione, e quell’Ode al Po, gia pubblicato da Medwin, a me non rimangano altre cose rincoltre di L
d
 

B senonche un altra Ode imperfetta a quella che mi pare, perchè mancante di alcuni versi, una piccola 

Canzone da lui scritta per essere Cantata Sopra un Aria Indiana —— —— e qualche perro di pessa. 

 Non parlo delle sue Lettere delle quali ne ho moltissime che sono un tesoro di bontà, d’Affezione, e 

di Genio —— —— ma che per mille ragioni non potrei ora rendere pubbliche. = Di qualcuna di 

codeste Lettere mi aveva fatto richiedere Moore ma io ho ricusato senza estitazione di consentire alla 

sua domanda, adducendogliene le ragioni. Ricevuta che avrò la nuov[ms. tear] risposta di M
r
: Moore 

non manchero di communicarvela; intanto posso assicurarvi che io non gli ho mandato ancora una sola 

linea scritta da L
d
 B: nè da me ———— . == 

 Io avrei gran piacere che M
r
: Hobbouse Egli pure scrivesse qualche cosa intorno al Nobile nostro 

Amico – Egli che gli era così vero Amico, che lo ha conosciuto così lungo tempo, e in tanti rapporti 

della Vita – Egli che poteva così bene sentire e penetrarsi della sua grande Amico, e del suo Genio. Mi 
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dispiace però di sentire da Voi che nell’omaggio che ho in mente di rendere alla memoria di L

d
:B: 

intende di limitarse soltanto a pubblicare alcuni suoi scritti ricediti. Quando gli scrivete vi prego di 

esprimergli questi miei sentimenti, e di fargli i miei distinti saluti — 

 Io resterò qui in questa Villa della mia famiglia sino alla metà di Decembre – e allora passerò a 

Roma; questo Vi serva di norma Caro M
r
: Barry quando vorrete darmi il piacere per me sempre 

grandissimo di ricevere Vostre Lettere — 

 Conservatermi la preziosa vostra Amicizia, e credite sempre alla mia per Voi più sincero, ed 

inalterabile 

     Vostra Obb
a
: Affe: S: 

      Teresa Guiccioli nata Gamba. 

 

PS: E quella Oche sono esse ancora vive? Vi prego di darmi le loro nuove – – Io sono certa che Voi 

sapete sensare questo mio interresse per quelle bestie, che in apparenza sembra così ridicolo. 

 

 

Translation: Ravenna, Villa at Filetto, September 21st 1827 

Dear Mr Barry
98

 

I have been staying for some time here in my family’s villa in the neighbourhood of Ravenna, and here 

I have received your two letters, the first of which I have been a little late in answering, having been 

indisposed in health during that time. Now I am a little better and do not wish to delay a moment, dear 

Mr Barry, in saying how good it is to receive your letters, and in responding to everything that you say 

to me in them. 

 It upsets me much to hear from you that Mr Hobhouse is out of sympathy with Mr Moore in 

relation to the work which the latter is soon to publish,
99

 and which he therefore does not expect to 

raise Lord Byron’s reputation very much in the public’s opinion.
100

 Knowing the noble heart, and the 

fine talent that Mr Hobhouse is, and the true friendship which he has for Lord Byron, if this is what he 

thinks – what should I think of Mr Moore? And what doubts, and what heavy feelings, should I derive 

from such a reserve on his part? Meanwhile, what should I do, dear Mr Barry? It is now more than two 

months since Moore promised, through Mrs Shelley,
101

 to give me advanced look at his forthcoming 

work, begging me at the same time to contribute any reminiscences, writing, letters or unpublished 

                                                           
98: Barry had been B.’s banker at Genoa. 

99: Thomas Moore, Letters and Journals of Lord Byron, with notices of his Life (2 vols 1830). 

100: H. eventually refused to assist Mo. in his biography of B.: see next note. 

101: M.S. had told T.G. that H. was willing to help Mo. At first, he was. On June 30th he writes in his diary: “I 

had some talk with Tom Moore about his Life of Byron, and I told him that if Hanson would consent I would give 

him all the materials I could collect for a little volume of prose and verse of Byron’s remains. He seemed much 

pleased” (RLL III 206). Mo. to M.S., August 17th 1827: “Pray urge the Guiccioli for me. I have already 

experienced the good effects of your application to her, for Mr Barry of Genoa writes to me that he thinks she is 

much inclined to contribute materials to my work” (Dowden II 730). T.M. to M.S., April 15th 1828 (sic - ??): “… 

the Guiccioli … has sent me the beginning of her sketch, with his translation of the Francesca … her sketch … is 

perfection, & you will do me a great service by writing to to her to say I think so – it is all told with such a 

beautiful unconsciousness of there being anything at all wrong in any part of the proceeding. I should delight in 

printing it exactly as I is – but, I suppose, must not” (Dowden II 779). Mo. to M.S., July 25th 1828 (sic - ??): “The 

Guiccioli has sent me her ‘Istoria’ entire, and, if you would write to her, & say how grateful I am you would do … 

a great kindness by me” (Dowden II 791). M.S. to T.G., July 3rd 1827: “The intimate friend of Byron – Moore – 

is now writing the life of your Lover. [Italian: ‘del vostro Amante.’] He came to see me – He spoke to me of you – 

he said that after Medwin’s book it was useless for you to seek obscurity, but that in speaking about you – he 

wanted to hear chiefly from you your feeling and if there might be anything that you would want to say. I have 

from dear Pietro the bundle of your letters to Byron – if you allow I could make from these a rough outline of your 

story for Moore – But I do not want to do anything without your consent. Moore is a great friend of dear Byron – 

He respects you – and it will please him to speak of you in a deserving way – And then he promises me that I can 

read that which he will write about you – and that he will not print anything that I do not approve – You may have 

confidence, then, dear Guiccioli, in my friendship – and in his tact – in his honor. What do you say. Perhaps you 

have some letters of Byron’s that you might want to contribute – Reply immediately and be assured that I will be 

extremely vigilant – and if you send me your wish – this will be the law for me. Hobhouse gives every 

accommodation to Moore – therefore this book will have an authentic character [Italian: ‘Hobhouse dà ogni 

facilita a Moore – Cosi questo suo libro avra un carattere autentico’.] – Moore respectfully sends you his regards 

and begs you to consent to this purpose” (Bennett I 553-4). But when Hobhouse realised the scope of Moore’s 

proposed work, he changed his mind. On November 29th he wrote in his diary: “I had a letter from Tom Moore, 

asking me what materials I could let him have for his Life of Byron … I wrote to repeat … that I could not be a 

coadjutor in his work … I concluded by saying that I had found both Mr. Barry and Madame Guiccioli had been 

annoyed at a story so much the reverse of fact” (RLL III 227). 
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poems of Lord Byron’s which I had, and which I wanted in print. To the thousand assurances of the 

true friendship which Moore had for Lord Byron, Mrs Shelley added that Hobhouse was going to 

contribute to this work, allowing Moore every facility, and so on – and that it would thus possess all 

the most authentic qualities.
102

 I then replied to him, expressing the satisfaction which I felt when 

thinking that this dutiful office of friendship on the part of Mr Moore would consolidate, and put in its 

true light, the reputation of Lord Byron – – that Moore was asking only for the mundane details, 

principally, of the last six years of Lord Byron’s life, desiring that I should send what, with great 

pleasure, I did send him.
103

 And at the same time I offered him the translation of the Francesca da 

Rimini Canto, which I consider to be, of its kind, a work worthy of Lord Byron. To this letter, which I 

delayed long in sending, I have not as yet received an answer – but I do not doubt that Mr Moore does 

not wish to accept my offer; and here you can see, dear Mr Barry, how close I feel to that translation, 

and how I am deprived of the pleasure of being able to say that I feel free to give it to Mr Hobhouse, as 

I should have wished. But it would be too unseemly to go back on my promise, and in any case I 

expect Mr Moore’s answer, saying whether he has received it or not, and in the latter case I shall write 

to you quickly, saying that you are free to give it to Mr Hobhouse. Apart from this translation, and the 

Ode To the Po, already published by Medwin,
104

 not by me, nothing is left to me of the things I 

received from Lord Byron except what seems to me another, imperfect ode, lacking some verses,
105

 a 

little song written by him to be Sung to an Indian Air
106

 – and one or two odds and ends. 

 I do not speak of his letters, of which I have a great many, and which are a treasure-house of 

goodness, affection and genius – but which for a thousand reasons I am as yet not prepared to make 

public. Moore asked me for some of these letters, but I refused his request without hesitation, giving 

reasons. As soon as I have Mr Moore’s new answer I shall not be slow to send them to you. Meanwhile 

you have my assurance that I shall not send him another line written either by Lord Byron or by me. 

 I should be delighted if Mr Hobhouse himself were to write something about our noble friend – he 

who was such a true friend to him, who had known him for such a long time, and in so many different 

areas of his life – He who could so well feel and get to the core of his great friend, and of his Genius. 

Meanwhile I am unhappy to hear from you that in the homage which he is planning to make to the 

memory of Lord Byron he intends to limit himself solely to those works of his which are already 

published. When you write to him, please convey these feelings of mine to him, and to give him my 

good wishes. 

 I shall stay here in my family’s villa until December – and then I shall move on to Rome; please 

use this information, Dear Mr Barry, when you wish to give me the great pleasure which I always feel 

when I receive a letter from you – 

 Continue to give me the gift of your precious friendship, and think of me always as your sincere 

and eternal friend 

    Teresa Guiccioli Gamba. 

 

PS: Are those geese still living?
107

 I pray, send me the latest news of them – I’m certain that you 

understand my interest in those creatures, which appears to be so ridiculous. 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, from Whitton Park, Hounslow, October 5th 1827: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Murray is now planning the Moore / Wright Byron edition of 1832: Foscolo has died. 
 

   Oct 5. 1827      Hobhouse J. C. 

         Whitton Park. October 5 

My dear Sir 

 Coming to London yesterday I found your letter of the 25
th

 – which had not been forwarded but 

suffered to keep cool in my chambers. 

                                                           
102: See passage just quoted. 

103: Moore’s Life contains, in its second volume, several passages by T.G., in English in the text and in Italian in 

the footnotes. 

104: E.J.Lovell’s edition of Medwin does not contain a transcription of this poem. 

105: Unidentifiable. Perhaps Could Love forever, which T.G. found uncongenial. 

106: See T.G. to Mu., December 11th 1832, below. 

107: In September 1822, when he was about to travel from Pisa to Genoa, B. took two geese, for consumption on 

Michaelmas Day, superstition dictating that if one did not so dine, misfortune would follow. B. felt such 

compassion for the two geese that he risked not eating them. In seeming gratitude, they followed him everywhere 

from then on. 
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 I do not know what M

r
 Hanson has done – but I beg you to believe I am equally anxious with 

yourself that a good complete edition of Lord Byron’s works should be published in England with as 

little delay as possible – 

 I believe that some obstacles have arisen in consequence of Messrs Hunt having upon hand some 

hundred copies of their two volumes which they have asked a little time to get rid of – and for which 

they are none according to the Execution – 

 You may depend upon my doing all I can to accomplish the objects in view – but I fear that 

publish when we will we shall not stop the sale of the French and German editions
108

 in this country – 

I shall transmit your letter to Mr Hanson & request an immediate answer 

 So poor Foscolo is gone
109

 – truly a great – a very great genius – I have some idea of adding to 

the little memoir I published of him in 1818
110

 – and of making a separate pamphlet – what think you 

of this scheme? Lord Holland I dare say – and Lady Dacre and Mr Wilbraham & those who knew him 

best would give me whatever assistance they could – Mr Jeffery would tell me what he communicated 

to the Edinburgh Review
111

 – and you might give a great deal of information. – Then his Italian 

friends would help me – so that perhaps a decent little work might be made – 

 I see some one has published recollections. who is it? & what are they? 

