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THE CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN  BYRON AND THOMAS MOORE, 1811-1824 
Edited by Peter Cochran, with much welcome assistance from Jeffery Vail. 

Updated June 9th 2012. 

 
 
This correspondence is unique in that most of Byron’s letters to Moore have been lost. They seem to 

have disappeared some time during the 1840s, and we have to rely on the censored transcriptions which 

Moore made of them for his 1830 / 1 Life of Byron (for the sole exception, see this edition’s final 

item). William St Clair argues (The Temptations of a Biographer: Thomas Moore and Byron, Byron 

Journal 17, 1989, pp.50-6), that Moore’s texts show signs of having been both cut and added to, with a 

view to increasing the affection and literary regard for him which Byron expresses. Jeffery W. Vail 

(The Literary Relationship of Lord Byron and Thomas Moore, Johns Hopkins 2001, pp.195-8), argues 

against this thesis. In his Life, Moore indicated his major cuts by asterisks, but didn’t mark his 

additions (if such there be) at all. See the two versions of Byron to Moore, July 10th 1817, below.  

 Conversely, at least fifty-one letters from Moore to Byron are missing. Two previously unknown 

and unsuspected ones are those of July 11th 1813, and July 8th 1822. 

 To give some idea of Tom Moore’s personality, and the way he charmed even the most tight-lipped, 

here is an extract from Hobhouse’s diary, September 1818. The place is Sir Francis Burdett’s estate at 

Ramsbury in Wiltshire: 

 

[Commentary:] Tom Moore turns up! He sings, records the disdainful Hobhouse, “one or two of his 

own songs in his own peculiar style”. Titles mentioned are The Evening Bells and Strike the Loud 

Cymbal. What Hobhouse feels when “Susan [Burdett] sang with him” we have to imagine, for 

Hobhouse does not record it. But the next day, Moore’s charm wins over even the unmusical diarist: 

 

Tuesday September 8th. Burdett, Davies, Moore and myself walked from twelve to six in the 

forest, and had a delightful day. Moore was everything – his Irish stories kept us in a constant roar – 

his anecdotes of Curran and others, perfect. He talked, however, too much of himself, made his 

dinner at Dublin lately given to him a test of Irish patriotism, and he confessed he could not repent 

enough he had ever lived with lords – there was not the parity he sighed for. He mentioned 

anecdotes of Lord Holland and Lord Lansdowne to prove it. He was angry with George Vernon for 

calling him, Crabbe and Bowles “three poets” – and with Lord Holland for using the words “one of 

us”. He told us he had received £900 already from Longman for his Fudge Family – he talked of 

classical subjects, of Paris, of Payne Knight and others, equally well. He beat all three of us out of 

the field, and I saw Scrope was envious. I, who have no pretension to conversational powers, was 

delighted. Amongst his stories was this: ‘An Irish chatenist[??] asked me, “How many gods are 

there?” – “Three.” – “May you never see one of them!” was her answer’. 

 We dined, had music in the evening, and were most charmed. 

 

Alone among Byron’s regular correspondents, Moore is treated by Byron as an equal (“I don’t much 

care what the wretches of the world think of me—all that’s past. But I care a good deal what you think 

of me, and, so, say what you like” – Byron to Moore, February 2nd 1818). Posterity has not agreed that 

they are equals, but Byron regards Moore as a poet of stature comparable to himself: he even pays 

Moore the compliment of imitating his style in several works. Only with the publication of Lalla Rookh 
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in 1817 does he pause to reflect – and doesn’t have the nerve to tell Moore his real opinion, or his 

critical reflections about the decline of English poetry which have arisen. 

 The missing Moore letters leave a number of intriguing and annoying blanks: what did Moore 

think of Don Juan? We know he disapproved of Cain. Why did Byron’s idea for them to run a joint 

periodical fail, thereby thrusting him (to Moore’s horror) into the arms of Shelley and Leigh Hunt? 

 

The thought that most of Moore’s letters to Byron, all but one of Byron’s letters to Moore, and above 

all Moore’s own copy of Byron’s Memoirs, are sleeping, crated and uncatalogued, in some American 

Xanadu, or mouldering away in some Wiltshire attic, troubles one’s sleep. 

 
My thanks to David McClay, Rachel Beattie, and their colleagues at the National Library of Scotland. I 

am also very grateful to John and Virginia Murray for permission to quote (where necessary) texts 

from Byron’s Letters and Journals, ed. Leslie A. Marchand (John Murray 1973-1994). This is referred 

to as BLJ. Sections in bold type are added from BLJ XI 196-8. 

 

My special thanks to Jeffery W. Vaill for his help. 

 

Dowden: The Letters of Thomas Moore. Ed. Wilfred Dowden, 2 vols. Oxford: Clarendon 

 Press, 1964. 

MJ: Journal of Thomas Moore, ed. Dowden et al, Newark 1983-91. 

NLS: National Library of Scotland. 

 

Moore to Byron, from 22 Molesworth Street, Dublin, January 1st 1810: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life) 

Moore’s first letter to Byron, He does not know that Byron is out of the country. 

Dublin, January 1. 1810. 

My Lord, 

 Having just seen the name of ‘Lord Byron’ prefixed to a work entitled ‘English Bards and Scotch 

Reviewers,’ in which, as it appears to me, the lie is given to a public statement of mine, respecting an 

affair with Mr. Jeffrey some years since,
1
 I beg you will have the goodness to inform me whether I may 

consider your Lordship as the author of this publication. 

 I shall not, I fear, be able to return to London for a week or two; but, in the mean time, I trust your 

Lordship will not deny me the satisfaction of knowing whether you avow the insult contained in the 

passages alluded to. 

 It is needless to suggest to your Lordship the propriety of keeping our correspondence secret. 

 I have the honour to be 

 Your Lordship’s very humble servant, 

 THOMAS MOORE. 

 

22. Molesworth Street. 

 

July 14th 1811: Byron returns from his eastern travels. 

 

September 9th 1811: Moore’s play M.P.; or the Blue-Stocking premiered. 
 

Byron to Moore, from Cambridge, October 27th 1811.  

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 309-10; LJ II 59-63; QI 125-6; BLJ II 118-19) 

Byron’s first letter to Moore; he has heard about Moore’s “challenge”, and answers the previous 

item, twenty-two months late. 

Cambridge, October 27. 1811. 

Sir, 

                                                 
1: See EBSR, 490-7:  But Caledonia’s Goddess hovered o’er 

 The field, and saved him [Jeffrey] from the wrath of MOORE; 

 From either pistol snatched the vengeful lead, 

 And straight restored it to her favourite’s head. 

 That head, with greater than magnetic power, 

 Caught it, as Danæ caught the golden shower, 

 And, though the thickening dross will scarce refine, 

 Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 
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Your letter followed me from Notts, to this place, which will account for the delay of my reply. Your 

former letter I never had the honour to receive;—be assured, in whatever part of the world it had found 

me, I should have deemed it my duty to return and answer it in person. 

 The advertisement you mention, I know nothing of.—At the time of your meeting with Mr. 

Jeffrey, I had recently entered College, and remember to have heard and read a number of squibs on the 

occasion; and from the recollection of these I derived all my knowledge on the subject, without the 

slightest idea of ‘giving the lie’ to an address which I never beheld. When I put my name to the 

production, which has occasioned this correspondence, I became responsible to all whom it might 

concern,—to explain where it requires explanation, and, where insufficiently, or too sufficiently 

explicit, at all events to satisfy. My situation leaves me no choice; it rests with the injured and the angry 

to obtain reparation in their own way. 

 With regard to the passage in question, you were certainly not the person towards whom I felt 

personally hostile. On the contrary, my whole thoughts were engrossed by one, whom I had reason to 

consider as my worst literary enemy,
2
 nor could I foresee that his former antagonist was about to 

become his champion. You do not specify what you would wish to have done: I can neither retract nor 

apologise for a charge of falsehood which I never advanced. 

 In the beginning of the week, I shall be at No. 8. St. James’s Street.—Neither the letter nor the 

friend to whom you stated your intention ever made their appearance. 

 Your friend, Mr. Rogers, or any other gentleman delegated by you, will find me most ready to 

adopt any conciliatory proposition which shall not compromise my own honour,—or, failing in that, to 

make the atonement you deem it necessary to require. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your most obedient, humble servant, 

BYRON. 

 

Byron to Moore, from St James’s Street, London, October 29th 1811: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 311; LJ II 63-4; BLJ II 120-1) 

Written two days after the previous item, in answer to another Moore letter, now missing. 

 

8. St. James’s Street, October 29. 1811. 

Sir, 

Soon after my return to England, my friend, Mr. Hodgson, apprised me that a letter for me was in his 

possession; but a domestic event hurrying me from London, immediately after, the letter (which may 

most probably be your own) is still unopened in his keeping. If, on examination of the address, the 

similarity of the handwriting should lead to such a conclusion, it shall be opened in your presence, for 

the satisfaction of all parties. Mr. H. is at present out of town;—on Friday I shall see him, and request 

him to forward it to my address. 

 With regard to the latter part of both your letters, until the principal point was discussed between 

us, I felt myself at a loss in what manner to reply. Was I to anticipate friendship from one, who 

conceived me to have charged him with falsehood? Were not advances, under such circumstances, to 

be misconstrued,—not, perhaps, by the person to whom they were addressed, but by others? In my 

case, such a step was impracticable. If you, who conceived yourself to be the offended person, are 

satisfied that you had no cause for offence, it will not be difficult to convince me of it. My situation, as 

I have before stated, leaves me no choice. I should have felt proud of your acquaintance, had it 

commenced under other circumstances; but it must rest with you to determine how far it may proceed 

after so auspicious a beginning. I have the honour to be, &c. 

 

Moore to Byron, from 27 Bury Street, St James’s, London, October 29th 1811: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 165-6) 

Moore answers the previous item on the same day. 

27 Bury Street, 

S
t
 James’s 

<Monday> Tuesday Oc
tr
 

29. 1811. 

My Lord – 

 Your Lordship’s letter is, upon the whole, as satisfactory as I could expect – It contains all that, in 

the strict diplomatique of explanation I could require, namely – that you had never seen the statement 

which I supposed you to have wilfully contradicted – that you had no intention of <bringing a> 

                                                 
2: Hewson Clarke. 
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charging me with falsehood – and that the objectionable passage of your work was not levelled 

personally against me – This is all the explanation that I have a right to demand, and, of course, I am 

satisfied with it. 

 There is one little point, in which your Lordship has mistaken me, and in which I must beg leave to 

set you right. I have not said that I commissioned any friend to wait upon you, at the time when I first 

took notice of your publication. The fact is (as I have stated) that I merely wrote a letter to you from 

Ireland, which, as I was ignorant of your Lordship’s address, I inclosed to a man who transacts busi= 

 

1:2 

 

=ness for me in London (Power in the Strand) and desired that he would find out where you lived – He 

went accordingly to your Publisher who told him you were not in town, but that he would take charge 

of the letter & give it to M
r
. Hodson (I think) who would forward it to your Lordship – Had I been on 

the spot myself and known the distant ramble upon which your Lordship had gone, I should, of course, 

have withheld this letter till your return – as it was, when I heard the journey you had undertaken, I had 

very little hopes of the letter’s ever reaching you, and I find, by what your Lordship says, that it never 

did – 

 The gentleman, whom I mentioned as the only person to whom I ever hinted the sort of feeling 

your words had excited in my mind was Captain Ross (Archibald – I forget his regiment) and to him I 

only spoke of it slightly and passingly in conversation, upon his saying that he had the honour of being 

intimate with your Lordship – I was wrong however in stating that he was the only person to whom I 

ever communicated any part of my feelings upon this subject; I ought to have mentioned that there is a 

friend of mine in Dublin, whom I consulted upon the terms of <xxxx> {my} first letter, before I sent it 

– allow me also to add that I have the copy of that letter by me, if your Lordship should feel the least 

inclination to see it – I have descended, my Lord, into these minute particulars, because I confess I do 

not feel quite easy under 

 

1:3 

 

the manner in which you have dwelt upon the miscarriage of that first application to you. 

 As your Lordship does not shew any great wish to proceed beyond the rigid formula of 

explanation, it is not for me to make any further advances – We Irishmen, in businesses of this kind, 

seldom know any medium between decided hostility and decided friendship; but, as any approaches 

towards the latter alternative must now rest with your Lordship, I have only to repeat that I am satisfied 

with your letter and that I have the honour to be, in perfect good-will and with sincere respect for your 

talents 

   Your Lordship’s very humble Servant 

       Thomas Moore – 

To 

 The Right Honbl 

   Lord Byron, 

    &
c
. &

c
. 

 

[1:4 blank.] 

 

Byron to Moore, from 8, St James’s Street, London, October 30th 1811: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 312; LJ II 65; BLJ II 121) 

Byron answers the previous item on the next day. 

8. St. James’s Street, October 30. 1811. 

Sir, 

You must excuse my troubling you once more upon this very unpleasant subject. It would be a 

satisfaction to me, and I should think, to yourself, that the unopened letter in Mr. Hodgson’s possession 

(supposing it to prove your own) should be returned “in statu quo” to the writer; particularly as you 

expressed yourself “not quite easy under the manner in which I had dwelt on its miscarriage.” 

 A few words more, and I shall not trouble you further. I felt, and still feel, very much flattered by 

those parts of your correspondence, which held out the prospect of our becoming acquainted. If I did 

not meet them in the first instance as perhaps I ought, let the situation I was placed in be my defence. 

You have now declared yourself satisfied, and on that point we are no longer at issue. If, therefore, you 

still retain any wish to do me the honour you hinted at, I shall be most happy to meet you, when, where, 
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and how you please, and I presume you will not attribute my saying thus much to any unworthy 

motive. I have the honour to remain, &c. 

 

Moore to Byron, from 27 Bury Street, St James’s, London, October 30th 1811: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 166) 

Moore again answers the previous item on the same day. 

Bury Street 

Wednesday Evening 

My Lord – 

 You have made me feel the imprudence I was guilty of in wandering from the point immediately 

in discussion between us – I shall now, therefore, only say that, if, in my last letter, I have correctly 

stated the substance of your Lordship’s explanation, our correspondence may, from this moment, cease 

forever; as with 

 

1:2 

 

that explanation I declare myself satisfied. 

    I have the honour to be, 

     my Lord, your Lordship’s 

      very humble Servant 

       Thomas Moore. 

 

If the letter in M
r
 Hodgson’s care should prove to be mine, your Lordship will oblige me by destroying 

it. 

 

To 

 the Rt. Hon
bl

 

  Lord Byron. 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Moore to Byron, from 27 Bury Street, St James’s, London, October 31st 1811: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 167) 

Moore answers Byron’s of October 30th the next day. 

Thursday 

My Lord – 

 I answer your last note with great pleasure – I was afraid your Lordship had totally mistaken me, 

and began most heartily to repent of the openness by which I had exposed myself to misconstruction & 

repulse – I find however that my reliance upon your generosity was not misplaced – I shall now 

mention the subject, for the first time, to my friend Rogers, and, as I know he has long wished for the 

pleasure of your Lordship’s acquaintance, we cannot have a better person or a better mode of bringing 

us together – 

 I expect him in town tomorrow morning. 

 I have the honor to be, my Lord 

  Your Lordship’s very humble Servt 

   Thomas Moore 

(Turn over) 

 

1:2 

 

I open my note again to say that I thank you for your delicacy with respect to the letter in M
r
. 

Hodgson’s hands, and shall, according to your Lordship’s desire, receive it. 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Moore to Byron, from Chelsea, November 1st 1811: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 168-9) 

The day after sending the previous item, Moore invites Byron to dine with Samuel Rogers. 

 

  Chelsea 
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  Friday 

three o’clock 

My Lord – 

 I have the honour of inclosing a note which I have just received from my friend M
r
. Rogers – I 

perceive that he makes a reservation of tomorrow, and together with his note I have received {one} 

from Lord Holland, asking me to meet him there on Sunday; but if that day should be more convenient 

to your Lordship than any of the succeeding ones, I can answer for it that no engagement will prevent 

M
r
. Rogers from receiving us at his house, and I think the sooner we shake 

 

1:2 

 

hands in amity the better – 

 I have not been at my lodgings since yesterday morning, when I answered your Lordship’s note of 

the preceding evening – in sending you the inclosed therefore I take for granted that no other 

communication has arrived from you in Bury St. since then. 

     I have the honour to be, 

      my Lord, your very 

       obliged & humble 

        Servant 

        Thomas Moore 

To the Rt. Hon. 

 Lord Byron 

 

 Your Lordship will oblige me (if not at home when this note arrives) by sending your answer to 

Bury St. as soon this evening as meets with your convenience. 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Byron to Moore, from 8, St James’s Street, London, November 1st 1811: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 313; LJ II 66-9; QI 126; BLJ II 122) 

Byron accepts Moore’s dinner invitation, and on the same day. 

 
8. St. James’s Street, November 1, 1811. 

Sir, 

As I should be very sorry to interrupt your Sunday’s engagement, if Monday, or any other day of the 

ensuing week, would be equally convenient to yourself and friend, I will then have the honour of 

accepting his invitation. Of the professions of esteem with which Mr. Rogers has honoured me, I 

cannot but feel proud, though undeserving. I should be wanting to myself, if insensible to the praise of 

such a man; and, should my approaching interview with him and his friend lead to any degree of 

intimacy with both or either, I shall regard our past correspondence as one of the happiest events of my 

life. I have the honour to be, 

 Your very sincere and obedient servant, 

BYRON. 

Moore to Byron, November 2nd 1811: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 168) 

Moore and Byron are close friends from now on. 

Friday Evening 

My Lord – 

 I shall take the liberty of letting M
r
. Rogers know that on Monday you will dine with him – I am 

sure he will feel much flattered by the terms in which your Lordship has spoken of him – You cannot 

think more highly of him than he deserves, I assure you – 

 His hour of dining is Six 

       I have the honour to be very 

        truly your Lordship’s 

         obliged Servant 

          Thomas Moore 

To 

 The Rt Hon 

  Lord Byron 
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[1:2, 3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Moore to Byron, November 1811: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 170) 

Moore at last gets his “challenge” back. 

Monday Evening 

My dear Lord Byron 

 I have just received my letter and thank you for taking so much trouble about it – I am ashamed to 

find that my memory has deceived me in more than one circumstance attending it – Instead of having 

been written “near three years” ago, I find it is dated January l
st
 1810 –and instead of having inclosed it 

to Power, as I told you, I now recollect that I only desired him to enquire at Cawthorne’s whether it had 

arrived, and whether it had been received by you; – to which application Cawthorne returned the 

answer I have already stated – 

 I have been in the country almost ever since I had the pleasure of seeing you – and late= 

 

1:2 

 

=ly, indeed, have not been very well; but I shall call at your door some morning this week, and shall be 

very happy if I find you at home disengaged – 

 I have very often wished to belong to the Alfred, since you told me that you were so constant a 

visitor there – 

       Ever very sincerely your Lordship’s 

        faithful Servt 

         Thomas Moore 

To 

 the Lord Bvron 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

from Hobhouse to Byron, from Enniscorthy, Wexford, November 12th 1811: I never heard any 

thing so strange as your embroilment with Anacreon Moore – However you carried it with a high hand 

I dare swear – ’twill delight me highly to see the correspondence … 

 

November 1811: fourth volume of Moore’s A Selection of Irish Melodies published. 

 

December 1811-January 1812: fifth edition of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers published and 

suppressed. 

 

from Hobhouse to Byron, from Enniscorthy, Wexford, November 27th 1811: What you tell me of 

the Giffords, the Campbells, the Rogerses and the Moores, makes me a little envious of your fame and 

good fortune … 

 

Moore to Byron, December 1811: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 173-4) 

Saturday 

Dear Byron – 

 It was quite refreshing to see your autograph once more, for you have of late reduced your letters 

(I suppose upon the Peace Establishment) most parsimoniously – I know of old your “grand talent pour 

le silence”, when once you set fairly in, & I am delighted that your billet of yesterday has broke the 

spell – I am indeed very busy – but I don’t think I could bear our not meeting as philosophically as you 

profess to do – In the course of to-day or tomorrow I shall take a chance of finding you at home. 

  Ever yours 

   T. Moore 

 

[1:2, 3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, December 11th 1811: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 325; LJ II 87-8; BLJ II 145) 

December 11. 1811. 

My dear Moore, 
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If you please, we will drop our former monosyllables, and adhere to the appellations sanctioned by our 

godfathers and godmothers. If you make it a point, I will withdraw your name; at the same time there is 

no occasion, as I have this day postponed your election ‘sine die,’ till it shall suit your wishes to be 

amongst us. I do not say this from any awkwardness the erasure of your proposal would occasion to 

me, but simply such is the state of the case; and, indeed, the longer your name is up, the stronger will 

become the probability of success, and your voters more numerous. Of course you will decide—your 

wish shall be my law. If my zeal has already outrun discretion, pardon me, and attribute my 

officiousness to an excusable motive. 

 I wish you would go down with me to Newstead. Hodgson will be there, and a young friend, 

named Harness, the earliest and dearest I ever had from the third form at Harrow to this hour. I can 

promise you good wine, and, if you like shooting, a manor of 4000 acres, fires, books, your own free 

will, and my own very indifferent company. ‘Balnea, vina * *.’
3
 

 Hodgson will plague you, I fear, with verse;—for my own part I will conclude, with Martial, ‘nil 

recitabo tibi;’
4
 and surely the last inducement is not the least. Ponder on my proposition, and believe 

me, my dear Moore, yours ever, 

 BYRON. 

 

Moore to Byron, early 1812: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 176) 

 

My dear Byron – 

 I have been writing so many letters to-night that I am quite sleepy, and <I> have only wakefulness 

enough to trouble you with the two inclosed notes which you will dispatch by the Twopenny for me – 

but I shall write tomorrow or the day after – I have a most immortalising scheme to propose to you – or 

rather, what is better, a most amusing one –, in the literary way – You & I shall write Epistles to each 

other – in all measures and all styles upon all possible subjects
5
 – laugh at the world – weep for 

ourselves – quiz <xxxx> the humbugs – scarify the scoundrels – in short do every thing that the 

mixture of fun & philosophy there is in both of us can inspire? 

 

1:2 

 

What say you? but I am too dozy to talk more about it now – it would bring out every thing we might 

publish or not, comme vous voudrez – 

 Good night, my dear Byron, 

  Ever yours affectionately, 

   Thomas Moore 

 

Sunday Night 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Byron to Moore, from 8 St James’s Street London, January 29th 1812: 

(Source: Ms not found; text from Moore’s Life I 330; LJ II 95; QI 131; BLJ II 159-60) 

Byron answers a Moore letter which is now missing. 

January 29. 1812. 

My dear Moore, 

I wish very much I could have seen you; I am in a state of ludicrous tribulation. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Why do you say that I dislike your poesy? I have expressed no such opinion, either in print or 

elsewhere. In scribbling myself, it was necessary for me to find fault, and I fixed upon the trite charge 

of immorality, because I could discover no other, and was so perfectly qualified in the innocence of my 

heart, to “pluck that mote from my neighbour’s eye.”
6
 

 I feel very, very much obliged by your approbation; but, at this moment, praise, even your praise, 

passes by me like “the idle wind.” I meant and mean to send you a copy the moment of publication; but 

                                                 
3: Gruter, Corpus Inscriptionum (1603), p.912 [ref. from Prothero]. 

4: Martial XI lii 16. 

5: This plan comes to nothing. 

6: Biblical; Matthew 18:9 or Mark 9:47 (adapted). 
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now I can think of nothing but damned, deceitful,—delightful woman, as Mr. Liston says in the Knight 

of Snowdon.
7
 Believe me, my dear Moore, 

Ever yours, most affectionately, 

BYRON. 

February 21st 1812: Hobhouse returns from Ireland. 

 

March 10th 1812: Byron’s Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage I & II published. 

 

Byron to Moore, March 25th 1812: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 356; BLJ II 169-70) 

March 25, 1812 

Know all men by these presents, that you, Thomas Moore, stand indicted—no—invited, by special and 

particular solicitation, to Lady C[aroline] L[amb]’s to-morrow even, at half-past nine o’clock, where 

you will meet with a civil reception and decent entertainment. Pray, come—I was so examined after 

you this morning, that I entreat you to answer in person, 

          Believe me, etc. 

 

Byron to Moore, April 3rd 1812 (?): 

(Source: NLS Ms.43485; BLJ II 170) 

Byron answers a note from Moore which is now missing. 

Friday Noon 

My dear Moore – I should have answered your note but I expected to meet you at L
y
. Glenbervies. – 

Y
e
. Correspondents have done very well but I wonder you should think it necessary to talk of apologies 

to me as if I were an elderly Lady instead of a middle aged gentleman.
8
 – I was glad to hear that your 

wound was trifling & apprehensions groundless. Can you come & visit a man confined to the house by 

a dose of Salts, I dare not venture to you. 

y
rs
. ever affect

ly
 

B. 

May 1812: Byron’s The Curse of Minerva published anonymously. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, May 8th 1812: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 356; LJ II 121-2; BLJ II 176) 

May 8, 1812 

I am too proud of being your friend, to care with whom I am linked in your estimation, and, God 

knows, I want friends more at this time than at any other. I am “taking care of myself” to no great 

purpose. If you knew my situation in every point of view, you would excuse apparent and unintentional 

neglect. * * * * * * * *
9
 I shall leave town, I think; but do not you leave it without seeing me. I wish 

you, from my soul, every happiness you can wish yourself; and I think you have taken the road to 

secure it. Peace be with you! I fear she has abandoned me. Ever, etc. 

 

Mid-May 1812: the Moores move to Donington Hall, Kegworth, Leicestershire. 

 

Byron to Moore, May 20th 1812: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 357; LJ II 122-3; QI 138; BLJ II 177-8) 

May 20, 1812 

On Monday, after sitting up all night, I saw Bellingham
10

 launched into eternity, and at three the same 

day I saw [Caroline Lamb] launched into the country. * * * * * * * *
11

 I believe, in the beginning of 

June, I shall be down for a few days in Notts. If so, I shall beat you up “en passant” with Hobhouse, 

who is endeavouring, like you and every body else, to keep me out of scrapes. 

 I meant to have written you a long letter, but I find I cannot. If any thing remarkable occurs, you 

will hear it from me – if good; if bad, there are plenty to tell it. In the mean time, do you be happy. 

 Ever yours, etc. 

 

                                                 
7: Thomas Morton, The Knight of Snowdon, III iii. Liston was a popular comic actor. 

8: B. is twenty-four. 

9: The censored passage probably refers to Caroline Lamb. 

10: Bellingham had assassinated the Prime Minister, Spencer Perceval. He was hanged on May 18th. 

11: More offensive material relating to Caroline Lamb. 
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P.S. – My best wishes and respects to Mrs. [Moore]; – she is beautiful. I may say so even to you, for I 

was never more struck with a countenance. 

 

March 1813: Moore’s Intercepted Letters; or the Two-Penny Post-Bag published. 

 

Late March 1813: first (private) edition of Byron’s The Giaour published. 

 

Some time before April 1813: Byron’s Waltz published. 

 

April 1813: the Moores move from Kegworth to Oakhanger Hall, Cheshire. 

 

June 5th 1813: first public edition of Byron’s The Giaour published; 684 lines. 

 

June 12th 1813: the Moores move to Mayfield Cottage, Derbyshire. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, June 22nd 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 409; LJ II 223; BLJ III 66-7) 

June 22. 1813. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Yesterday I dined in company with ‘[Madame de Staël], the Epicene,’ whose politics are sadly 

changed. She is for the Lord of Israel and the Lord of Liverpool—a vile antithesis
12

 of a Methodist and 

a Tory—talks of nothing but devotion and the ministry, and, I presume, expects that God and the 

government will help her to a pension. 

 Murray, the αναξ of publishers, the Anac of stationers,
13

 has a design upon you in the paper line. 

He wants you to become the staple and stipendiary editor of a periodical work. What say you? Will you 

be bound, like “Kit Smart, to write for ninety-nine years in the Universal Visitor?”
14

 Seriously he talks 

of hundreds a year, and—though I hate prating of the beggarly elements—his proposal may be to your 

honour and profit, and, I am very sure, will be to our pleasure. 

 I don’t know what to say about “friendship.” I never was in friendship but once, in my 

nineteenth year, and then it gave me as much trouble as love. I am afraid, as Whitbread’s sire said to 

the king, when he wanted to knight him, that I am “too old:” but, nevertheless, no one wishes you more 

friends, fame, and felicity, than 

      Yours, &c. 

 

Early July 1813: second edition of Byron’s The Giaour published; 816 lines. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Bennet Street, London, July 8th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 410-11; LJ II 228-30; QI 165-6; BLJ III 72-3) 

Moore has not answered the previous item. 

4. Benedictine Street, St. James’s, July 8. 1813. 

I presume by your silence that I have blundered into something noxious in my reply to your letter, for 

the which I beg leave to send beforehand a sweeping apology, which you may apply to any, or all, parts 

of that unfortunate epistle. If I err in my conjecture, I expect the like from you, in putting our 

correspondence so long in quarantine. God he knows what I have said; but he also knows (if he is not 

as indifferent to mortals as the nonchalent deities of Lucretius), that you are the last person I want to 

offend. So, if I have,—why the devil don’t you say it at once, and expectorate your spleen? 

 Rogers is out of town with Madame de Staël, who hath published an Essay against Suicide, which, 

I presume, will make somebody shoot himself;—as a sermon by Blinkensop, in proof of Christianity, 

sent a hitherto most orthodox acquaintance of mine out of a chapel of ease a perfect atheist. Have you 

found or founded a residence yet? and have you begun or finished a poem? If you won’t tell me what I 

have done, pray say what you have done, or left undone, yourself. I am still in equipment for voyaging, 

and anxious to hear from, or of, you before I go, which anxiety you should remove more readily, as you 

think I sha’n’t cogitate about you afterwards. I shall give the lie to that calumny by fifty foreign letters, 

particularly from any place where the plague is rife,—without a drop of vinegar or a whiff of sulphur to 

save you from infection. 

                                                 
12: Pope, Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, l.325. 

13: Biblical; e.g., Numbers 13:33. A term of praise. 

14: Boswell’s Life of Johnson, 1775: Aetat 66 (paraphrased). 



 11

 The Oxfords have sailed almost a fortnight, and my sister is in town, which is a great comfort—

for, never having been much together, we are naturally more attached to each other. I presume the 

illuminations have conflagrated to Derby (or wherever you are) by this time. We are just recovering 

from tumult and train oil, and transparent fripperies, and all the noise and nonsense of victory. Drury 

Lane had a large M.W., which some thought was Marshal Wellington; others, that it might be translated 

into Manager Whitbread; while the ladies of the vicinity of the saloon conceived the last letter to be 

complimentary to themselves.
15

 I leave this to the commentators to illustrate. If you don’t answer this, I 

sha’n’t say what you deserve, but I think I deserve a reply. Do you conceive there is no Post-Bag but 

the Twopenny? Sunburn me, if you are not too bad. 

 

Moore to Byron, from Mayfield Cottage, Derbyshire, July 11th 1813: 

(Source: NLS Ms.43485; not in Dowden; my thanks to Jeffery Vail for his help) 

Unpublished. Moore answers the previous item, and refers to one of his own letters which is now 

missing. 

Mayfield Cottage 

Sunday Night 

My dear Byron – I do not at all re[Ms. tear: “pe”]nt of my silence, as I think I am indeb[Ms. tear: 

“te”]d to it for your letter, which perhaps never [Ms. tear: “wo”]uld have come if it had been called for 

in [Ms. tear: “the”] regular course of answer, reply and re=[Ms. tear: “join”]der – for I rather think that, 

in every [Ms. tear: “seas”]on of life, you are one of those that like better to volunteer, than to serve 

regularly in the ranks – but the same time, I must give you warning that I do not intend to trust too 

much to this volunteering spirit of yours in our future correspondence, but I shall press you home with 

letter for letter, and shall at last, I fear, make you what the French call a “volontaire force” – all your 

re-scripts being reluctant conscripts – but, indeed, I ought not to talk this way – for nothing could be 

more unlike 

 

1:2 

 

a task than your last letter to me, and I speak honestly when I say that one of the very few pleasures, for 

which I do not depend upon myself, is that which you can give me by frequently writing such letters – 

Even the pestilential communications you threaten me with I shall be delighted to r[Ms. tear: “ead”] 

and (like Doctor Darwin’s lover enjoy[Ms. tear: “ing”] his mistress in the plague) 

 

“I shall clasp the bright infection in my a[Ms. tear: “rms”] 

 

 You <were> {are} very wrong in thinking t[Ms. tear: “hat”] such a sore and skinless animal a[Ms. 

tear: “s I”] take offence in the vague and unconcern[Ms. tear: “ed”] manner you seem to fear I have 

done at [Ms. tear: “any”] =thing in your first letter – There was nothing in it but what was very 

delightful, and the only dissatisfaction it could produce was perhaps a little against myself for having 

used too strong language in what I said about Lady C. L. – but when I called it “misery of your own 

producing”,
16

 I merely meant that as you were <the> made the pivot upon which her poor whirligig 

brach was set a-going, it was impossible not to feel the shock when she flew to pieces, as she must do, 

sooner or later. 

 

1:3 

 

I greatly fear – This last tragi-comical circumstance I find she says is much misrepresented – that it was 

merely the breaking of a scent-bottle or laudanum bottle that cut some part about her, & the blood from 

which, falling on Lady Ossultone’s gown, gave rise to the story of her snick-or-snee work with the 

knife
17

 – If this knife-work, however, be true, it clearly proves that she has no serious designs of 

suicide – for, in the first place, chusing a ball-room for the operation, has a little too much of Juvenal’s 

“aperté jugulat” and then again cutting & hacking is not the way to kill one’s self – The celebrated & 

desperate gentleman who gave himself a little <puncture> experimental incision with a pen-knife, and 

then, throwing up the window, cried out “Murder! Murder!” had <about> {nearly} as decided a taste 

for suicide as poor Lady C ― It was merely a safe exhibition of temper – something like Campbell’s 

wilderness in Gertrude 

                                                 
15: “Whores”. 

16: The letter in which Mo. uses this phrase is missing. 

17: This incident occurred on July 5th 1813. 



 12

 

Where transport & security combine –
18

 

 

(a line, by the bye, much more applicable to <xxxxxxx xxx xx xxxx xxxxxx> {the invention of the 

Bishop of Condom}
19

 than to any thing else) 

 

1:4 

 

I thought to have written much more, but have no more time – so I must reserve all my description of 

our little Cottage in the fields till my next – 

  Ever, my dear Byron, most 

   cordially yours 

    T. Moore. 

Don’t go to Greece, I pray of you
20

 – 

 

There are now no Moore letters until February 1814. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, July 13th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 411-12; LJ II 230-2; QI 166-7; BLJ III 75-6) 

Byron answers the previous item at once. 

July 13. 1813. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Your letter set me at ease; for I really thought (as I hear of your susceptibility) that I had said—I know 

not what—but something I should have been very sorry for, had it, or I, offended you;—though I don’t 

see how a man with a beautiful wife—his own children,—quiet—fame—competency and friends, (I 

will vouch for a thousand, which is more than I will for a unit in my own behalf,) can be offended with 

any thing. 

 Do you know, Moore, I am amazingly inclined—remember I say but inclined—to be seriously 

enamoured with Lady A[delaide].F[orbes].—but this * *
21

 has ruined all my prospects. However, you 

know her; is she clever, or sensible, or good-tempered? either would do—I scratch out the will. I don’t 

ask as to her beauty—that I see; but my circumstances are mending, and were not my other prospects 

blackening, I would take a wife, and that should be the woman, had I a chance. I do not yet know her 

much, but better than I did. * * * * * 

 I want to get away, but find difficulty in compassing a passage in a ship of war. They had better 

let me go; if I cannot, patriotism is the word—‘nay, an’ they’ll mouth, I’ll rant as well as they.’
22

 Now, 

what are you doing?—writing, we all hope, for our own sakes. Remember you must edite my 

posthumous works, with a Life of the Author, for which I will send you Confessions,
23

 dated, 

‘Lazaretto,’ Smyrna, Malta, or Palermo—one can die any where. 

 There is to be a thing on Tuesday ycleped a national fête. The Regent and * * * are to be there, 

and every body else, who has shillings enough for what was once a guinea. Vauxhall is the scene—

there are six tickets issued for the modest women, and it is supposed there will be three to spare. The 

passports for the lax are beyond my arithmetic. 

 

P.S.—The Staël last night attacked me most furiously—said that I had ‘no right to make love—that I 

had used [Caroline Lamb] barbarously—that I had no feeling, and was totally insensible to la belle 

passion, and had been all my life.’ I am very glad to hear it, but did not know it before. Let me hear 

from you anon. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, July 25th 1813: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 412-13; LJ II 233-8; QI 167-9; BLJ III 78-80) 

 

July 25. 1813. 

                                                 
18: Campbell, Gertrude of Wyoming (1809: Canto III, 1-4), quoted DJ I 88, 1-4. 

19: The last Bishop of Condom, south-east of Bordeaux, was Alexandre-César d’Anterroches, exiled to London on 

September 15th 1792 after the French Revolution. Mo.’s joke is obscure. 

20: B.’s planned excursion to the Levant in 1813 did not occur because of problems about bookings and plague. 

21: “affair with Caroline Lamb” 

22: Shakespeare, Hamlet V i 278 (adapted: in fact, “… as thou”). 

23: This is exactly what happens! 



 13

I am not well versed enough in the ways of single woman to make much matrimonial progress. * * * * 

* 

 I have been dining like the dragon of Wantley
24

 for this last week. My head aches with the vintage 

of various cellars, and my brains are muddled as their dregs. I met your friends the D[alton]s:—she 

sung one of your best songs so well, that, but for the appearance of affectation, I could have cried; he 

reminds me of Hunt, but handsomer, and more musical in soul, perhaps. I wish to God he may conquer 

his horrible anomalous complaint. The upper part of her face is beautiful, and she seems much attached 

to her husband. He is right, nevertheless, in leaving this nauseous town. The first winter would 

infallibly destroy her complexion,—and the second, very probably, every thing else. 

 I must tell you a story. M[orris] (of indifferent memory) was dining out the other day, and 

complaining of the P[rinc]e’s coldness to his old wassailers. D [Isaac D’Israeli] (a learned Jew) bored 

him with questions—why this? and why that? ‘Why did the P[rinc]e act thus?’—’Why, sir, on account 

of Lord * *, who ought to be ashamed of himself.’—‘And why ought Lord * * to be ashamed of 

himself?’—‘Because the P[rinc]e, sir, * * * * * * * *.’—‘And why, sir, did the P[rinc]e cut you?’—

‘Because, G——d d——mme, sir, I stuck to my principles.’—‘And why did you stick to your 

principles?’ 

 Is not this last question the best that was ever put, when you consider to whom? It nearly killed 

M[orris]. Perhaps you may think it stupid, but, as Goldsmith said about the peas, it was a very good 

joke when I heard it
25

—as I did from an ear-witness—and is only spoilt in my narration. 

 The season has closed with a dandy ball;—but I have dinners with the Harrowbys, Rogers, and 

Frere and Mackintosh, where I shall drink your health in a silent bumper, and regret your absence till 

‘too much canaries’
26

 wash away my memory, or render it superfluous by a vision of you at the 

opposite side of the table. Canning has disbanded his party by a speech from his * * * *—the true 

throne of a Tory. Conceive his turning them off in a formal harangue, and bidding them think for 

themselves. ‘I have led my ragamuffins where they are well peppered. There are but three of the 150 

left alive, and they are for the Towns-end (query, might not Falstaff mean the Bow Street officer? I dare 

say Malone’s posthumous edition will have it so) for life.’
27

 

 Since I wrote last, I have been into the country. I journeyed by night—no incident, or accident, but 

an alarm on the part of my valet on the outside, who, in crossing Epping Forest, actually, I believe, 

flung down his purse before a mile-stone, with a glow-worm in the second figure of number XIX—

mistaking it for a footpad and dark lantern. I can only attribute his fears to a pair of new pistols 

wherewith I had armed him; and he thought it necessary to display his vigilance by calling out to me 

when ever we passed any thing—no matter whether moving or stationary. Conceive ten miles, with a 

tremor every furlong. I have scribbled you a fearfully long letter. This sheet must be blank, and is 

merely a wrapper, to preclude the tabellarians of the post from peeping. You once complained of my 

not writing;—I will ‘heap coals of fire upon your head’
28

 by not complaining of your not reading. Ever, 

my dear Moore, your’n (isn’t that the Staffordshire termination?) 

BYRON. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, July 27th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 414; LJ II 238-9; BLJ III 81) 

Moore has not answered either of the two previous items. 

July 27. 1813. 

When you next imitate the style of ‘Tacitus,’ pray add, ‘de moribus Germanorum;’
29

—this last was a 

piece of barbarous silence, and could only be taken from the Woods, and, as such, I attribute it entirely 

to your sylvan sequestration at Mayfield Cottage. You will find, on casting up accounts, that you are 

my debtor by several sheets and one epistle. I shall bring my action;—if you don’t discharge, expect to 

hear from my attorney. I have forwarded your letter to Ruggiero; but don’t make a postman of me 

again, for fear I should be tempted to violate your sanctity of wax or wafer. 

 Believe me ever yours indignantly, 

      BN. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, July 28th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 414-15; LJ II 239-41; BLJ III 82) 

                                                 
24: Originating in a seventeenth-century satire on tithes, the Dragon of Wantley eats children and cattle. 

25: Forster’s Life of Goldsmith I 34. 

26: Falstaff at Shakespeare, Henry IV II, II iv 26. 

27: Falstaff at Shakespeare, Henry IV I, V iii 35-8. 

28: Biblical; Proverbs 25:22 or Romans 12:20. 

29: This is the title of Tacitus’s book on Germania. 
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Byron answers two letters from Moore which are now missing. 

July 28. 1813. 

Can’t you be satisfied with the pangs of my jealousy of Rogers, without actually making me the pander 

of your epistolary intrigue? This is the second letter you have enclosed to my address, notwithstanding 

a miraculous long answer, and a subsequent short one or two of your own. If you do so again, I can’t 

tell to what pitch my fury may soar. I shall send you verse or arsenic, as likely as any thing,—four 

thousand couplets on sheets beyond the privilege of franking; that privilege, sir, of which you take an 

undue advantage over a too susceptible senator, by forwarding your lucubrations to every one but 

himself. I won’t frank from you, or for you, or to you—may I be curst if I do, unless you mend your 

manners. I disown you—I disclaim you—and by all the powers of Eulogy, I will write a panegyric 

upon you—or dedicate a quarto—if you don’t make me ample amends. 

 

P.S.—I am in training to dine with Sheridan and Rogers this evening. I have a little spite against 

R[ogers]., and will shed his ‘Clary wines pottle-deep.’
30

 This is nearly my ultimate or penultimate 

letter; for I am quite equipped, and only wait a passage. Perhaps I may wait a few weeks for Sligo, but 

not if I can help it.
31

 

 

Mid-August 1813: third edition of Byron’s The Giaour published, two states; 950-1014 lines. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, August 22nd 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 419-22; LJ II 245-56; QI 169-71; BLJ III 94-7) 

Bennet Street, August 22. 1813. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

As our late—I might say, deceased—correspondence had too much of the town-life leaven in it, we 

will now, ‘paulo majora,’
32

 prattle a little of literature in all its branches; and first of the first—

criticism. The Prince is at Brighton, and Jackson, the boxer, gone to Margate, having, I believe, 

decoyed Yarmouth to see a milling in that polite neighbourhood. Made. de Staël Holstein has lost one 

of her young barons, who has been carbonadoed by a vile Teutonic adjutant,—kilt and killed in a 

coffee-house at Scrawsenhawsen. Corinne is, of course, what all mothers must be,—but will, I venture 

to prophesy, do what few mothers could—write an Essay upon it. She cannot exist without a 

grievance—and somebody to see, or read, how much grief becomes her. I have not seen her since the 

event; but merely judge (not very charitably) from prior observation. 

 In a ‘mail-coach copy’ of the Edinburgh, I perceive The Giaour is second article. The numbers are 

still in the Leith smack—pray, which way is the wind? The said article is so very mild and sentimental, 

that it must be written by Jeffrey in love;—you know he is gone to America to marry some fair one, of 

whom he has been, for several quarters, éperdument amoureux. Seriously—as Winifred Jenkins says 

of Lismahago—Mr. Jeffrey (or his deputy) ‘has done the handsome thing by me,’
33

 and I say nothing.
34

 

But this I will say, if you and I had knocked one another on the head in this quarrel, how he would have 

laughed, and what a mighty bad figure we should have cut in our posthumous works. By the by, I was 

called in the other day to mediate between two gentlemen bent upon carnage, and,—after a long 

struggle between the natural desire of destroying one’s fellow-creatures, and the dislike of seeing men 

play the fool for nothing,—I got one to make an apology, and the other to take it, and left them to live 

happy ever after.
35

 One was a peer, the other a friend untitled, and both fond of high play;—and one, I 

can swear for, though very mild, “not fearful,” and so dead a shot, that, though the other is the thinnest 

of men, he would have split him like a cane. They both conducted themselves very well, and I put them 

out of pain as soon as I could. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 There is an American Life of G.F. Cooke, Scurra
36

 deceased, lately published. Such a book!—I 

believe, since Drunken Barnaby’s Journal, nothing like it has drenched the press. All green-room and 

tap-room—drams and the drama—brandy, whisky-punch, and, latterly, toddy, overflow every page. 

Two things are rather marvellous,—first, that a man should live so long drunk, and, next, that he should 

have found a sober biographer. There are some very laughable things in it, nevertheless;—but the pints 

he swallowed, and the parts he performed, are too regularly registered. 

                                                 
30: Shakespeare, Othello II iii 54 (“potations pottle-deep”). 

31: B. doesn’t go abroad at all. 

32: Virgil, Eclogue IV v 1 (“a somewhat loftier strain”). 

33: Smollett, Humphrey Clinker, final letter. 

34: Sir Fretful Plagiary at Sheridan, The Critic Act I. See also Beppo, 96, 5. 

35: The quarrel was between Scrope Davies and Lord Foley. 

36: “buffoon”. 
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 All this time you wonder I am not gone; so do I; but the accounts of the plague are very 

perplexing—not so much for the thing itself as the quarantine established in all ports, and from all 

places, even from England. It is true, the forty or sixty days would, in all probability, be as foolishly 

spent on shore as in the ship; but one like’s to have one’s choice, nevertheless. Town is awfully empty; 

but not the worse for that. I am really puzzled with my perfect ignorance of what I mean to do;—not 

stay, if I can help it, but where to go?
37

 Sligo is for the North;—a pleasant place, Petersburgh, in 

September, with one’s ears and nose in a muff, or else tumbling into one’s neckcloth or pocket-

handkerchief! If the winter treated Buonaparte with so little ceremony, what would it inflict upon your 

solitary traveller?—Give me a sun, I care not how hot, and sherbet, I care not how cool, and my 

Heaven is as easily made as your Persian’s.
38

 The Giaour is now a thousand and odd lines. ‘Lord Fanny 

spins a thousand such a day,’
39

 eh, Moore?—thou wilt needs be a wag, but I forgive it. Yours ever, 

BN. 

 

P.S. I perceive I have written a flippant and rather cold-hearted letter! let it go, however. I have said 

nothing, either, of the brilliant sex; but the fact is, I am at this moment in a far more serious, and 

entirely new, scrape than any of the last twelve months,—and that is saying a good deal. It is unlucky 

we can neither live with nor without these women. 

 I am now thinking of regretting that, just as I have left Newstead, you reside near it. Did you ever 

see it? do—but don’t tell me that you like it. If I had known of such intellectual neighbourhood, I don’t 

think I should have quitted it. You could have come over so often, as a bachelor,—for it was a 

thorough bachelor’s mansion—plenty of wine and such sordid sensualities—with books enough, room 

enough, and an air of antiquity about all (except the lasses) that would have suited you, when pensive, 

and served you to laugh at when in glee. I had built myself a bath and a vault—and now I sha’n’t even 

be buried in it. It is odd that we can’t even be certain of a grave, at least a particular one. I remember, 

when about fifteen, reading your poems there, which I can repeat almost now,—and asking all kinds of 

questions about the author, when I heard that he was not dead according to the preface; wondering if I 

should ever see him—and though, at that time, without the smallest poetical propensity myself, very 

much taken, as you may imagine, with that volume. Adieu—I commit you to the care of the gods—

Hindoo, Scandinavian, and Hellenic! 

 

P.S. 2d. There is an excellent review of Grimm’s Correspondence and Made. de Staël in this No. of the 

E[dinburgh]. R[eview]. * * * * * Jeffrey, himself, was my critic last year; but this is, I believe, by 

another hand. I hope you are going on with your grand coup—pray do—or that damned Lucien 

Buonaparte will beat us all. I have seen much of his poem in MS., and he really surpasses every thing 

beneath Tasso. Hodgson is translating him against another bard. You and (I believe, Rogers,) Scott, 

Gifford, and myself, are to be referred to as judges between the twain,—that is, if you accept the office. 

Conceive our different opinions! I think we, most of us (I am talking very impudently, you will think—

us, indeed!) have a way of our own,—at least, you and Scott certainly have. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Aston Hall, Yorkshire, August 28th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 422-4; LJ II 252-3; BLJ III 100-2) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore which is now missing. Moore is planning Lalla Rookh, and 

Byron gives him encouragement. 
August 28. 1813. 

Ay, my dear Moore, ‘there was a time’—I have heard of your tricks, when ‘you was campaigning at 

the King of Bohemy.’
40

 I am much mistaken if, some fine London spring, about the year 1815, that 

time does not come again. After all, we must end in marriage; and I can conceive nothing more 

delightful than such a state in the country, reading the county newspaper, &c., and kissing one’s wife’s 

                                                 
37: Moore’s note: One of his travelling projects appears to have been a visit to Abyssinia:—at least, I have found, 

among his papers, a letter founded on that supposition, in which the writer entreats of him to procure information 

concerning “a kingdom of Jews mentioned by Bruce as residing on the mountain of Samen in that country. I have 

had the honour,” he adds, “of some correspondence with the Rev. Dr. Buchanan and the reverend and learned G.S. 

Faber, on the subject of the existence of this kingdom of Jews, which, if it prove to be a fact, will more clearly 

elucidate many of the Scripture prophecies; ... and, if Providence favours your Lordship’s mission to Abyssinia, an 

intercourse might be established between England and that country, and the English ships, according to the Rev. 

Mr. Faber, might be the principal means of transporting the kingdom of Jews, now in Abyssinia, to Egypt, in the 

way to their own country, Palestine.” 

38: Moore’s note: “A Persian’s Heav’n is easily made— / ’Tis but black eyes and lemonade.” 

39: Pope, Imitations of Horace, I 6. 

40: Samuel Foote, The Mayor of Garratt. 



 16

maid. Seriously, I would incorporate with any woman of decent demeanour to-morrow—that is, I 

would a month ago, but, at present, * * * * * 

 Why don’t you ‘parody that Ode?’
41

—Do you think I should be tetchy? or have you done it, and 

won’t tell me?—You are quite right about Giamschid, and I have reduced it to a dissyllable within this 

half hour.
42

 I am glad to hear you talk of Richardson, because it tells me what you won’t—that you are 

going to beat Lucien. At least tell me how far you have proceeded. Do you think me less interested 

about your works, or less sincere than our friend Ruggiero? I am not—and never was. In that thing of 

mine, the ‘English Bards,’ at the time when I was angry with all the world, I never ‘disparaged your 

parts,’
43

 although I did not know you personally;—and have always regretted that you don’t give us an 

entire work, and not sprinkle yourself in detached pieces—beautiful, I allow, and quite alone in our 

language,
44

 but still giving us a right to expect a Shah Nameh (is that the name?) as well as gazels. 

Stick to the East;—the oracle, Staël, told me it was the only poetical policy. The North, South, and 

West, have all been exhausted; but from the East, we have nothing but S[outhey]’s unsaleables,—and 

these he has contrived to spoil, by adopting only their most outrageous fictions. His personages don’t 

interest us, and yours will. You will have no competitor; and, if you had, you ought to be glad of it. The 

little I have done in that way is merely a ‘voice in the wilderness’
45

 for you; and if it has had any 

success, that also will prove that the public are orientalising, and pave the path for you. 

 I have been thinking of a story, grafted on the amours of a Peri and a mortal—something like, 

only more philanthropical than, Cazotte’s Diable Amoureux. It would require a good deal of poesy, 

and tenderness is not my forte. For that, and other reasons, I have given up the idea, and merely suggest 

it to you, because, in intervals of your greater work, I think it a subject you might make much of.
46

 If 

you want any more books, there is ‘Castellan’s Moeurs des Ottomans,’
47

 the best compendium of the 

kind I ever met with, in six small tomes. I am really taking a liberty by talking in this style to my 

‘elders and my betters;’
48

—pardon it, and don’t Rochefoucault my motives. 

 

Late August 1813: fourth edition of Byron’s The Giaour published; 1048 lines. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Aston Hall, Yorkshire, September 1st 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 424-6; LJ II 256-8; BLJ III 104-5) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore which is now missing. 

August—September, I mean—1. 1813. 

I send you, begging your acceptance, Castellan, and three vols. on Turkish Literature, not yet looked 

into. The last I will thank you to read, extract what you want, and return in a week, as they are lent to 

me by that brightest of Northern constellations, Mackintosh,—amongst many other kind things into 

which India has warmed him, for I am sure your home Scotsman is of a less genial description. 

                                                 
41: Moore’s note: The Ode of Horace, “Natis in usum lætitiæ,” &c.; some passages of which I told him might be 

parodied, in allusion to some of his late adventures: “Quanta laboras in Charybdi! / Digne puer meliore flammâ!” 

42: Moore’s note: In his first edition of The Giaour he had used this word as a trisyllable,—”Bright as the gem of 

Giamschid,”—but on my remarking to him, upon the authority of Richardson’s Persian Dictionary, that this was 

incorrect, he altered it to “Bright as the ruby of Giamschid.” On seeing this, however, I wrote to him, “that, as the 

comparison of his heroine’s eye to a ‘ruby’ might unluckily call up the idea of its being blood-shot, he had better 

change the line to “Bright as the jewel of Giamschid;”—which he accordingly did in the following edition. 

43: Wycherley, The Country Wife, II i. 

44: Moore’s note: Having already endeavoured to obviate the charge of vanity, to which I am aware I expose 

myself by being thus accessory to the publication of eulogies, so warm and so little merited, on myself, I shall here 

only add, that it will abundantly console me under such a charge, if, in whatever degree the judgment of my noble 

friend may be called in question for these praises, he shall, in the same proportion, receive credit for the good-

nature and warm-heartedness by which they were dictated. 

45: Biblical; Isaiah 40:3. 

46: Moore’s note: I had already, singularly enough, anticipated this suggestion, by making the daughter of a Peri 

the heroine of one of my stories, and detailing the love adventures of her aërial parent in an episode. In acquainting 

Lord Byron with this circumstance, in my answer to the above letter, I added, “All I ask of your friendship is—not 

that you will abstain from Peris on my account, for that is too much to ask of human (or, at least, author’s) 

nature—but that, whenever you mean to pay your addresses to any of these aërial ladies, you will, at once, tell me 

so, frankly and instantly, and let me, at least, have my choice whether I shall be desperate enough to go on, with 

such a rival, or at once surrender the whole race into your hands, and take, for the future, to Antediluvians with 

Mr. Montgomery.” 

47: Mœurs, Usages, Costumes des Othmans, et abrégé de leur histoire (Paris 1812); it contains the name 

Gulbeyaz, which B. uses in DJ. 

48: Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, IV iii 55-6. 
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 Your Peri, my dear M., is sacred and inviolable; I have no idea of touching the hem of her 

petticoat. Your affectation of a dislike to encounter me is so flattering, that I begin to think myself a 

very fine fellow. But you are laughing at me—‘Stap my vitals, Tarn! thou art a very impudent 

person;’
49

 and, if you are not laughing at me, you deserve to be laughed at. Seriously, what on earth can 

you, or have you, to dread from any poetical flesh breathing? It really puts me out of humour to hear 

you talk thus. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 ‘The Giaour’ I have added to a good deal; but still in foolish fragments. It contains about 1200 

lines, or rather more—now printing. You will allow me to send you a copy. You delight me much by 

telling me that I am in your good graces, and more particularly as to temper; for, unluckily, I have the 

reputation of a very bad one. But they say the devil is amusing when pleased, and I must have been 

more venomous than the old serpent, to have hissed or stung in your company. It may be, and would 

appear to a third person, an incredible thing, but I know you will believe me when I say, that I am as 

anxious for your success as one human being can be for another’s,—as much as if I had never scribbled 

a line. Surely the field of fame is wide enough for all; and if it were not, I would not willingly rob my 

neighbour of a rood of it. Now you have a pretty property of some thousand acres there, and when you 

have passed your present Inclosure Bill, your income will be doubled, (there’s a metaphor, worthy of a 

Templar, namely, pert and low,) while my wild common is too remote to incommode you, and quite 

incapable of such fertility. I send you (which return per post, as the printer would say) a curious letter 

from a friend of mine,
50

 which will let you into the origin of ‘The Giaour.’ Write soon. Ever, dear 

Moore, yours most entirely, &c. 

 

P.S.—This letter was written to me on account of a different story circulated by some gentlewomen of 

our acquaintance, a little too close to the text. The part erased contained merely some Turkish names, 

and circumstantial evidence of the girl’s detection, not very important or decorous. 

 

Early September 1813: fifth edition of Byron’s The Giaour published, at 1215 lines. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Aston Hall, Yorkshire, September 5th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 426-7; LJ II 260-2; BLJ III 106-8) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore which is now missing. 

Sept. 5. 1813. 

You need not tie yourself down to a day with Toderini,
51

 but send him at your leisure, having 

anatomised him into such annotations as you want; I do not believe that he has ever undergone that 

process before, which is the best reason for not sparing him now. 

 [Rogers] has returned to town, but not yet recovered of the Quarterly. What fellows these 

reviewers are! ‘these bugs do fear us all.’
52

 They made you fight, and me (the milkiest of men) a 

satirist, and will end by making [Rogers] madder than Ajax. I have been reading Memory again, the 

other day, and Hope together,
53

 and retain all my preference of the former. His elegance is really 

wonderful—there is no such thing as a vulgar line in his book. 

 What say you to Buonaparte? Remember, I back him against the field, barring Catalepsy and the 

Elements.
54

 Nay, I almost wish him success against all countries but this,—were it only to choke the 

Morning Post, and his undutiful father-in-law, with that rebellious bastard of Scandinavian adoption, 

Bernadotte. Rogers wants me to go with him on a crusade to the Lakes, and to besiege you on our way. 

This last is a great temptation, but I fear it will not be in my power, unless you would go on with one of 

us somewhere—no matter where. It is too late for Matlock, but we might hit upon some scheme, high 

life or low,—the last would be much the best for amusement. I am so sick of the other, that I quite sigh 

for a cider-cellar, or a cruise in a smuggler’s sloop. 

 You cannot wish more than I do that the Fates were a little more accommodating to our parallel 

lines, which prolong ad infinitum without coming a jot nearer. I almost wish I were married, too—

which is saying much. All my friends, seniors and juniors, are in for it, and ask me to be godfather,—

the only species of parentage which, I believe, will ever come to my share in a lawful way; and, in an 

unlawful one, by the blessing of Lucina, we can never be certain,—though the parish may. I suppose I 

                                                 
49: Vanbrugh, The Relapse IV vi; Sheridan, The Trip to Scarborough V ii. 

50: Moore’s note: The letter of Lord Sligo, already given.[This is Sligo’s letter of August 31st 1813, describing 

B.’s rescue of the girl in the sack, the large erasure in which has never been deciphered.] 

51: Giovanni Battista Toderini, Della Letteratura Turchesca (1787) 

52: Shakespeare, Henry VI III V ii 2 (adapted). 

53: B. refers to Rogers’ The Pleasures of Memory and The Pleasures of Hope. 

54: Bonaparte will soon be defeated at Leipzig (early October 1814). 
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shall hear from you to-morrow. If not, this goes as it is; but I leave room for a P.S., in case any thing 

requires an answer. 

Ever, &c. 

 

No letter—n’importe. R[ogers]. thinks the Quarterly will be at me this time: if so, it shall be a war of 

extermination—no quarter. From the youngest devil down to the oldest woman of that review, all shall 

perish by one fatal lampoon. The ties of nature shall be torn asunder, for I will not even spare my 

bookseller; nay, if one were to include readers also, all the better. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Aston Hall, Yorkshire, September 8th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 427-8; LJ II 262-3; BLJ III 111-12) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore which is now missing. 

September 8. 1813. 

I am sorry to see Tod[erini]. again so soon, for fear your scrupulous conscience should have prevented 

you from fully availing yourself of his spoils. By this coach I send you a copy of that awful pamphlet 

‘The Giaour,’ which has never procured me half so high a compliment as your modest alarm. You will 

(if inclined in an evening) perceive that I have added much in quantity,—a circumstance which may 

truly diminish your modesty upon the subject. 

 You stand certainly in great need of a ‘lift’ with Mackintosh. My dear Moore, you strangely under-

rate yourself. I should conceive it an affectation in any other; but I think I know you well enough to 

believe that you don’t know your own value. However, ’tis a fault that generally mends; and, in your 

case, it really ought. I have heard him speak of you as highly as your wife could wish; and enough to 

give all your friends the jaundice. 