 Be good enough to let me know what you think of this half-formed scheme. 

    very truly yours 

     J.C.Hobhouse 

 

John Cam Hobhouse to John Murray, from Firemark Hall, Derby, August 31st 1829: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

The start of Hobhouse’s life-long ambition to have a statue of Byron erected in Westminster 

Abbey. 
        Firemark Hall, Derby, August 31 

         1829 

Dear Sir 

I have received a very handsome letter from Thorvaldsen in which he assures me not only that he 

would be proud to undertake the statue for 1000£ but that he would add a bass relief to the pedestal 

suitable to the subject of the monument – 

 Now can we do better than accept the proposal at once? – Thorvaldsen is the first sculptor in 

Europe – he knew Lord Byron – and now he makes a very disinterested offer contrasting strongly 

with the stateliness of some other folk – Moreover is it not certain that we shall increase our funds? 

And if it is certain, would it be advisable to employ an inferior, or after what has passed, even an 

equal hand – 

 If The Sub Committee agreed on the point a circular letter might be sent to each member and I 

think a general meeting would not be necessary – 

 Do you know who of the Sub Committee are in London? If we were to write a circular to the 

subscribers asking their concurrence it would be necessary to obtain the signatures of the said 

Committee – I would take that duty on myself. 

 Pray give me your opinion as soon as you conveniently can for I think Thorvaldsen expects a 

decisive answer – and indeed he deserves one for his very generous proposal – 

 Has Hanson communicated with you respecting the New Edition? 

 What a conclusion to the eventful drama of our times! the fall of the Turkish Empire!! For it is a 

fall – a barbarous state does not recover itself like a civilised Empire – The Sublime Porte is no longer 

sublime nor Porte – if Xple
112

 is taken – How silly all those must look who talk big about the Turks & 

their bravery & their enthusiasm and their new discipline – They never were any thing but bloody 

perfidious fanatical savages and the Sultan’s new regulations have deprived them of their world 

ardour without imparting to them the virtues or advantages of civilised tactics – 

 Pray a line or two in reply 

 Ever your truly 

  J.C.Hobhouse 

                                                           
108: The English-language editions of Galignani (Paris) and Brönner (Frankfurt). 

109: Ugo Foscolo, as the website says, “muore, per idropisia, il 10 settembre 1827 nel sobborgo londinese di 

Turnham Green e viene sepolto nel vicino cimitero di Chiswick.” 

110: H. is still maintaining the fiction that he wrote the item on modern Italian literature in Illustrations. In fact 

Foscolo wrote it. 

111: Foscolo had, “assisted by” Francis Jeffrey, written a number of articles for the Edinburgh Review. See 

Cochran, The Sale of Parga and The Isles of Greece, Keats-Shelley Review 2000, pp.42-51. 

112: Constantinople. 
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Robert Southey to Caroline Bowles, March 13th 1830: 
(Source: text from Dowden 187) 

Southey of all people was unlikely to be sympathetic to Moore’s Life of Byron. 
 

I have seldom been more disgusted with anything than with the account of Moore’s Life of Byron in 

Blackwoods
113

 – I mean with the spirit and manner of the writer, whom I supppose to be Wilson. 

Have you observed in the Keepsake the letter about Lord Byron calling me out,
114

 and what was to be 

done if he was to be the survivor? He knew very well that all his calling would not have made me 

“come and be killed,” like the ducks in the song; and a wholesome apprehension of the sort of answer 

which I should have returned to a challenge made him wisely determine not to send one.
115

 

 

TERESA GUICCIOLI’S CORRESPONDENCE WITH JOHN MURRAY 
 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, May 9th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa is on her first visit to England, and is anxious to meet everyone. 
[M

r
: Murray – At 50 Albemarle Street.] 

 

Wednesday Morning (May 9. 1832) / From what M
rs
: Leigh has written to you this morning I feel it 

would be much less trouble to me for her if I called upon her myself instead of her calling upon me. = 

If She would then fix the day and the hour the most convenient for her I would call upon her with the 

greatest pleasure – as I am extremely anxious to make her Acquaintance. = Every day and every hour 

is convenient for me. Pray dear Sir – will excuse the trouble I am giving you with this new message – 

and the liberty I have taken – – and believe me with the greatest respect – Yours Af
y
 / T Guiccioli G / 

PS I returned you yesterday evening the two No: of the Illustrations sent before: I hope you have 

received them. 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, June 18th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa is settling in well: Murray is friendly, and she is having her portrait painted by 

Pickersgill. 
[M

r
 J Murray Albemarle Street] 

 

Dear M
r
: Murray / I send you my best thanks for the Music you have favoured me with. – Which I am 

Sure must be Worth[y] of the Poetry. If it convenient to you I shall have <have> the pleasure to call 

upon you on Thursday morning – about 4
116

 o’clock. Tomorrow I could only go out at seven o’clock 

on account of some business and I fear it would not be a convenient time for you. But if it was you 

must only send me a Word and I will come to morrow. I am just going at M
r
: Pickersgill’s

117
 to give 

him the first sitting for the Portrait. / Believe me always dear Sir: Very sincerely – / Yours Ob:
y
 / T 

Guic: G / Monday morning / 18 June 1832 / Sablonieres Hotel Leicester Sqr 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, August 5th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 [M
r
: J Murray / Albemarle Street] 

 

August 5 1831
118

 / 5 Aug
t
. / On Thursday morning if it suits M

r
: Murray – and the Weather being 

favourable the Cn
ss

 Guiccioli shall be very glad to visit the Gardens in Regents Park – at whatever 

hours (after two o’clock) M
r
: Murray will find convenient. The C.

ss
 Guiccioli chooses this opportunity 

for presenting her Compliments to M
r
: Murray – and to express him her gratitude for his kindness ––––

––––––– 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, from Brighton, September 9th 1832: 

                                                           
113: Blackwoods. 

114: The Keepsake. 

115: In fact B. did try and call S. out (BLJ IX 102); but K. did not forward the challenge. 

116: Sic: for “10”. 

117: Henry William Pickersgill (1782-1875) painted portraits of nearly every celebrity of his time. 

118: Sic: for “1832”. 
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(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa, despite the fondess expressed here for Augusta, never sees her again. 
[NO COVER] 

 

Brighton 9 7
bre

 1832 / Dear M
r
: Murray / I intend to make an excursion in the Nottinghamshire – in 

order to visit Newstead Abbey – and as you had the Kindness to offer me a letter of introduction to a 

Lady of your acquaintance – who resides in the Neighbourhood of Newstead I take now the liberty to 

write you for the favour of this letter. I hope that this note which my Brother will deliver to you, will 

find you in London. In this case you will oblige me extremely in sending your answer to me before 

Tuesday evening at the N:
o
 80 Quadrant – inclosed to a Lady of my acquaintance M

me
 Vigano who 

must come to Brighton on Wednesday. She knows where to forward my letters in the case I was no 

longer in Brighton when she arrives. Should you not be in London now – do me the favour to direct 

<the> your answer at M
rs
 Best Marine Parade Brighton. Pray dear Sir – forgive with your usual 

goodness the liberty I take, and the trouble I give you – I hope you have been very well since I had the 

pleasure to see you. M
r
: Murray your Son gave me your news – and a very good account of your health 

&c before I left London. / Mine has been always very good. = If you happen to see M
rs
 Leigh do me 

the favour to tell her how much I regret not to have seen her from a so long time – and present her my 

best compliments[.] To say you the truth I feared that in the present state of her domestic annoyances 

so received visits would be to her rather a troublesome – than an agreable thing; and for this reason 

only I deferred day after day to call upon her till I left London. But I hope to see her once more when I 

come back to London, which shall be at the latest in three or four weeks. = I hope then I shall also have 

the pleasure to se[e] you – and express you once more before I leave England the feelings of gratitude 

and esteem with which I am – – Yours sincerl:
y
 my dear M

r
: Murray C

ss
 Guiccioli G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, October 4th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa tries to take a hand in editing Moore / Wright. She is also planning her own life of Byron. 
[M

r
: J. Murray / Albemarle Street / London] 

 

London 4 Obre 1832 / Dear M
r
: Murray / I send you back again all the proofs for the twelth Vol

e
 – you 

had the goodness to send me. The note you have prefixed as a sort of Preface to the Stanzas To the Po 

is conceived in terms so very delicate and modest in this proof that I cannot but wish it should be 

printed in all the future “Editions” in the same words; which I know you will do if you may. I looked at 

the first original MS= of [“]Marino Faliero” Tragedy in order to compare it with the proofs you have 

sent to me; and it is very curious to observe the quantity of alterations he made in the Second Copy 

which served for the publication – but that is a mere literary curiosity, and to mark here these 

alterations could not be of any use to you. = – I was very sorry to have been prevented by my late 

hours this morning to see your Son who had the kindness to call upon me. = I have marked in the 3
th

 

and 4
th

 Vols of Moore’s life of L B some words which I should be infinitely obliged to you if you 

could suppress in the next edition of the same Work – and as I prefere to point them to you by Viva 

Voce the first time I shall have the pleasure to see you – so I don’t send you the Volumes. This Work 

of Moore is as a great Magazine – where a great quantity of useless, harmful and good things are lying 

together in a confused manner. Certainly it cannot be denied that there are parts in this work which 

does honour both to the author and to the caracter of L
d
 Byron – but how many useless – and how 

many more injurious to the memory of our noble friend. = I like to believe that the most perfect good 

intentions presided the Composition of this Work: but then there has been a want of prudence and skill 

which is scarcely to be believed in such a great talent as M
r
: Moore is. For all these reasons – and as it 

is it will always remain a painful enygma for me – but I can now only limit myself to wish and to do 

all who is in my power in order to raise the opinion of the many excellen[cies: M.s.tear] and Virtues of 

my noble friend – and that will be the object of my life henceforth. – This is the list of the books 

written about L
d
 Byron which I have in Italy – 

    (Moore)(Dallas) 

    (Medwin)(Gamba)     

    (Brydges)(Stanhope)
119

 

                                                           

119: The works to which T.G. refers are Thomas Moore, Letters and Journals of Lord Byron, with notices of his 

Life. 2 vols 1830, (with Works, 17 vols 1832); Robert Charles Dallas. Recollections of the Life of Lord Byron, 

from the Year 1808 to the End of 1814, 1824; Thomas Medwin, Journal of the Conversations of Lord Byron at 

Pisa, 1824; her brother Pietro Gamba, A Narrative of Lord Byron’s Last Journey to Greece, 1825; Sir Samuel 
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– and as I wish to take with me some other of the best who have treated of the same subject with truth 

or falsehood so I shall be very much obliged to you if you will furnish me with the list of them. / Pray 

believe me dear Mr: Murray with the greatest sincerity and gratitude Your’s Ob
ed

 and Af:
te
 F

ried
 / C

ss
 

Guiccioli G 

 

John Murray to Teresa Guiccioli, October (??) 1832: 
(Source: text from Borgese p.363) 

 