 Yesterday I had a letter from Ali Pacha! brought by Dr. Holland, who is just returned from 

Albania. It is in Latin, and begins ‘Excellentissime nec non Carissime,’ and ends about a gun he wants 

made for him;—it is signed ‘Ali Vizir.’ What do you think he has been about? H[olland]. tells me that, 

last spring, he took a hostile town, where, forty-two years ago, his mother and sisters were treated as 

Miss Cunigunde was by the Bulgarian cavalry.
55

 He takes the town, selects all the survivors of this 

exploit—children, grandchildren, &c. to the tune of six hundred, and has them shot before his face. 

Recollect, he spared the rest of the city, and confined himself to the Tarquin pedigree,—which is more 

than I would. So much for ‘dearest friend.’ 

 

Byron to Moore, from Aston Hall, Yorkshire, September 9th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 428; LJ II 263; BLJ III 112) 

Sept. 9. 1813. 

I write to you from Mr. Murray’s, and I may say, from Murray, who, if you are not predisposed in 

favour of any other publisher, would be happy to treat with you, at a fitting time, for your work. I can 

safely recommend him as fair, liberal, and attentive, and certainly, in point of reputation, he stands 

among the first of ‘the trade.’ I am sure he would do you justice. I have written to you so much lately, 

that you will be glad to see so little now. 

Ever, &c. &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Aston Hall, Yorkshire, September 27th 1813: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 428-9; LJ II 266-8; BLJ III 122-3) 

Moore has not written lately, but Byron has met Robert Southey. 

September 27. 1813. 

Thomas Moore, 

(Thou wilt never be called ‘true Thomas,’ like he of Ercildoune,)
56

 why don’t you write to me?—as 

you won’t, I must. I was near you at Aston the other day, and hope I soon shall be again. If so, you 

must and shall meet me, and go to Matlock and elsewhere, and take what, in flash dialect, is poetically 

termed ‘a lark,’ with Rogers and me for accomplices. Yesterday, at Holland House, I was introduced to 

Southey—the best looking bard I have seen for some time. To have that poet’s head and shoulders, I 

would almost have written his Sapphics. He is certainly a prepossessing person to look on, and a man 

of talent, and all that, and—there is his eulogy. 

 * * read me part of a letter from you. By the foot of Pharaoh,
57

 I believe there was abuse, for he 

stopped short, so he did, after a fine saying about our correspondence, and looked—I wish I could 

                                                 
55: Voltaire, Candide. 

56: Thomas the Rhymer. 

57: Jonson, Every Man in his Humour, I iii et seq. 
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revenge myself by attacking you, or by telling you that I have had to defend you—an agreeable way 

which one’s friends have of recommending themselves by saying—‘Ay, ay, I gave it Mr. Such-a-one
58

 

for what he said about your being a plagiary, and a rake, and so on.’ But do you know that you are one 

of the very few whom I never have the satisfaction of hearing abused, but the reverse;—and do you 

suppose I will forgive that? 

 I have been in the country, and ran away from the Doncaster races. It is odd,—I was a visitor in 

the same house which came to my sire as a residence with Lady Carmarthen, (with whom he 

adulterated before his majority—by the by, remember, she was not my mamma,)—and they thrust me 

into an old room, with a nauseous picture over the chimney, which I should suppose my papa regarded 

with due respect, and which, inheriting the family taste, I looked upon with great satisfaction. I stayed a 

week with the family, and behaved very well—though the lady of the house
59

 is young, and religious, 

and pretty, and the master is my particular friend.
60

 I felt no wish for any thing but a poodle dog, which 

they kindly gave me. Now, for a man of my courses not even to have coveted, is a sign of great 

amendment. Pray pardon all this nonsense, and don’t ‘snub me when I’m in spirits.’
61

 

Ever, yours, BN. 

 

Here’s an impromptu for you by a ‘person of quality,’ written last week, on being reproached for low 

spirits. 

  When from the heart where Sorrow sits,
62

 

   Her dusky shadow mounts too high, 

  And o’er the changing aspect flits, 

   And clouds the brow, or fills the eye: 

  Heed not that gloom, which soon shall sink; 

   My Thoughts their dungeon know too well— 

  Back to my breast the wanderers shrink, 

   And bleed within their silent cell. 

 

Late September 1813: sixth edition of Byron’s The Giaour published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, October 2nd 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 430-1; LJ II 271-4; QI 179-80; BLJ III 130-1) 

Moore does not seem a very assiduous correspondent. Halfway through this letter Byron receives 

one from him – it is lost. 

October 2. 1813. 

You have not answered some six letters of mine. This, therefore, is my penultimate. I will write to you 

once more, but, after that—I swear by all the saints—I am silent and supercilious. I have met Curran
63

 

at Holland House—he beats every body;—his imagination is beyond human, and his humour (it is 

difficult to define what is wit) perfect. Then he has fifty faces, and twice as many voices, when he 

mimics—I never met his equal. Now, were I a woman, and eke a virgin, that is the man I should make 

my Scamander. He is quite fascinating. Remember, I have met him but once; and you, who have 

known him long, may probably deduct from my panegyric. I almost fear to meet him again, lest the 

impression should be lowered. He talked a great deal about you—a theme never tiresome to me, nor 

any body else that I know. What a variety of expression he conjures into that naturally not very fine 

countenance of his! He absolutely changes it entirely. I have done—for I can’t describe him, and you 

know him. On Sunday I return to [Aston Hall], where I shall not be far from you. Perhaps I shall hear 

from you in the mean time. Good night. 

 Saturday morn—Your letter has cancelled all my anxieties. I did not suspect you in earnest. 

Modest again! Because I don’t do a very shabby thing, it seems, I ‘don’t fear your competition.’ If it 

were reduced to an alternative of preference, I should dread you, as much as Satan does Michael. But is 

there not room enough in our respective regions? Go on—it will soon be my turn to forgive. To-day I 

dine with Mackintosh and Mrs. Stale—as John Bull may be pleased to denominate Corinne—whom I 

saw last night, at Covent Garden, yawning over the humour of Falstaff. 

 The reputation of ‘gloom,’ if one’s friends are not included in the reputants, is of great service; 

as it saves one from a legion of impertinents, in the shape of common-place acquaintance. But thou 

                                                 
58: Shakespeare, Hamlet V i 83. 

59: Frances Wedderburn Webster, with whom B. is flirting (though he doesn’t tell Moore so). 

60: James Wedderburn Webster, whose cuckoldom B. is contemplating. 

61: Tony Lumpkin at Goldsmith, She Stoops to Conquer, II. 

62: Moore’s note: Now printed in his Works. 

63: John Philpott Curran, brilliant Irish advocate. 
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know’st I can be a right merry and conceited fellow, and rarely ‘larmoyant.’ Murray shall reinstate 

your line forthwith.
64

 I believe the blunder in the motto was mine:—and yet I have, in general, a 

memory for you, and am sure it was rightly printed at first. 

 I do ‘blush’ very often, if I may believe Ladies H[olland]. and M[elbourne].;—but luckily, at 

present, no one sees me. Adieu. 

 

October 16th-18th: Napoleon is defeated at Leipzig. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, November 30th 1813: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 431-2; LJ II 292-3; QI 201; BLJ III 183-4) 

Byron answers another Moore letter, now missing, which included a French quotation. 

November 30. 1813. 

Since I last wrote to you, much has occurred, good, bad, and indifferent,—not to make me forget you, 

but to prevent me from reminding you of one who, nevertheless, has often thought of you, and to whom 

your thoughts, in many a measure, have frequently been a consolation. We were once very near 

neighbours this autumn; and a good and bad neighbourhood it has proved to me. Suffice it to say, that 

your French quotation was confoundedly to the purpose,—though very unexpectedly pertinent, as you 

may imagine by what I said before, and my silence since. * * * * * * * * * *
65

 

 However, ‘Richard’s himself again,’
66

 and except all night and some part of the morning, I don’t 

think very much about the matter. 

 All convulsions end with me in rhyme; and to solace my midnights, I have scribbled another 

Turkish story
67

—not a Fragment—which you will receive soon after this. It does not trench upon your 

kingdom in the least, and if it did, you would soon reduce me to my proper boundaries. You will think, 

and justly, that I run some risk of losing the little I have gained in fame, by this further experiment on 

public patience; but I have really ceased to care on that head. I have written this, and published it, for 

the sake of the employment,—to wring my thoughts from reality, and take refuge in ‘imaginings,’ 

however ‘horrible;’
68

 and, as to success! those who succeed will console me for a failure—excepting 

yourself and one or two more, whom luckily I love too well to wish one leaf of their laurels a tint 

yellower. This is the work of a week, and will be the reading of an hour to you, or even less,—and so, 

let it go * * * * * * * * 

 

 P.S. Ward and I talk of going to Holland. I want to see how a Dutch canal looks after the 

Bosphorus. Pray respond. 

 

December 1813: fifth volume of Moore’s A Selection of Irish Melodies published. 

 

December 1813: seventh edition of Byron’s The Giaour published; the poem is now complete at 

1334 lines. Byron’s The Bride of Abydos published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, December 8th 1813: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 432-4; LJ II 300-4; QI 201-3; BLJ III 193-5) 

Byron answers another (now missing) letter from Moore. He is full of encouragement and 

admiration. 
December 8. 1813. 

Your letter, like all the best, and even kindest things in this world, is both painful and pleasing. But, 

first, to what sits nearest. Do you know I was actually about to dedicate to you,
69

—not in a formal 

inscription, as to one’s elders,—but through a short prefatory letter, in which I boasted myself your 

intimate, and held forth the prospect of your Poem; when, lo! the recollection of your strict injunctions 

of secrecy as to the said poem, more than once repeated by word and letter, flashed upon me, and 

marred my intents. I could have no motive for repressing my own desire of alluding to you (and not a 

day passes that I do not think and talk of you), but an idea that you might, yourself, dislike it. You 

cannot doubt my sincere admiration, waving personal friendship for the present, which, by the by, is 

                                                 
64: Moore’s note: The motto to The Giaour, which is taken from one of the Irish Melodies, had been quoted by 

him incorrectly in the first editions of the poem. He made afterwards a similar mistake in the lines from Burns 

prefixed to the Bride of Abydos. 

65: B. may here have outlined his abortive affair with Frances Wedderburn Webster. 

66: Shakespeare, Richard III (line added by Cibber). 

67: Moore’s note: The Bride of Abydos. 

68: Shakespeare, Macbeth, I iv 6-7. 

69: The Corsair is dedicated to Moore. 
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not less sincere and deep rooted. I have you by rote and by heart; of which ‘ecce signum!’
70

 When I 

was at [Aston Hall], on my first visit, I have a habit, in passing my time a good deal alone, of—I won’t 

call it singing, for that I never attempt except to myself—but of uttering, to what I think tunes, your 

‘Oh breathe not,’ ‘When the last glimpse,’ and ‘When he who adores thee,’ with others of the same 

minstrel;—they are my matins and vespers. I assuredly did not intend them to be overheard, but, one 

morning, in comes, not La Donna, but Il Marito,
71

 with a very grave face, saying, ‘Byron, I must 

request you won’t sing any more, at least of those songs.’ I stared, and said, ‘Certainly, but why?’—

‘To tell you the truth,’ quoth he, ‘they make my wife cry, and so melancholy, that I wish her to hear no 

more of them.’ 

 Now, my dear M., the effect must have been from your words, and certainly not my music. I 

merely mention this foolish story to show you how much I am indebted to you for even your pastimes. 

A man may praise and praise, but no one recollects but that which pleases—at least, in composition. 

Though I think no one equal to you in that department, or in satire,—and surely no one was ever so 

popular in both,—I certainly am of opinion that you have not yet done all you can do, though more 

than enough for any one else. I want, and the world expects, a longer work from you; and I see in you 

what I never saw in poet before, a strange diffidence of your own powers, which I cannot account for, 

and which must be unaccountable, when a Cossac like me can appal a cuirassier. Your story I did not, 

could not, know,—I thought only of a Peri. I wish you had confided in me, not for your sake, but mine, 

and to prevent the world from losing a much better poem than my own, but which, I yet hope, this 

clashing will not even now deprive them of.
72

 Mine is the work of a week, written, why I have partly 

told you, and partly I cannot tell you by letter—some day I will. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Go on—I shall really be very unhappy if I at all interfere with you. The success of mine is yet 

problematical; though the public will probably purchase a certain quantity, on the presumption of their 

own propensity for ‘The Giaour’ and such ‘horrid mysteries.’ The only advantage I have is being on 

the spot; and that merely amounts to saving me the trouble of turning over books which I had better 

read again. If your chamber was furnished in the same way, you have no need to go there to describe—

I mean only as to accuracy—because I drew it from recollection. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 This last thing of mine may have the same fate, and I assure you I have great doubts about it. 

But, even if not, its little day will be over before you are ready and willing. Come out—‘screw your 

courage to the sticking-place.’
73

 Except the Post Bag (and surely you cannot complain of a want of 

success there), you have not been regularly out for some years. No man stands higher,—whatever you 

may think on a rainy day, in your provincial retreat. ‘Aucun homme, dans aucune langue, n’a été, peut-

être, plus completèment le poëte du coeur et le poëte des femmes. Les critiques lui reprochent de 

n’avoir représenté le monde ni tel qu’il est, ni tel qu’il doit être; mais les femmes répondent qu’il l’a 

représenté tel qu’elles le désirent.’
74

—I should have thought Sismondi had written this for you instead 

of Metastasio. 

 Write to me, and tell me of yourself. Do you remember what Rousseau said to some one—‘Have 

we quarrelled? you have talked to me often, and never once mentioned yourself.’
75

 

 

P.S.—The last sentence is an indirect apology for my own egotism,—but I believe in letters it is 

allowed. I wish it was mutual. I have met with an odd reflection in Grimm; it shall not—at least the bad 

part—be applied to you or me, though one of us has certainly an indifferent name—but this it is:—

                                                 
70: Falstaff at Shakespeare, Henry IV I, II iv 160. 

71: Frances and James Wedderburn Webster. 

72: Moore’s note: Among the stories intended to be introduced into Lalla Rookh, which I had begun, but, from 

various causes, never finished, there was one which I had made some progress in, at the time of the appearance of 

“The Bride,” and which, on reading that poem, I found to contain such singular coincidences with it, not only in 

locality and costume, but in plot and characters, that I immediately gave up my story altogether, and began another 

on an entirely new subject, the Fire-worshippers. To this circumstance, which I immediately communicated to him, 

Lord Byron alludes in this letter. In my hero (to whom I had even given the name of “Zelim,” and who was a 

descendant of Ali, outlawed, with all his followers, by the reigning Caliph) it was my intention to shadow out, as I 

did afterwards in another form, the national cause of Ireland. To quote the words of my letter to Lord Byron on the 

subject:—”I chose this story because one writes best about what one feels most, and I thought the parallel with 

Ireland would enable me to infuse some vigour into my hero’s character. But to aim at vigour and strong feeling 

after you is hopeless;—that region ‘was made for Cæsar.’” 

73: Shakespeare, Macbeth, I vii 60. 

74: Sismondi, De la Littérature du Midi de l’Europe (1813), II 436. 

75: Rousseau quotation unidentified. 
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’Many people have the reputation of being wicked, with whom we should be too happy to pass our 

lives.’ I need not add it is a woman’s saying—a Mademoiselle de Sommery’s.
76

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, January 2nd 1814: 

(Source: not in Moore’s Life; not yet found in NLS; BLJ IV 13) 

This is the Dedication to The Corsair. 

January 2d. 1814 

My dear Moore – I dedicate to you the last production with which I shall trespass on public patience, 

and your indulgence for some years – and I own that I feel anxious to avail myself of this latest & only 

opportunity of adorning my pages with a name consecrated by unshaken public principle & the most 

undoubted and various talents. While Ireland ranks you among the firmest of her patriots – while you 

stand alone, the first of her bards in her estimation and Britain repeats and ratifies the decree – permit 

one whose only regret since our first acquaintance has been the years he had lost before it commenced 

– to add the humble but sincere suffrage of Friendship to the voice of more than one Nation. – – It will 

at least prove to you that I have neither forgotten the gratification derived from your society nor 

abandoned the prospect of it’s renewal when your leisure or inclination allow you to atone to your 

friends for too long an absence. – It is said among those friends – I trust truly – that you are engaged in 

the composition of a poem whose scene will be laid in the East – none can do those scenes so much 

justice. – – The wrongs of your own Country – the magnificent and fiery spirit of her sons – the beauty 

and feeling of her daughters may there be found – and Collins when he denominated his Oriental his 

Irish Eclogues was not aware how true at least a part of his parallel. – – Your Imagination will create a 

warmer Sun & less clouded sky – but wildness tenderness and originality are part of your national 

claim of Oriental descent to which you have already thus far provided your title more clearly than the 

most zealous of your Country’s Antiquarians. – May I add a few words on a subject on which all are 

said to be fluent and none agreeable? – Self. – I have written much & published more than enough to 

demand a longer silence than I now meditate – but for some years to come it is my intention to tempt 

no further the award of “Gods – men – nor columns”.
77

 – In the present composition I have attempted 

not the most difficult but perhaps the best adapted measure to our language – the good old and now 

neglected heroic couplet – the Stanza of Spenser is perhaps too slow and dignified for narrative – 

though I confess it is the measure most after my own heart – and Scott alone (he will excuse the Mr. 

“we do not say Mr. Caesar”) Scott alone of the present generation has hitherto completely triumphed 

over the fatal facility of the octosyllabic verse – and this is not the least victory of his varied mighty 

Genius. – In Blank verse – Milton Thomson and our Dramatists are the beacons that shine along the 

deep but warn us from the rough & barren rock on which they are kindled. – The heroic couplet is not 

the most popular measure certainly – but as I did not deviate into the other from a wish to flatter what 

is called public opinion I shall quit it without further apology & take my chance once more with that 

versification in which I have hitherto published nothing but compositions whose former circulation is 

part of my present & future regret. – – With regard to my story – & stories in general, I should have 

been glad to have rendered my personages more perfect & amiable if possible – inasmuch as I have 

been sometimes criticised & considered no less responsible for their deeds & qualities than if all had 

been personal. Be it so – if I have deviated into the gloomy vanity of “drawing from self” the pictures 

are probably like since they are unfavourable – and if not – those who know me are undeceived – and 

those who do not – I have little interest in undeceiving. – I have no particular desire that any but my 

acquaintance should think the author better than the beings of his imagining – but I cannot help a little 

surprize & perhaps amusement at some odd exceptions in the present instance – when several (far more 

deserving I allow) poets in every good plight & quite exempted from all participation in the faults of 

those heroes who nevertheless might be found with little more morality than “The Giaour” and perhaps 

– but No – I must admit Childe Harold to be a very repulsive personage – and as to his identity – those 

who like it must give him whatever “Alias” they please. – – If however anything could remove the 

impression it may be of some service to me – that the Man who is alike the delight of his readers and 

his friends – the poet of all circles – and the idol of his own – permits me here & elsewhere to 

subscribe myself 

most truly & affectionately his servant 

Byron 

Byron to Moore, from London, January 6th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 515-16; LJ III 5-7; QI 259; BLJ IV 16-17) 

                                                 
76: Grimm, Correspondance Littéraire (1813), II 126. 

77: Horace, Ars Poetica, 373; compare TVOJ 91, 8. 
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January 6. 1814. 

I have got a devil of a long story in the press, entitled ‘The Corsair,’ in the regular heroic measure. It is 

a pirate’s isle, peopled with my own creatures, and you may easily suppose they do a world of mischief 

through the three cantos. Now for your dedication—if you will accept it. This is positively my last 

experiment on public literary opinion, till I turn my thirtieth year,—if so be I flourish until that 

downhill period. I have a confidence for you—a perplexing one to me, and, just at present, in a state of 

abeyance in itself. * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 However, we shall see. In the mean time, you may amuse yourself with my suspense, and put all 

the justices of peace in requisition, in case I come into your county with ‘hackbut bent.’
78

 

 Seriously, whether I am to hear from her or him, it is a pause, which I shall fill up with as few 

thoughts of my own as I can borrow from other people. Any thing is better than stagnation; and now, in 

the interregnum of my autumn and a strange summer adventure, which I don’t like to think of, (I don’t 

mean [Caroline Lamb]’s, however, which is laughable only,) the antithetical state of my lucubrations 

makes me alive, and Macbeth can ‘sleep no more:’
79

—he was lucky in getting rid of the drowsy 

sensation of waking again. 

 Pray write to me. I must send you a copy of the letter of dedication. When do you come out? I 

am sure we don’t clash this time, for I am all at sea, and in action,—and a wife, and a mistress, &c. &c. 

 Thomas, thou art a happy fellow; but if you wish us to be so, you must come up to town, as you 

did last year: and we shall have a world to say, and to see, and to hear. Let me hear from you. 

 

P.S. Of course you will keep my secret, and don’t even talk in your sleep of it. Happen what may, your 

dedication is ensured, being already written; and I shall copy it out fair to-night, in case business or 

amusement—Amant alterna Camœnæ.
80

 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, January 7th 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 517n; BLJ IV 18) 

January 7. 1814.  

My dear Moore,  

I had written to you a long letter of dedication, which I suppress,
81

 because, though it contained 

something relating to you which every one had been glad to hear, yet there was too much about 

politics, and poesy, and all things whatsoever, ending with that topic on which most men are fluent, and 

none very amusing—one’s self. It might have been re-written—but to what purpose? My praise could 

add nothing to your well-earned and firmly-established fame; and with my most hearty admiration of 

your talents, and delight in your conversation, you are already acquainted. In availing myself of your 

friendly permission to inscribe this poem to you, I can only wish the offering were as worthy your 

acceptance as your regard is dear to, 

Yours, most affectionately and faithfully, 

BYRON. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, January 8th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 517-18; LJ III 9-10; BLJ IV 18-19) 

January 8. 1814. 

As it would not be fair to press you into a dedication, without previous notice, I send you two, and I 

will tell you why two. The first, Mr. M[urray]., who sometimes takes upon him the critic (and I bear it 

from astonishment), says, may do you harm—God forbid!—this alone makes me listen to him. The 

fact is, he is a damned Tory, and has, I dare swear, something of self, which I cannot divine, at the 

bottom of his objection, as it is the allusion to Ireland to which he objects. But he be d——d—though a 

good fellow enough (your sinner would not be worth a d——n). 

 Take your choice;—no one, save he and Mr. Dallas, has seen either, and D[allas]. is quite on my 

side, and for the first. If I can but testify to you and the world how truly I admire and esteem you, I 

shall be quite satisfied. As to prose, I don’t know Addison’s from Johnson’s; but I will try to mend my 

cacology. Pray perpend,
82

 pronounce, and don’t be offended with either. 

                                                 
78: See N&Q 1909 s10-XII 289. 

79: Shakespeare, Macbeth II ii 34 et seq. 

80: Virgil, Eclogue III, 59 (“singing by turns the Muses’ love”). 

81: The Dedication was not suppressed. 

82: Shakespeare, Hamlet, II ii 105. 
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 My last epistle would probably put you in a fidget. But the devil, who ought to be civil on such 

occasions, proved so, and took my letter to the right place. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Is it not odd?—the very fate I said she had escaped from * *, she has now undergone from the 

worthy * *.
83

 Like Mr. Fitzgerald,
84

 shall I not lay claim to the character of ‘Vates?’—as he did in the 

Morning Herald for prophesying the fall of Buonaparte,—who, by the by, I don’t think is yet fallen. I 

wish he would rally and route your legitimate sovereigns, having a mortal hate to all royal entails.—

But I am scrawling a treatise. Good night. 

Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, January 13th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 518-19; BLJ IV 30) 

Byron answers a Moore letter, now missing, which enclosed a proof of the Corsair preface. 

 

January 13. 1814. 

I have but a moment to write, but all is as it should be. I have said really far short of my opinion, but if 

you think enough, I am content. Will you return the proof by the post, as I leave town on Sunday, and 

have no other corrected copy. I put ‘servant,’
85

 as being less familiar before the public; because I don’t 

like presuming upon our friendship to infringe upon forms. As to the other word, you may be sure it is 

one I cannot hear or repeat too often. 

I write in an agony of haste and confusion.—Perdonate. 

 

February 1st 1814: Byron’s The Corsair published. 

 

Moore to Byron, February 6th 1814: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 305) 

This letter is given a less precise date by Dowden. 

Sunday Evening 

My dear Byron – 

 I have been expecting some announcement of your return to town, and asked M
r
. Murray about 

your whereabouts in a note I wrote to him, but his answer has not given me the best information – 

further than that the Corsair is “liked beyond measure,” which was what I could easily take for granted 

without his having the kindness to inform me – “liked!” – Werter was angry at this cold word being 

applied to Ossian, and what would he say to its being used of “the Corsair”? I may perhaps, as God-

father, be suspected of undue partiality for this child, but certainly any thing more fearfully interesting, 

more wild, touching, and “negligently grand,” I never read even from your pen – you are careless, but 

you can afford to be so, and, 

 

1:2 

 

whenever you slumber, it is like the albatross, high in air and on the wing – the blood upon Gulnare’s 

cheek is terrifically fine – as to my part of the Work, I will not render my thanks to you in words, tho I 

do in feeling twenty times a day – but I must tell you what an honest neighbour of mine says of it – 

“This makes me like him better than all the rest of his works put together; for it shows he’s a warm-

hearted fellow, which is better than all the genius in the world” – 

 I write this to catch a flying opportunity for the Post, so must conclude – 

  Ever yours most faithfully 

   Thomas Moore 

 

I shall make my old mother so happy by the Copy I have sent her! She will worship you – 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, February 10th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 526-7; LJ III 32-3; BLJ IV 51-2) 

February 10. 1814. 

                                                 
83: An obscure reference without the preceding censored passage. 

84: The “hoarse Fitzgerald” of EBSR l.1. 

85: B. signs off the Preface “most truly & affectionately his servant”. 
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I arrived in town late yesterday evening, having been absent three weeks, which I passed in Notts. 

quietly and pleasantly. You can have no conception of the uproar the eight lines on the little Royalty’s 

weeping in 1812 (now republished)
86

 have occasioned. The R[egent], who had always thought them 

yours, chose—God knows why—on discovering them to be mine, to be affected ‘in sorrow rather than 

anger.’
87

 The Morning Post, Sun, Herald, Courier, have all been in hysterics ever since. M. is in a 

fright, and wanted to shuffle; and the abuse against me in all directions is vehement, unceasing, loud—

some of it good, and all of it hearty. I feel a little compunctious as to the R[egent]’s regret;—‘would he 

had been only angry! but I fear him not.’ 

 Some of these same assailments you have probably seen. My person (which is excellent for ‘the 

nonce’) has been denounced in verses, the more like the subject, inasmuch as they halt exceedingly. 

Then, in another, I am an atheist, a rebel, and, at last, the Devil (boiteux, I presume). My demonism 

seems to be a female’s conjecture;
88

 if so, perhaps, I could convince her that I am but a mere mortal,—

if a queen of the Amazons may be believed, who says αριστον χωλος οιφει.
89

 I quote from memory, so 

my Greek is probably deficient; but the passage is meant to mean * * * * * * * * 

 Seriously, I am in, what the learned call, a dilemma, and the vulgar, a scrape;
90

 and my friends 

desire me not to be in a passion; and, like Sir Fretful, I assure them that I am ‘quite calm,’
91

—but I am 

nevertheless in a fury. 

 Since I wrote thus far, a friend has come in, and we have been talking and buffooning till I have 

quite lost the thread of my thoughts; and, as I won’t send them unstrung to you, good morning, and 

Believe me ever, &c. 

 

P.S. Murray, during my absence, omitted the Tears in several of the copies. I have made him replace 

them, and am very wroth with his qualms,—‘as the wine is poured out, let it be drunk to the dregs.’
92

 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, February 16th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 530-1; LJ III 38-40; BLJ IV 62-3) 

Byron answers another Moore letter (now missing), in which Moore has encouraged him to be 

more active in the Lords. 

February 16. 1814. 

You may be assured that the only prickles that sting from the Royal hedgehog are those which possess 

a torpedo property, and may benumb some of my friends. I am quite silent, and ‘hush’d in grim 

repose.’
93

 The frequency of the assaults has weakened their effects,—if ever they had any;—and, if 

they had had much, I should hardly have held my tongue, or withheld my fingers. It is something quite 

new to attack a man for abandoning his resentments. I have heard that previous praise and subsequent 

vituperation were rather ungrateful, but I did not know that it was wrong to endeavour to do justice to 

those who did not wait till I had made some amends for former and boyish prejudices, but received me 

into their friendship, when I might still have been their enemy. 

 You perceive justly that I must intentionally have made my fortune like Sir Francis Wronghead.
94

 

It were better if there were more merit in my independence, but it really is something nowadays to be 

independent at all, and the less temptation to be otherwise, the more uncommon the case, in these times 

of paradoxical servility. I believe that most of our hates and likings have been hitherto nearly the same; 

but from henceforth they must, of necessity, be one and indivisible,—and now for it! I am for any 

weapon,—the pen, till one can find something sharper, will do for a beginning. 

 You can have no conception of the ludicrous solemnity with which these two stanzas have been 

treated. The Morning Post gave notice of an intended motion in the House of my brethren on the 

subject, and God he knows what proceedings besides;—and all this, as Bedreddin in the ‘Nights’ says, 

‘for making a cream tart without pepper.’
95

 This last piece of intelligence is, I presume, too laughable 

to be true; and the destruction of the Custom-house appears to have, in some degree, interfered with 

mine; added to which, the last battle of Buonaparte has usurped the column hitherto devoted to my 

bulletin. 

                                                 
86: Lines to a Lady Weeping. 

87: Shakespeare, Hamlet, I ii 231. 

88: This critic may be Charlotte Dacre, author of Zofloya. 

89: Mimnerus, fragment No. 23: “a lame beast covers best”, or, “a cripple makes the best fuck” 

90: B. refers obscurely to his liaison with Augusta, with whom he has just been to Newstead.. 

91: Sheridan, The Critic, Act I. 

92: Shakespeare, Macbeth II iii 93-4 (adapted). 

93: Gray, The Bard, l.76. 

94: In Vanbrugh and Cibber, The Provoked Husband. 

95: From the 1,001 Nights. 
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 I send you from this day’s Morning Post the best which have hitherto appeared on this ‘impudent 

doggerel,’ as the Courier calls it. There was another about my diet, when a boy—not at all bad—some 

time ago; but the rest are but indifferent. 

 I shall think about your oratorical hint;
96

—but I have never set much upon ‘that cast,’ and am 

grown as tired as Solomon of every thing, and of myself more than any thing. This is being what the 

learned call philosophical, and the vulgar lack-a-daisical. I am, however, always glad of a blessing;
97

 

pray, repeat yours soon,—at least your letter, and I shall think the benediction included. 

Ever, &c. 

Moore to Byron, February 24th 1814: 
(Source: NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 306) 

Moore offers to start Byron’s Memoirs now, from dictation. This letter is given a less precise date 

by Dowden. 