I have copied all your corrections, both those on the separate sheets and those in the volumes, and, so 

that nothing leaks out of what you wish to keep secret, I return all your memoranda, all your 

annotations, and also, most unwillingly, your gracious accompanying letter. What I now want you to 

give me is the letter from Byron to Southey,
120

 to put it in the volume which is about to be printed.
121

 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, October 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa is anxious that her relationship with Byron should be portrayed as spiritual and platonic. 
[M

r
: Murray] 

 

Albemarle Street / Oct.1832. Dear M
r
: Murray / – there are many Variations between the translation of 

Francesca da Rimini
122

 as is printed in your proof and the original manuscript I have in my hands. I 

began to <note> mark this Variations in the printed sheet, but I found that they were too many and that 

after I should have scribbled it all over you could not read it. So I content my self with enclosing you 

here a copy of the original <A> as it exists in my hands. But that copy cannot be of any use to you – 

because certainly the most correct and good and intended for publication is yours & not mine. So it is 

of the song to the Po. – where there are only a few words changed. = The notes and Preface to the 

translation of Dante are delightful – and I could not add any thing to them. The translation itself is so 

very good and faithful to the original that indeed I consider it as a master piece. – / I have written my 

wishes as to the words I wish could be suprimed in the passage, of Moore[’s] life of L
d
 Byron which 

you put as a preface to the song to the Po. As I have taken the liberty to write upon the printed sheet – 

this passage being printed isolated the indelicacy of the words enamoured – Lover – despair – seems to 

me more remarkable and disgusting. So if you may dear M
r
: Murray I shall be very obliged to you <if> 

to see the</o/>se words suprimed. = I continue to read Moore’s life of L:
d
 Byron, and I cannot express 

you how sorry I am for the want of delicacy and I fear of real friendship on the part of the Biographer I 

found in this book. But the faults are spread all over the entire <book> work – and how to correct 

them? It would be as to try to correct the faults of a building whose greatest fault lies in the 

foundaments – it would be much better to throw it down. But however if you will do me the favour to 

omit some words, and to correct some errors of dates &
c
. in your new edition you will oblige me in the 

extreme. I have marked some of this errors &c in the margin of my Copy. / Good morning dear / Mr: 

Murray – and believe me always with the greatest gratitude == / Your’s ob
d
 and aff:

te
 friend / T Guic: 

G / Pray excuse me my bad english – which must be particularly so having written in haste 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, October 21st 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 [M
r
: Murray] 

 

Oct. 21 1832 / dear M
r
: Murray – your note to the Prophecy

123
 &c contains every thing which is to be 

said on the subject – – I [do not] want any thing more to be added.: Thank you dear M
r
: Murray for 

your kindness &c. I received the 6:
th

 and 7
th

 numbers of the illustrations – (the 4
th

 and 5
th

 I have not) – 

but only the three first numbers. = I have written this morning to Ravenna for the sketches you want, 

                                                                                                                                                                      

Egerton Brydges Letters on the Character and Poetical Genius of Lord Byron, 1824; and Leicester Stanhope, 

Greece in 1823 and 1824, to which are added Reminiscences of Lord Byron, 1824. 

120: BLJ IX 95-100. The letter is not to S., but to the Editor of the Courier, about S. 

121: Translated from <<Ho copiate tutte le vostre correzioni tanto quelle sui fogli separati, quanto quelle sui 

volumi, e affinché nulla trapeli di quanto volete tenere nascosto, vi restituisco tutte le vostre memorie, tutti i vostri 

appunti e anche, pur malvolentieri, la graziosa vostra lettera che le accompagnava. Vorrei ora che voi mi deste la 

lettera di Byron a Southey per inserirla nel volume che si sta stampando>> (Borgese p.363). 

122: T.G. in fact writes “Rimino”. 

123: The Prophecy of Dante. 
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and hope they will be sent the soonest possible. To Bologna I write to-morrow: I called on M

rs
: 

Leigh – but she was not at home. ––––––––––––––––– 

If I may before evening I will call upon you. ––––––––––––––––––– 

Believe me always my dear M
r
: Murray Yours Ob: / C T Guccioli G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, October 24th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

Teresa’s doubtful ambition – to raise a statue of Byron in the town in which she committed 

adultery with him – is never realised, partly because her husband, who is still living, and from 
whom she is till receiving maintenance, might object. 
[NO COVER] 

 

London 24 8ber 1832 / Dear M:
r
 Murray – I regretted very much not to be alone with you this morning 

when you called upon me – as I wished very much to talk with you, and take your advice about a 

business which is of great interest to me. This note will then take place of the opening I was prevented 

to do so by Voice – and your kindness to me – as well as your real attachment, and devotion to the 

memory of Lord Byron assures me that nobody could advise me better than yourself. = It was always 

my wish and intention to raise some sort of monument to the memory of Byron in my birth town 

Ravenna near the tomb of Dante – but I was always prevented to do it by my dependent circumstances 

– which may change from one day to the other, but which may last too many and many years more, 

and perhaps all my life. = In this uncertainty I made my will some years ago and bequeath[ed] a part of 

my property – together with the price it was possible to get from the manuscripts of L
d
 Byron – (which 

I requested my parents
124

 to bring and sold in England) – in order to erect a monument to L: Byron in 

Ravenna &c. / But after some reflections, which passed through my mind a few days ago I asked 

myself if it was not better to do all that (if possible) during my life-time than after my death? I felt and 

feel inclined to answer myself in the affirmative – but if I am wrong or right in thinking so it is <what> 

the sort of answer I ask from your kindness. = I feel that England only is the country who has the right 

to possess the original manuscripts of her first modern Poet – but being a property of mine I think to 

have the right too not to depart with <them> such a treasure for me without asking for them what they 

are worth – and particularly so when their price must be employed soon or late to honour his memory. 

– But though those manuscripts are so dear, and valuable to me I don’t illude myself to think one easy 

task to find a purchaser. They are but a literary luxury, and very few persons in the World would 

employ large sums of money in such a luxury! = However my intention now is to make an 

advertisement that such and such original <mss/>MSS of L:
d
 Byron are to be sold in order to raise a 

monument to him with the result &c. = Before to do that I wish to have your advi<s/>ce – and [letter 

incomplete] 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, October [??] 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 [NO COVER: opening may be missing] 

 

Tormented as all the day I have been by a most cruel head-ache I answer to you my dear M
r
: Murray – 

but I have no hope to answer <your> every point of your letter – as I should wish to do – having the 

double difficulty of writing in a language who is not mine – and in such a state of bodily suffering. = 

However I will do my best. Every thing you have done in order to comply with my wishes respecting 

Moore’s life of Ld B – is done in the most delicate manner possible – and such as I never can forget, or 

cease to be obliged to you. I am also very obliged to you for the books – and newspapers you have sent 

to me – which will be of a great use to me in Italy. As to the intentions and dispositions in which the 

Song Could love for ever was written I will explain you tomorrow with a note. Now I have only to 

write to you about the two more important point[s] of your letter. One is the draft, which <are 

Compared> you have sent me accompanied by so many amiable and delicate expressions = This I 

cannot accept dear M:
r
 Murray – because from such a true friend as you are of L

d
B I feel that I could 

accept in case of necessity much more easily such a favour than from any other – but the case you 

imagine <&c> existing not – I cannot then accept your kind offer: The second point and the most 

interesting is the publication <of> you wish to do of Lord Byron[’s] letter to M:
r
 Southey. The 

existence of this letter is very well known by many of my friends and acquaintances – because I gave it 

to read sometimes on account of its originality – among the other persons who have read this letter 

sometime ago <was> is Lady Blessington – who after having found it very interesting and caracteristic 

                                                           
124: T.G. means “relatives” or “family” (Italian, parenti). 
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of LB, and having spoken about this letter with her Bookseller (whose name I don’t remember now) 

wrote to me in order to persuade me to sold to him this letter – which I declined to do – for two 

reason[s] – firstly because I intended to publish it with some remarks of mine about L Byron next year, 

and 2
dly

 because I was not then sure that such a letter could do honour to the memory of L
d
 Byron. 

Now you ask me this letter dear M:
r
 Murray – and I must confess that I don’t know in this moment 

what I am possibly to answer you – But I think I shan’t have courage to deny it to you – certainly if I 

must give this letter to any body it is to you. = I send this original letter to you now but only in order 

you can read it; after you have read it we will speak about its publication. / Forgive this letter written in 

greatest body suffering – and believe me the most sincerely and entirely yours ob: and af:
te
 F T Gui: G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli, undated note to John Murray: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: Murray] 

The letters to read I will send you to-morrow together with the remarks on the Song .. 

 
Teresa Guiccioli, undated letter to John Murray: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: J. Murray] 

 

Friday Morning / My dear Mr: Murray – The Song Could love for ever was written in a moment of 

great moral and bodily suffering – When he (Lrd Byron) wanted to take the Resolution to leave Italy. 

This step which he thought his duty to take costed him the greatest sacrifice of feelings – and he wrote 

such verses (as occasionally he did in different circumstances) not for publication but only for 

relieving his mind – and give himself the strength he wanted – but which he could not find – though on 

the very day and hour in which they were written he was under the influence of a periodical fever – a 

circumstance<s> which may sufficiently explain the indifference of such a composition which he 

esteemed so unworthy of being published that he threw it <to> among the other useless papers in a 

corner of his room – where having being founded by chance and finally <found> it given <was> 

<through> to the public – is also now inserted among his poetry though it is. –––––––––––– / That is 

every thing I know about the Song; you may <put> <to> make use of this note or, no as you like and  

think better. If you could call upon me to-morrow morning at the usual hour – and it was not too late 

for the pubblication I should prefer to read with you the letter <about> to M
r
: Southey – and to talk 

about what is best to do – if you cannot come to-morrow and wish to see it this evening pray send me a 

line – and I will send it to you. The <ha> bill is also here at your disposition – and I prefer to put it in 

your hands than to inclose in this letter. / Good evening my dear Mr: Murray and pray believe me 

always very sincerely / your’s ob:
d
 and Af:

te
 Friend / T Guiccioli G 

 

John Murray to Teresa Guiccioli, October 25th 1832: 
(Source: text from Borgese, p.379) 

 

My dear Countess, no sooner had I received your letter than I went to see Mr Evans,
125

 a bookseller 

and auctioneer of large libraries and valuable manuscripts. Last year he was responsible for the sale of 

the autograph manuscript of the Waverley Novels, and a few months later of Lord Byron’s manuscript 

of The Curse of Minerva. He told me he believes that the manuscripts of Byron in your possession, of 

which, as you know, I have had an inventory made, are valuable, and could realise a good price if 

auctioned at a favourable moment, which will however not present itself before the opening of 

Parliament next February, when everyone returns to London, so that the best thing you could do would 

be to deposit the manuscripts in a safe place, in the event of your not remaining in England until the 

end of that period. If you prefer, he would try to provide you with information about any private 

manuscript collector who would be able to purchase directly; in the meantime I should be very happy 

to assist, according to your wishes in such an important matter.
126

 

                                                           
125: R.H.Evans of 93 Pall Mall had handled the 1816 and 1827 sales of B.’s books. 

126: Translated from <<Mia cara contessa, appena ricevetti la vostra lettera mi recai dal Signor Evans libraio e 

venditore all’asta di grandi biblioteche e di pregevoli manoscritti. Egli ha venduto l’anno scorso in tal modo il 

manoscritto autografico dei Waverley Novels e pochi mesi or sono anche il manoscritto di Lord Byron <<Curse of 

Minerva>>. Egli mi ha detto di credere che i manoscritti di Byron da voi posseduti e dei quali, come sapete, ho 

fatto l’inventario siano pregevoli e che potrebbero realizzare un buon prezzo se venduti all’asta al momento 

favorevole, che peraltro non potrà presentarsi prima dell’apertura del Parlamento nel prossimo febbraio, quando 

tutti tornano a Londra, perciò la miglior cosa che possiate fare sarebbe deporre i manoscritti in luogo sicuro, 

qualora non rimaniate in Inghilterra fino a quell’epoca. Se preferite potrei provare ad informarmi di quanto 
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Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, October 26th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: Murray Albemarle Street] 

 

Thursday evening Oct. 26. 1832 / Dear Mr: Murray / every thing you have done for me today is so 

very kind, and good that I cannot find words to express you my gratitude – but you must be sure that I 

feel it deeply! = I think the plan you propose to me for selling the MSS the best of all – – if I have any 

objection against to sold them by auction it is the fear that they may fall in some unworthy hand or that 

they may be separated – – but about all that I will talk with you the first time I shall have the pleasure 

to see you again. = For the first time since I have those MSS in my possession I have this evening 

confronted them with the published poems – and I have found many variations very interesting and 

also (and that particularly in D Juan) many octaves not yet printed: which I will show to you. = / Good 

evening dear M
r
: Murray, and with my best thanks, and wishes believe me always / very sincerely / 

your most obliged fr / T Guiccioli G 

 

John Murray to Teresa Guiccioli, November 9th 1832: 
(Source: text from Borgese, p.363) 

 

Believe me, what you intend to write would be no use at all to you, because it will not be possible to 

find you a space, whereas in the Byron volume next due for publication, in which the whole quarrel 

between him and Southey is told in notes and appendices, the omission of this important letter would 

greatly diminish the effect of Byron’s side of the argument. I make this request in writing to show that 

I am not asking for something I would not like any of your friends to get to know …
127

 

 

John Murray to Teresa Guiccioli, November (??) 1832 
(Source: text from Borgese, p.379) 

 

My dear Countess Guiccioli, I have seen Mr Evans again and we spoke of the probable outcome of the 

sale of the manuscripts; he says he believes that the spring would be the best season. The percentage 

taken by the auctioneer in these sales is 5%; he advises a sale of the entire collection, without 

restrictions, should you decide to put them up for auction. I came to tell you all this in order to secure 

the two Cantos. Wishing you a pleasant trip to Paris and a quick return to England …
128

 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: Murray / Albemarle Street.] 

 

Dec 1832 / Tuesday evening / Dear Mr: Murray – I did not answer before now the kind note with 

which you accompanied to me the twelwth vol. of L
d
 Byron’s works – being every day – and at every 

moment in the hope to see you. = But as your business <may/>could deprive me of this pleasure for a 

longer time – I will not postpone to make my duty – thanking you for your kind note – and for the 

book – where I have not found a single expression which is not of perfect satisfaction to me. / I am at 

last decided to go to Newstead Abbey on Thursday next – or at latest on Saturday. Can you favour me 

with some introduction there? I have one which I should prefere not to present – and I will say you 

with the reason by voice. = / Believe me always dear M
r
: Murray / very sincerely / Yours aff

ly
 T. 

Guiccioli G 

                                                                                                                                                                      
sarebbe disposto a pagare qualche privato collezionista di manoscritti per acquisto diretto, intanto sarei felicissimo 

di assecondare quali siasi altro vostro desiderio circa questa importante faccenda>>. (Borgese, p.379). 

127: Translated from <<Credetemi, non vi potrebbe essere di nessuna utilità per qualunque cosa aveste intenzione 

di scrivere perchè non sarebbe possibile trovarvi un collegamento, mentre nel volume di Byron di prossima 

pubblicazione, nel quale l’intera polemica fra lui e Southey è narrata in note e appendici, l’omissione di questa 

importante lettera diminuirebbe molto l’effetto in favore di Byron. Vi faccio questa richiesta per iscritto, per 

dimostrare che non vi chiedo cosa che vi dispiacerebbe che qualche vostro amico venisse a sapere ….>> (Borgese, 

p.363). 

128: Translated from <<Mia cara contessa Guiccioli. Ho di nuovo visto il Signor Evans e abbiamo parlato circa il 

probabile risultato della vendita dei manoscritti; egli dice di credere che la primavera sarebbe la stagione più 

favorevole. La percentuale dell’asta di quelli venduti è del 5%; egli consiglia una vendita completa senza 

restrizioni quando vi decideste a metterli all’asta. Ero venuto per dirvi tutto ciò e per mettere al sicuro i due Canti. 

Augurandovi una piacevole gita a Parigi e un prossimo ritorno in Inghilterra … (Borgese, p.379). 
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Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 10th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
. Murray] 

 

Dec. 10 1832 / Dear M
r
: Murray – I shall be very glad to see you this evening – at any hour you like 

best – as I do[n’t ] go out – and extremely gratified I will be to make the acquaintance of Mrs Murray – 

and your daughters. – In the hope [to] see you this evening – I [am] dear M
r
: Murray / Yours sincerely 

/ T Guic: G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 10th 1832 (“Sunday evening”): 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: J: Murray / Albemarle Street / 50 Albemarle Street] 

 

1832 / Dec
ber

 10 = Sunday evening / My dear Mr: Murray – I am just returned from my journey – and 

as I found on my table a kind letter from you – written some days ago, I cannot go to take my rest 

without answering you before ––––––––––––. / I cannot express you how much gratified I have been 

with Colonel Wildman[’s] reception, and with all the kind attentions he has bestowed upon me. = He is 

a very amiable – and gallant man – and I cannot express how extremely glad I have been to see this 

interesting spot in the hands of a person who is so very sincerely attached to the memory of L
d
 Byron. 

In all the improvements he has done and is doing to the building (which are considerable and of a very 

refined taste) he seems rather to consult the intentions and wishes of the last possessor of the Abbey 

than his own –. <His> = The arms of LByron, his likeness, his very name engraved in a beech-tree – 

together with that of his Sister are shown by the Col
nel

 to the visitors of the Abbey with a kind of 

religious feeling which you may imagine what sincere though melancholy pleasure has given to me! 

D
r
: Pigot as soon as he knew of my being in Nottingham wrote to me wishing to pay me a visit – and I 

found in him a very excellent – and amiable person. I did not go to Southwell – but I sent to Miss Pigot 

your letter through the means of her brother. = My excursion has afforded to me a great deal of 

pleasure. I have visted many Seats, and through Oxford where I have spent two days[.] I am arrived 

here just now. / Many thanks for the proofs you have sent to me with the corrections; they are perfect 

and I can’t express you my dear M
r
: Murray all my gratitude! As soon as I am up tomorrow I will Send 

you the Cantos I have of D: Juan – to be inspected by M
r
 Lockhart – and as to the last part of your note 

I will speak about [it] with you when I shall have the pleasure of speaking to you again. / Pray excuse 

my bad English dear M
r
. Murray – and much more so as I write very tired – and head-ache in 

consequence of my journey. / Believe me very sincerely / Your ob
d
 F

d
 / T Guiccioli G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 11th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: Murray [scrawl]] 

 

Dec 11. 1832 / I will certainly comply with the wishes of the excellent Miss Pigot – whose letter to you 

is so very kind and amiable, and in the hope to see you to-morrow / I am my dear M
r
: Murray very 

sincerely Your’s very ob:
d
 S T Guic: G / Tuesday evening. / Pray – present my compliments to M

rs
 and 

Miss Murray – 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 11th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[NO COVER] 

 

Dec 11 1832 / My dear M
r
: Murray / you will permit to express you my sense of surprize – and 

disappointment when opening the sheets of proofs you have sent to me this evening I did found the 

Stanzas written for the Indian Air!
129

 = You know that the original MSS – (never published) had been 

given to me by L
d
 Byron – and I think to have mentioned to you that it was not my intention to have it 

published now. Verses not published of Lord Byron are now such a treasure for every body – but 

particularly for me that you could not be surprised if I did not offer them to you – And now if I cannot 

conceal from you my disappointment for having seen them in the proof intended for publication. In 

                                                           
129: Stanzas to an Hindoo Air is such a bad poem that tomfoolery on B.’s part has been suspected. T.G., innocent 

of this, had, it seems, not put it in the collection of manuscripts which she had shown to Mu., thus risking the 

possibility that his latest edition would be incomplete. 
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what manner did you have these verses dear M

r
: Murray? Perhaps from M

rs
 Shelley? – who can 

only have copied from my original – and not only had no right to make such a use of them but who 

was also particularly requested by me of that – when with her I complained of L=y Blessington – who 

had published a Song – she had no right to publish.
130

 = If M
rs
 Shelley or any other may produce an 

original copy of L
d
 Byron[’s] hand-writing of this Song I will soon confess myself in the wrong – but 

if the person who has given you these stanzas has them only in other hand-writing I hope dear M
r
: 

Murray that you will not deprive me of this dear property – who is almost the only one which remains 

to me now having all the other unpublished verses being stolen from my hands in the same indelicate 

manner. My intention is to have them published for the first time in music together with a favourite air 

in which I used to sing these Stanzas to him in Genoa. 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 13th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[Mr: Murray] 

 

Wednesday evening / 1832 Dec 13 / Dear M
r
: Murray – my intention as I told you it was to publish the 

song together with the music &c. – – but it seems that you don’t agree with me in this idea – – then 

make what you like – what your interest advise[s] you to do. For me I shall have in that a new lesson 

about friendship &c – which will make me more prudent for the future. –––– and pray no more about 

this disagreable subject! I return to you all your original MSS – The dedication to Southey I have too 

in the original Manuscript as you have.
131

 = / I should wish very much to be able to pay a visit to M
rs
: 

Murray to-morrow – but I am afraid some business concerning my near departure will detain me all 

day at home. / But if I possibly can I will call upon M
rs
. Murray between two and three o’clock. = / Till 

then – and always believe me dear Mr: Murray yours Aff
ly

 T Gui: G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, Tuesday December 14th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: J. Murray / scrawl] 

 

Dear M
r
: Murray – I enclose you here the lock of hair which Miss Pigot is so amiable to wish for. I 

have written my name upon the paper which infolds it – as she wished me to do. I would have add to 

my name all the expression of estime, and affection which her gentle – and very noble heart has 

inspired me with, and would have expressed to her my sincere regret for ––––––––––––––– being 

obliged to leave England without having become personally acquainted with her &c but my imperfect 

English style gives me a sort of timidity which particularly prevents me from expressing my feelings to 

the persons with whom I am not particularly acquainted. Will you dear Mr: Murray be the interpreter 

of my feelings with the Amiable Miss Pigot? If you will do that I shall be very much obliged to you. / 

Pray present my compliments to M
rs
: and Miss Murray – and believe me most sincerely / Your’s ob

d
 

and Aff
te
 F T Guiccioli G / PS= In your letter to Miss Pigot pray don’t forget to ask her from my part 

the favour to present my compliments and my sincere thanks to her Brother for the amiable letter he 

has addressed to me. 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, “Friday December 14th (sic) 1832”: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[NO COVER] 

 

Friday 14 december 1832 / My dear M
r
: Murray – / Why do you say it was not kind in me to suspect 

you capable of joining in any thing which could be disagreable to me? Did I make use of any <thing> 

expression through my bad English which you could explain in such a manner? Indeed if that had been 

the case be certain that I abused my heart, and feeling most severely; unkindness is a great fault in my 

eyes – and it would be a monstrous one in me to be <have such> capable of unkindness towards you 

who have always been so very kind towards me. –––––. / Be sure dear Mr: Murray that I feel my 

conscience quite at rest and pray to assure me that you don’t believe any longer that I could be unkind 

towards you. I am quite ignorant about the person who could wish to have the Song published – 

perhaps it has not been any friend of mine – and if you accepted it you was quite right – because you 

                                                           
130: Lady Blessington had published Could Love Forever … in her Conversations of Lord Byron, first printed in 

the New Monthly Magazine, July 1832-December 1833. 