Thursday 

My dear Byron 

 You really, as I have often told you before, ought to give me at least two letters for every one of 

mine— Full of incidents as your own days are, and busy and various as the scene is about you, I should 

not think myself at all too exigéant, if I were to require you to sit down every day for half an hour 

before dressing-time, and give me an account of all the hes, shes and its you have had to do with since 

morning—particularly, as you recollect you have appointed me your Editor & Historiographer, (in case 

any enraged husband should be the death of you) and a journal of this kind would soon make very 

respectable material— Do you know that I was all agog about a week ago with the hope of being 

forced to go to town upon business very soon?— but I am disappointed and left without a single pretext 

for the trip but pleasure, which, tho as good a pretext as a man can well have in this life for any thing, 

would be a little too selfish upon the present occasion for me to be quite satisfied with it— 

Now, do, pray write me very long letters, my dear Byron— there is but one great man in this world, 

besides yourself, that I feel interested about— and that is Bonaparte— We owe great gratitude to this 

thunder-storm of a fellow, for clearing the air of all the old legitimate fogs that settled upon us, and I 

seriously hope his task is not yet quite over— When he is once off the stage, the Play is over for me— 

the rest of the Kings may strut over their hour & be d—d!— I inclose you a letter, which you will have 

put in the Twopenny for me— by the bye, is Rogers annoyed at being suddenly with the bag?— I had 

half an intention of clearing him from the imputation, but I did not like to distract that profound 

contemptuous silence with which (till your friend Dallas’s letter) the Courier was so properly treated. 

 Ever, my dear Byron, yours most truly 

   Thomas Moore 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, February 26th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 533-4; LJ III 50-51; BLJ IV 72-3) 

Another reply to a (now missing) Moore letter. Byron discusses the violent reaction to Lines to a 

Lady Weeping. 
February 26. 1814. 

Dallas had, perhaps, have better kept silence;—but that was his concern, and, as his facts are correct, 

and his motive not dishonourable to himself, I wished him well through it. As for his interpretations of 

the lines, he and any one else may interpret them as they please. I have and shall adhere to my 

taciturnity, unless something very particular occurs to render this impossible. Do not you say a word. If 

any one is to speak, it is the person principally concerned. The most amusing thing is, that every one 

(to me) attributes the abuse to the man they personally most dislike!—some say C[roke]r, some 

C[oleridg]e, others F[itzgeral]d, &c. &c. &c. I do not know, and have no clue but conjecture. If 

discovered, and he turns out a hireling, he must be left to his wages; if a cavalier, he must ‘wink, and 

hold out his iron.’
98

 

 I had some thoughts of putting the question to C[roke]r, but H[obhouse]., who, I am sure, would 

not dissuade me if it were right, advised me by all means not;—‘that I had no right to take it upon 

suspicion,’ &c. &c. Whether H[obhouse]. is correct I am not aware, but he believes himself so, and 

says there can be but one opinion on that subject. This I am, at least, sure of, that he would never 

prevent me from doing what he deemed the duty of a preux chevalier. In such cases—at least, in this 

                                                 
96: Moore’s note: I had endeavoured to persuade him to take a part in parliamentary affairs, and to exercise his 

talent for oratory more frequently. 

97: Moore’s note: In concluding my letter, having said “God bless you!” I added—“that is, if you have no 

objection.” 

98: Shakespeare, Henry V, II i 7. 
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country—we must act according to usages. In considering this instance, I dismiss my own personal 

feelings. Any man will and must fight, when necessary,—even without a motive. Here, I should take it 

up really without much resentment; for, unless a woman one likes is in the way, it is some years since I 

felt a long anger. But, undoubtedly, could I, or may I, trace it to a man of station, I should and shall do 

what is proper. 

 * * was angerly, but tried to conceal it. You are not called upon to avow the ‘Twopenny,’ and 

would only gratify them by so doing. Do you not see the great object of all these fooleries is to set him, 

and you, and me, and all persons whatsoever, by the ears?—more especially those who are on good 

terms,—and nearly succeeded. Lord H[olland]. wished me to concede to Lord Carlisle—concede to the 

devil!—to a man who used me ill? I told him, in answer, that I would neither concede, nor recede on 

the subject, but be silent altogether; unless any thing more could be said about Lady H[olland]. and 

himself, who had been since my very good friends;—and there it ended. This was no time for 

concessions to Lord C[arlisle]. 

 I have been interrupted, but shall write again soon. Believe me ever, my dear Moore, &c. 

 

Moore to Byron, February 28th 1814: 

(Source: adapted from Dowden I 301-2) 

At last, a letter from Moore answering the previous item. 

Monday, Febr 28 

My dear Byron – 

 If I were to guess my dislikes, as your other friends have done, I should certainly say that Croker 

was the man for tho he & I have made up our quarrel, it is something like the reconciliation of 

Asmodeus with his brother-devil – “We embraced and have hated each other ever since” – but 

notwithstanding this, and that I think him quite enough of a maligno animaletto to do such a thing, I do 

not believe it was he – it is not his style – there would have been more of a brisk flippancy in the 

attack, and besides, to give my brother-devil his due, I have heard him speak of you in terms of 

admiration rather inconsistent (if any thing be inconsistent in such a lickspittle) with the language of 

these Ana –
99

 I quite agree with Hotham,
100

 that you are not called upon to seek the toad in his lurking-

hole, but if he should come across your path, put your foot upon him most certainly – You mistake me 

in supposing that I had any idea of avowing the Bag
101

 – my only thoughts were about disavowing it 

for Rogers, without in any way saddling it upon my own shoulders more than it is at present. As to 

Dallas’s letter, the statement with respect to the appropriation of the profits of your writings was 

absolutely called for and could not be withheld in justice both to himself and you – and indeed this 

explanation gave me particular pleasure, for I may now tell you that one of the stories which, I was told 

circulated with most credit in town was that you had given the proceeds of the Corsair to me! Yet all 

thro I bore “well – very well”
102 

– rather than break the sacred silence of contempt with which such 

things should be heard by both of us – indeed, I would not even to you, my dear Byron, dignify this 

wretched nonsense with one more mention, if it had not struck me, from your two last letters,
103

 that 

either this or something else is making you uncomfortable and out of spirits – to tell you it ought not 

will do you, I know, but little good, if it does, and therefore all I shall say is that if by my coming to 

town to you or by doing any thing else in the world that is in my power I can either amuse, serve or in 

the slightest degree minister to your comfort, I am heartily ready at a minute’s notice – too happy if 

you can discover (what I cannot flatter myself enough to find out) any one way in which I can be made 

useful to you – If I am, after all, mistaken, and you are not suffering any unusual uneasiness of mind, 

pray lose no time in telling me so, for I feel very anxious about you. 

   Ever yours 

    T. Moore 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, March 3rd 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 535-7; LJ III 54-7; QI 272-3; BLJ IV 76-8) 

Byron answers Moore’s of February 28th. 

March 3. 1814. 

My dear Friend, 

                                                 
99: Moore implies “Ananaiases”. 

100: “Hobhouse”. Moore may have disguised the name when editing the letter for 1830. 

101: Moore’s Tuppenny Post-Bag. 

102: Othello IV ii 57. 

103: Perhaps BLJ IV 51-2 and 62-3 (February 10th and 16th 1814); but this letter takes up none of the points in 

either. 
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I have a great mind to tell you that I am ‘uncomfortable,’ if only to make you come to town; where no 

one ever more delighted in seeing you, nor is there any one to whom I would sooner turn for 

consolation in my most vapourish moments. The truth is, I have ‘no lack of argument’
104

 to ponder 

upon of the most gloomy description, but this arises from other causes. Some day or other, when we 

are veterans, I may tell you a tale of present and past times; and it is not from want of confidence that I 

do not now,—but—but—always a but to the end of the chapter. 

 There is nothing, however, upon the spot either to love or hate;—but I certainly have subjects for 

both at no very great distance, and am besides embarrassed between three whom I know, and one 

(whose name, at least,) I do not know. All this would be very well if I had no heart; but, unluckily, I 

have found that there is such a thing still about me, though in no very good repair, and, also, that it has 

a habit of attaching itself to one whether I will or no. ‘Divide et impera,’
105

 I begin to think, will only 

do for politics. 

 If I discover the ‘toad’ as you call him,
106

 I shall ‘tread,’—and put spikes in my shoes to do it more 

effectually. The effect of all these fine things I do not enquire much nor perceive. I believe * * felt 

them more than either of us. People are civil enough, and I have had no dearth of invitations,—none of 

which, however, I have accepted. I went out very little last year, and mean to go about still less. I have 

no passion for circles, and have long regretted that I ever gave way to what is called a town life;—

which, of all the lives I ever saw (and they are nearly as many as Plutarch’s), seems to me to leave the 

least for the past and future. 

 How proceeds the poem? Do not neglect it, and I have no fears. I need not say to you that your 

fame is dear to me,—I really might say dearer than my own; for I have lately begun to think my things 

have been strangely over-rated; and, at any rate, whether or not, I have done with them for ever. I may 

say to you what I would not say to every body, that the last two were written, The Bride in four, and 

The Corsair in ten days,
107

—which I take to be a most humiliating confession, as it proves my own 

want of judgment in publishing, and the public’s in reading things, which cannot have stamina for 

permanent attention. ‘So much for Buckingham.’
108

 

 I have no dread of your being too hasty, and I have still less of your failing. But I think a year a 

very fair allotment of time to a composition which is not to be Epic; and even Horace’s ‘Nonum 

prematur’
109

 must have been intended for the Millennium, or some longer-lived generation than ours. I 

wonder how much we should have had of him, had he observed his own doctrines to the letter. Peace 

be with you! Remember that I am always and most truly yours, &c. 

 

P.S. I never heard the ‘report’ you mention, nor, I dare say, many others. But, in course, you, as well as 

others, have ‘damned good-natured friends,’
110

 who do their duty in the usual way. One thing will 

make you laugh. * * * * * * 

 

Moore to Byron, 3rd-12th March 1814: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 458-9, where it is misdated January 1816. My thanks to 

Jeffery Vail for pointing this out.) 

Moore answers the previous item. 

 

My dear Byron 

 I was very proud of the title
111

 you gave me at the beginning of your last letter, because I am sure 

you thought twice before you honoured me with it, and I hope I may long deserve it – As to my 

                                                 
104: Shakespeare, Henry V, III I 21 (adapted). 

105: “Divide and rule”; not a quotation; a standard Latin phrase. 

106: See Mo to B., February 28th 1814. 

107: Moore’s note: In asserting that he devoted but four days to the composition of The Bride, he must be 

understood to refer only to the first sketch of that poem,—the successive additions by which it was increased to its 

present length having occupied, as we have seen, a much longer period. The Corsair, on the contrary, was, from 

beginning to end, struck off at a heat—there being but little alteration or addition afterwards,—and the rapidity 

with which it was produced (being at the rate of nearly two hundred lines a day) would be altogether incredible, 

had we not his own, as well as his publisher’s, testimony to the fact. Such an achievement,—taking into account 

the surpassing beauty of the work,—is, perhaps, wholly without a parallel in the history of Genius, and shows that 

‘écrire par passion,’ as Rousseau expresses it, may be sometimes a shorter road to perfection than any that Art has 

ever struck out. 

108: Shakespeare, Richard III (additional line by Cibber). 

109: Horace, Ars Poetica, l.388 (“nonumque prematur”: “and keep your poem nine years”). 

110: Sir Fretful Plagiary in Sheridan, The Critic, Act I. 

111: Dowden has “proud of the little”. 
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Poem,
112

 which you ask about, after many frights & miscarriages, it is at last in a fair way of being born 

and I think my Wife & I will lie in about the same time – June – but that is so <wrong> late for a 

poetical parturition, and I am so {very} willing that the public not forget (for what will the public not 

forget?) the powerful impressions you have just made upon all their faculties,
113 

that I shall have no 

objection to let it sleep quietly over the summer, and try and fatten it up with hot-and-hot sunbeams in 

the dog-days – 

 

1:2 

 

I am sorry I must wait till “we are veterans” before you will open to me 

 

    “the book, the story of your wandering life, 

    “Wherein you find more hours, due to repentance, 

    “Than time hath told you yet –” 

 

Is it so with you? or are you, like me, reprobate enough to look back with complacency on what you 

have done? – I suppose repentance must bring up the rear with us all, but, at present, I should say with 

old Fontenelle “Si je recommencais ma carrière, je ferois tout ce que j’ai fait”
114

 – 

 There is one circumstance of your late life which I am sure I have guessed rightly – tho I sincerely 

hope it is not so bad as sometimes horrible imaginings
115

 would make it – you need not recur to it till 

we meet, nor even then, if you don’t like it – but – at all events with me you are safe & the same 

malgré tout – I could love the Devil himself, if he were but such a bon diable as you are – and after all 

 

1:3 

 

this is the true kind of affection – Your love that picks its steps was never worth a rush – 

 Good bye – if you have any libels that you wish to see in print, I am going to add two or three 

things, (since published,) to the Fourteenth Edition of the bag,
116

 and shall insert <them> {yours}, as 

from a friend, with much delight – your lines about the bodies of Charles & Henry
117

 are, I find, 

circulated with wonderful avidity – even some Clods in this neighbourhood have had a copy sent by 

some “Young ladies in town” – <xxxxx xxxx xxxxx xxxxxx>? 

        Ever yours 

         T. Moore 

I hope I do not overload your privilege this time. 

 

[1:4 blank.] 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, March 12th 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 537-8; LJ III 57-9; BLJ IV 79-81) 

Byron answers the previous item. 

 

March 12. 1814. 

Guess darkly, and you will seldom err. At present, I shall say no more, and, perhaps—but no matter. I 

hope we shall some day meet, and whatever years may precede or succeed it, I shall mark it with the 

‘white stone’ in my calendar. I am not sure that I shall not soon be in your neighbourhood again. If so, 

and I am alone (as will probably be the case), I shall invade and carry you off, and endeavour to atone 

for sorry fare by a sincere welcome. I don’t know the person absent (barring ‘the sect’) I should be so 

glad to see again. 

 I have nothing of the sort you mention but the lines (the Weepers), if you like to have them in the 

Bag. I wish to give them all possible circulation. The Vault reflection is downright actionable, and to 

print it would be peril to the publisher; but I think the Tears have a natural right to be bagged, and the 

editor (whoever he may be) might supply a facetious note or not, as he pleased. 

                                                 
112: Lalla Rookh, finally published May 22nd 1817. 

113: With Parisina and The Siege of Corinth, published February 13th 1816. 

114: Bernard le Boyer de Fontenelle (1657-1757). Quotation (“If I had my life all over again, I wouldn’t change a 

thing”) untraced. 

115: Macbeth, I iii 138. 

116: The Twopenny Postbag (1813, many editions). 

117: B.’s poem about the discovery at Windsor of Charles I’s body next to that of Henry VIII have been in 

circulation since early April 1813 (see BLJ III 38) so Mo’s congratulations come a bit late. 
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 I cannot conceive how the Vault has got about,
118

—but so it is. It is too farouche; but, truth to say, 

my satires are not very playful. I have the plan of an epistle in my head, at him and to him; and, if they 

are not a little quieter, I shall embody it. I should say little or nothing of myself. As to mirth and 

ridicule, that is out of my way; but I have a tolerable fund of sternness and contempt, and, with Juvenal 

before me, I shall perhaps read him a lecture he has not lately heard in the C——t [Cabinet]. From 

particular circumstances, which came to my knowledge almost by accident, I could ‘tell him what he 

is—I know him well.’ 

 I meant, my dear M., to write to you a long letter, but I am hurried, and time clips my inclination 

down to yours, &c. 

 

P.S. Think again before you shelf your poem. There is a youngster, (older than me, by the by, but a 

younger poet,) Mr. G[ally]. Knight, with a vol. of Eastern Tales, written since his return,—for he has 

been in the countries. He sent to me last summer, and I advised him to write one in each measure, 

without any intention, at that time, of doing the same thing. Since that, from a habit of writing in a 

fever, I have anticipated him in the variety of measures, but quite unintentionally. Of the stories, I 

know nothing, not having seen them;
119

 but he has some lady in a sack, too, like The Giaour:—he told 

me at the time. 

 The best way to make the public ‘forget’ me is to remind them of yourself. You cannot suppose 

that I would ask you or advise you to publish, if I thought you would fail. I really have no literary envy; 

and I do not believe a friend’s success ever sat nearer another than yours do to my best wishes. It is for 

elderly gentlemen to ‘bear no brother near,’
120

 and cannot become our disease for more years than we 

may perhaps number. I wish you to be out before Eastern subjects are again before the public. 

 

April 1814: Byron’s Ode to Napoleon Buonaparte published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, April 9th 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 540-2; LJ III 63-5; QI 274-6; BLJ IV 91-3) 

Byron (in part) answers a Moore letter which is now missing. 

2. Albany, April 9. 1814. 

Viscount Althorp
121

 is about to be married, and I have gotten his spacious bachelor apartments in 

Albany, to which you will, I hope, address a speedy answer to this mine epistle. 

 I am but just returned to town, from which you may infer that I have been out of it; and I have 

been boxing, for exercise, with Jackson for this last month daily. I have also been drinking, and, on one 

occasion, with three other friends at the Cocoa Tree, from six till four, yea, unto five in the matin. We 

clareted and champagned till two—then supped, and finished with a kind of regency punch composed 

of madeira, brandy, and green tea, no real water being admitted therein. There was a night for you! 

without once quitting the table, except to ambulate home, which I did alone, and in utter contempt of a 

hackney-coach and my own vis, both of which were deemed necessary for our conveyance. And so,—I 

am very well, and they say it will hurt my constitution. 

 I have also, more or less, been breaking a few of the favourite commandments; but I mean to pull 

up and marry, if any one will have me. In the mean time, the other day I nearly killed myself with a 

collar of brawn, which I swallowed for supper, and indigested for I don’t know how long: but that is by 

the by. All this gourmandise was in honour of Lent; for I am forbidden meat all the rest of the year, but 

it is strictly enjoined me during your solemn fast. I have been, and am, in very tolerable love; but of 

that hereafter as it may be. 

 My dear Moore, say what you will in your preface; and quiz any thing or any body,—me if you 

like it. Oons! dost thou think me of the old, or rather elderly, school? If one can’t jest with one’s 

friends, with whom can we be facetious? You have nothing to fear from * *, whom I have not seen, 

being out of town when he called. He will be very correct, smooth, and all that, but I doubt whether 

there will be any ‘grace beyond the reach of art;’
122

—and, whether there is or not, how long will you be 

so d——d modest? As for Jeffrey, it is a very handsome thing of him to speak well of an old 

antagonist,—and what a mean mind dared not do. Any one will revoke praise; but—were it not partly 

                                                 
118: Moore’s note: Those bitter and powerful lines which he wrote on the opening of the vault that contained the 

remains of Henry VIII. and Charles I. 

119: Moore’s note: He was not yet aware, it appears, that the anonymous manuscript sent to him by his publisher 

was from the pen of Mr. Knight. 

120: Pope, Epistle to Arbuthnot, ll.197-8. 

121: BLJ has Althorpe. 

122: Pope, Essay on Criticism, I 153. 
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my own case—I should say that very few have strength of mind to unsay their censure, or follow it up 

with praise of other things. 

 What think you of the review of Levis? It beats the Bag and my hand-grenade hollow, as an 

invective, and hath thrown the Court into hysterics, as I hear from very good authority. Have you heard 

from * * * * * * * * 

 No more rhyme for—or rather, from—me. I have taken my leave of that stage, and henceforth will 

mountebank it no longer. I have had my day, and there’s an end. The utmost I expect, or even wish, is 

to have it said in the Biographia Britannica, that I might perhaps have been a poet, had I gone on and 

amended. My great comfort is, that the temporary celebrity I have wrung from the world has been in 

the very teeth of all opinions and prejudices. I have flattered no ruling powers; I have never concealed a 

single thought that tempted me. They can’t say I have truckled to the times, nor to popular topics, (as 

Johnson, or somebody, said of Cleveland,) and whatever I have gained has been at the expenditure of 

as much personal favour as possible; for I do believe never was a bard more unpopular, quoad homo, 

than myself. And now I have done;—‘ludite nunc alios.’
123

 Every body may be d——d, as they seem 

fond of it, and resolve to stickle lustily for endless brimstone. 

 Oh—by the by, I had nearly forgot. There is a long poem, an ‘Anti-Byron,’ coming out, to prove 

that I have formed a conspiracy to overthrow, by rhyme, all religion and government, and have already 

made great progress! It is not very scurrilous, but serious and ethereal. I never felt myself important, till 

I saw and heard of my being such a little Voltaire as to induce such a production. Murray would not 

publish it, for which he was a fool, and so I told him; but some one else will, doubtless. ‘Something too 

much of this.’
124

 

 Your French scheme is good, but let it be Italian; all the Angles will be at Paris. Let it be Rome, 

Milan, Naples, Florence, Turin, Venice, or Switzerland, and ‘egad!’ (as Bayes saith,)
125

 I will 

connubiate and join you; and we will write a new ‘Inferno’ in our Paradise. Pray think of this—and I 

will really buy a wife and a ring, and say the ceremony, and settle near you in a summer-house upon 

the Arno, or the Po, or the Adriatic. 

 Ah! my poor little pagod, Napoleon, has walked off his pedestal. He has abdicated, they say. This 

would draw molten brass from the eyes of Zatanai. What! ‘kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s 

feet, and then be baited by the rabble’s curse!’
126

 I cannot bear such a crouching catastrophe. I must 

stick to Sylla, for my modern favourites don’t do,—their resignations are of a different kind. All health 

and prosperity, my dear Moore. Excuse this lengthy letter. 

Ever, &c. 

 

P.S. The Quarterly quotes you frequently in an article on America; and every body I know asks 

perpetually after you and yours. When will you answer them in person? 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, April 20th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 543-4; LJ III 69-72; BLJ IV 100-101) 

Byron answers another Moore letter, now missing, part of which Moore quotes in a note. 

 

Albany, April 20. 1814. 

I am very glad to hear that you are to be transient from Mayfield so very soon, and was taken in by the 

first part of your letter.
127

 Indeed, for aught I know, you may be treating me, as Slipslop says, with 

‘ironing’ even now.
128

 I shall say nothing of the shock, which had nothing of humeur in it; as I am apt 

to take even a critic, and still more a friend, at his word, and never to doubt that I have been writing 

                                                 
123: A common Latin inscription, from Ovid, Fasti, II 208: see Le Sage, Gil Blas, Book IX, last sentence. 

124: Shakespeare, Hamlet, III ii 72. 

125: In Buckingham’s The Rehearsal. 

126: Shakespeare, Macbeth, V viii 28-9. 

127: Moore’s note: I had begun my letter in the following manner:—”Have you seen the ‘Ode to Napoleon 

Buonaparte?’—I suspect it to be either F——g——d’s or Rosa Matilda’s. Those rapid and masterly portraits of all 

the tyrants that preceded Napoleon have a vigour in them which would incline me to say that Rosa Matilda is the 

person—but then, on the other hand, that powerful grasp of history,” &c. &c. After a little more of this mock 

parallel, the letter went on thus:—“I should like to know what you think of the matter?—Some friends of mine 

here will insist that it is the work of the author of Childe Harold,—but then they are not so well read in F——g—

—d and Rosa Matilda as I am; and, besides, they seem to forget that you promised, about a month or two ago, not 

to write any more for years. Seriously,” &c. &c.  

I quote this foolish banter merely to show how safely, even on his most sensitive points, one might venture to jest 

with him. 

128: Fielding, Joseph Andrews, I 6. 
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cursed nonsense, if they say so. There was a mental reservation in my pact with the public,
129

 in behalf 

of anonymes; and, even had there not, the provocation was such as to make it physically impossible to 

pass over this damnable epoch of triumphant tameness. ’Tis a cursed business; and, after all, I shall 

think higher of rhyme and reason, and very humbly of your heroic people, till—Elba becomes a 

volcano, and sends him out again. I can’t think it all over yet. 

 My departure for the Continent depends, in some measure, on the incontinent. I have two country 

invitations at home, and don’t know what to say or do. In the mean time, I have bought a macaw and a 

parrot, and have got up my books; and I box and fence daily, and go out very little. 

 At this present writing, Louis the Gouty is wheeling in triumph into Piccadilly, in all the pomp and 

rabblement of royalty. I had an offer of seats to see them pass; but, as I have seen a Sultan going to 

mosque, and been at his reception of an ambassador, the most Christian King ‘hath no attractions for 

me:’—though in some coming year of the Hegira, I should not dislike to see the place where he had 

reigned, shortly after the second revolution, and a happy sovereignty of two months, the last six weeks 

being civil war. 

Pray write, and deem me ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 4th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 553-4; LJ III 79; QI 283; BLJ IV 113-14) 

May 4. 1814. 

Last night we supp’d at R[anclif]fe’s board, &c.
130

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I wish people would not shirk their dinners—ought it not to have been a dinner?
131

—and that 

d——d anchovy sandwich! 

 That plaguy voice of yours made me sentimental, and almost fall in love with a girl who was 

recommending herself, during your song, by hating music. But the song is past, and my passion can 

wait, till the pucelle is more harmonious. 

 Do you go to Lady Jersey’s to-night? It is a large party, and you won’t be bored into ‘softening 

rocks,’
132

 and all that. Othello is to-morrow and Saturday too. Which day shall we go? when shall I see 

you? If you call, let it be after three, and as near four as you please. 

Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 4th 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 554-5; LJ 80; BLJ IV 114) 

Byron answers another letter from Moore which does not appear to have survived. 

May 4. 1814. 

Dear Tom, 

Thou hast asked me for a song, and I enclose you an experiment, which has cost me something more 

than trouble, and is, therefore, less likely to be worth your taking any in your proposed setting.
133

 Now, 

if it be so, throw it into the fire without phrase. 

Ever yours, 

 BYRON. 

 I speak not, I trace not, I breathe not thy name,
134

 

 There is grief in the sound, there is guilt in the fame; 

 But the tear which now burns on my cheek may impart 

 The deep thoughts that dwell in that silence of heart. 

 

 Too brief for our passion, too long for our peace 

 Were those hours—can their joy or their bitterness cease? 

 We repent—we abjure—we will break from our chain— 

                                                 
129: Moore’s note: We find D’Argenson thus encouraging Voltaire to break a similar vow:—”Continue to write 

without fear for five-and-twenty years longer, but write poetry, notwithstanding your oath in the preface to 

Newton.” 

130: Moore’s note: “An epigram here followed, which, as founded on a scriptural allusion, I thought it better to 

omit”. 

131: Moore’s note: We had been invited by Lord R. to dine after the play,—an arrangement which, from its 

novelty, delighted Lord Byron exceedingly. The dinner, however, afterwards dwindled into a mere supper, and this 

change was long a subject of jocular resentment with him. 

132: Shakespeare, The Two Gentlemen of Verona, III ii 79 (a rough recollection). 

133: Moore’s note: I had begged of him to write something for me to set to music. 

134: The poem is (secretly) addressed to Augusta. 
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 We will part,—we will fly to—unite it again! 

 

 Oh! thine be the gladness, and mine be the guilt! 

 Forgive me, adored one!—forsake, if thou wilt;— 

 But the heart which is thine shall expire undebased, 

 And man shall not break it—whatever thou mayst. 

 

 And stern to the haughty, but humble to thee, 

 This soul, in its bitterest blackness, shall be; 

 And our days seem as swift, and our moments more sweet, 

 With thee by my side, than with worlds at our feet. 

 

 One sigh of thy sorrow, one look of thy love, 

 Shall turn me or fix, shall reward or reprove; 

 And the heartless may wonder at all I resign— 

 Thy lip shall reply, not to them, but to mine. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 555; BLJ IV 115) 

 

Will you and Rogers come to my box at Covent, then? I shall be there, and none else—or I won’t be 

there, if you twain would like to go without me. You will not get so good a place hustling among the 

publican boxers, with damnable apprentices (six feet high) on a back row. Will you both oblige me and 

come,—or one—or neither—or, what you will? 

 

P.S. An’ you will, I will call for you at half-past six, or any time of your own dial. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 556; LJ III 80-1; QI 283-4; BLJ IV 114) 

May 5. 1814. 

Do you go to the Lady Cahir’s this even? If you do—and whenever we are bound to the same follies—

let us embark in the same ‘Shippe of Fooles.’ I have been up till five, and up at nine; and feel heavy 

with only winking for the last three or four nights. I lost my party and place at supper trying to keep out 

of the way of * * * *. I would have gone away altogether, but that would have appeared a worse 

affectation than t’other. You are of course engaged to dinner, or we may go quietly together to my box 

at Covent Garden, and afterwards to this assemblage. Why did you go away so soon? 

Ever, &c. 

P.S. Ought not R[anclif]fe’s supper to have been a dinner? Jackson is here, and I must fatigue myself 

into spirits. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 556; LJ III 81-2; BLJ IV 115) 

Sunday matin. 

Was not Iago
135

 perfection? particularly the last look. I was close to him (in the orchestra), and never 

saw an English countenance half so expressive. 

 I am acquainted with no immaterial sensuality so delightful as good acting; and, as it is fitting 

there should be good plays, now and then, besides Shakspeare’s, I wish you or Campbell would write 

one:—the rest of “us youth”
136

 have not heart enough. 

 You were cut up in the Champion—is it not so? this day so am I—even to shocking the editor. 

The critic writes well; and as, at present, poesy is not my passion predominant, and my snake of Aaron 

has swallowed up all the other serpents, I don’t feel fractious. I send you the paper, which I mean to 

take in for the future. We go to M.’s together. Perhaps I shall see you before, but don’t let me bore you, 

now nor ever. 

 Ever, as now, truly and affectionately, &c. 

 

                                                 
135: Iago as played by Kean. 

136: Falstaff at Shakespeare, Henry IV I, II ii 85; compare Jan 17 1813 (to H.); Nov 10 1813 (to Annabella); Nov 

12 1813 (to Gifford); Mar 15 1814 (London Journal); July 15 1818 (to K.); Aug 4 1819 (to H.); and Nov 19 1820 

(to Mu.). 
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Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 18th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 557-8; LJ III 84; BLJ IV 117) 

Byron answers another Moore letter which is now missing. 
May 18. 1814. 

Thanks—and punctuality. What has passed at * * * *s House? I suppose that I am to know, and “pars 

fui”
137

 of the conference. I regret that your * * * *s will detain you so late, but I suppose you will be at 

Lady Jersey’s. I am going earlier with Hobhouse. You recollect that to-morrow we sup and see Kean. 

 

P.S. Two to-morrow is the hour of pugilism. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 23rd 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 558; LJ III 84; BLJ 117) 

May 23. 1814. 

I must send you the Java government gazette of July 3d, 1813, just sent to me by Murray. Only think of 

our (for it is you and I) setting paper warriors in array in the Indian seas. Does not this sound like 

fame—something almost like posterity? It is something to have scribblers squabbling about us 5000 

miles off, while we are agreeing so well at home. Bring it with you in your pocket;—it will make you 

laugh, as it hath me. Ever yours, 

B. 