131: Mu. possessed the fair copy, T.G. the rough draft, of the Dedication to Don Juan. 
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did not know then my wishes – and intentions. = If you think that the Song may be published before 

I may make <make> the use I intend of it by some other bookseller pray do publish it yourself now. = / 

I  

called upon M
rs
: Murray to-day but I had not the pleasure to find her at home. I hope I shall be more 

fortunate an other day. / I have received a charming letter from the excellent M
r
: Pigot. / Good evening 

dear Mr: Murray and believe me very sincerely / Your’s obg
ed

 and af:
te
 Friend / T Guiccoli G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 26th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: Murray] 

 

Dec
er

 26
th

 1832 / Many thanks my dear M
r
: Murray for your amiable note. Indeed I was sorry I too for 

having missed the pleasure of find[ing] you at home to-day – – but I kept the lock of hair as a pledge to 

see you once more – as I begged M
r
: Murray your son to say to you. = As I am not sure to be in 

England next week I accept with the greatest pleasure your invitation at your family dinner. = / I am 

now going to Drury Lane – to see the Christmas Pantomime. Present my Compliments to all your 

amiable family – (as now I have the pleasure to be acquainted with all the members which composes 

it) – and believe me very sincerely my dear M
r
: Murray / Your’s Ob:

d
 and Af:

te
 F / T Guiccioli G / 

Wednesday evening 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, December 30th 1832: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[NO COVER] 

 

Dec 30. 1832 Sunday evening / My dear Mr: Murray – I was very sorry to hear that you called upon 

me this morning – when I was not able to see you, My physician will not permit me to leave my 

bedroom – nor my bed to day – and he promises me in return for this Sacrifice – and for all the 

medicines he obliges me to take to restore me to good health very soon – and perhaps to-morrow. My 

indisposition is a bad sore-throat – – but this evening I am much better than I was this morning. The 

portrait you have brought to me is made after a miniature <which> belonging to Ld B and taken a few 

weeks previous his departure for Greece. I don’t think it is a good likeness but I wish i[t] was so – 

because it is certainly very much flattered in my own opinion. / If you permit me I wish to keep it for 

some days, and then I will return it to you. / I inclose here the lock of hair only because you show me 

such a kind wish to have it; ––––– though I really am ashamed to make a present of such an unworthy 

thing. – / Pray be so kind to present my compliments to M
rs
: and Misses Murray – and believe me my 

dear Sir the most sincerely Your’s ob and aff
te
 Friend T Guic: G / The circumstances under which I 

write this note will procure me an excuse for this bad hand writing and for the innumerable faults. –––

– 

 

Teresa Guiccioli, undated letter to John Murray: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[Mr: Murray Esq] 

 

My dear Mr: Murray – I have no words to express you my gratitude for the splendid present you have 

sent me – which for his elegance and richness <of> would be worth[y] to be offered to a king! And I – 

I lack any thing to offer to you in return but my thanks and my friendship – Indeed I feel confused for 

all that dear Mr: Murray! I would add much more to that – but I have no expressions – and I wrote in a 

great hurry – so [as not] to detain your servant who waits for the answer here is an other Canto of d. 

Juan. / Tomorrow evening I shall be happy to go to hear M
rs
: Vestris

132
 in the manner you propose to 

me. My best respects to M
rs
: and Miss Murray and believe me the most sincerely / Yours obbliged and 

aff
te
 F / T Guic: G / I will certainly send you – a second lock of hair – if you can <xxxx> put any price 

to such a thing – dear M
r
: Murray 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, March 15th 1833: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[Mr Murray / Albemarle Street / London / Londra] 

 

                                                           
132: Lucia Elizabeth Vestris (1797-1856) popular actress, singer and travestie performer. 
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Ravenna 15 March 1833 / My dear M

r
: Murray / I inclose some of the drawings you desired me to 

send to you. They are slight sketches – and imperfectly <marked/>made – but the excellence of your 

artist do not require more to make after them beautiful Landscapes. In a short time I will send you two 

or three more drawings – the Campo Santo of Bologna etc. / I reached my Father[’s] House in Ravenna 

only a few days ago,
133

 after a very long journey by land, through the South of France – and a great 

part of Italy, having missed every where the Steam packets. I stopped many weeks in Genoa, and 

almost a month in Florence – and that has been the reason of my delay in writing to you which I do 

now though in the greatest anxiety and depression of mind. = A new misfortune has long been in store 

for me and my family <which> {that} I have found at my arrival in a state of the greatest confusion, 

and and [sic: page turn] distress. But never they had written to me about it in order not to distress me. 

This misfortune is the inevitable and approaching end of my younger Sister, a beautiful, highly 

endowed, and aimiable girl of thirteen years of age
134

 – who is dying of consumption. = She was to me 

the dearest of all my living Sisters – you may then imagine my dear M
r
: Murray my distress at such a 

loss! She cannot survive but a few hours – and as soon as she is dead we remove with all my family 

from Ravenna to the Country.
135

 I would write to you in a more cheerful style, but my soul is too 

oppressed by this severe blow. <So> <permit> <me> <some> <other> – You will then pity me, and 

excuse me for the dulness of this letter. I have also lost at Calais my dear little Parraquad [??]
136

 I was 

so fond of, {he} being so gentle, beautiful and aimiable. He suffered a great deal in the passage of the 

Sea – and he could not endure the cold and sharp climate of Calais. He died in the night of my arrival 

at Calais, and I am not ashamed to confess to you dear M
r
: Murray that I have been very sensible to the 

loss of such an innocent, and beautiful being, who died I am sure only because he had the misfortune 

of being loved by me. = = Pray dear M
r
: Murray pardon <me> the dulness of this letter – and be so 

good [as] to present my best remembrances to M
rs
 Murray and to all your pretty and aimiable 

daughters etc. You shall hear from me again soon. – – / My brother 
137

 writes to me his best wishes to 

you and all your family – and with the great sincerity I am my dear Sir / Your’s very Ob
d
 and Affec

te
 

friend / T Guiccioli G / Pray write to me. 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, from Ravenna, May 8th 1833: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 

Ravenna 8 May 1833 / My dear Mr: Murray / Your letter of the 12
th

: of April gave me the greatest 

pleasure. I inclose here a drawing of the Campo Santo, or Certosa of Bologna which I receive from 

Bologna this moment. It is the work of a good artist, and accurately done, I hope then it will suit the 

purpose – and it will be [ ] worthy of having a place among the beautiful Landscapes which are the 

admiration of every body here. As to the Sight of the Garden, and fountain belonging to Count 

Guiccioli’s Palace in Bologna mentioned in Vol: IV: p: 195 I am afraid not to be able to make a 

drawing of it: because this garden fountain, trees and every thing in it has been much changed, altered 

and neglected since we abandoned <it> {this place} that to take a Sight of it in the present state seems 

to the Painter an almost impossible thing – however I will write for the purpose once more, and if a 

sight may be taken you will have it. – / My dear Sister died the 20
th

 of March and I have been and am 

still sick at heart for such a loss: All my other Sisters are near to be married. The eldest was married 

the day before yesterday – the ceremony took place in the private Chapel of my family – and as her 

elder Sister I was obbliged to hand her to the Altar
138

 which has been a very painful thing for me – as 

this ceremony of the Marriage who fix the fate in life of a dear being for ever is too awful – and indeed 

something like death for me! My other two Sisters of whom the youngest is still in the Convent are to 

be married in a short time. All this events in my family – and the entreaties of my Parents
139

 to remain 

with them <until> at least until all these marriages have taken place will obblige me to <remain> give 

up my cherished plan of coming back to England next Summer. Thank you my dear M
r
: Murray for all 

the news you have given me of England – nothing can be indifferent for me when [it] has reference to 

a Country I am very fond of. = So Ada
140

 has been presented to Court? This must be an event of some 

importance in the fashionable parties of London[.] She will excite the curiosity of every body. I wish 

                                                           
133: It is not clear where Ruggero Gamba was exiled at this time. He had been released from prison in 1832. 

134: Faustina, T.G.’s youngest sister, in fact died on March 11th 1833. She was named after a previous sister who 

had died in 1819. 

135: To Filetto, the family estate south of Ravenna. 

136: The name of the pet (a dog??) can only be conjectured from the cramped name at the edge of the paper. 

137: Vincenzo, who had accompanied her to England in the previous year. He died aged thirty-one in 1835. 

138: In the absence of Ruggero, whose job it should have been. 

139: T.G. means “parenti” (=“relations”). 

140: B.’s legitimate daughter. T.G. had never met her. 
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she could find a husband according the heart of her father. Pray when you write to me tell me if she 

has success in the world, if she resembles her Father and every thing of her. Does she never see her 

good Aunt M
rs
 Leigh? Pray remember me to the last and to M

rs
: Murray – and all your amiable family. 

= M
r
: Heath

141
 will take care – and send for me by sea the continuation of L

d
: Byron[’]s Work – &c 

When</xxx> <xxx> you will have the kindness to send it to me he has frequent opportunity for Genoa 

and therefore I take the liberty to inclose here a note for this purpose – which <you> I shall be very 

obbliged to you if you will <send> <an> put in the two pence office. — — — My brother presents his 

compliments to you and your family. He will take care of Fletcher’s business
142

 and as a proof I will 

write two lines for Fletcher at the end of this paper
143

 – which you will have the kindness to send to 

him. / Pray write to me, and believe me very sincerely my dear Mr: Murray / Your’s Ob
d
: and Af

t
 S / T 

Guiccioli G 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, from Rome, January 29th 1834: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[To M
r
: John Murray / Albemarle Street / London / Londra] 

 

Rome January 29 1834 / My dear M
r
: Murray / I am very much obliged to you for the new present of 

elegant, and very interesting Books you have sent to me – and which I have only just received – though 

it was I suppose a long time since they were sent by you to M
r
: Heath the Sardinian Consul in London. 