P.S. Oh the anecdote! * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 555; LJ III 83-4; BLJ IV 118) 

 

I have gotten a box for Othello to-night, and send the ticket for your friends the R[anclif]fes. I seriously 

recommend to you to recommend to them to go for half an hour, if only to see the third act—they will 

not easily have another opportunity. We—at least, I—cannot be there, so there will be no one in their 

way. Will you give or send it to them? it will come with a better grace from you than me. 

 I am in no good plight, but will dine at * *’s with you, if I can. There is music and Covent-g. 

 Will you go, at all events, to my box there afterwards, to see a début of a young 16
138

 in the “Child 

of Nature?” 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, May 31st 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 560-1; LJ III 86-7; BLJ IV 120-1) 

May 31. 1814. 

As I shall probably not see you here to-day, I write to request that, if not inconvenient to yourself, you 

will stay in town till Sunday; if not to gratify me, yet to please a great many others, who will be very 

sorry to lose you. As for myself, I can only repeat that I wish you would either remain a long time with 

us, or not come at all; for these snatches of society make the subsequent separations bitterer than ever. 

 I believe you think that I have not been quite fair with that Alpha and Omega of beauty, &c. with 

whom you would willingly have united me. But if you consider what her sister said on the subject, you 

will less wonder that my pride should have taken the alarm; particularly as nothing but the every-day 

flirtation of every-day people ever occurred between your heroine and myself. Had Lady [Rancliffe] 

appeared to wish it—or even not to oppose it—I would have gone on, and very possibly married (that 

is, if the other had been equally accordant) with the same indifference which has frozen over the “Black 

Sea” of almost all my passions. It is that very indifference which makes me so uncertain and apparently 

capricious. It is not eagerness of new pursuits, but that nothing impresses me sufficiently to fix; neither 

do I feel disgusted, but simply indifferent to almost all excitements. The proof of this is, that obstacles, 

the slightest even, stop me. This can hardly be timidity, for I have done some impudent things too, in 

my time; and in almost all cases, opposition is a stimulus. In mine, it is not; if a straw were in my way, 

I could not stoop to pick it up. 

 I have sent this long tirade, because I would not have you suppose that I have been trifling 

designedly with you or others. If you think so, in the name of St. Hubert (the patron of antlers and 

hunters) let me be married out of hand—I don’t care to whom, so it amuses any body else, and don’t 

interfere with me much in the daytime. 

Ever, &c. 

                                                 
137: Virgil, Aeneid II 5-6: ipse miserrima vidi, / et quorum pars magna fui (“the most pitiful sights that I saw 

myself and whereof I was no small part”). 

138: Moore’s note: Miss [Maria] Foote’s first appearance, which we witnessed together. 
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Moore to Byron, June 1814: 

(Source: NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 319) 

 

Wednesday 6 o.clock 

My dear Byron— 

 It is so uncertain at what hour I can get to Lady Jersey’s that I shall not ask you to take me there— 

but I shall meet you sans faute— poor Lady Adelaide! What a fit you took about her— Fit the second, 

isn’t it? 

 You kept me awake till daylight this morning, first reading your journal,
139

 and then thinking of 

the απορργτα of your story. 

 Malgré tout ever your 

  T.M. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, June 14th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 561-3; LJ III 92-5; QI 289-90; BLJ IV 125-6) 

June 14. 1814. 

I could be very sentimental now, but I won’t. The truth is, that I have been all my life trying to harden 

my heart, and have not yet quite succeeded—though there are great hopes—and you do not know how 

it sunk with your departure. What adds to my regret is having seen so little of you during your stay in 

this crowded desert, where one ought to be able to bear thirst like a camel,—the springs are so few, and 

most of them so muddy. 

 The newspapers will tell you all that is to be told of emperors, &c.
140

 They have dined, and supped, 

and shown their flat faces in all thoroughfares, and several saloons. Their uniforms are very becoming, 

but rather short in the skirts; and their conversation is a catechism, for which and the answers I refer 

you to those who have heard it. 

 I think of leaving town for Newstead soon. If so, I shall not be remote from your recess, and 

(unless Mrs. M[oore]. detains you at home over the caudle-cup and a new cradle,) we will meet. You 

shall come to me, or I to you, as you like it;—but meet we will. An invitation from Aston has reached 

me, but I do not think I shall go. I have also heard of [Mary Chaworth-Musters]—I should like to see 

her again, for I have not met her for years; and though ‘the light that ne’er can shine again’ is set, I do 

not know that ‘one dear smile like those of old’
141

 might not make me for a moment forget the 

‘dulness’ of ‘life’s stream.’ 

 I am going to R[ancliffe]’s to-night—to one of those suppers which ‘ought to be dinners.’ I have 

hardly seen her, and never him, since you set out. I told you, you were the last link of that chain. As for 

* *, we have not syllabled one another’s names since. The post will not permit me to continue my 

scrawl. More anon. 

Ever, dear Moore, &c. 

 

P.S. Keep the Journal;
142

 I care not what becomes of it; and if it has amused you I am glad that I kept it. 

‘Lara’ is finished, and I am copying him for my third vol., now collecting;—but no separate 

publication. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, July 8th 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 566-7; LJ III 102-3; BLJ IV 138) 

                                                 
139: The London Journal, now known only in Moore’s 1830 text. 

140: Moore’s note: In a few days after this, he sent me a long rhyming epistle full of jokes and pleasantries upon 

every thing and every one around him, of which the following are the only parts producible:—  

‘What say I?’—not a syllable further in prose; / I’m your man ‘of all measures,’ dear Tom,—so, here goes! / Here 

goes, for a swim on the stream of old Time, / On those buoyant supporters the bladders of rhyme. / If our weight 

breaks them down, and we sink in the flood, / We are smother’d, at least, in respectable mud, / Where the divers of 

bathos lie drown’d in a heap, / And S * * ‘s last paean has pillow’d his sleep;— / That ‘felo de se’ who, half drunk 

with his malmsey, / Walk’d out of his depth and was lost in a calm sea, / Singing ‘Glory to God’ in a spick-and-

span stanza, / The like (since Tom Sternhold was choked) never man saw. / “The papers have told you, no doubt, 

of the fusses, / The fêtes, and the gapings to get at these Russes,— / Of his Majesty’s suite, up from coachman to 

Hetman,— / And what dignity decks the flat face of the great man. / I saw him, last week, at two balls and a 

party,— / For a prince, his demeanour was rather too hearty. / You know, we are used to quite different graces, /  *  

*  *  *  * / The Czar’s look, I own, was much brighter and brisker, / But then he is sadly deficient in whisker; / And 

wore but a starless blue coat, and in kersey – / mere breeches whisk’d round in a waltz with the J * *, / Who, 

lovely as ever, seem’d just as delighted / With majesty’s presence as those she invited.” 

141: Mo., One Dear Smile. 

142: Moore’s note: The Journal from which I have given extracts in the preceding pages. 
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July 8. 1814. 

I returned to town last night, and had some hopes of seeing you to-day, and would have called,—but I 

have been (though in exceeding distempered good health) a little head-achy with free living, as it is 

called, and am now at the freezing point of returning soberness. Of course, I should be sorry that our 

parallel lines did not deviate into intersection before you return to the country,—after that same 

nonsuit,
143

 whereof the papers have told us,—but, as you must be much occupied, I won’t be affronted, 

should your time and business militate against our meeting. 

 Rogers and I have almost coalesced into a joint invasion of the public. Whether it will take place 

or not, I do not yet know, and I am afraid Jacqueline (which is very beautiful) will be in bad 

company.
144

 But in this case, the lady will not be the sufferer. 

 I am going to the sea, and then to Scotland; and I have been doing nothing,—that is, no good,—

and am very truly, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from London, July 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 567; LJ III 103-4; BLJ IV 139) 

 

I suppose, by your non-appearance, that the philasophy of my note, and the previous silence of the 

writer, have put or kept you in humeur. Never mind—it is hardly worth while. 

 This day have I received information from my man of law of the non—and never likely to be—

performance of purchase by Mr. Claughton, of impecuniary memory. He don’t know what to do, or 

when to pay; and so all my hopes and worldly projects and prospects are gone to the devil. He (the 

purchaser, and the devil too, for aught I care,) and I, and my legal advisers, are to meet to-morrow, the 

said purchaser having first taken special care to enquire ‘whether I would meet him with temper?’—

Certainly. The question is this—I shall either have the estate back, which is as good as ruin, or I shall 

go on with him dawdling, which is rather worse. I have brought my pigs to a Mussulman market. If I 

had but a wife now, and children, of whose paternity I entertained doubts, I should be happy, or rather 

fortunate, as Candide or Scarmentado.
145

 In the mean time, if you don’t come and see me, I shall think 

that Sam.’s bank is broke too; and that you, having assets there, are despairing of more than a piastre in 

the pound for your dividend. 

Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Hastings, August 3rd 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 571-3; LJ III 117-21; QI 295-7; BLJ IV 151-3) 

Byron answers a missing letter in which Moore praises Lara. 

Hastings, August 3. 1814. 

By the time this reaches your dwelling, I shall (God wot) be in town again probably. I have been here 

renewing my acquaintance with my old friend Ocean;
146

 and I find his bosom as pleasant a pillow for 

an hour in the morning as his daughters of Paphos could be in the twilight. I have been swimming and 

eating turbot, and smuggling neat brandies and silk handkerchiefs,—and listening to my friend 

Hodgson’s raptures about a pretty wife-elect of his,—and walking on cliffs, and tumbling down hills, 

and making the most of the ‘dolce far-niente’ for the last fortnight. I met a son of Lord Erskine’s, who 

says he has been married a year, and is the ‘happiest of men;’ and I have met the aforesaid H., who is 

also the ‘happiest of men;’ so, it is worth while being here, if only to witness the superlative felicity of 

these foxes, who have cut off their tails, and would persuade the rest to part with their brushes to keep 

them in countenance. 

 It rejoiceth me that you like ‘Lara.’ Jeffrey is out with his 45th Number, which I suppose you have 

got. He is only too kind to me, in my share of it, and I begin to fancy myself a golden pheasant, upon 

the strength of the plumage wherewith he hath bedecked me. But then, ‘surgit amari,’
147

 &c.—the 

gentlemen of the Champion, and Perry, have got hold (I know not how) of the condolatory address to 

Lady J. on the picture-abduction by our R[egent], and have published them—with my name, too, 

smack—without even asking leave, or enquiring whether or no! D——n their impudence, and d——n 

every thing. It has put me out of patience, and so, I shall say no more about it. 

                                                 
143: Moore’s note: He alludes to an action for piracy brought by Mr. Power (the publisher of my musical works), 

to the trial of which I had been summoned as a witness. 

144: Moore’s note: Lord Byron afterwards proposed that I should make a third in this publication; but the honour 

was a perilous one, and I begged leave to decline it. 

145: Voltaire, Histoire des Vorages de Scarmentado. 

146: In fact he’s been there with Augusta. 

147: Lucretius, De Rerum Natura, IV 1224: medio de fonte leporum surget amari aliquid (“from the very fountain 

of enchantment rises a drop of bitterness”). 
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 You shall have Lara and Jacque (both with some additions) when out; but I am still demurring and 

delaying, and in a fuss, and so is R[ogers]. in his way. 

 Newstead is to be mine again. Claughton forfeits twenty-five thousand pounds; but that don’t 

prevent me from being very prettily ruined. I mean to bury myself there—and let my beard grow—and 

hate you all. 

 Oh! I have had the most amusing letter from Hogg, the Ettrick minstrel and shepherd. He wants 

me to recommend him to Murray; and, speaking of his present bookseller, whose ‘bills’ are never 

‘lifted,’ he adds, totidem verbis, ‘God d——n him and them both.’ I laughed, and so would you too, at 

the way in which this execration is introduced. The said Hogg is a strange being, but of great, though 

uncouth, powers. I think very highly of him, as a poet; but he, and half of these Scotch and Lake 

troubadours, are spoilt by living in little circles and petty societies. London and the world is the only 

place to take the conceit out of a man—in the milling phrase. Scott, he says, is gone to the Orkneys in a 

gale of wind;—during which wind, he affirms, the said Scott, ‘he is sure, is not at his ease,—to say the 

best of it.’ Lord, Lord, if these homekeeping minstrels had crossed your Atlantic or my Mediterranean, 

and tasted a little open boating in a white squall—or a gale in ‘the Gut’—or the ‘Bay of Biscay,’ with 

no gale at all—how it would enliven and introduce them to a few of the sensations!—to say nothing of 

an illicit amour or two upon shore, in the way of essay upon the Passions, beginning with simple 

adultery, and compounding it as they went along. 

 I have forwarded your letter to Murray,—by the way, you had addressed it to Miller. Pray write to 

me, and say what art thou doing? ‘Not finished!’—Oons! how is this?—these ‘flaws and starts’ must be 

‘authorised by your grandam,’
148

 and are unbecoming of any other author. I was sorry to hear of your 

discrepancy with the * *s, or rather your abjuration of agreement. I don’t want to be impertinent, or 

buffoon on a serious subject, and am therefore at a loss what to say. 

 I hope nothing will induce you to abate from the proper price of your poem, as long as there is a 

prospect of getting it. For my own part, I have seriously and not whiningly, (for that is not my way—at 

least, it used not to be,) neither hopes, nor prospects, and scarcely even wishes. I am, in some respects, 

happy, but not in a manner that can or ought to last,—but enough of that. The worst of it is, I feel quite 

enervated and indifferent. I really do not know, if Jupiter were to offer me my choice of the contents of 

his benevolent cask, what I would pick out of it. If I was born, as the nurses say, with a ‘silver spoon in 

my mouth,’ it has stuck in my throat, and spoiled my palate, so that nothing put into it is swallowed 

with much relish,—unless it be cayenne. However, I have grievances enough to occupy me that way 

too;—but for fear of adding to yours by this pestilent long diatribe, I postpone the reading of them, sine 

die. 

Ever, dear M., yours, &c. 

 

P.S. Don’t forget my godson. You could not have fixed on a fitter porter for his sins than me, being 

used to carry double without inconvenience. * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

August 6th 1814: Byron’s Lara published with Rogers’ Jacqueline. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, August 12th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 574-6; LJ III 123-5; QI 298-300; BLJ IV 156-7) 

Byron answers a Moore letter, now missing. 
August 12. 1814. 

I was not alone, nor will be while I can help it. Newstead is not yet decided. Claughton is to make a 

grand effort by Saturday week to complete,—if not, he must give up twenty-five thousand pounds and 

the estate, with expenses, &c. &c. If I resume the Abbacy, you shall have due notice, and a cell set 

apart for your reception, with a pious welcome. Rogers I have not seen, but Larry and Jacky came out a 

few days ago. Of their effect I know nothing. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 There is something very amusing in your being an Edinburgh Reviewer. You know, I suppose, 

that T[hurlow] is none of the placidest, and may possibly enact some tragedy on being told that he is 

only a fool. If, now, Jeffery were to be slain on account of an article of yours, there would be a fine 

conclusion. For my part, as Mrs. Winifred Jenkins says, ‘he has done the handsome thing by me,’
149

 

particularly in his last number; so, he is the best of men and the ablest of critics, and I won’t have him 

killed,—though I dare say many wish he were, for being so good-humoured. 

                                                 
148: Shakespeare, Macbeth, III iv 65-6. 

149: Smollett, Humphrey Clinker, final letter. 
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 Before I left Hastings I got in a passion with an ink bottle, which I flung out of the window one 

night with a vengeance;—and what then? Why, next morning I was horrified by seeing that it had 

struck, and split upon, the petticoat of Euterpe’s graven image in the garden, and grimed her as if it 

were on purpose.
150

 Only think of my distress,—and the epigrams that might be engendered on the 

Muse and her misadventure. 

 I had an adventure almost as ridiculous, at some private theatricals near Cambridge—though of a 

different description—since I saw you last. I quarrelled with a man in the dark for asking me who I was 

(insolently enough to be sure), and followed him into the green-room (a stable) in a rage, amongst a set 

of people I never saw before. He turned out to be a low comedian, engaged to act with the amateurs, 

and to be a civil-spoken man enough, when he found out that nothing very pleasant was to be got by 

rudeness. But you would have been amused with the row, and the dialogue, and the dress—or rather 

the undress—of the party, where I had introduced myself in a devil of a hurry, and the astonishment 

that ensued. I had gone out of the theatre, for coolness, into the garden;—there I had tumbled over 

some dogs, and, coming away from them in very ill humour, encountered the man in a worse, which 

produced all this confusion. 

 Well—and why don’t you ‘launch?’—Now is your time. The people are tolerably tired with me, 

and not very much enamoured of [Wordsworth], who has just spawned a quarto of metaphysical blank 

verse,
151

 which is nevertheless only a part of a poem. 

 Murray talks of divorcing Larry and Jacky—a bad sign for the authors, who, I suppose, will be 

divorced too, and throw the blame upon one another. Seriously, I don’t care a cigar about it, and I don’t 

see why Sam should. 

 Let me hear from and of you and my godson. If a daughter, the name will do quite as well. * * * * 

* 

Ever, &c. 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, August 13th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 576; LJ III 125-6; BLJ IV 157-8) 

August 13. 1814. 

I wrote yesterday to Mayfield, and have just now enfranked your letter to mamma. My stay in town is 

so uncertain (not later than next week) that your packets for the north may not reach me; and as I know 

not exactly where I am going—however, Newstead is my most probable destination, and if you send 

your despatches before Tuesday, I can forward them to our new ally. But, after that day, you had better 

not trust to their arrival in time. 

 [Lord Kinnaird] has been exiled from Paris, on dit, for saying the Bourbons were old women. The 

Bourbons might have been content, I think, with returning the compliment. * * * * 

 I told you all about Jacky and Larry yesterday;—they are to be separated,—at least, so says the 

grand M[urray]., and I know no more of the matter. Jeffrey has done me more than ‘justice;’ but as to 

tragedy—um!—I have no time for fiction at present. A man cannot paint a storm with the vessel under 

bare poles on a lee-shore. When I get to land, I will try what is to be done, and, if I founder, there be 

plenty of mine elders and betters to console Melpomene. 

 When at Newstead, you must come over, if only for a day—should Mrs. M[oore]. be exigeante of 

your presence. The place is worth seeing, as a ruin, and I can assure you there was some fun there, even 

in my time; but that is past. The ghosts,
152

 however, and the gothics, and the waters, and the desolation, 

make it very lively still. 

Ever, dear Tom, yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Newstead Abbey, September 15th 1814: 

                                                 
150: Moore’s note: His servant had brought him up a large jar of ink, into which, not supposing it to be full, he 

had thrust his pen down to the very bottom. Enraged, on finding it come out all smeared with ink, he flung the 

bottle out of the window into the garden, where it lighted, as here described, upon one of eight leaden Muses, that 

had been imported, some time before, from Holland,—the ninth having been, by some accident, left behind. 

151: The Excursion. 

152: Moore’s note: It was, if I mistake not, during his recent visit to Newstead, that he himself actually fancied he 

saw the ghost of the Black Friar, which was supposed to have haunted the Abbey from the time of the dissolution 

of the monasteries, and which he thus describes, from the recollection perhaps of his own fantasy, in Don Juan:—  

“It was no mouse, but, lo! a monk, array’d / In cowl and beads and dusky garb, appear’d, / Now in the moonlight, 

and now lapsed in shade, / With steps that trod as heavy, yet unheard: / His garments only a slight murmur made: / 

He moved as shadowy as the sisters weird, / But slowly; and as he pass’d Juan by, / Glanced, without pausing, on 

him a bright eye.” 

It is said, that the Newstead ghost appeared, also, to Lord Byron’s cousin, Miss Fanny Parkins, and that she made a 

sketch of him from memory. 
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(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 579-81; LJ III 134-5; BLJ IV 172-3) 

Newstead Abbey, September 15. 1814. 

This is the fourth letter I have begun to you within the month. Whether I shall finish or not, or burn it 

like the rest, I know not. When we meet, I will explain why I have not written—why I have not asked 

you here, as I wished—with a great many other whys and wherefores, which will keep cold. In short, 

you must excuse all my seeming omissions and commissions, and grant me more remission than St. 

Athanasius will to yourself, if you lop off a single shred of mystery from his pious puzzle. It is my 

creed (and it may be St. Athanasius’s too) that your article on T[hurlow] will get somebody killed, and 

that, on the Saints, get him d——d afterwards, which will be quite enow for one number. Oons, Tom! 

you must not meddle just now with the incomprehensible; for if Johanna Southcote turns out to be * * * 

* * * * * * * 

 Now for a little egotism. My affairs stand thus. To-morrow, I shall know whether a circumstance 

of importance enough to change many of my plans will occur or not. If it does not, I am off for Italy 

next month, and London, in the mean time, next week. I have got back Newstead and twenty-five 

thousand pounds (out of twenty-eight paid already),—as a ‘sacrifice,’ the late purchaser calls it, and he 

may choose his own name. I have paid some of my debts, and contracted others; but I have a few 

thousand pounds, which I can’t spend after my own heart in this climate, and so, I shall go back to the 

south. Hobhouse, I think and hope, will go with me; but, whether he will or not, I shall. I want to see 

Venice, and the Alps, and Parmesan cheeses, and look at the coast of Greece, or rather Epirus, from 

Italy, as I once did—or fancied I did—that of Italy, when off Corfu. All this, however, depends upon an 

event, which may, or may not, happen.
153

 Whether it will, I shall know probably to-morrow, and, if it 

does, I can’t well go abroad at present. 

 Pray pardon this parenthetical scrawl. You shall hear from me again soon;—I don’t call this an 

answer. Ever most affectionately, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Newstead Abbey, September 15th 1814: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 581-2; LJ III 136-7; BLJ IV 173) 

Nd., September 15. 1814. 

I have written to you one letter to-night, but must send you this much more, as I have not franked my 

number, to say that I rejoice in my god-daughter,
154

 and will send her a coral and bells, which I hope 

she will accept, the moment I get back to London. 

 My head is at this moment in a state of confusion, from various causes, which I can neither 

describe nor explain—but let that pass. My employments have been very rural—fishing, shooting, 

bathing, and boating. Books I have but few here, and those I have read ten times over, till sick of them. 

So, I have taken to breaking soda-water bottles with my pistols, and jumping into the water, and rowing 

over it, and firing at the fowls of the air. But why should I ‘monster my nothings’
155

 to you, who are 

well employed, and happily too, I should hope? For my part, I am happy, too, in my way—but, as 

usual, have contrived to get into three or four perplexities, which I do not see my way through. But a 

few days, perhaps a day, will determine one of them. 

 You do not say a word to me of your poem. I wish I could see or hear it. I neither could, nor 

would, do it or its author any harm. I believe I told you of Larry and Jacquy. A friend of mine was 

reading—at least a friend of his was reading—said Larry and Jacquy in a Brighton coach. A passenger 

took up the book and queried as to the author. The proprietor said ‘there were two’—to which the 

answer of the unknown was, ‘Ay, ay—a joint concern, I suppose, summot like Sternhold and Hopkins.’ 

 Is not this excellent? I would not have missed the ‘vile comparison’ to have ‘scaped being one of 

the ‘Arcades ambo et cantare pares.’
156

 Good night. Again yours. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Newstead Abbey, September 20th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 582-3; LJ III 138-40; QI 301-2; BLJ IV 178) 

Newstead Abbey, Sept. 20. 1814. 

 

  Here’s to her who long 

   Hath waked the poet’s sigh! 

  The girl who gave to song 

   What gold could never buy. 

                                                 
153: On whether or not Annabella Milbanke accepts his marriage proposal. 

154: Olivia Byron Moore. Born August 18th, she dies on March 24th 1815. 

155: Shakespeare, Coriolanus, II ii 74. 

156: Virgil, Eclogues VII 4-5. 
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—My dear Moore, I am going to be married—that is, I am accepted,
157

 and one usually hopes the rest 

will follow. My mother of the Gracchi (that are to be) you think too strait-laced for me, although the 

paragon of only children, and invested with ‘golden opinions of all sorts of men,’
158

 and full of ‘most 

blest conditions’
159

 as Desdemona herself. Miss Milbanke is the lady, and I have her father’s invitation 

to proceed there in my elect capacity,—which, however, I cannot do till I have settled some business in 

London and got a blue coat. 

 She is said to be an heiress, but of that I really know nothing certainly, and shall not enquire. But I 

do know, that she has talents and excellent qualities; and you will not deny her judgment, after having 

refused six suitors and taken me. 

 Now, if you have any thing to say against this, pray do; my mind’s made up, positively fixed, 

determined, and therefore I will listen to reason, because now it can do no harm. Things may occur to 

break it off, but I will hope not. In the mean time, I tell you (a secret, by the by,—at least, till I know 

she wishes it to be public,) that I have proposed and am accepted. You need not be in a hurry to wish 

me joy, for one mayn’t be married for months. I am going to town to-morrow; but expect to be here, on 

my way there, within a fortnight. 

 If this had not happened, I should have gone to Italy. In my way down, perhaps, you will meet me 

at Nottingham, and come over with me here. I need not say that nothing will give me greater pleasure. I 

must, of course, reform thoroughly; and, seriously, if I can contribute to her happiness, I shall secure 

my own. She is so good a person, that—that—in short, I wish I was a better. Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, October 7th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 584-5; LJ III 146-50; BLJ IV 200-2) 

October 7. 1814. 

Notwithstanding the contradictory paragraph in the Morning Chronicle, which must have been sent by 

[Caroline Lamb?], or perhaps—I know not why I should suspect Claughton of such a thing, and yet I 

partly do, because it might interrupt his renewal of purchase, if so disposed; in short it matters not, but 

we are all in the road to matrimony—lawyers settling, relations congratulating, my intended as kind as 

heart could wish, and every one, whose opinion I value, very glad of it. All her relatives, and all mine 

too, seem equally pleased. 

 Perry was very sorry, and has re-contradicted, as you will perceive by this day’s paper. It was, to 

be sure, a devil of an insertion, since the first paragraph came from Sir Ralph’s own County Journal, 

and this in the teeth of it would appear to him and his as my denial. But I have written to do away that, 

enclosing Perry’s letter, which was very polite and kind. 

 Nobody hates bustle so much as I do; but there seems a fatality over every scene of my drama, 

always a row of some sort or other. No matter—Fortune is my best friend; and as I acknowledge my 

obligations to her, I hope she will treat me better than she treated the Athenian, who took some merit to 

himself on some occasion, but (after that) took no more towns. In fact, she, that exquisite goddess, has 

hitherto carried me through every thing, and will I hope, now; since I own it will be all her doing. 

 Well, now, for thee. Your article on [Lord Thurlow] is perfection itself.
160

 You must not leave off 

reviewing. By Jove, I believe you can do any thing. There is wit, and taste, and learning, and good 

humour (though not a whit less severe for that), in every line of that critique. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Next to your being an E[dinburgh]. Reviewer, my being of the same kidney, and Jeffrey’s being 

such a friend to both, are amongst the events which I conceive were not calculated upon in Mr.—

what’s his name?’s—‘Essay on Probabilities.’ 

 But, Tom, I say—Oons! Scott menaces the ‘Lord of the Isles’. Do you mean to compete? or lay by, 

till this wave has broke upon the shelves? (of booksellers, not rocks—a broken metaphor, by the way.) 

You ought to be afraid of nobody; but your modesty is really as provoking and unnecessary as a * *’s. I 

am very merry, and have just been writing some elegiac stanzas on the death of Sir P[eter]. Parker. He 

was my first cousin, but never met since boyhood. Our relations desired me, and I have scribbled and 

                                                 
157: Moore’s note: On the day of the arrival of the lady’s answer, he was sitting at dinner, when his gardener 

came in and presented him with his mother’s wedding ring, which she had lost many years before, and which the 

gardener had just found in digging up the mould under her window. Almost at the same moment, the letter from 

Miss Milbanke arrived; and Lord Byron exclaimed, “If it contains a consent, I will be married with this very ring.” 

It did contain a very flattering acceptance of his proposal, and a duplicate of the letter had been sent to London, in 

case this should have missed him.—Memoranda. 

158: Shakespeare, Macbeth, I vii 33. 

159: Shakespeare, Othello, II i 246. 

160: Moore reviewed Lord Thurlow’s poems in the Edinburgh Review for September 1814. 
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given it to Perry, who will chronicle it to-morrow. I am as sorry for him as one could be for one I never 

saw since I was a child; but should not have wept melodiously, except ‘at the request of friends.’ 

 I hope to get out of town and be married, but I shall take Newstead in my way; and you must meet 

me at Nottingham and accompany me to mine Abbey. I will tell you the day when I know it. 

Ever, &c. 

 

P.S. By the way my wife elect is perfection, and I hear of nothing but her merits and her wonders, and 

that she is ‘very pretty.’ Her expectations, I am told, are great; but what, I have not asked. I have not 

seen her these ten months. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, October 15th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 586-7; LJ III 152-3; BLJ IV 208-9) 

October 15th 1814. 

An’ there were any thing in marriage that would make a difference between my friends and me, 

particularly in your case, I would ‘none on’t.’
161

 My agent sets off for Durham next week, and I shall 

follow him, taking Newstead and you in my way. I certainly did not address Miss Milbanke with these 

views, but it is likely she may prove a considerable parti. All her father can give, or leave her, he will; 

and from her childless uncle, Lord Wentworth, whose barony, it is supposed, will devolve on Ly. 

Milbanke (her sister), she has expectations. But these will depend upon his own disposition, which 

seems very partial towards her. She is an only child, and Sir R[alph].’s estates, though dipped by 

electioneering, are considerable. Part of them are settled on her; but whether that will be dowered now, 

I do not know,—though, from what has been intimated to me, it probably will. The lawyers are to settle 

this among them, and I am getting my property into matrimonial array, and myself ready for the 

journey to Seaham, which I must make in a week or ten days. 

 I certainly did not dream that she was attached to me, which it seems she has been for some 

time. I also thought her of a very cold disposition, in which I was also mistaken—it is a long story, and 

I won’t trouble you with it. As to her virtues, &c. &c. you will hear enough of them (for she is a kind of 

pattern in the north), without my running into a display on the subject. It is well that one of us is of 

such fame, since there is sad deficit in the morale of that article upon my part,—all owing to my ‘bitch 

of a star,’ as Captain Tranchemont says of his planet.
162

 

 Don’t think you have not said enough of me in your article on T[hurlow]; what more could or 

need be said? 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Your long-delayed and expected work
163

—I suppose you will take fright at ‘The Lord of the 

Isles’ and Scott now. You must do as you like,—I have said my say. You ought to fear comparison 

with none, and any one would stare, who heard you were so tremulous,—though, after all, I believe it is 

the surest sign of talent. Good morning. I hope we shall meet soon, but I will write again, and perhaps 

you will meet me at Nottingham. Pray say so. 