But M
r
: Heath having been many months absent from England it was only on his going back to 

London at the end of October that he found the opportunity for sending them me. The box containing 

the Books had an adventurous journey. After a very long and boring sea voyage – and quarantines &c 

having reached Genoa in safety – it was sent by land to Milan – from Milan [it] was sent back again to 

Genoa – then from Genoa to Leghorn – and from there to Rome, where at last – but only yesterday I 

received it. Among the interesting books you have sent to me one is of an <richness> elegance – and 

magnificence which surpasses every description – This one is the the [sic: page turn] 1
st
 Vol, so 

splendidly bounded, of the beautiful Landscapes and portrait illustrations of L
d
 Byron’s life and 

Works, edited by M
r
: Brockedon. This elegant Book will form the greatest ornament of my drawing-

room table. — What shall I say now of Mr: Brockedon[’s] portrait of me? – or rather what do you 

think of it? They say here that it is not resembling – and to tell you the truth my dear M
r
: Murray I 

wish it was so – not on account of the ugliness of features <and> {which is also remarkable} but 

particularly for having this portrait an expression of vapidity – and for its being molto antipatico
144

 as 

we say in our language.
145

 But perhaps it is not the fault of the painter but of the original, and I am 

sorry for that. What is certain is that toward such a creature nobody may feel inclined to be indulgent; 

and if she has faults and errors to be pardoned for she will never be on account of her antipatia!
146

 But 

pray don’t say that to M
r
: Brockedon. = I wish you had inserted in the collection instead of his portrait 

(which was done in too great a hurry to be a good one), the engraving published in the Byron Gallery 

which you sent to me when I was in London.
147

 = At least if it was not like me – I could wish to be like 

it. Madame Mimms
148

 has given me a copy of <her> the oil portrait she made of me two years ago in 

the shape of a Magdalene – they say it is very resembling – if I found an opportunity and a good 

painter I will send you by and by a sketch of it[.] Pray write to me – and let me know if you never 

received a View of the Campo Santo of Bologna which I sent you many months ago. In this time I 

have made a tour in Germany[,] in the South of France[,] and in the part of Switzerland I had not 

visited before. In this excursion I have employed four months – very agreably. I came from Marseille 

to Leghorn by Sea – and after having spent three weeks in Florence I came here to pass the winter – 

but particularly for some business. —— Rome is full of English – but there are very few of my 

acquaintances between them. The Carnival which is to begin in three days will be very brilliant and we 

have the mildest winters possible – indeed rather a continuation of autumn. = Pray dear M
r
: Murray 

remember me to your amiable Wife – and all your pretty daughters – and to your Son. The 

remembrance of their amiability and goodness towards me will be always very alive in my heart. 

Accept also the compliments of my Brother, who has been always with me, and who enjoyes a very 

                                                           
141: T.G. probably refers to William Noel Hill, English Consul in Sardinia (Genoa had been ceded to Sardinia by 

a secret clause of the Treaty of Paris, 1814-5). Hill had been very friendly with B. in 1822-3. 

142: Perhaps a reference to the collapse of the pasta business which Fletcher had set up with Lega Zambelli. 

143: We do not have the lines: Mu. must have delivered them to Fletcher. 

144: “Most unsympathetic”. 

145: The portrait makes T.G. look dark-jowled and sour. 

146: Her “unsympathetic look”. 

147: But there are no portraits in The Byron Gallery – only illustrations to the poems. 

148: Unidentified. 
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good hea[l]th. My youngest Brother is going to be married; and he will make a very good marriage. 

/ Believe me always very sincerely – Yours very Ob
ged

 and Af:
te
 S T Guiccioli G. 

 
William Fletcher to John Cam Hobhouse, from 10 Cobourgh Place, London, June 6th 1835: 
(provisional text from Nicholson, pp.280-1) 

Fletcher entered White Cross workhouse in 1837; he is believed to have died in 1841. 
 

 10 Cobourgh Place, 

  Bayswater, 

   June 6th, 1835 
HOND. SIR, 

 I hope Sir John you will pardon me the liberty i have taken in thus addressing you But your 

very great kindness in saying that Anything you could serve me in you promised to do, I was then in 

hopes that i with the small Annuity that you Sir and Mr Hanson was so very kind to propose for me 

would have been quite sufficient with aeconomy to have served my every wish and want. But not 

wishing to remain in Idleness i was tempted to try in establishing a Maccaroni Manufactory with Lega 

Zambelli wherein we expended the greater part of our small capital by having all our machinery and 2 

men from Italy then we had many difficulteys to strive against by many famileys who thought none 

could be good but what was made in Italy but after many exertions on our parts and great sacrifices 

which we was at first obliged to make we at length succeeded in getting it established so far that had 

not Mr Thompson taken the duty off the foreign maccaroni we should have netted at least from three to 

four hundred per annum before this period but after that dreadfull blow we was compleatly ruined. My 

ever to be lamented Lord and Master very justly observed 2 days before the fatal day which deprived 

England of its greatest ’ornament and me of the best of Masters, My Lord said ‘Fletcher, one thing 

very much disturbs my mind which is that i have not provided for you which after the many ups and 

downs we have had togeather you have never forsaken me and have served me with honesty and 

fidelity and at times ive been cross with you. you well know i did not mean it but we are loseing time, 

bring me pen ink and paper. Not but I think my sister and Mr Hobhouse will take care and provide for 

you as they know it is my wish and will. I even mentioned to Hanson when he was over at Venice 

when you was obliged to be a witness that should anything happen to me that you should be provided 

for, and he told Colonel Stanhope the same the day after His Lordship was attacked by an Epelopesey 

fit that he was sorry he had not provided for me but in case His Lordship should be taken before he had 

made the provision for me he hoped the Col. would remember to state to the Honble. Mrs. Leigh and to 

you Sir John that it was is wish i should be provided for as in is old will I was mentioned for 50 pounds 

per annum which was made many years before is Death and i have had many narrow escapes both by 

sea and land since then. Now Sir John knowing the mutual friendship exisiting beween my ever to be 

lamented Lord and you could he Look Down he would Bless you if you will but place me in either a 

Door Keeper’s place at either Houses of Parliament or even Porter or any trifling thing in the India 

House . . . I hope Sir John you will not refuse or it will be fatal to me. My poor afflicted Lord when he 

found he could not write said  ‘Well there is no way of making sure for you than by taking the box of 

dollars.’ I replied, ‘No, My Lord, not one single Dollar i would starve first.’ 

 I remain, Sir John, your obedient servant 
  W. FLETCHER. 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray, from Paris, 27th December 1835: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

[M
r
: J: Murray / 50 Albemarle Street / Piccadilly] 

 

My dear M
r
: Murray / Only a few moments before my departure from London – and coming back from 

a dinner party which I could not help to accept at M
r
. Trelawny[’s] Mother[??’s??] Country House – I 

received your kind note – and your gift of a pencil of the most exquisite work and elegant taste. It was 

then too late to write to you – and I promised myself to do it as soon as I reached Paris. By an 

opportunity which is offered to me by a friend of mine coming back to London I send you this letter – 

with my best thanks for your beautiful gift. I wish I could trace with such a pencil ideas worth of its 

beauty! My journey has been fortunate – as I did not suffer from Sea-Sickness, nor from other 

accidents or disappointments, but from those which are inevitable – and to which I was prepared – cold 

– want of comfort - &c &c. I was also fortunate enough to find here my appartment fixed – and pretty 

– at the Grand Hotel du Gelder – n
o
 9 Rue du Gelder – where probably I shall remain till spring – and 

where I hope to receive your news &c. The cold here is extreme – and I am afraid you have not a 

milder season a this moment – if I must believe the reports in the newspapers. The gay and brilliant 
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season is here to be opened with the new year – which I wish may be the bearer to you and to all 

your interesting family of every happiness! &c. I send to you a copy of a tragedy by my son in law the 

young Count Guiccioli
149

 of which has been taken only a few copies here for his friends – the 

pubblication being not permitted in Italy as you may imagine. I am ashamed to send the book non 

binded – but I could find no body here who would bind it in this days, being the annoying moment of 

the étiennes,
150

 — — you will then excuse me – There is a genius in the work – and being a first essay 

in the Literary career is quite admirable. = Pray make my compliments to M
rs
 Murray – and your 

daughters = and Son – and believe me the most sincerely / and for ever – my dear Mr: Murray / Yours 

very ob
ed

 and Affec
te
 friend / T = Guiccioli Gamba 

 

Paris / 27 Dec:
ber

 1835 / Grand Hotel du Gelder / N
o
 9 rue du Gelder 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray III, in French, from Paris, January 1858: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 

Mon adresse à Paris     Paris ce 2 Janvr 1858 

est = M=
rse

 de Boissy 

98 rue S
t
. Lazare. 

 

 Mon cher Monsieur Murray 

 

 Quelques instants seulement avant de quitter Londres j’ai reçu les livres que vous avez eu la bonté 

de m’envoyer, et c’est à cause de cela que je n’ai pu vous en accuser réception – et vous en exprimer 

ma reconnaissance. Veuillez donc agréer aujourd’hui mes remerciements bien sincères pour toute la 

peine que vous vous êtes donnée pour moi – ainsi que pour les beaux livres – et pour les gravures dont 

vous m’avez fait don. = 

 Malgré la répugnance que j’avais toujours éprouvée pour prendre connaissance de l’ouvrage de M
r
: 

Hunt je me suis imposée la pénible tâche – de le parcourir, mais quoique préparée aucune expression 

ne saurait rendre le dégoût qu’il m’a inspiré. Me rappellant ce que Lord Byron m’a dit de M
r
 Hunt, et 

ayant été témoin de tout ce que Ld Byron a fait de bon et de généreux pour M
r
: Hunt et sa famille à 

Pise et à Gênes – sans y être entrainé par aucune sympathie – par aucun devoir – et au contraire ayant 

la conscience d’agir contre ses propres intérêts – contre l’avis de ses meilleurs amis – et uniquement 

par simple et généreuse humanité – je regarde un pareil livre comme l’expression extrême de la 

perversité humaine – et son Auteur comme plus coupable que le malheureux qui demande la bourse ou 

la vie à ceux qui peuvent encore le défendre. Car en calomniant ainsi son Bienfaiteur avec la 

conscience de mentir – en essayant ainsi de flétrir sa mémoire, et de le faire détéster pour venger son 

amour proprepropre [sic] – et meme et peut-être principalement pour le sentiment malveillant que une 

grande supériorité comme celle de Lord Byron devait avoir excité dans son âme – il a dû certainement 

compter sur le silence du tombeau pour jouir de l’impunité – et peut-être aussi des profits d’une oeuvre 

de scandale. = 

 Tout est hostilité – calomnie – mensonge dans ce livre depuis le Portrait de L
d
 Byron qui a l’air 

d’un niais plutôt que d’un être si sublime de beauté et de Genie, jusqu’au fac simile qui semble choisi 

pour faire supporter qu’il travaillait avec peine – – depuis mes prétendues conversations et confidences 

a lui M
r
. Hunt (totalement impossibles et imaginaires) et l’exposé des plus simples faits dénaturés par 

des circonstances omises – ajoutées – ou alterées – jusqu’a la plus minutieuse appréciation morale – 

intellectuelle et même physique de L
d
 Byron – et puis ses réticences (que je n’ai pas de<mots> mots 

pour qualifier) et par lesquelles il voudrait se donner des allures généreuses – et puis les flatteries pour 

des hommes et des auteurs vivants dont il voudrait gagner ainsi le silence et la faveur pour bien jouir 

de sa vengeance – tout – tout est là mensonge – et perfidie. Il n’y a qu’une seule vérité dans ce livre 

pétri de fiel – et elle est involontaire – c’est le Portrait même de l’auteur – qu’au dire d’un grand 

Phrenologue (qui se fera bientôt connaître à l’Angleterre et au Monde) suffit tout sens a expliquer tout 

le reste. Le préface de sa seconde Edition surtout est absolument de la vengeance – et de la haine 

concentrée, au sens qu’elle est excitée encore d’avantage par le mal, qu’il a fait, sans profit pour lui-

même – et par l’importunité du remord. Mais cette haine en allant jusqu’à la fureur, en transformant en 

Vices les qualités et les Vertus les moins contestables de L
d
 Byron, en signalant avec une animosité 

implacable le moindre point vulnérable de ce grand caractère – en accusant d’avarice – d’insensibilité 

de coeur – de sensualité – d’efféminatesse – fausseté, et d’une foule d’autres Vices et défauts, un 

                                                           
149: Ippolito, Alessandro’s eldest son. 