 

P.S. If this union is productive, you shall name the first fruits. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 2, the Albany, London, December 14th 1814: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 597-8; LJ III 163-4; BLJ IV 243) 

December 14. 1814. 

My dearest Tom, 

I will send the pattern to-morrow, and since you don’t go to our friend (‘of the keeping part of the 

town’) this evening, I shall e’en sulk at home over a solitary potation. My self-opinion rises much by 

your eulogy of my social qualities. As my friend Scrope is pleased to say, I believe I am very well for a 

‘holiday drinker.’ Where the devil are you? With Woolridge, I conjecture—for which you deserve 

another abscess. Hoping that the American war will last for many years,
164

 and that all the prizes may 

be registered at Bermoothes,
165

 believe me, &c. 

 

                                                 
161: A recollection of Shakespeare, Hamlet, III i 146 (“I’ll no more on’t”). 

162: From the 1,001 Nights. 

163: Moore is still working at Lalla Rookh, which isn’t published until 1917. 

164: The “War of 1812” ended on February 16th 1815. 

165: Ariel at Shakespeare, The Tempest, I ii 229. 
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P.S. I have just been composing an epistle to the Archbishop for an especial licence. Oons! it looks 

serious. Murray is impatient to see you, and would call, if you will give him audience. Your new 

coat!—I wonder you like the colour, and don’t go about, like Dives, in purple. 

 

Moore to Byron, December 12th 1814: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 406) 

[To / the Lord Byron / 2 Albany] 

For some reason, three Moore letters from the time approaching Byron’s wedding have survived. 

 

Tuesday 

½ past five 

My dearest Byron 

 I have not been able to call upon you to-day, and, what is worse, I fear, from an engagement that 

has been made for me, I shall not be able to meet you at that Deipnosophist
166

 Kinnaird’s to-night – 

 I feel Bessy was right in her jealousy of you – if I were to see so much of you as lately, you would 

be a dangerous rival to her – “how pleasant!” – 

 I wish you would send me the pattern of the olive Coat you have ordered, as I am about to 

 

1:2 

 

get one, and, for the fun of the thing, <you> I should like to wear your Benedictine livery – 

         Ever yours 

          Thomas Moore 

 Tomorrow we must do something at the Play or elsewhere – 

 

[1:3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Moore to Byron, December 1814: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 409-10) 

 

If your servant should be travelling near 34 Strand, pray, and send me, a frank for Bessy 

 

Monday Morning 

33 Duke Street 

St James’s 

My dear Byron – 

 As you would not come down to me, me voici come up to you – I saw you on Saturday evening, 

but as I was a Pittite,
167

 could not come near you – you did not look worried, and I began to quake 

about you – “Speak, brother, speak – is the deed done?” – or when will it be? 

 I am busy all this day and must in the evening see Miss O.Neill – I shall again venture on the Pit, if 

I can get nothing better – & tomorrow I shall try & catch you about boxing time – 

   Ever yours affectionately 

    T. Moore 

 

If you have any thing to say to me to-day send it to 34 Strand – 

 

[1:2, 3 and 4 blank.] 

 

Moore to Byron, c. 1814: 
(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; Dowden I 410) 

[Lord Byron.] 

Monday 

Morning 

 

My dear Byron – In charity to a poor hired (and tired) hack, who does not belong to himself just now, 

pray, contrive to be at home to-day about four, as I shall at that hour have a chance of emancipating 

myself & tomorrow I am off – 

                                                 
166: A deipnisophist is a master of the art of dinner-table conversation. 

167: Not that he was a Tory, but that he sat in the pit at Drury Lane. 
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 <You may think perhaps I am lately> 

         Evr Yours 

          T. Moore 

[1:2 and 3 blank.] 

 

January 2nd 1815: Byron marries Annabella Milbanke. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Halnaby, January 10th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 601; LJ III 168-9; BLJ IV 252-3) 

Byron writes disparagingly of his own literary success. 

Halnaby, Darlington, January 10, 1815. 

I was married this day week. The parson has pronounced it—Perry has announced it—and the Morning 

Post, also, under the head of ‘Lord Byron’s Marriage’—as if it were a fabrication, or the puff-direct
168

 

of a new stay-maker. 

 Now for thine affairs. I have redde thee upon the Fathers, and it is excellent well. Positively, you 

must not leave off reviewing. You shine in it—you kill in it; and this article has been taken for Sydney 

Smith’s (as I heard in town), which proves not only your proficiency in parsonology, but that you have 

all the airs of a veteran critic at your first onset. So, prithee, go on and prosper. 

 Scott’s ‘Lord of the Isles’ is out—’the mail-coach copy’ I have, by special licence, of Murray. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Now is your time;—you will come upon them newly and freshly. It is impossible to read what you 

have lately done (verse or prose) without seeing that you have trained on tenfold. * * has floundered; * 

* has foundered. I have tried the rascals (i.e. the public) with my Harrys and Larrys, Pilgrims and 

Pirates. Nobody but S[outhe]y has done any thing worth a slice of bookseller’s pudding; and he has not 

luck enough to be found out in doing a good thing. Now, Tom, is thy time—‘Oh joyful day!—I would 

not take a knighthood for thy fortune’.
169

 Let me hear from you soon, and believe me ever, &c. 

 

P.S. Lady Byron is vastly well. How are Mrs. Moore and Joe Atkinson’s ‘Graces?’ We must present 

our women to one another. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Halnaby, January 19th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 602-3; LJ III 170-2; QI 312-13; BLJ IV 255-6) 

Byron answers a Moore letter, now missing. 

January 19. 1815. 

Egad! I don’t think he is ‘down;’ and my prophecy—like most auguries, sacred and profane—is not 

annulled, but inverted. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 To your question about the ‘dog’
170

—Umph!—my ‘mother,’ I won’t say any thing against—that 

is, about her: but how long a ‘mistress’ or friend may recollect paramours or competitors (lust and 

thirst being the two great and only bonds between the amatory or the amicable) I can’t say,—or, rather, 

you know, as well as I could tell you. But as for canine recollections, as far as I could judge by a cur of 

mine own, (always bating Boatswain, the dearest and, alas! the maddest of dogs,) I had one (half a wolf 

by the she side) that doted on me at ten years old, and very nearly ate me at twenty. When I thought he 

was going to enact Argus, he bit away the backside of my breeches, and never would consent to any 

kind of recognition, in despite of all kinds of bones which I offered him. So, let Southey blush and 

Homer too, as far as I can decide upon quadruped memories.
171

 

 I humbly take it, the mother knows the son that pays her jointure—a mistress her mate, till he * * 

and refuses salary—a friend his fellow, till he loses cash and character—and a dog his master, till he 

changes him. 

                                                 
168: Mr Puff at Sheridan The Critic, I ii. 

169: Shakespeare; Bardolph at Henry IV II, V iii 126. 

170: Moore’s note: I had just been reading Mr. Southey’s fine poem of “Roderick;” and with reference to an 

incident in it, had put the following question to Lord Byron:—“I should like to know from you, who are one of the 

philocynic sect, whether it is probable, that any dog (out of a melodrame) could recognise a master, whom neither 

his own mother or mistress was able to find out. I don’t care about Ulysses’s dog, &c.—all I want is to know from 

you (who are renowned as ‘friend of the dog, companion of the bear’) whether such a thing is probable.” 

171: B. refers to the protagonist’s dog in Southey’s Roderick, Last of the Goths. 
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 So, you want to know about milady and me? But let me not, as Roderick Random says, ‘profane 

the chaste mysteries of Hymen’
172

—damn the word, I had nearly spelt it with a small h. I like Bell as 

well as you do (or did, you villain!) Bessy—and that is (or was) saying a great deal. 

 Address your next to Seaham, Stockton-on-Tees, where we are going on Saturday (a bore, by the 

way,) to see father-in-law, Sir Jacob, and my lady’s lady-mother. Write—and write more at length—

both to the public and yours ever most affectionately, 

B. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Seaham, February 2nd 1815: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 603-4; LJ III 175-6; QI 313-14; BLJ IV 263-4) 

Seaham, Stockton-on-Tees, February 2. 1815. 

I have heard from London that you have left Chatsworth and all the women full of ‘entusymusy’
173

 

about you, personally and poetically; and, in particular, that ‘When first I met thee’ has been quite 

overwhelming in its effect. I told you it was one of the best things you ever wrote, though that dog 

Power
174

 wanted you to omit part of it. They are all regretting your absence at Chatsworth, according to 

my informant—’all the ladies quite,’ &c. &c. &c. Stap my vitals! 

 Well, now you have got home again—which I dare say is as agreeable as a ‘draught of cool 

small beer to the scorched palate of a waking sot’—now you have got home again, I say, probably I 

shall hear from you. Since I wrote last, I have been transferred to my father-in-law’s, with my lady and 

my lady’s maid, &c. &c. &c. and the treacle-moon is over, and I am awake, and find myself married. 

My spouse and I agree to—and in—admiration. Swift says ‘no wise man ever married;’ but, for a fool, 

I think it the most ambrosial of all possible future states. I still think one ought to marry upon lease; but 

am very sure I should renew mine at the expiration, though next term were for ninety and nine years. 

 I wish you would respond, for I am here ‘oblitusque meorum obliviscendus et illis.’
175

 Pray tell 

me what is going on in the way of intriguery, and how the w——s and rogues of the upper Beggar’s 

Opera go on—or rather go off—in or after marriage; or who are going to break any particular 

commandment. Upon this dreary coast, we have nothing but county meetings and shipwrecks; and I 

have this day dined upon fish, which probably dined upon the crews of several colliers lost in the late 

gales. But I saw the sea once more in all the glories of surf and foam,—almost equal to the Bay of 

Biscay, and the interesting white squalls and short seas of Archipelago memory. 

 My papa, Sir Ralpho, hath recently made a speech at a Durham tax-meeting; and not only at 

Durham, but here, several times since, after dinner. He is now, I believe, speaking it to himself (I left 

him in the middle) over various decanters, which can neither interrupt him nor fall asleep,—as might 

possibly have been the case with some of his audience. 

      Ever thine, 

       B. 

 

I must go to tea—damn tea. I wish it was Kinnaird’s brandy, and with you to lecture me about it. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Seaham, February 4th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 605; LJ III 177-8; BLJ IV 265-6) 

February 4. 1815. 

I enclose you half a letter from [Hobhouse], which will explain itself
176

—at least the latter part—the 

former refers to private business of mine own. If Jeffrey will take such an article, and you will 

undertake the revision, or, indeed, any portion of the article itself, (for unless you do, by Phoebus, I will 

have nothing to do with it,) we can cook up, between us three, as pretty a dish of sour-crout as ever 

tipped over the tongue of a bookmaker. * * * * 

 You can, at any rate, try Jeffrey’s inclination. Your late proposal from him made me hint this to 

[Hobhouse], who is a much better proser and scholar than I am, and a very superior man indeed. 

Excuse haste—answer this. Ever yours most, 

      B. 

P.S. All is well at home. I wrote to you yesterday. 

 

                                                 
172: Smollett, Roderick Random, Chapter 68. Moore: The letter H. is blotted in the Ms. 

173: Moore’s note: It was thus that, according to his account, a certain celebrated singer and actor used frequently 

to pronounce the word “enthusiasm.” [The singer was John Braham.] 

174: James Power was Moore’s music publisher. 

175: Horace, Epistles I xi 9 (“forgetting my friends and by them forgotten”). 

176: Hobhouse to B., February 2nd 1815. H. wants Moore to forward to Jeffrey his review of Leake’s Researches 

in Greece. 
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Byron to Moore, from Seaham, February 10th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 605-6; LJ III 178-9; BLJ IV 269) 

Byron answers Moore’s (now missing) answer to the previous item. 
February 10. 1815. 

My dear Tom, 

Jeffrey has been so very kind about me and my damnable works, that I would not be indirect or 

equivocal with him, even for a friend. So, it may be as well to tell him that it is not mine; but that if I 

did not firmly and truly believe it to be much better than I could offer, I would never have troubled him 

or you about it. You can judge between you how far it is admissible, and reject it, if not of the right 

sort. For my own part, I have no interest in the article one way or the other, further than to oblige 

[Hobhouse]; and should the composition be a good one, it can hurt neither party,—nor, indeed, any 

one, saving and excepting Mr. [Leake]. 

 Curse catch me if I know what H[obhouse] means or meaned about the demonstrative pronoun, but 

I admire your fear of being inoculated with the same. Have you never found out that you have a 

particular style of your own, which is as distinct from all other people, as Hafiz of Shiraz from Hafiz of 

the Morning Post? 

 So you allowed B * * and such like to hum and haw you, or, rather, Lady J[ersey] out of her 

compliment, and me out of mine.
177

 Sun-burn me, but this was pitiful-hearted. However, I will tell her 

all about it when I see her. 

 Bell desires me to say all kinds of civilities, and assure you of her recognition and high 

consideration. I will tell you of our movements south, which may be in about three weeks from this 

present writing. By the way, don’t engage yourself in any travelling expedition, as I have a plan of 

travel into Italy, which we will discuss. And then, think of the poesy wherewithal we should overflow, 

from Venice to Vesuvius, to say nothing of Greece, through all which—God willing—we might 

perambulate in one twelve months. If I take my wife, you can take yours; and if I leave mine, you may 

do the same. ‘Mind you stand by me in either case, Brother Bruin.’
178

 

  And believe me inveterately yours, 

     B 

 

Byron to Moore, from Seaham, February 22nd 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 606-8; LJ III 179-81; BLJ IV 273-5) 

February 22. 1815. 

Yesterday I sent off the packet and letter to Edinburgh. It consisted of forty-one pages,
179

 so that I have 

not added a line; but in my letter, I mentioned what passed between you and me in autumn, as my 

inducement for presuming to trouble him either with my own or [Hobhouse]’s lucubrations. I am any 

thing but sure that it will do; but I have told J[effrey]. that if there is any decent raw material in it, he 

may cut it into what shape he pleases, and warp it to his liking. 

 So you won’t go abroad, then, with me,—but alone. I fully purpose starting much about the time 

you mention, and alone, too. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I hope J[effrey]. won’t think me very impudent in sending [Hobhouse] only: there was not room 

for a syllable. I have avowed [Hobhouse] as the author, and said that you thought or said, when I met 

you last, that he (J[effrey].) would not be angry at the coalition, (though, alas! we have not coalesced,) 

and so, if I have got into a scrape, I must get out of it—Heaven knows how. 

 Your Anacreon
180

 is come, and with it I sealed (its first impression) the packet and epistle to our 

patron. 

 Curse the Melodies and the Tribes,
181

 to boot, Braham is to assist—or hath assisted—but will do 

no more good than a second physician. I merely interfered to oblige a whim of K[innaird].’s, and all I 

have got by it was ‘a speech’ and a receipt for stewed oysters. 

 ‘Not meet’—pray don’t say so. We must meet somewhere or somehow. Newstead is out of the 

question, being nearly sold again, or, if not, it is uninhabitable for my spouse. Pray write again. I will 

soon. 

 

                                                 
177: Moore’s note: Some remark which he told me had been made with respect to the frequent use of the 

demonstrative pronoun both by himself and by Sir W. Scott. 

178: Foote, The Mayor of Garratt. 

179: Hobhouse’s review of Leake; Byron was to contribute to it, but he didn’t. 

180: Moore’s note: A seal, with the head of Anacreon, which I had given him. 

181: Moore’s note: I had taken the liberty of laughing a little at the manner in which some of his Hebrew 

Melodies had been set to music. 
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P.S. Pray when do you come out? ever, or never? I hope I have made no blunder; but I certainly think 

you said to me, (after W[ordswor]th, whom I first pondered upon, was given up,) that [Hobhouse] and I 

might attempt [Leake?]. His length alone prevented me from trying my part, though I should have been 

less severe upon the Reviewée. 

 Your seal is the best and prettiest of my set, and I thank you very much therefor. I have just been—

or rather, ought to be—very much shocked by the death of the Duke of Dorset. We were at school 

together, and there I was passionately attached to him. Since, we have never met—but once, I think, 

since 1805—and it would be a paltry affectation to pretend that I had any feeling for him worth the 

name. But there was a time in my life when this event would have broken my heart; and all I can say 

for it now is that—it is not worth breaking. 

 Adieu—it is all a farce. 

 

March 1815: sixth volume of Moore’s A Selection of Irish Melodies published. 

 

February 28th: Napoleon lands from Elba on the South French coast. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Seaham, March 2nd 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 608-9; LJ III 181-3; BLJ IV 277-8) 

March 2. 1815. 

My dear Thom, 

Jeffrey has sent me the most friendly of all possible letters, and has accepted [Hobhouse]’s article. He 

says he has long liked not only, &c. &c. but my ‘character.’ This must be your doing, you dog—ar’nt 

you ashamed of yourself, knowing me so well? This is what one gets for having you for a father 

confessor. 

 I feel merry enough to send you a sad song.
182

 You once asked me for some words which you 

would set. Now you may set or not, as you like,—but there they are, in a legible hand,
183

 and not in 

mine, but of my own scribbling; so you may say of them what you please. Why don’t you write to me? 

I shall make you ‘a speech’
184

 if you don’t respond quickly. 

 I am in such a state of sameness and stagnation, and so totally occupied in consuming the fruits—

and sauntering—and playing dull games at cards—and yawning—and trying to read old Annual 

Registers and the daily papers—and gathering shells on the shore—and watching the growth of stunted 

gooseberry bushes in the garden—that I have neither time nor sense to say more than yours ever, B. 

 

P.S. I open my letter again to put a question to you. What would Lady C[or]k, or any other fashionable 

Pidcock, give to collect you and Jeffrey and me to one party? I have been answering his letter, which 

suggested this dainty query. I can’t help laughing at the thoughts of your face and mine; and our 

anxiety to keep the Aristarch in good humour during the early part of a compotation, till we got drunk 

enough to make him ‘a speech.’ I think the critic would have much the best of us—of one, at least—for 

I don’t think diffidence (I mean social) is a disease of yours. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Seaham, March 8th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 609-10; LJ III 183-6; BLJ IV 279-81) 

In the (now lost) letter which Byron answers here, Moore twits him about Hebrew Melodies. 

 

March 8. 1815. 

An event—the death of poor Dorset—and the recollection of what I once felt, and ought to have felt 

now, but could not—set me pondering, and finally into the train of thought which you have in your 

hands. I am very glad you like them, for I flatter myself they will pass as an imitation of your style. If I 

could imitate it well, I should have no great ambition of originality—I wish I could make you exclaim 

with Dennis, ‘That’s my thunder, by G——d!’
185

 I wrote them with a view to your setting them, and as 

                                                 
182: Moore’s note: The verses enclosed were those melancholy ones, now printed in his works, “There’s not a joy 

the world can give like those it takes away.” 

183: Moore’s note: The MS. was in the handwriting of Lady Byron. 

184: Moore’s note: These allusions to “a speech” are connected with a little incident, not worth mentioning, 

which had amused us both when I was in town. He was rather fond (and had been always so, as may be seen in his 

early letters,) of thus harping on some conventional phrase or joke. 

185: John Dennis (1657-1734) invented a new way of making the noise of thunder on stage. His play failed, but he 

came back to hear his invention used in a production of Macbeth, and shouted “That’s my thunder, by God! the 

villains will not play my play but they will steal my thunder!” Hence the expression “to steal my / your thunder”. 
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a present to Power, if he would accept the words, and you did not think yourself degraded, for once in a 

way, by marrying them to music. 

 Sun-burn N[athan]!—why do you always twit me with his vile Ebrew nasalities?
186

 Have I not told 

you it was all K[innaird].’s doing, and my own exquisite facility of temper? But thou wilt be a wag, 

Thomas; and see what you get for it. Now for my revenge. 

 Depend—and perpend—upon it that your opinion of * *’s poem will travel through one or other of 

the quintuple correspondents, till it reaches the ear, and the liver of the author.
187

 Your adventure, 

however, is truly laughable—but how could you be such a potatoe? You ‘a brother’ (of the quill) too, 

‘near the throne,’
188

 to confide to a man’s own publisher (who has ‘bought,’ or rather sold, ‘golden 

opinions’
189

 about him) such a damnatory parenthesis! ‘Between you and me,’ quotha—it reminds me 

of a passage in the Heir at Law—‘Tête-a-tête with Lady Duberly, I suppose.’—‘No—tête-a-tête with 

five hundred people;’ and your confidential communication will doubtless be in circulation to that 

amount, in a short time, with several additions, and in several letters, all signed L.H.R.O.B., &c. &c. 

&c. 

 We leave this place to-morrow, and shall stop on our way to town (in the interval of taking a house 

there) at Col. Leigh’s, near Newmarket, where any epistle of yours will find its welcome way. 

 I have been very comfortable here,—listening to that d——d monologue, which elderly gentlemen 

call conversation, and in which my pious father-in-law repeats himself every evening—save one, when 

he played upon the fiddle. However, they have been very kind and hospitable, and I like them and the 

place vastly, and I hope they will live many happy months. Bell is in health, and unvaried good-

humour and behaviour. But we are all in the agonies of packing and parting; and I suppose by this time 

to-morrow I shall be stuck in the chariot with my chin upon a band-box. I have prepared, however, 

another carriage for the abigail, and all the trumpery which our wives drag along with them. 

    Ever thine, most affectionately, 

      B. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Six Mile Bottom, March 27th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 611-12; LJ III 186-90; BLJ IV 285) 

Byron answers a Moore letter which we have lost. 

March 27. 1815. 

 

I meaned to write to you before on the subject of your loss;
190

 but the recollection of the uselessness 

and worthlessness of any observations on such events prevented me. I shall only now add, that I rejoice 

to see you bear it so well, and that I trust time will enable Mrs. M[oore]. to sustain it better. Every thing 

should be done to divert and occupy her with other thoughts and cares, and I am sure that all that can 

be done will. 

 Now to your letter. Napoleon—but the papers will have told you all. I quite think with you upon 

the subject, and for my real thoughts this time last year, I would refer you to the last pages of the 

Journal I gave you. I can forgive the rogue for utterly falsifying every line of mine Ode—which I take 

to be the last and uttermost stretch of human magnanimity. Do you remember the story of a certain 

Abbé, who wrote a treatise on the Swedish Constitution, and proved it indissoluble and eternal? Just as 

he had corrected the last sheet, news came that Gustavus III. had destroyed this immortal government. 

‘Sir,’ quoth the Abbé, ‘the King of Sweden may overthrow the constitution, but not my book!!’
191

 I 

think of the Abbé, but not with him. 

 Making every allowance for talent and most consummate daring, there is, after all, a good deal in 

luck or destiny. He might have been stopped by our frigates—or wrecked in the Gulf of Lyons,
192

 

which is particularly tempestuous—or—a thousand things. But he is certainly Fortune’s favourite, and 

                                                 
186: Moore had a low opinion of Isaac Nathan’s Hebrew Melodies settings. 

187: Moore’s note: He here alludes to a circumstance which I had communicated to him in a preceding letter. In 

writing to one of the numerous partners of a well-known publishing establishment (with which I have since been 

lucky enough to form a more intimate connection), I had said confidentially (as I thought), in reference to a poem 

that had just appeared,—”Between you and me, I do not much admire Mr. * *’s poem.” The letter being chiefly 

upon business, was answered through the regular business channel, and, to my dismay, concluded with the 

following words:—”We are very sorry that you do not approve of Mr. * *’s new poem, and are your obedient, &c. 

&c. L.H.R.O., &c. &c.” 

188: Pope, Epistle to Arbuthnot, ll.197-8. 

189: Shakespeare, Macbeth, I vii 33. 

190: Moore’s note: The death of his infant god-daughter, Olivia Byron Moore. [She died on March 24th.] 

191: Grimm, Correspondance Littéraire (1813), III iv 668-9. 

192: Compare DJ II, 39, 8. 
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  Once fairly set out on his party of pleasure, 

  Taking towns at his liking and crowns at his leisure, 

  From Elba to Lyons and Paris he goes, 

  Making balls for the ladies, and bows to his foes. 

 

You must have seen the account of his driving into the middle of the royal army, and the immediate 

effect of his pretty speeches. And now if he don’t drub the allies, there is ‘no purchase in money.’
193

 If 

he can take France by himself, the devil’s in’t if he don’t repulse the invaders, when backed by those 

celebrated sworders—those boys of the blade, the Imperial Guard, and the old and new army. It is 

impossible not to be dazzled and overwhelmed by his character and career. Nothing ever so 

disappointed me as his abdication, and nothing could have reconciled me to him but some such revival 

as his recent exploit; though no one could anticipate such a complete and brilliant renovation. 

 To your question, I can only answer that there have been some symptoms which look a little 

gestatory. It is a subject upon which I am not particularly anxious, except that I think it would please 

her uncle, Lord Wentworth, and her father and mother. The former (Lord W[entworth].) is now in 

town, and in very indifferent health. You, perhaps, know that his property, amounting to seven or eight 

thousand a year, will eventually devolve upon Bell. But the old gentleman has been so very kind to her 

and me, that I hardly know how to wish him in heaven, if he can be comfortable on earth. Her father is 

still in the country. 

 We mean to metropolise to-morrow, and you will address your next to Piccadilly. We have got the 

Duchess of Devon’s house there, she being in France. 

 I don’t care what Power says to secure the property of the Song, so that it is not complimentary to 

me, nor any thing about ‘condescending’ or ‘noble author’—both ‘vile phrases,’ as Polonius says.
194

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Pray, let me hear from you, and when you mean to be in town. Your continental scheme is 

impracticable for the present. I have to thank you for a longer letter than usual, which I hope will 

induce you to tax my gratitude still further in the same way. 

 You never told me about ‘Longman’ and ‘next winter,’ and I am not a ‘mile-stone.’
195

 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, April 23rd 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 619-20; LJ III 194-8; BLJ IV 289-91) 

April 23. 1815. 

Lord Wentworth
196

 died last week. The bulk of his property (from seven to eight thousand per ann.) is 

entailed on Lady Milbanke and Lady Byron. The first is gone to take possession in Leicestershire, and 

attend the funeral, &c. this day. 

 I have mentioned the facts of the settlement of Lord W.’s property, because the newspapers, with 

their usual accuracy, have been making all kinds of blunders in their statement. His will is just as 

expected—the principal part settled on Lady Milbanke (now Noel) and Bell, and a separate estate left 

for sale to pay debts (which are not great) and legacies to his natural son and daughter. 

 Mrs. [Wilmot]’s tragedy
197

 was last night damned. They may bring it on again, and probably will; 

but damned it was,—not a word of the last act audible. I went (malgré that I ought to have stayed at 

home in sackcloth for unc., but I could not resist the first night of any thing) to a private and quiet nook 

of my private box, and witnessed the whole process. The first three acts, with transient gushes of 

applause, oozed patiently but heavily on. I must say it was badly acted, particularly by [Kean], who 

was groaned upon in the third act,—something about ‘horror—such a horror’ was the cause. Well, the 

fourth act became as muddy and turbid as need be; but the fifth—what Garrick used to call (like a fool) 

the concoction of a play—the fifth act stuck fast at the King’s prayer. You know he says, ‘he never 

went to bed without saying them, and did not like to omit them now.’ But he was no sooner upon his 

knees, than the audience got upon their legs—the damnable pit—and roared, and groaned, and hissed, 

and whistled. Well, that was choked a little; but the ruffian-scene—the penitent peasantry—and killing 

the Bishop and Princes—oh, it was all over. The curtain fell upon unheard actors, and the 

                                                 
193: Falstaff at Shakespeare, Henry IV I, III iii 40. 

194: Shakespeare, Hamlet, II ii 110. 

195: Moore’s note: I had accused him of having entirely forgot that, in a preceding letter, I had informed him of 

my intention to publish with the Messrs. Longman in the ensuing winter, and added that, in giving him this 

information, I found I had been—to use an elegant Irish metaphor—“whistling jigs to a mile-stone.” 

196: Lord Wentworth was Lady Byron’s uncle. He died on April 17th 1815. 

197: Ina (not “Ian” as BLJ IV 290 has it), a tragedy by Mrs Wilmot, later Lady Dacre, whose looks may have 

inspired She Walks in Beauty. Ina had a prologue by William Lamb and an epilogue by Mo. Kean played Egbert. 
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announcement attempted by Kean for Monday was equally ineffectual. Mrs. Bartley
198

 was so 

frightened, that, though the people were tolerably quiet, the epilogue was quite inaudible to half the 

house. In short,—you know all. I clapped till my hands were skinless, and so did Sir James 

Mackintosh,
199

 who was with me in the box. All the world were in the house, from the Jerseys, Greys, 

&c. &c. downwards. But it would not do. It is, after all, not an acting play; good language, but no 

power. * * * * * * * 

 Women (saving Joanna Baillie) cannot write tragedy: they have not seen enough nor felt enough of 

life for it. I think Semiramis or Catherine II. might have written (could they have been unqueened) a 

rare play. 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

It is, however, a good warning not to risk or write tragedies. I never had much bent that way; but if I 

had, this would have cured me. 

Ever, carissime Thom., 

Thine, B. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, June 12th 1815:
200

 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 621-3; LJ III 201-6; BLJ IV 296-8) 

Byron gives a detailed account of Drury Lane politics. 

13. Piccadilly Terrace, June 12. 1815. 

I have nothing to offer in behalf of my late silence, except the most inveterate and ineffable laziness; 

but I am too supine to invent a lie, or I certainly should, being ashamed of the truth. K[innaird], I hope, 

has appeased your magnanimous indignation at his blunders. I wished and wish you were in the 

Committee, with all my heart.
201

 It seems so hopeless a business, that the company of a friend would be 

quite consoling,—but more of this when we meet. In the mean time, you are entreated to prevail upon 

Mrs. Esterre to engage herself.
202

 I believe she has been written to, but your influence, in person or 

proxy, would probably go further than our proposals. What they are, I know not; all my new function 

consists in listening to the despair of Cavendish Bradshaw,
203

 the hopes of Kinnaird, the wishes of Lord 

Essex,
204

 the complaints of Whitbread, and the calculations of Peter Moore,
205

—all of which, and 

whom, seem totally at variance. C. Bradshaw wants to light the theatre with gas, which may, perhaps 

(if the vulgar be believed), poison half the audience, and all the Dramatis personæ. Essex has 

endeavoured to persuade K[innaird] not to get drunk, the consequence of which is, that he has never 

been sober since. Kinnaird, with equal success, would have convinced Raymond,
206

 that he, the said 

Raymond, had too much salary. Whitbread wants us to assess the pit another sixpence,—a d——d 

insidious proposition,—which will end in an O.P. combustion.
207

 To crown all, R[obins], the 

auctioneer,
208

 has the impudence to be displeased, because he has no dividend. The villain is a 

proprietor of shares, and a long lunged orator in the meetings. I hear he has prophesied our 

incapacity,—‘a foregone conclusion,’ whereof I hope to give him signal proofs before we are done. 

 Will you give us an opera? No, I’ll be sworn; but I wish you would. * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 To go on with the poetical world, Walter Scott has gone back to Scotland. Murray, the bookseller, 

has been cruelly cudgelled of misbegotten knaves, ‘in Kendal green,’
209

 at Newington Butts, in his way 

home from a purlieu dinner,—and robbed—would you believe it?—of three or four bonds of forty 

                                                 
198: Sarah Bartley (1783?-1850), formerly Miss Smith, leading actress at Drury Lane. 

199: Sir James Mackintosh (1765-1832) Whig politician and philosopher. 

200: Moore’s note: This and the following letter were addressed to me in Ireland, whither I had gone about the 

middle of the preceding month. 

201: Moore’s note: He had lately become one of the members of the Sub-Committee, (consisting, besides himself, 

of the persons mentioned in this letter,) who had taken upon themselves the management of Drury Lane Theatre; 

and it had been his wish, on the first construction of the Committee, that I should be one of his colleagues. To 

some mistake in the mode of conveying this proposal to me, he alludes in the preceding sentence. 

202: This is a joke. Mrs Esterre was not an actress, but the widow of J.N.d’Esterre, a man who had been killed in a 

duel with Daniel O’Connell. 

203: The Hon. Augustus Cavendish Bradshaw, on the Drury Lane Committee. 

204: George, fifth Earl of Essex. 

205: Peter Moore was a friend of Sheridan, and also on the Drury Lane Committee. 

206: Raymond was the Drury Lane Stage Manager. 

207: The Old Price Riots had disturbed Covent Garden in 1809. 

208: George Henry Robbins was an auctioneer with investments in Drury Lane. 

209: Falstaff at Shakespeare, Henry IV I, II i 214. 
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pound a piece, and a seal-ring of his grandfather’s, worth a million! This is his version,—but others 

opine that D’Israeli, with whom he dined, knocked him down with his last publication, ‘The Quarrels 

of Authors,’ in a dispute about copyright. Be that as it may, the newspapers have teemed with his 

‘injuria formæ,’ and he has been embrocated, and invisible to all but the apothecary ever since. 

 Lady B[yron]. is better than three months advanced in her progress towards maternity, and, we 

hope, likely to go well through with it. We have been very little out this season, as I wish to keep her 

quiet in her present situation. Her father and mother have changed their names to Noel, in compliance 

with Lord Wentworth’s will, and in complaisance to the property bequeathed by him. 

 I hear that you have been gloriously received by the Irish,—and so you ought. But don’t let them 

kill you with claret and kindness at the national dinner in your honour, which, I hear and hope, is in 

contemplation. If you will tell me the day, I’ll get drunk myself on this side of the water, and waft you 

an applauding hiccup over the Channel. 

 Of politics, we have nothing but the yell for war; and C[astlereag]h is preparing his head for the 

pike, on which we shall see it carried before he has done. The loan has made every body sulky. I hear 

often from Paris, but in direct contradiction to the home statements of our hirelings. Of domestic 

doings, there has been nothing since Lady D * *. Not a divorce stirring,—but a good many in embryo, 

in the shape of marriages. 

 I enclose you an epistle received this morning from I know not whom; but I think it will amuse 

you. The writer must be a rare fellow.
210

 

 

P.S. A gentleman named D’Alton (not your Dalton) has sent me a National Poem called ‘Dermid.’ The 

same cause which prevented my writing to you operated against my wish to write to him an epistle of 

thanks. If you see him, will you make all kinds of fine speeches for me, and tell him that I am the 

laziest and most ungrateful of mortals? 

 A word more;—don’t let Sir John Stevenson (as an evidence on trials for copy-right, &c.) talk 

about the price of your next poem, or they will come upon you for the Property Tax for it. I am serious, 

and have just heard a long story of the rascally tax-men making Scott pay for his. So, take care. Three 

hundred is a devil of a deduction out of three thousand. 

 

June 18th: Battle of Waterloo. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, July 7th 1815: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 623-5; LJ III 207-11; QI 315-16; BLJ IV 301-3) 

The death of Whitbread (which Byron does not report as a suicide). The Moore letter he answers 

is currently lost. 

July 7. 1815. 

‘Grata superveniet,’ &c. &c.
211

 I had written to you again, but burnt the letter, because I began to think 

you seriously hurt at my indolence, and did not know how the buffoonery it contained might be taken. 

In the mean time, I have yours, and all is well. 

 I had given over all hopes of yours. By-the-by, my ‘grata superveniet’ should be in the present 

tense; for I perceive it looks now as if it applied to this present scrawl reaching you, whereas it is to the 

receipt of thy Kilkenny epistle that I have tacked that venerable sentiment. 

 Poor Whitbread died yesterday morning,—a sudden and severe loss. His health had been 

wavering, but so fatal an attack was not apprehended. He dropped down, and I believe never spoke 

afterwards.
212

 I perceive Perry attributes his death to Drury Lane,—a consolatory encouragement to the 

new Committee. I have no doubt that * *, who is of a plethoric habit, will be bled immediately; and as I 

                                                 
210: Moore’s note: The following is the enclosure here referred to:—  

“Darlington, June 3. 1815.  

“My Lord,  

“I have lately purchased a set of your works, and am quite vexed that you have not cancelled the Ode to 

Buonaparte. It certainly was prematurely written, without thought or reflection. Providence has now brought him 

to reign over millions again, while the same Providence keeps as it were in a garrison another potentate, who, in 

the language of Mr. Burke, ‘he hurled from his throne.’ See if you cannot make amends for your folly, and 

consider that, in almost every respect, human nature is the same, in every clime and in every period, and don’t act 

the part of a foolish boy.—Let not Englishmen talk of the stretch of tyrants, while the torrents of blood shed in the 

East Indies cry aloud to Heaven for retaliation. Learn, good sir, not to cast the first stone. I remain your Lordship’s 

servant,  

“J. R * *.” 

211: Horace, Epistle IV 14 (“welcome will come to you”). 

212: Sir Samuel Whitbread cut his throat. Perhaps the truth was not told. 
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have, since my marriage, lost much of my paleness, and—‘horresco referens’
213

 (for I hate even 

moderate fat)—that happy slenderness, to which, when I first knew you, I had attained, I by no means 

sit easy under this dispensation of the Morning Chronicle. Every one must regret the loss of Whitbread; 

he was surely a great and very good man. 

 Paris is taken for the second time. I presume it, for the future, will have an anniversary capture. In 

the late battles, like all the world, I have lost a connection,—poor Frederick Howard, the best of his 

race. I had little intercourse, of late years, with his family, but I never saw or heard but good of him. 

Hobhouse’s brother is killed. In short, the havoc has not left a family out of its tender mercies. 

 Every hope of a republic is over, and we must go on under the old system. But I am sick at heart of 

politics and slaughters; and the luck which Providence is pleased to lavish on Lord * * [Castlereagh] is 

only a proof of the little value the gods set upon prosperity, when they permit such * * * s as he and 

that drunken corporal, old Blucher, to bully their betters. From this, however, Wellington should be 

excepted. He is a man,—and the Scipio of our Hannibal. However, he may thank the Russian frosts, 

which destroyed the real élite of the French army, for the successes of Waterloo. 

 La! Moore—how you blasphemes about ‘Parnassus’ and ‘Moses!’ [“Muses”?] I am ashamed for 

you. Won’t you do any thing for the drama? We beseech an Opera. Kinnaird’s blunder was partly 

mine. I wanted you of all things in the Committee, and so did he. But we are now glad you were wiser; 

for it is, I doubt, a bitter business. 

 When shall we see you in England? Sir Ralph Noel (late Milbanke—he don’t promise to be late 

Noel in a hurry), finding that one man can’t inhabit two houses, has given his place in the north to me 

for a habitation; and there Lady B[yron]. threatens to be brought to bed in November. Sir R[alph]. and 

my Lady Mother are to quarter at Kirby—Lord Wentworth’s that was. Perhaps you and Mrs. Moore 

will pay us a visit at Seaham in the course of the autumn. If so, you and I (without our wives) will take 

a lark to Edinburgh and embrace Jeffrey. It is not much above one hundred miles from us. But all this, 

and other high matters, we will discuss at meeting, which I hope will be on your return. We don’t leave 

town till August. 

     Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, October 28th 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 629-31; LJ III 230-3; BLJ IV 322-4) 

Byron confesses to having ignored another Moore letter, now missing. 

 

13. Terrace, Piccadilly, October 28. 1815. 

You are, it seems, in England again, as I am to hear from every body but yourself; and I suppose you 

punctilious, because I did not answer your last Irish letter. When did you leave the ‘swate country?’ 

Never mind, I forgive you;—a strong proof of—I know not what—to give the lie to— 

 

  “He never pardons who hath done the wrong.” 

You have written to * *. You have also written to Perry, who intimates hope of an Opera from you. 

Coleridge has promised a Tragedy. Now, if you keep Perry’s word, and Coleridge keeps his own, 

Drury Lane will be set up; and, sooth to say, it is in grievous want of such a lift. We began at speed, 

and are blown already. When I say ‘we,’ I mean Kinnaird, who is the ‘all in all sufficient,’
214

 and can 

count, which none of the rest of the Committee can. 

 It is really very good fun, as far as the daily and nightly stir of these strutters and fretters go;
215

 

and, if the concern could be brought to pay a shilling in the pound, would do much credit to the 

management. Mr. [Sotheby] has an accepted tragedy [Ivan], whose first scene is in his sleep (I don’t 

mean the author’s). It was forwarded to us as a prodigious favourite of Kean’s; but the said Kean, upon 

interrogation, denies his eulogy, and protests against his part. How it will end, I know not.
216

 

 I say so much about the theatre, because there is nothing else alive in London at this season. All 

the world are out of it, except us, who remain to lie in,—in December, or perhaps earlier. Lady B. is 

very ponderous and prosperous, apparently, and I wish it well over. 

 There is a play before me from a personage who signs himself ‘Hibernicus.’ The hero is 

Malachi, the Irishman and king; and the villain and usurper, Turgesius, the Dane. The conclusion is 

                                                 
213: Virgil, Aeneid II 204: … horresco referens – immensis orbibus angues / incumbent pelago … (“I shudder as I 

tell the tale”). 

214: Shakespeare, Othello, IV i 262. 

215: Shakespeare, Macbeth, V v 25. 

216: Sotheby’s Ivan is not staged. 
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fine. Turgesius is chained by the leg (vide stage direction) to a pillar on the stage; and King Malachi 

makes him a speech, not unlike Lord Castlereagh’s about the balance of power and the lawfulness of 

legitimacy, which puts Turgesius into a frenzy—as Castlereagh’s would, if his audience was chained 

by the leg. He draws a dagger and rushes at the orator; but, finding himself at the end of his tether, he 

sticks it into his own carcass, and dies, saying, he has fulfilled a prophecy. 

 Now, this is serious downright matter of fact, and the gravest part of a tragedy which is not 

intended for burlesque. I tell it you for the honour of Ireland. The writer hopes it will be represented:—

but what is Hope? nothing but the paint on the face of Existence; the least touch of Truth rubs it off, 

and then we see what a hollow-cheeked harlot we have got hold of. I am not sure that I have not said 

this last superfine reflection before. But never mind;—it will do for the tragedy of Turgesius, to which I 

can append it. 

 Well, but how dost thou do? thou bard not of a thousand but three thousand!
217

 I wish your 

friend, Sir John Piano-forte, had kept that to himself, and not made it public at the trial of the song-

seller in Dublin. I tell you why: it is a liberal thing for Longman to do, and honourable for you to 

obtain; but it will set all the ‘hungry and dinnerless, lank-jawed judges’ upon the fortunate author. But 

they be d——d!—the ‘Jeffrey and the Moore together are confident against the world in ink!’
218

 By the 

way, if poor C[oleridg]e—who is a man of wonderful talent, and in distress,
219

 and about to publish two 

vols. of Poesy and Biography, and who has been worse used by the critics than ever we were—will 

you, if he comes out, promise me to review him favourably in the E[dinburgh].R[eview].? Praise him I 

think you must, but you will also praise him well,—of all things the most difficult. It will be the 

making of him. 

 This must be a secret between you and me, as Jeffrey might not like such a project;—nor, 

indeed, might C. himself like it. But I do think he only wants a pioneer and a sparkle or two to explode 

most gloriously. 

    Ever yours most affectionately, 

      B. 

 

P.S. This is a sad scribbler’s letter; but the next shall be ‘more of this world.’ 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, October 31st 1815: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 634-5; LJ III 242-3; QI 320-1; BLJ IV 326-7) 

 

Terrace, Piccadilly, October 31. 1815. 

I have not been able to ascertain precisely the time of duration of the stock market; but I believe it is a 

good time for selling out, and I hope so. First, because I shall see you; and, next, because I shall receive 

certain monies on behalf of Lady B[yron]., the which will materially conduce to my comfort,—I 

wanting (as the duns say) ‘to make up a sum.’ 

 Yesterday, I dined out with a large-ish party, where were Sheridan and Colman, Harry Harris of 

C[ovent]. G[arden], and his brother, Sir Gilbert Heathcote, D[ougla]s. Kinnaird, and others, of note and 

notoriety. Like other parties of the kind, it was first silent, then talky, then argumentative, then 

disputatious, then unintelligible, then altogethery, then inarticulate, and then drunk. When we had 

reached the last step of this glorious ladder, it was difficult to get down again without stumbling; and to 

crown all, Kinnaird and I had to conduct Sheridan down a d——d corkscrew staircase, which had 

certainly been constructed before the discovery of fermented liquors, and to which no legs, however 

crooked, could possibly accommodate themselves. We deposited him safe at home, where his man, 

evidently used to the business, waited to receive him in the hall. 

 Both he and Colman were, as usual, very good; but I carried away much wine, and the wine had 

previously carried away my memory; so that all was hiccup and happiness for the last hour or so, and I 

am not impregnated with any of the conversation. Perhaps you heard of a late answer of Sheridan to the 

watchman who found him bereft of that ‘divine particle of air,’
220

 called reason, * * * * * * * * * * * *. 

He, the watchman, who found Sherry in the street, fuddled and bewildered, and almost insensible. 

‘Who are you, sir?’—no answer. ‘What’s your name?’—a hiccup. ‘What’s your name?’—Answer, in a 

                                                 
217: Longman have advanced Moore £3,000 for Lalla Rookh. 

218: Shakespeare, Henry IV I, V i 116-17: “The Douglas and the Percy both together / Are confident against the 

world in arms”. 

219: Moore’s note: It is but justice both to “him that gave and him that took” to mention that the noble poet, at 

this time, with a delicacy which enhanced the kindness, advanced to the eminent person here spoken of, on the 

credit of some work he was about to produce, one hundred pounds. 

220: Horace, Satires II ii 79: divinae particulam aurae [“a fragment of the divine spirit”]. 
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slow, deliberate and impassive tone—‘Wilberforce!!!’ Is not that Sherry all over?—and, to my mind, 

excellent. Poor fellow, his very dregs are better than the ‘first sprightly runnings’ of others. 

 My paper is full, and I have a grievous headach. 

 

P.S. Lady B. is in full progress. Next month will bring to light (with the aid of ‘Juno Lucina, fer 

opem,’
221

 or rather opes, for the last are most wanted,) the tenth wonder of the world—Gil Blas being 

the eighth, and he (my son’s father) the ninth. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, November 4th 1815: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 635-6; LJ III 243; BLJ IV 329-31) 

Byron answers a Moore letter which is now missing. 

November 4. 1815. 

Had you not bewildered my head with the ‘stocks,’ your letter would have been answered directly. 

Hadn’t I to go to the city? and hadn’t I to remember what to ask when I got there? and hadn’t I 

forgotten it? 

 I should be undoubtedly delighted to see you; but I don’t like to urge against your reasons my own 

inclinations. Come you must soon, for stay you won’t. I know you of old;—you have been too much 

leavened with London to keep long out of it. 

 Lewis is going to Jamaica to suck his sugar canes. He sails in two days; I enclose you his farewell 

note. I saw him last night at D[rury].L[ane].T[heatre]. for the last time previous to his voyage. Poor 

fellow! he is really a good man—an excellent man—he left me his walking-stick and a pot of preserved 

ginger. I shall never eat the last without tears in my eyes, it is so hot. We have had a devil of a row 

among our ballerinas. Miss Smith has been wronged about a hornpipe. The Committee have interfered; 

but Byrne, the d——d ballet master, won’t budge a step, I am furious, so is George Lamb. Kinnaird is 

very glad, because—he don’t know why; and I am very sorry, for the same reason. To-day I dine with 

K[innair]d.—we are to have Sheridan and Colman again; and to-morrow, once more, at Sir Gilbert 

Heathcote’s. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Leigh Hunt has written a real good and very original Poem,
222

 which I think will be a great hit. 

You can have no notion how very well it is written, nor should I, had I not redde it. As to us, Tom—eh, 

when art thou out? If you think the verses worth it, I would rather they were embalmed in the Irish 

Melodies, than scattered abroad in a separate song—much rather. But when are thy great things out? I 

mean the Po[em] of Po[em]s—thy Shah Nameh. It is very kind in Jeffrey to like the Hebrew Melodies. 

Some of the fellows here preferred Sternhold and Hopkins, and said so;—‘the fiend receive their souls 

therefor!’ 

 I must go and dress for dinner. Poor, dear Murat, what an end!
223

 You know, I suppose, that his 

white plume used to be a rallying point in battle, like Henry IV.’s. He refused a confessor and a 

bandage; so would neither suffer his soul or body to be bandaged. You shall have more to-morrow or 

next day. 

     Ever, &c. 

 

Moore to Byron, January 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life; Dowden I 386) 

Another surviving Moore letter. He answers the last item but one, and suspects something is 

wrong. 

 

And so you are a whole year married! – 

 

     “It was last year I vow’d to thee 

     That fond impossibility.”
224

 

 

Do you know, my dear B., there was a something in your last letter – a sort of unquiet mystery, as well 

as a want of your usual elasticity of spirits – which has hung upon my mind unpleasantly ever since. I 

long to be near you, that I might know how you really look and feel; for these letters tell nothing, and 

                                                 
221: Terence, Andria I 15 [“Juno, help us!”]. B. changes it to “Juno, bring money!” 

222: The Story of Rimini. 

223: Murat was shot on October 13th. 

224: Dowden identifies Lovelace, The Scrutiny, stanza 1. 
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one word, a quattr’occhi,
225

 is worth whole reams of correspondence. But only do tell me you are 

happier than that letter has led me to fear, and I shall be satisfied. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, January 5th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 640-2; LJ III 252-4; QI 322; BLJ V 14-15) 

 

January 5. 1816. 

I hope Mrs. M[oore]. is quite re-established. The little girl was born on the 10th of December last; her 

name is Augusta Ada (the second a very antique family name,—I believe not used since the reign of 

King John). She was, and is, very flourishing and fat, and reckoned very large for her days—squalls 

and sucks incessantly. Are you answered? Her mother is doing very well, and up again. 

 I have now been married a year on the second of this month—heigh-ho! I have seen nobody lately 

much worth noting, except S[ebastiani] and another general of the Gauls, once or twice at dinners out 

of doors. S[ebastiani] is a fine, foreign, villanous-looking, intelligent, and very agreeable man; his 

compatriot is more of the petit-maître, and younger,
226

 but I should think not at all of the same 

intellectual calibre with the Corsican—which S[ebastiani], you know, is, and a cousin of Napoleon’s. 

 Are you never to be expected in town again? To be sure, there is no one here of the 1500 fillers of 

hot-rooms, called the fashionable world. My approaching papa-ship detained us for advice, &c. &c. 

though I would as soon be here as any where else on this side of the Straits of Gibraltar. 

 I would gladly—or, rather, sorrowfully—comply with your request of a dirge for the poor girl you 

mention.
227

 But how can I write on one I have never seen or known? Besides, you will do it much 

better yourself. I could not write upon any thing, without some personal experience and foundation; far 

less on a theme so peculiar. Now, you have both in this case; and, if you had neither, you have more 

imagination, and would never fail. 

 This is but a dull scrawl, and I am but a dull fellow. Just at present, I am absorbed in 500 

contradictory contemplations, though with but one object in view—which will probably end in nothing, 

as most things we wish do. But never mind,—as somebody says, ‘for the blue sky bends over all.’
228

 I 

only could be glad, if it bent over me where it is a little bluer; like the ‘skyish top of blue Olympus,’
229

 

which, by the way, looked very white when I last saw it. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

January 15th 1816: Annabella leaves Byron. 

 

Moore to Byron, February 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life; Dowden I 388) 

 

I am most anxious to hear from you, though I doubt whether I ought to mention the subject on which I 

am so anxious. If, however, what I heard last night, in a letter from town, be true, you will know 

immediately what I allude to, and just communicate as much or little upon the subject as you think 

proper; – only something I should like to know, as soon as possible, from yourself, in order to set my 

mind at rest with respect to the truth or falsehood of the report. 

 

February 7th 1816: Byron’s The Siege of Corinth and Parisina published together. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, February 29th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 643-5; LJ III 266-8; QI 328-9; BLJ V 35-6) 

February 29. 1816. 

I have not answered your letter for a time; and, at present, the reply to part of it might extend to such a 

length, that I shall delay it till it can be made in person, and then I will shorten it as much as I can. 

 In the mean time, I am at war ‘with all the world and his wife;’
230

 or rather, ‘all the world and my 

wife’ are at war with me, and have not yet crushed me,—whatever they may do. I don’t know that in 

the course of a hair-breadth existence I was ever, at home or abroad, in a situation so completely 

                                                 
225: “In private”. 

226: Sebastiani’s companion was the Comte de Flahaut, who married Mercer Elphinstone. 

227: Moore’s note: I had mentioned to him, as a subject worthy of his best powers of pathos, a melancholy event 

which had just occurred in my neighbourhood, and to which I have myself made allusion in one of the Sacred 

Melodies—“Weep not for her.” 

228: Coleridge, Christabel I 331 (last line). 

229: Shakespeare, Hamlet, V i 243-4. 

230: Not a quotation. 
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uprooting of present pleasure, or rational hope for the future, as this same. I say this, because I think so, 

and feel it. But I shall not sink under it the more for that mode of considering the question—I have 

made up my mind. 

 By the way, however, you must not believe all you hear on the subject; and don’t attempt to 

defend me. If you succeeded in that, it would be a mortal, or an immortal, offence—who can bear 

refutation? I have but a very short answer for those whom it concerns; and all the activity of myself and 

some vigorous friends have not yet fixed on any tangible ground or personage, on which or with whom 

I can discuss matters, in a summary way, with a fair pretext;—though I nearly had nailed one 

yesterday, but he evaded by—what was judged by others—a satisfactory explanation. I speak of 

circulators—against whom I have no enmity, though I must act according to the common code of 

usage, when I hit upon those of the serious order. 

 Now for other matters—poesy, for instance. Leigh Hunt’s poem is a devilish good one—quaint, 

here and there, but with the substratum of originality, and with poetry about it, that will stand the test. I 

do not say this because he has inscribed it to me, which I am sorry for, as I should otherwise have 

begged you to review it in the Edinburgh.
231

 It is really deserving of much praise, and a favourable 

critique in the E.R. would but do it justice, and set it up before the public eye where it ought to be. 

 How are you? and where? I have not the most distant idea what I am going to do myself, or with 

myself—or where—or what. I had, a few weeks ago, some things to say that would have made you 

laugh; but they tell me now that I must not laugh, and so I have been very serious—and am. 

 I have not been very well—with a liver complaint—but am much better within the last fortnight, 

though still under Iatrical advice. I have latterly seen a little of * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I must go and dress to dine. My little girl is in the country, and, they tell me, is a very fine child, 

and now nearly three months old. Lady Noel (my mother-in-law, or, rather, at law) is at present 

overlooking it. Her daughter (Miss Milbanke that was) is, I believe, in London with her father. A Mrs. 

C[lermont]. (now a kind of housekeeper and spy of Lady N.’s) who, in her better days, was a 

washerwoman, is supposed to be—by the learned—very much the occult cause of our late domestic 

discrepancies. 

 In all this business, I am the sorriest for Sir Ralph. He and I are equally punished, though magis 

pares quam similes
232

 in our affliction. Yet it is hard for both to suffer for the fault of one, and so it is—

I shall be separated from my wife; he will retain his. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

Early March 1816: the Moores move from Mayfield Cottage to Hornsey; but at ninety pounds a 

year it’s too expensive. Their daughter Barbara dies there, and by the end of 1817 they’ve moved 

to Sloperton Cottage, near Bowood in Wiltshire. 

 

Moore to Byron, early March 1816: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life; Dowden I 462-3) 

Moore answers the previous item. 

 

I am much in the same state as yourself with respect to the subject of your letter, my mind being so full 

of things which I don’t know how to write about, that I too must defer the greater part of them till we 

meet in May, when I shall put you fairly on your trial for all crimes and misdemeanors. In the mean 

time, you will not be at a loss for judges, nor executioners either, if they could have their will. The 

world, in their generous ardour to take what they call the weaker side, soon contrive to make it most 

formidably the strongest. Most sincerely do I grieve at what has happened. It has upset all my wishes 

and theories as to the influence of marriage on your life; for, instead of bringing you, as I expected, into 

something like a regular orbit, it has only cast you off again into infinite space, and left you, I fear, in a 

far worse state than it found you. As to defending you, the only person with whom I have yet attempted 

this task is myself; and, considering the little I know upon the subject, (or rather, perhaps, owing to this 

cause,) I have hitherto done it with very tolerable success. After all, your choice
233

 was the misfortune. 

I never liked, – but I’m here wandering into the απορρητα, and so must change the subject for a far 

pleasanter one, your last new poems, which, &c. &c. 

                                                 
231: Moore’s note: My reply to this part of his letter was, I find, as follows:—“With respect to Hunt’s poem, 

though it is, I own, full of beauties, and though I like himself sincerely, I really could not undertake to praise it 

seriously. There is so much of the quizzible in all he writes, that I never can put on the proper pathetic face in 

reading him.” 

232: Not a quotation. 

233: B. answers, “The fault was not – nor even under the misfortune – in my ‘choice’ …” (BLJ V 44-5; letter of 

March 8th). 
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Moore to Byron, early March 1816: 

(Source: text from Moore’s Life; Dowden I 463) 

 

I certainly had no right to say any thing about the unluckiness of your choice, though I rejoice now that 

I did, as it has drawn from you a tribute which, however unaccountable and mysterious it renders the 

whole affair, is highly honourable to both parties. What I meant in hinting a doubt with respect to the 

object of your selection did not imply the least impeachment of that perfect amiableness which the 

world, I find, by common consent, allows to her. I only feared that she might have been too perfect – 

too precisely excellent – too matter-of-fact a paragon for you to coalesce with comfortably; and that a 

person whose perfection hung in more easy folds about her, whose brightness was softened down by 

some of “those fair defects which best conciliate love,” would, by appealing more dependently to your 

protection, have stood a much better chance with your good nature. All these suppositions, however, I 

have been led into by my intense anxiety to acquit you of any thing like a capricious abandonment of 

such a woman; and, totally in the dark as I am with respect to all but the fact of your separation, you 

cannot conceive the solicitude, the fearful solicitude, with which I look forward to a history of the 

transaction from your own lips when we meet, – a history in which I am sure of, at least, one virtue – 

manly candour. 

 

Byron to Moore, from 13 Piccadilly Terrace London, March 8th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life I 646-8; LJ III 272-5; QI 330-2; BLJ V 44-5) 

Byron answers the previous item. 

March 8. 1816. 

I rejoice in your promotion as Chairman and Charitable Steward, &c. &c. These be dignities which 

await only the virtuous. But then, recollect you are six and thirty, (I speak this enviously—not of your 

age, but the ‘honour—love—obedience—troops of friends,’
234

 which accompany it,) and I have eight 

years good to run before I arrive at such hoary perfection; by which time,—if I am at all,
235

—it will 

probably be in a state of grace or progressing merits. 

 I must set you right in one point, however. The fault was not—no, nor even the misfortune—in 

my ‘choice’ (unless in choosing at all)—for I do not believe—and I must say it, in the very dregs of all 

this bitter business—that there ever was a better, or even a brighter, a kinder, or a more amiable and 

agreeable being than Lady B. I never had, nor can have, any reproach to make her, while with me. 

Where there is blame, it belongs to myself, and, if I cannot redeem, I must bear it. 

 Her nearest relatives are a * * * *—my circumstances have been and are in a state of great 

confusion—my health has been a good deal disordered, and my mind ill at ease for a considerable 

period. Such are the causes (I do not name them as excuses) which have frequently driven me into 

excess, and disqualified my temper for comfort. Something also may be attributed to the strange and 

desultory habits which, becoming my own master at an early age, and scrambling about, over and 

through the world, may have induced. I still, however, think that, if I had had a fair chance, by being 

placed in even a tolerable situation, I might have gone on fairly. But that seems hopeless,—and there is 

nothing more to be said. At present—except my health, which is better (it is odd, but agitation or 

contest of any kind gives a rebound to my spirits and sets me up for the time)—I have to battle with all 

kinds of unpleasantnesses, including private and pecuniary difficulties, &c. &c. 

 I believe I may have said this before to you, but I risk repeating it. It is nothing to bear the 

privations of adversity, or, more properly, ill fortune; but my pride recoils from its indignities. 

However, I have no quarrel with that same pride, which will, I think, buckler me through every thing. If 

my heart could have been broken, it would have been so years ago, and by events more afflicting than 

these. 

 I agree with you (to turn from this topic to our shop) that I have written too much. The last things 

were, however, published very reluctantly by me, and for reasons I will explain when we meet. I know 

not why I have dwelt so much on the same scenes, except that I find them fading, or confusing (if such 

a word may be) in my memory, in the midst of present turbulence and pressure, and I felt anxious to 

stamp before the die was worn out. I now break it. With those countries, and events connected with 

them, all my really poetical feelings begin and end. Were I to try, I could make nothing of any other 

subject, and that I have apparently exhausted. ‘Wo to him,’ says Voltaire, ‘who says all he could say on 

                                                 
234: Shakespeare, Macbeth, V iii 25. 

235: Moore’s note: This sad doubt,—“if I am at all,”—becomes no less singular than sad when we recollect that 

six and thirty was actually the age when he ceased to “be,” and at a moment, too, when (as even the least friendly 

to him allow) he was in that state of “progressing merits” which he here jestingly anticipates. 
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any subject.’
236

 There are some on which, perhaps, I could have said still more: but I leave them all, 

and too soon. 

 Do you remember the lines I sent you early last year, which you still have? I don’t wish (like Mr. 

Fitzgerald, in the Morning Post) to claim the character of ‘Vates’ in all its translations, but were they 

not a little prophetic? I mean those beginning, ‘There’s not a joy the world can,’ &c. &c., on which I 

rather pique myself as being the truest, though the most melancholy, I ever wrote. 