150: The “feast of Stephen”, immediately after Christmas. 
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homme d’une générosité proverbiale – d’une sensibilité qui a fait l’intérêt – le bonheur et le 

tourment – de toute sa vie – celui qui à la fleur de l’age – de la beauté de la force – en possession de 

tous les avantages de la fortune et de la naissance – au lieux de jouir de la vie comme la jeunesse de 

son pays – a préferé vivre des années de privations – de retraite – d’abstinence et d’étude – celui qui 

avait une horreur absolu et presque exageré de tout ce qui n’est pas verité et franchise – cette haine de 

M
r
: Hunt en arrivant a un tel excès a heureusement atteint l’absurdité – et a manqué son but. Et puis 

pour affirmer tout cela ne pouvant pas s’appuyer sur de faits qui eussent prouvé tout le contraire il s’est 

appuyé sur un système qui peut transformer un Ange en démon – et un Saint en Scélérat – celui 

d’expliquer les paroles et les actions de L
d
 Byron depuis les plus belles et les plus nobles jusqu’au plus 

indifférentes par les motifs at des intentions puisées dans le coeur d’un Méchant, dans le coeur de M
r
: 

Hunt, qui ne peut pas comprendre qu’une belle et bonne action ait une autre source qu’un mauvais 

sentiment. L’Angleterre a donc accueilli son livre comme il le méritait. C’est une grande consolation – 

et M
r
: Hunt a trouvé (il faut l’éspérer) dans cet accueil qui honore l’Angleterre (a quelques exceptions 

près cependant car la calomnie ne passe jamais sans laisser quelque trace). Le contraire plutôt, a eu lieu 

a l’étranger, et surtout en France où la plupart des Biographies et des appréciations du caractère de L
d
 

Byron par un ensemble de légèretés et de manque d’étude sont surprisées par des livres hostiles – et 

c’est ainsi qu’on se forme une opinion de lui – et qu’on arrive a provoquer les généreuses souscriptions 

de L=
d
=B – dont vous m’avez donné la preuve. C’est pour cela que de silence trop absolu des Amis de 

L
d
 Byron et de Lord Broughton en particulier m’a toujours fait et me fait de la peine – car pour 

beaucoup de monde lorsque les paroles des ennemis et des Méchants accusent le silence des Amis des 

condamnés, sans dire que ceux-là comptent sur ce stoïcisme du Silence – et deviennt plus hardis. = 

 C’est vrai que presque toute la vérité sur L
d
 Byron se trouve en Moore mais elle s’y trouve plutôt 

en germe – a l’état latent pour ainsi dire et mélangée comme l’or dans la mine – de sorte que le lecteur 

qui a toujours aujourd’hui défaut de temps – ayant besoin de lire beaucoup, et de faire un travail pour 

trouver la vérité il ne le fait pas. = 

 Il a manqué a Moore une position sociale plus en harmonie avec ses goûts – plus indépendante – 

peut-être même un peu plus de générosité dans le caractère pour dire franchement – courageusement ce 

qu’il pensait – pour s’éxprimer comme il faut afin d’apporter la conviction dans ses lecteurs. Je 

présume aussi que la part qu’il avait eu (active ou passive) dans la destruction des mémoires de L
d
 

Byron a dû toujours peser sur sa conscience, car il devait compte au monde de ce dépôt – mais le sujet 

est trop pénible pour que je puisse m’y arrêter. Enfin comme le dernier mot sur L
d
. Byron (non pas 

comme Poète mais comme homme moral et social) est encore loin d’être dit – j’ai toujours esperé et 

toujours j’espere qu’il le sera un jour par Lord Broughton. Personne plus que lui n’a vécu longuement 

et intimement avec Lord Byron. C’est avec Lord Broughton qu’il a toujours voyagé – parlé – agi – 

observé – Lord Broughton a été associé à tous les amusements de sa jeunesse – à tous les actes 

importants de sa vie – à toute sa carrière littéraire – à toutes les injustices dont il a été Victime et enfin 

[–] pendant les absences [–] il a eu une correspondence qui a traversé toute la Courte vie de L
d
: Byron 

jusqu’à sa dernière heure. Qui donc plus que Lord Broughton pour le quel il avait une si grande amitié 

pourrait montrer au monde le L:
d
 Byron véritable avec si peu de défauts et tant de vertu? Lord 

Broughton ne manquera pas j’en suis persuadée à ce devoir faire – et il n’oubliera pas que la postérité 

qui le lui demande comme une dette d’honneur a payer réserve autant de gloire à l’ami de Lord Byron 

que à l’homme d’état – et à l’écrivain illustre. C’est bien tout cela que j’aurais voulu lui dire de vive 

voix pour pouvoir dire beaucoup plus et entendre ses réponses – mais j’ai dû quitter l’Angleterre sans 

avoir eu ce bonheur. Vous Monsieur qui le voyez – vous devrez bien le pousser à cela – et en le faisant 

Vous auriez encore la satisfaction de penser que toute justice et honneur rendu a la mémoire de L
d
 

Byron doit être un accomplissement des voeux de Votre excellent Père. Quant à ce qui est en mon 

pouvoir de faire à ce fin-là dans la mesure de mes forces, j’espère qu’il sera fait après ma mort comme 

Vous pouvez bien le penser – et quelque en puisse être la conséquence pour ma mémoire peu importe – 

pourvu que tous les documents et lettres qui peuvent mettre dans leur vrai jour le coeur si grand et si 

bon de L
d
 Byron ne soyent pas perdus – 

 Veuillez m’excuser cette longue lettre – le sujet m’a entraînée et j’ai besoin de penser à tout 

l’interêt que vous portez a la mémoire de L
d
 Byron pour compter sur votre indulgence. 

 Je pars bientôt pour l’Italie – si vous pouvez trouver quelques de mes livres sur L
d
 Byron qui me 

manquent Vous m’obligeriez beaucoup me le faisant à vous par le moyen de M
r
. Galignani – Je serai 

heureuse de pouvoir vous être bonne a quelque chose ici – et je V: prie de écrire. A[vec] toute mon 

éstime et reconnaissance = Marquise T de Boissy  

 

Translation: 
 

My address at Paris is Marquise de Boissy, 98 rue St Lazare 
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Paris January 2nd 1858 

 
 My dear Mr Murray 

 

 Just a short time before leaving London I received the books which you had had the goodness to 

send me, and it was because of that circumstance that I was unable to acknowledge receiving them, 

and to express my gratitude. Please therefore accept my most sincere thanks today for all the trouble 

you have been to on my behalf – also for the fine books, and for the engravings of which you have 

made me a gift. 

 Despite the repugnance which I have always felt about making myself acquainted with Mr Hunt’s 

work,
151

 I took upon myself the irksome task of casting my eye over it; but even though I was 

prepared, no words can express the disgust which it inspired in me. Recalling what Lord Byron had 

told me about Mr Hunt, and having witnessed everything good and generous which Lord Byron had 

done for Mr Hunt and his family at Pisa and Genoa, without being constrained to it by any sympathy, 

by any duty, and knowing on the contrary that he was acting against his own interests – against the 

counsel of his best friends – acting merely from simple and generous humanity – I regard such a book 

as the extreme expression of human perversity, and its author as more guilty than the wretch who 

demands their money or their lives from those who are still in a position to protect him. For in thus 

libelling his benefactor, in thus speaking falsehoods of him knowingly, in trying thus to cast slurs on 

his memory, to make him detested, in order to avenge his own self-esteem – and even, perhaps, first 

and foremost, from the spiteful feeling which such a superior being as Lord Byron must have aroused 

in his spirit – he must certainly have been counting on the silence of the tomb to enjoy impunity, and 

also, perhaps, on the profits accruing from a book of scandal. 

 This book contains nothing but hostility, calumny and lies: from the portrait of Lord Byron, which 

gives him the air of a simpleton rather than of a being so sublime in beauty and genius – to the 

facsimile, seemingly chosen to show that he wrote with difficulty;
152

 from my own pretended 

conversations and confidences with him, Mr Hunt, (conversations which are completely impossible 

and imaginary);
153

 and the report of the simplest facts, falsified by omission, addition, or alteration of 

the circumstances; to the minutest descriptions of Lord Byron, moral, intellectual, and even physical; 

and then to Mr Hunt’s discreet silences (which I lack words to describe) by means of which he tries to 

give himself airs of magnanimity; and then to his flattery of living men and authors, from which he 

would thus like to earn silence and gratitude, in order to enjoy his revenge the more: everything – 

everything in it is falsehood and treachery. There is only one truthful thing in this gall-filled book, and 

that is an unconscious one – it is the portrait of the author himself, which is the opinion of a great 

Phrenologist (who will soon make himself known to England and to the world); and this suffices 

completely to explain all the rest. The preface to his second edition, above all, is nothing but hatred 

and vengeance, in the sense that it is motivated still more by evil, written without profit to himself, and 

by ignoring the promptings of shame. 
154

 But this furious hatred, by transforming into vices the most 

undisputed of Lord Byron’s qualities and virtues, in pin-pointing, with implacable animosity, the least 

of that great character’s weakest point, accusing him of avarice, of heartless insensibility, of sensuality, 

of effeminacy, falsehood, and a host of other vices and faults; all this about a man whose generosity 

                                                           
151: Lord Byron and some of his Contemporaries, published thirty years previously in 1828. Mary Shelley had 

warned T.G. not to read it. Leigh Hunt died in the following year, 1859. 

152: Opposite page 1 in Hunt’s book are three facsimiles, reproducing the hands of B., Sh., and Keats. That of 

B.’s hand reproduces his corrections to lines 309-12 of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, which, being over 

and between lines of print, looks messier than the other two. 

153: There are very few reported conversations between Hunt and T.G. in the book. The following, however, 

shows what she objects to: “The worst thing she [T.G.] did (and which showed to every body else, though not to 

herself, that she entertained no real love for Lord Byron) was to indulge in vehement complaints of him to his 

acquaintances. The first time she did so to me, I shocked her so excessively with endeavouring to pay a 

compliment to her understanding, and leading her into a more generous policy, that she never made me her 

confidant again. ‘No wonder,’ she said, ‘that my Lord was so bad, when he had friends who could talk so 

shockingly’.” (Hunt pp.43-4). 

154: Hunt’s preface to his second edition (also 1828) makes more open the attack on B. which the first edition 

understates. For example, he writes of a Quarterly reviewer, “… it is curious to see, in his review of the present 

work, what a number of things, extracts from letters, &c. are brought in to tell in Lord Byron’s favour, which 

really tell against him, and furnish aggravated proofs of his little claim to be esteemed” (Hunt, 2nd edn, I xxii). 

Later he writes of Shelley, “Lord Byron himself he spoke of as a man the most disagreeable to have anything to do 

with, and one whose connexion he would have given up for ever, had he not thought it might turn to my 

advantage, and perhaps to the noble Lord’s in consequence” (ibid xxviii). He concludes, “Had Lord Byron been 

sincere, he would have saved a great many people, and himself, a world of wretchedness” (ibid xxviii-xxix). 
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was proverbial, whose sensitivity brought him interest, happiness and pain, throughout his life; who, 

in the prime of his beauty and strength, possessed all the advantages of wealth and birth, but who had, 

instead of enjoying life, as the youth of his country did, preferred to live for years in privation, retreat, 

abstinence and study; he who had an absolute, almost exaggerated horror of all which was not truth 

and candour; this hatred of Mr Hunt, in becoming so excessive, has fortunately turned into absurdity, 

and missed its target. And then, in asserting this without reference to facts, which would prove the 

complete contrary, he supported himself by a system able to transform an angel into a devil, and a saint 

into a scoundrel: he explains Lord Byron’s words and actions, from the most beautiful and noble to the 

most indifferent, by motives and intentions drawn from the heart of spiteful man, from the heart of Mr 

Hunt, who can only interpret good and beautiful deeds as motivated by evil sentiments. So England 

gave his book the welcome it deserved. This is a great consolation; and Mr Hunt (it is to be hoped) has 

found in that welcome, which honours England (with some exceptions, however, for slander can never 

pass without leaving some trace). The opposite, however, happened abroad, and especially in France, 

where most biographies and appreciations of Lord Byron’s character, made up of a host of trivialities 

and careless research, are surprised by hostile books; this is how opinions of Lord Byron are formed, 

and how generous assessments of him are inspired – as you have proved to me. It is for this reason that 

the over-peremptory silence of the friends of Lord Byron, and especially of Lord Broughton, has given, 

and continues to give me, pain – because for many people, when the words of the enemies and spiteful 

people are met by the silence of the friends of those condemned, the former obviously rely on this 

stoical silence, and are emboldened by it. 

 It is correct to say that nearly all the truth about Lord Byron is to be found in Moore, but it is to be 

found there germinally – in a latent state, so to speak, and mixed-up as gold is in a mine – so that the 

reader, who is always short of time these days, needing to read much, and to do much work to find out 

the truth, does not do so. 

 Moore lacked a social position in harmony with his tastes – he needed to be more independent – 

perhaps even to have a little generosity in his character, so as to speak his thoughts frankly and 

bravely, to express himself in the way he needed in order to bring conviction to his readers. I presume, 

too, that the part he played (whether active or passive), in the destruction of Lord Byron’s memoirs, 

must always have weighed on his conscience, for he was answerable to the world for this trust – but 

the subject is too painful for me to dwell upon. 

 So, as the last word on Byron (not as a poet but as a moral and social being) is still far from having 

been pronounced, I have never ceased to hope and always will hope that it will be one day, by Lord 

Broughton.
155

 No-one lived so long and so intimately with Lord Byron as he. It was with Lord 

Broughton that he always travelled – spoke – acted – observed – Lord Broughton was associated with 

all the amusements of his youth – with all the important deeds of his life – with his entire literary 

career – with all the injustices of which he was victim, and finally, during their absences from one 

another, had a correspondence with him which covered all of Lord Byron’s short life, right up to his 

last hour. Who then more than Lord Broughton, with whom he had such a great friendship, could show 

to the world the real Lord Byron, with so few faults, and so much virtue? Lord Broughton will never, I 

am sure of it, neglect this duty – and he will never forget that posterity, which asks this from him as a 

debt of honour, will bestow as much glory on the friend of Byron as on the statesman, and the 

illustrious writer. This, indeed, is what I should have wished to tell him personally, in order to say 

much more, and to listen to his answers – but I had to leave England without having had that good 

fortune.
156

 You, Sir, who do see him, could urge him in this direction – and in doing so you would also 

have the satisfaction of thinking that all the justice and honour rendered thus to Lord Byron’s memory 

would represent a fulfilment of the wishes of your excellent father. As for that which is in my own 

power to undertake towards this end, within the limits of my own strength, I hope it will be done after 

my death, as you can well imagine, and whatever the consequences may be for my own memory, it 

matters little – provided that all the documents and letters, which can throw the full light of day on 

Lord Byron’s heart, so great and good, are not lost. 

 Please excuse this long letter – the subject has carried me away, and I need to think of all the 

interest which you have in the memory of Lord Byron in order to rely on your understanding. 

                                                           
155: That is, John Cam Hobhouse. 

156: H. had published two recent books: Travels in Albania and other Provinces of Turkey in 1809 and 1810 

(1855) and Italy: Remarks made in several visits from the year 1816 to 1854 (1859). Teresa possessed them; but 

neither had revealed anything new about B. 
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 I depart soon for Italy – if you are able to find any books about Lord Byron which I do not have, 

you would oblige me greatly by charging me for them via M. Galignani – I shall be happy to be of any 

use to you within my power here, and I beg you to write to me.
157

 With all my respect and gratitude 

 The Marquise T. de Boissy 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray III, in French, from Paris, June 21st 1859: 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 

 mon adresse a Paris     Paris ce 21 Juin 1859 

 est – Marquise de Boissy 

 98 rue St. Lazare. 

 

 Mon cher Monsieur Murray 

 Il y a déjà bien longtemps que j’aurai du vous remercier de deux Volumes que par le moyen de 

Mme V. Galignani vous avez eu la bonté de me faire avoir. Mais ayant etée souvent a la veille de me 

rendre en Angleterre j’ai cru pouvoir de Vivre Voix Vous faire ces remerciements que je vous prie 

d’agréer bien que retardés. 

 Et maintenant me trouverez-vous trop importune et trop hardie si, comptant sur votre obbligeance, 

je viens encore Vous demander une faveur. Cette faveur serait de Vouloir me donner deux mots de 

recommendation pour M: le Viscomte de Freissinct, auteur d’un petit livre très spirituel – pour un 

Editeur quelconques de Bruxelles ou il voudrait en faire faire un edition pour les Chemins de fer. Ce 

petit livre dont je vous ai parlé l’année passée est intitulé les Pensées grises – et il a eu beaucoup de 

succes a Paris – mais des nuances un peu trop legitimes l’ont fait exclure de la bibliothèque des 

chemins de fer de France. Un petit mot de Vous faciliterait a M
r
: le Viscomte de Freissinct les rapports 

avec Bruxelles, et s’il vous est possible de m’accorder cette faveur je vous en serai très reconnaissante. 

Mais cependant si cela pouvait vous gener minimement, refusez-le moi bien franchement et ma 

reconnaissance Vous sera encore acquise par la bonne volonté que Vous auriez eu de <ma> rendre ce 

service a un de mes amis. 

 Si Vous m’obbligez d’une prompte reponse attendue que M
r
: le V:

te
 de Freissinct Voudrait se 

rendre a Bruxelles bientôt. Je vous prie en même temps de me dire s’il vous est parvenue une très-

longue lettre que je V: ai adresée a mon retour a Paris l’année passée – et que je regretterai beaucoup si 

elle est egarée. Agréez M:
r
 l’espression de ma reconnaissance / Marquise T. de Boissy 

 

Translation: My address in Paris is – Marquise de Boissy 98 rue St Lazare / Paris June 21st 1859 

 

My dear Mr Murray / It has been a long time since I should have thanked you for the two volumes 

which, via Mme. V. Galignani, you had the goodness to send me. But having often been on the brink 

of coming to England, I have thought that I should soon be able to give you those thanks personally, 

with which I now belatedly present you. 

 And now will you think me too importunate and too bold, if, counting on your good nature, I come 

again to ask you a favour? This favour is, please are you able to give me a couple of words of 

recommendation for M. le Viscomte de Freissinct, author of a small, very spiritual book, to any 

publisher in Brussels, where he would like to have an edition printed for the French national railways? 

This little book, about which I spoke to you last year, is entitled Grey Thoughts – and it has been a 

great success in Paris – but certain over-legitimate touches have caused it to be excluded from the 

library of the French national railways. One small word from you would give M. le Viscomte de 

Freissinct an easy contact in Brussels, and if it is possible for you to do me this favour I shall be most 

grateful. However, if this is even a slight bother to you, refuse me frankly, and my thanks will still be 

yours for the good will with which you would have rendered this service to one of my friends. 

 If you oblige me with a quick answer, M. le Viscomte de Freissinct would like to go to Brussels 

soon. I beg you at the same time to tell me if you received a very long letter which I wrote to you from 

Paris last year, which, if it has gone astray, I should regret very much. Accept, Sir, this expression of 

my gratitude / Marquise T. de Boissy 

 

Teresa Guiccioli to John Murray III, June 21st 1859: 
Teresa’s last letter to 50, Albemarle Street. She died in 1873. 
(Source: text from John Murray Archive, 50 Albemarle Street) 

 

                                                           
157: John Murray III did not answer this letter: see next item. 
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 mon adresse a Paris     Paris ce 21 Juin 1859 

 est – Marquise de Boissy 

 98 rue St. Lazare. 

 

 Mon cher Monsieur Murray 

 Il y a déjà bien longtemps que j’aurai du vous remercier de deux Volumes que par le moyen de 

Mme V. Galignani vous avez eu la bonté de me faire avoir. Mais ayant etée souvent a la veille de me 

rendre en Angleterre j’ai cru pouvoir de Vivre Voix Vous faire ces remerciements que je vous prie 

d’agréer bien que retardés. 

 Et maintenant me trouverez-vous trop importune et trop hardie si, comptant sur votre obbligeance, 

je viens encore Vous demander une faveur. Cette faveur serait de Vouloir me donner deux mots de 

recommendation pour M: le Viscomte de Freissinct, auteur d’un petit livre très spirituel – pour un 

Editeur quelconques de Bruxelles ou il voudrait en faire faire un edition pour les Chemins de fer. Ce 

petit livre dont je vous ai parlé l’année passée est intitulé les Pensées grises – et il a eu beaucoup de 

succes a Paris – mais des nuances un peu trop legitimes l’ont fait exclure de la bibliothèque des 

chemins de fer de France. Un petit mot de Vous faciliterait a M
r
: le Viscomte de Freissinct les rapports 

avec Bruxelles, et s’il vous est possible de m’accorder cette faveur je vous en serai très reconnaissante. 

Mais cependant si cela pouvait vous gener minimement, refusez-le moi bien franchement et ma 

reconnaissance Vous sera encore acquise par la bonne volonté que Vous auriez eu de <ma> rendre ce 

service a un de mes amis. 

 Si Vous m’obbligez d’une prompte reponse attendue que M
r
: le V:

te
 de Freissinct Voudrait se 

rendre a Bruxelles bientôt. Je vous prie en même temps de me dire s’il vous est parvenue une très-

longue lettre que je V: ai adresée a mon retour a Paris l’année passée – et que je regretterai beaucoup si 

elle est egarée. Agréez M:
r
 l’espression de ma reconnaissance 

  Marquise T. de Boissy 

 

Translation: My address in Paris is – Marquise de Boissy 98 rue St Lazare 

Paris June 21st 1859 

My dear Mr Murray 

It has been a long time since I should have thanked you for the two volumes which, via Mme. V. 

Galignani, you had the goodness to send me. But having often been on the brink of coming to England, 

I have thought that I should soon be able to give you those thanks personally, with which I now 

belatedly present you. 

And now will you think me too importunate and too bold, if, counting on your good nature, I come 

again to ask you a favour? This favour is, please are you able to give me a couple of words of 

recommendation for M. le Viscomte de Freissinct, author of a small, very spiritual book, to any 

publisher in Brussels, where he would like to have an edition printed for the French national railways? 

This little book, about which I spoke to you last year, is entitled Grey Thoughts – and it has been a 

great success in Paris – but certain over-legitimate touches have caused it to be excluded from the 

library of the French national railways. One small word from you would give M. le Viscomte de 

Freissinct an easy contact in Brussels, and if it is possible for you to do me this favour I shall be most 

grateful. However, if this is even a slight bother to you, refuse me frankly, and my thanks will still be 

yours for the good will with which you would have rendered this service to one of my friends. 

If you oblige me with a quick answer, M. le Viscomte de Freissinct would like to go to Brussels soon. I 

beg you at the same time to tell me if you received a very long letter which I wrote to you from Paris 

last year, which, if it has gone astray, I should regret very much. Accept, Sir, this expression of my 

gratitude 

Marquise T. de Boissy 