 What a scrawl have I sent you! You say nothing of yourself, except that you are a Lancasterian 

churchwarden, and an encourager of mendicants. When are you out? and how is your family? My child 

is very well and flourishing, I hear; but I must see also. I feel no disposition to resign it to the contagion 

of its grandmother’s society, though I am unwilling to take it from the mother. It is weaned, however, 

and something about it must be decided. Ever, &c. 

 

April 8th 1816: Byron’s Fare Thee Well! and A Sketch from Private Life privately published. 

 

April 25th 1816: Byron leaves England for good. 

 

No letters from him to Moore from Switzerland have been found. There seem to have been none. 

 

September 9th 1816: Byron’s Monody on Sheridan published. 

 

After September 1816: Byron’s Poems 1816 published (Stanzas to Augusta, When We Two Parted, 

Napoleon’s Farewell, From the French, On the Star of the Legion of Honour). 

 

Byron to Moore, from Verona, November 6th and 7th 1816: 

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

Byron answers a pre-exilic letter from Moore which is now missing. 
Verona, November 6. 1816. 

My dear Moore, 

Your letter, written before my departure from England, and addressed to me in London, only reached 

me recently. Since that period, I have been over a portion of that part of Europe which I had not already 

seen. About a month since, I crossed the Alps from Switzerland to Milan, which I left a few days ago, 

and am thus far on my way to Venice, where I shall probably winter.
237

 Yesterday I was on the shores 

of the Benacus, with his fluctibus et fremitu.
238

 Catullus’s Sirmium has still its name and site, and is 

remembered for his sake:
239

 but the very heavy autumnal rains and mists prevented our quitting our 

route, (that is, Hobhouse and myself, who are at present voyaging together,) as it was better not to see it 

at all than to a great disadvantage. 

 I found on the Benacus the same tradition of a city, still visible in calm weather below the waters, 

which you have preserved of Lough Neagh, ‘When the clear, cold eve’s declining.’
240

 I do not know 

that it is authorised by records; but they tell you such a story, and say that the city was swallowed up by 

an earthquake. We moved to-day over the frontier to Verona, by a road suspected of thieves,—‘the 

wise convey it call,’
241

—but without molestation. I shall remain here a day or two to gape at the usual 

marvels,—amphitheatre, paintings, and all that time-tax of travel,—though Catullus, Claudian, and 

Shakspeare have done more for Verona than it ever did for itself. They still pretend to show, I believe, 

the ‘tomb of all the Capulets’
242

—we shall see. 

 Among many things at Milan, one pleased me particularly, viz. the correspondence (in the prettiest 

love-letters in the world) of Lucretia Borgia with Cardinal Bembo, (who, you say, made a very good 

cardinal,) and a lock of her hair, and some Spanish verses of hers,—the lock very fair and beautiful. I 

took one single hair of it as a relic, and wished sorely to get a copy of one or two of the letters; but it is 

prohibited: that I don’t mind; but it was impracticable; and so I only got some of them by heart. They 

are kept in the Ambrosian Library, which I often visited to look them over—to the scandal of the 

                                                 
236: Voltaire quotation unidentified. 

237: Moore is not told about the Shelleys, Claire Claremont, or Manfred (which is still being written). 

238: Virgil, Aeneid X 205; and Georgics II 159-60: “... teque, / fluctibus et fremitu adsurgens Benace marino ...” 

[“You too, Benacus, with your roaring, surging swell ...”] 

239: See Catullus: Paene insularum, Sirmio, insularumque / ocelle ... [“Sirmio, bright eye of peninsulas and 

islands ...”] 

240: Mo., Let Erin Remember the Days of Old, l.9 (from Irish Melodies). 

241: Shakespeare, The Merry Wives of Windsor, I iii 27 (“‘Convey’ the wise it call”). 

242: Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, IV i 112 (roughly). 
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librarian, who wanted to enlighten me with sundry valuable MSS., classical, philosophical, and pious. 

But I stick to the Pope’s daughter, and wish myself a cardinal. 

 I have seen the finest parts of Switzerland, the Rhine, the Rhone, and the Swiss and Italian lakes; 

for the beauties of which, I refer you to the Guidebook. The north of Italy is tolerably free from the 

English; but the south swarms with them, I am told. Madame de Staël I saw frequently at Copet, which 

she renders remarkably pleasant. She has been particularly kind to me. I was for some months her 

neighbour, in a country house called Diodati, which I had on the Lake of Geneva. My plans are very 

uncertain; but it is probable that you will see me in England in the spring. I have some business there. 

If you write to me, will you address to the care of Mons. Hentsch, Banquier, Geneva, who receives and 

forwards my letters. Remember me to Rogers, who wrote to me lately, with a short account of your 

poem, which, I trust, is near the light. He speaks of it most highly. 

 My health is very endurable, except that I am subject to casual giddiness and faintness, which is so 

like a fine lady, that I am rather ashamed of the disorder. When I sailed, I had a physician with me, 

whom, after some months of patience, I found it expedient to part with, before I left Geneva some time. 

On arriving at Milan, I found this gentleman in very good society, where he prospered for some weeks: 

but, at length, at the theatre he quarrelled with an Austrian officer, and was sent out by the government 

in twenty-four hours. I was not present at his squabble; but, on hearing that he was put under arrest, I 

went and got him out of his confinement, but could not prevent his being sent off, which, indeed, he 

partly deserved, being quite in the wrong, and having begun a row for row’s sake. I had preceded the 

Austrian government some weeks myself, in giving him his congé from Geneva. He is not a bad 

fellow, but very young and hot-headed, and more likely to incur diseases than to cure them. Hobhouse 

and myself found it useless to intercede for him. This happened some time before we left Milan. He is 

gone to Florence. 

 At Milan I saw, and was visited by, Monti, the most celebrated of the living Italian poets. He 

seems near sixty; in face he is like the late Cooke the actor. His frequent changes in politics have made 

him very unpopular as a man. I saw many more of their literati; but none whose names are well known 

in England, except Acerbi. I lived much with the Italians, particularly with the Marquis of Breme’s 

family, who are very able and intelligent men, especially the Abate. There was a famous 

improvvisatore
243

 who held forth while I was there. His fluency astonished me; but, although I 

understand Italian, and speak it (with more readiness than accuracy), I could only carry off a few very 

common-place mythological images, and one line about Artemisia, and another about Algiers, with 

sixty words of an entire tragedy about Etocles and Polynices. Some of the Italians liked him—others 

called his performance ‘seccatura’
244

 (a devilish good word, by the way)—and all Milan was in 

controversy about him. 

 The state of morals in these parts is in some sort lax. A mother and son were pointed out at the 

theatre, as being pronounced by the Milanese world to be of the Theban dynasty—but this was all. The 

narrator (one of the first men in Milan) seemed to be not sufficiently scandalised by the taste or the tie. 

All society in Milan is carried on at the opera: they have private boxes, where they play at cards, or 

talk, or any thing else; but (except at the Cassino) there are no open houses, or balls, &c. &c.* * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 The peasant girls have all very fine dark eyes, and many of them are beautiful. There are also two 

dead bodies in fine preservation—one Saint Carlo Boromeo, at Milan; the other not a saint, but a chief, 

named Visconti, at Monza—both of which appeared very agreeable. In one of the Boromean isles (the 

Isola bella), there is a large laurel—the largest known—on which Buonaparte, staying there just before 

the battle of Marengo, carved with his knife the word ‘Battaglia.’ I saw the letters, now half worn out 

and partly erased. 

 Excuse this tedious letter. To be tiresome is the privilege of old age and absence: I avail myself of 

the latter, and the former I have anticipated. If I do not speak to you of my own affairs, it is not from 

want of confidence, but to spare you and myself. My day is over—what then?—I have had it. To be 

sure, I have shortened it; and if I had done as much by this letter, it would have been as well. But you 

will forgive that, if not the other faults of 

Yours ever and most affectionately, 

B. 

P.S. November 7. 1816. 

I have been over Verona. The amphitheatre is wonderful—beats even Greece. Of the truth of Juliet’s 

story they seem tenacious to a degree, insisting on the fact—giving a date (1303), and showing a tomb. 

It is a plain, open, and partly decayed sarcophagus, with withered leaves in it, in a wild and desolate 
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conventual garden, once a cemetery, now ruined to the very graves. The situation struck me as very 

appropriate to the legend, being blighted as their love. I have brought away a few pieces of the granite, 

to give to my daughter and my nieces. Of the other marvels of this city, paintings, antiquities, &c., 

excepting the tombs of the Scaliger princes, I have no pretensions to judge. The gothic monuments of 

the Scaligers pleased me, but ‘a poor virtuoso am I,’
245

 and ever yours. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, November 17th and 23rd 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 52-5; LJ IV 7-13; QII 369-72; BLJ V 129-32) 

Venice, November 17. 1816. 

I wrote to you from Verona the other day in my progress hither, which letter I hope you will receive. 

Some three years ago, or it may be more, I recollect your telling me that you had received a letter from 

our friend Sam, dated ‘On board his gondola.’ My gondola is, at this present, waiting for me on the 

canal; but I prefer writing to you in the house, it being autumn—and rather an English autumn than 

otherwise. It is my intention to remain at Venice during the winter, probably, as it has always been 

(next to the East) the greenest island of my imagination. It has not disappointed me; though its evident 

decay would, perhaps, have that effect upon others. But I have been familiar with ruins too long to 

dislike desolation. Besides, I have fallen in love, which, next to falling into the canal, (which would be 

of no use, as I can swim,) is the best or the worst thing I could do. I have got some extremely good 

apartments in the house of a ‘Merchant of Venice,’ who is a good deal occupied with business, and has 

a wife in her twenty-second year. Marianna (that is her name)
246

 is in her appearance altogether like an 

antelope. She has the large, black, oriental eyes, with that peculiar expression in them which is seen 

rarely among Europeans—even the Italians—and which many of the Turkish women give themselves 

by tinging the eyelid,—an art not known out of that country, I believe. This expression she has 

naturally,—and something more than this. In short, I cannot describe the effect of this kind of eye,—at 

least upon me. Her features are regular, and rather aquiline—mouth small—skin clear and soft, with a 

kind of hectic colour—forehead remarkably good: her hair is of the dark gloss, curl, and colour of Lady 

J[ersey]’s: her figure is light and pretty, and she is a famous songstress—scientifically so; her natural 

voice (in conversation, I mean) is very sweet; and the naïveté of the Venetian dialect is always pleasing 

in the mouth of a woman. 

 

November 23. 

You will perceive that my description, which was proceeding with the minuteness of a passport, has 

been interrupted for several days. In the meantime * * * * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

December 5. 

Since my former dates, I do not know that I have much to add on the subject, and, luckily, nothing to 

take away; for I am more pleased than ever with my Venetian, and begin to feel very serious on that 

point—so much so, that I shall be silent. 

 By way of divertisement, I am studying daily, at an Armenian monastery, the Armenian 

language. I found that my mind wanted something craggy to break upon; and this—as the most difficult 

thing I could discover here for an amusement—I have chosen, to torture me into attention. It is a rich 

language, however, and would amply repay any one the trouble of learning it. I try, and shall go on;—

but I answer for nothing, least of all for my intentions or my success. There are some very curious 

MSS. in the monastery, as well as books; translations also from Greek originals, now lost, and from 

Persian and Syriac, &c.; besides works of their own people. Four years ago the French instituted an 

Armenian professorship. Twenty pupils presented themselves on Monday morning, full of noble 

ardour, ingenuous youth, and impregnable industry. They persevered, with a courage worthy of the 

nation and of universal conquest, till Thursday; when fifteen of the twenty succumbed to the six-and-

twentieth letter of the alphabet. It is, to be sure, a Waterloo of an Alphabet—that must be said for them. 

But it is so like these fellows, to do by it as they did by their sovereigns—abandon both; to parody the 

old rhymes, ‘Take a thing and give a thing’—‘Take a king and give a king.’ They are the worst of 

animals, except their conquerors. 

 I hear that H[odgso]n is your neighbour, having a living in Derbyshire. You will find him an 

excellent-hearted fellow, as well as one of the cleverest; a little, perhaps, too much japanned by 

preferment in the church and the tuition of youth, as well as inoculated with the disease of domestic 

felicity, besides being over-run with fine feelings about woman and constancy (that small change of 
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Love, which people exact so rigidly, receive in such counterfeit coin, and repay in baser metal); but, 

otherwise, a very worthy man, who has lately got a pretty wife, and (I suppose) a child by this time. 

Pray remember me to him, and say that I know not which to envy most his neighbourhood—him, or 

you. 

 Of Venice I shall say little. You must have seen many descriptions; and they are most of them 

like. It is a poetical place; and classical, to us, from Shakspeare and Otway. I have not yet sinned 

against it in verse, nor do I know that I shall do so, having been tuneless since I crossed the Alps, and 

feeling, as yet, no renewal of the ‘estro.’
247

 By the way, I suppose you have seen ‘Glenarvon.’ Madame 

de Staël lent it me to read from Copet last autumn. It seems to me that if the authoress had written the 

truth, and nothing but the truth—the whole truth—the romance would not only have been more 

romantic, but more entertaining. As for the likeness, the picture can’t be good—I did not sit long 

enough. When you have leisure, let me hear from and of you, believing me ever and truly yours most 

affectionately, B. 

 

P.S. Oh! your Poem—is it out? I hope Longman has paid his thousands: but don’t you do as H[orace] 

T[wiss]’s father did, who, having made money by a quarto tour, became a vinegar merchant; when, lo! 

his vinegar turned sweet (and be d——d to it) and ruined him. My last letter to you (from Verona) was 

enclosed to Murray—have you got it? Direct to me here, poste restante. There are no English here at 

present. There were several in Switzerland—some women; but, except Lady Dalrymple Hamilton, 

most of them as ugly as virtue—at least, those that I saw. 

 

November 18th 1816: Byron’s Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage III published. 

 

December 5th 1816: Byron’s The Prisoner of Chillon and other Poems published (Churchill’s 

Grave, Darkness, The Dream, Prometheus). 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, December 24th 1816: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 55-60; LJ IV 25-32; QII 380-4; BLJ V 146-50) 

Venice, December 24. 1816. 

I have taken a fit of writing to you, which portends postage—once from Verona—once from Venice, 

and again from Venice—thrice that is. For this you may thank yourself, for I heard that you 

complained of my silence—so, here goes for garrulity. 

I trust that you received my other twain of letters. My ‘way of life’ (or ‘May of life,’ which is it, 

according to the commentators?)—my ‘way of life’ is fallen into great regularity.
248

 In the mornings I 

go over in my gondola to babble Armenian with the friars of the convent of St. Lazarus, and to help 

one of them in correcting the English of an English and Armenian grammar which he is publishing. In 

the evenings I do one of many nothings—either at the theatres, or some of the conversaziones, which 

are like our routs, or rather worse, for the women sit in a semicircle by the lady of the mansion, and the 

men stand about the room. To be sure, there is one improvement upon ours—instead of lemonade with 

their ices, they hand about stiff rum-punch—punch, by my palate; and this they think English. I would 

not disabuse them of so agreeable an error,—‘no, not for Venice.’
249

 

 Last night I was at the Count Governor’s, which, of course, comprises the best society, and is very 

much like other gregarious meetings in every country,—as in ours,—except that, instead of the Bishop 

of Winchester, you have the Patriarch of Venice, and a motley crew of Austrians, Germans, noble 

Venetians, foreigners, and, if you see a quiz, you may be sure he is a Consul. Oh, by the way, I forgot, 

when I wrote from Verona, to tell you that at Milan I met with a countryman of yours—a Colonel 

[Fitzgerald], a very excellent, good-natured fellow, who knows and shows all about Milan, and is, as it 

were, a native there. He is particularly civil to strangers, and this is his history,—at least, an episode of 

it. 

 Six-and-twenty years ago, Col. [Fitzgerald], then an ensign, being in Italy, fell in love with the 

Marchesa [Castiglione], and she with him. The lady must be, at least, twenty years his senior. The war 

broke out; he returned to England, to serve—not his country, for that’s Ireland—but England, which is 

a different thing; and she—heaven knows what she did. In the year 1814, the first annunciation of the 

Definitive Treaty of Peace (and tyranny) was developed to the astonished Milanese by the arrival of 

Col. [Fitzgerald], who, flinging himself full length at the feet of Mad. [Castiglione], murmured forth, in 
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half-forgotten Irish Italian, eternal vows of indelible constancy. The lady screamed, and exclaimed, 

‘Who are you?’ The Colonel cried, ‘What! don’t you know me? I am so and so,’ &c. &c. &c.; till, at 

length, the Marchesa, mounting from reminiscence to reminiscence, through the lovers of the 

intermediate twenty-five years, arrived at last at the recollection of her povero sub-lieutenant. She then 

said, ‘Was there ever such virtue?’ (that was her very word) and, being now a widow, gave him 

apartments in her palace, reinstated him in all the rights of wrong, and held him up to the admiring 

world as a miracle of incontinent fidelity, and the unshaken Abdiel of absence. 

 Methinks this is as pretty a moral tale as any of Marmontel’s. Here is another. The same lady, 

several years ago, made an escapade with a Swede, Count Fersen (the same whom the Stockholm mob 

quartered and lapidated not very long since), and they arrived at an Osteria on the road to Rome or 

thereabouts. It was a summer evening, and, while they were at supper, they were suddenly regaled by a 

symphony of fiddles in an adjacent apartment, so prettily played, that, wishing to hear them more 

distinctly, the Count rose, and going into the musical society, said, ‘Gentlemen, I am sure that, as a 

company of gallant cavaliers, you will be delighted to show your skill to a lady, who feels anxious,’ 

&c. &c. The men of harmony were all acquiescence—every instrument was tuned and toned, and, 

striking up one of their most ambrosial airs, the whole band followed the Count to the lady’s apartment. 

At their head was the first fiddler, who, bowing and fiddling at the same moment, headed his troop and 

advanced up the room. Death and discord!—it was the Marquis himself, who was on a serenading party 

in the country, while his spouse had run away from town. The rest may be imagined—but, first of all, 

the lady tried to persuade him that she was there on purpose to meet him, and had chosen this method 

for an harmonic surprise. So much for this gossip, which amused me when I heard it, and I send it to 

you, in the hope it may have the like effect. Now we’ll return to Venice. 

 The day after to-morrow (to-morrow being Christmas-day) the Carnival begins. I dine with the 

Countess Albrizzi and a party, and go to the opera. On that day the Phenix, (not the Insurance Office, 

but) the theatre of that name, opens: I have got me a box there for the season, for two reasons, one of 

which is, that the music is remarkably good. The Contessa Albrizzi, of whom I have made mention, is 

the De Staël of Venice, not young, but a very learned, unaffected, good-natured woman, very polite to 

strangers, and, I believe, not at all dissolute, as most of the women are. She has written very well on the 

works of Canova, and also a volume of Characters, besides other printed matter. She is of Corfu, but 

married a dead Venetian—that is, dead since he married. 

 My flame (my ‘Donna’ whom I spoke of in my former epistle, my Marianna) is still my Marianna, 

and I, her—what she pleases. She is by far the prettiest woman I have seen here, and the most loveable 

I have met with any where—as well as one of the most singular. I believe I told you the rise and 

progress of our liaison in my former letter. Lest that should not have reached you, I will merely repeat, 

that she is a Venetian, two-and-twenty years old, married to a merchant well to do in the world, and 

that she has great black oriental eyes, and all the qualities which her eyes promise. Whether being in 

love with her has steeled me or not, I do not know; but I have not seen many other women who seem 

pretty. The nobility, in particular, are a sad-looking race—the gentry rather better. And now, what art 

thou doing? 

  What are you doing now, 

   Oh Thomas Moore? 

  What are you doing now, 

   Oh Thomas Moore? 

  Sighing or suing now, 

  Rhyming or wooing now, 

  Billing or cooing now, 

   Which, Thomas Moore? 

 

Are you not near the Luddites? By the Lord! if there’s a row, but I’ll be among ye! How go on the 

weavers—the breakers of frames—the Lutherans of politics—the reformers?
250

 

 

  As the Liberty lads o’er the sea 

  Bought their freedom, and cheaply, with blood, 

    So we, boys, we 

   Will die fighting, or live free, 

  And down with all kings but King Ludd! 

 

  When the web that we weave is complete, 
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  And the shuttle exchanged for the sword, 

   We will fling the winding-sheet 

   O’er the despot at our feet, 

  And dye it deep in the gore he has pour’d. 

 

  Though black as his heart its hue, 

   Since his veins are corrupted to mud, 

    Yet this is the dew 

   Which the tree shall renew 

  Of Liberty, planted by Ludd! 

 

There’s an amiable chanson for you—all impromptu. I have written it principally to shock your 

neighbour [Hodgson], who is all clergy and loyalty—mirth and innocence—milk and water. 

 

   But the Carnival’s coming, 

    Oh Thomas Moore, 

   The Carnival’s coming, 

    Oh Thomas Moore, 

 

   Masking and humming, 

    Fifing and drumming, 

   Guitarring and strumming, 

    Oh Thomas Moore. 

 

The other night I saw a new play,—and the author. The subject was the sacrifice of Isaac. The play 

succeeded, and they called for the author—according to continental custom—and he presented himself, 

a noble Venetian, Mali, or Malapiero, by name. Mala was his name, and pessima his production,—at 

least, I thought so, and I ought to know, having read more or less of five hundred Drury Lane offerings, 

during my coadjutorship with the sub-and-super Committee. 

 When does your poem of poems come out? I hear that the E[dinburgh].R[eview]. has cut up 

Coleridge’s Christabel, and declared against me for praising it. I praised it, firstly, because I thought 

well of it; secondly, because Coleridge was in great distress, and, after doing what little I could for him 

in essentials, I thought that the public avowal of my good opinion might help him further, at least with 

the booksellers. I am very sorry that J[effrey] has attacked him, because, poor fellow, it will hurt him in 

mind and pocket. As for me, he’s welcome—I shall never think less of J[effrey] for any thing he may 

say against me or mine in future. 

 I suppose Murray has sent you, or will send (for I do not know whether they are out or no) the 

poem, or poesies, of mine, of last summer.
251

 By the mass! they are sublime—‘Ganion Coheriza’—

gainsay who dares! Pray, let me hear from you, and of you, and, at least, let me know that you have 

received these three letters. Direct, right here, poste restante. 

     Ever and ever, &c. 

 

P.S. I heard the other day of a pretty trick of a bookseller, who has published some d——d nonsense, 

swearing the bastards to me, and saying he gave me five hundred guineas for them. He lies—never 

wrote such stuff, never saw the poems, nor the publisher of them, in my life, nor had any 

communication, directly or indirectly, with the fellow. Pray say as much for me, if need be. I have 

written to Murray, to make him contradict the impostor. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, January 28th 1817: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 71- 4; LJ IV 47-52; QII 391-4; BLJ V 164-7) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore (now missing) dated January 8th 1817. In it Moore praises 

Childe Harold III. 

Venice, January 28. 1817. 

Your letter of the 8th is before me. The remedy for your plethora is simple—abstinence. I was obliged 

to have recourse to the like some years ago, I mean in point of diet, and, with the exception of some 

convivial weeks and days, (it might be months, now and then,) have kept to Pythagoras ever since. For 

all this, let me hear that you are better. You must not indulge in ‘filthy beer,’ nor in porter, nor eat 

suppers—the last are the devil to those who swallow dinner. * * * * * * * * * * * * *  
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* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I am truly sorry to hear of your father’s misfortune
252

—cruel at any time, but doubly cruel in 

advanced life. However, you will, at least, have the satisfaction of doing your part by him, and depend 

upon it, it will not be in vain. Fortune, to be sure, is a female, but not such a b[itch] as the rest (always 

excepting your wife and my sister from such sweeping terms); for she generally has some justice in the 

long run. I have no spite against her, though between her and Nemesis I have had some sore gauntlets 

to run—but then I have done my best to deserve no better. But to you, she is a good deal in arrear, and 

she will come round—mind if she don’t: you have the vigour of life, of independence, of talent, spirit, 

and character all with you. What you can do for yourself, you have done and will do; and surely there 

are some others in the world who would not be sorry to be of use, if you would allow them to be useful, 

or at least attempt it. 

 I think of being in England in the spring. If there is a row, by the sceptre of King Ludd, but I’ll be 

one; and if there is none, and only a continuance of ‘this meek, piping time of peace,’
253

 I will take a 

cottage a hundred yards to the south of your abode, and become your neighbour; and we will compose 

such canticles, and hold such dialogues, as shall be the terror of the Times (including the newspaper of 

that name), and the wonder, and honour, and praise of the Morning Chronicle and posterity. 

 I rejoice to hear of your forthcoming in February—though I tremble for the ‘magnificence’ which 

you attribute to the new Childe Harold. I am glad you like it; it is a fine indistinct piece of poetical 

desolation, and my favourite. I was half mad during the time of its composition, between metaphysics, 

mountains, lakes, love unextinguishable, thoughts unutterable, and the night-mare of my own 

delinquencies. I should, many a good day, have blown my brains out, but for the recollection that it 

would have given pleasure to my mother-in-law; and, even then, if I could have been certain to haunt 

her—but I won’t dwell upon these trifling family matters. 

 Venice is in the estro of her carnival, and I have been up these last two nights at the ridotto and the 

opera, and all that kind of thing. Now for an adventure. A few days ago a gondolier brought me a billet 

without a subscription, intimating a wish on the part of the writer to meet me either in gondola, or at 

the island of San Lazaro, or at a third rendezvous, indicated in the note. ‘I know the country’s 

disposition well’—in Venice ‘they do let Heaven see those tricks they dare not show,’ &c. &c.;
254

 so, 

for all response, I said that neither of the three places suited me; but that I would either be at home at 

ten at night alone, or be at the ridotto at midnight, where the writer might meet me masked. At ten 

o’clock I was at home and alone (Marianna was gone with her husband to a conversazione), when the 

door of my apartment opened, and in walked a well-looking and (for an Italian) bionda girl of about 

nineteen, who informed me that she was married to the brother of my amorosa, and wished to have 

some conversation with me. I made a decent reply, and we had some talk in Italian and Romaic (her 

mother being a Greek of Corfu), when lo! in a very few minutes in marches, to my very great 

astonishment, Marianna S[egati], in propriâ personâ, and after making a most polite courtesy to her 

sister-in-law and to me, without a single word seizes her said sister-in-law by the hair, and bestows 

upon her some sixteen slaps, which would have made your ear ache only to hear their echo. I need not 

describe the screaming which ensued. The luckless visitor took flight. I seized Marianna, who, after 

several vain efforts to get away in pursuit of the enemy, fairly went into fits in my arms; and, in spite of 

reasoning, eau de Cologne, vinegar, half a pint of water, and God knows what other waters beside, 

continued so till past midnight. 

 After damning my servants for letting people in without apprizing me, I found that Marianna in the 

morning had seen her sister-in-law’s gondolier on the stairs, and, suspecting that his apparition boded 

her no good, had either returned of her own accord, or been followed by her maids or some other spy of 

her people to the conversazione, from whence she returned to perpetrate this piece of pugilism. I had 

seen fits before, and also some small scenery of the same genus in and out of our island: but this was 

not all. After about an hour, in comes—who? why, Signor S[egati], her lord and husband, and finds me 

with his wife fainting upon a sofa, and all the apparatus of confusion, dishevelled hair, hats, 

handkerchiefs, salts, smelling bottles—and the lady as pale as ashes, without sense or motion. His first 

question was, ‘What is all this?’ The lady could not reply—so I did. I told him the explanation was the 

easiest thing in the world; but in the mean time it would be as well to recover his wife—at least, her 

senses. This came about in due time of suspiration and respiration. 

 You need not be alarmed—jealousy is not the order of the day in Venice, and daggers are out of 

fashion, while duels, on love matters, are unknown—at least, with the husbands. But, for all this, it was 

an awkward affair; and though he must have known that I made love to Marianna, yet I believe he was 
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not, till that evening, aware of the extent to which it had gone. It is very well known that almost all the 

married women have a lover; but it is usual to keep up the forms, as in other nations. I did not, 

therefore, know what the devil to say. I could not out with the truth, out of regard to her, and I did not 

choose to lie for my sake;—besides, the thing told itself. I thought the best way would be to let her 

explain it as she chose (a woman being never at a loss—the devil always sticks by them)—only 

determining to protect and carry her off, in case of any ferocity on the part of the Signor. I saw that he 

was quite calm. She went to bed, and next day—how they settled it, I know not, but settle it they did. 

Well—then I had to explain to Marianna about this never-to-be-sufficiently-confounded sister-in-law; 

which I did by swearing innocence, eternal constancy, &c. &c. * * * But the sister-in-law, very much 

discomposed with being treated in such wise, has (not having her own shame before her eyes) told the 

affair to half Venice, and the servants (who were summoned by the fight and the fainting) to the other 

half. But, here, nobody minds such trifles, except to be amused by them. I don’t know whether you will 

be so, but I have scrawled a long letter out of these follies. 

    Believe me ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, February 28th 1817: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 78-80; LJ IV 59-63; QII 395-6; BLJ V 176-7) 

Byron writes one of his most famous lyrics, the only origin of which is this letter, the manuscript 

of which we do not have. 

Venice, February 28. 1817. 

You will, perhaps, complain as much of the frequency of my letters now, as you were wont to do of 

their rarity. I think this is the fourth within as many moons. I feel anxious to hear from you, even more 

than usual, because your last indicated that you were unwell. At present, I am on the invalid regimen 

myself. The Carnival—that is, the latter part of it, and sitting up late o’nights, had knocked me up a 

little. But it is over,—and it is now Lent, with all its abstinence and sacred music. 

 The mumming closed with a masked ball at the Fenice, where I went, as also to most of the 

ridottos, &c. &c.; and, though I did not dissipate much upon the whole, yet I find ‘the sword wearing 

out the scabbard,’
255

 though I have but just turned the corner of twenty-nine. 

 

  So, we’ll go no more a roving 

   So late into the night, 

  Though the heart be still as loving, 

   And the moon be still as bright. 

 

  For the sword out-wears its sheath, 

   And the soul wears out the breast, 

  And the heart must pause to breathe, 

   And Love itself have rest. 

 

  Though the night was made for loving, 

   And the day returns too soon, 

  Yet we’ll go no more a roving 

   By the light of the moon. 

 

I have lately had some news of litteratoor, as I heard the editor of the Monthly pronounce it once upon 

a time. I hear that W[edderburn].W[ebster]. has been publishing and responding to the attacks of the 

Quarterly, in the learned Perry’s Chronicle. I read his poesies last autumn, and, amongst them, found an 

epitaph on his bull-dog, and another on myself. But I beg leave to assure him (like the astrologer 

Partridge) that I am not only alive now, but was alive also at the time he wrote it. * * * * Hobhouse has 

(I hear, also) expectorated a letter against the Quarterly,
256

 addressed to me. I feel awkwardly situated 

between him and Gifford, both being my friends. 

 And this is your month of going to press—by the body of Diana! (a Venetian oath,) I feel as 

anxious—but not fearful for you—as if it were myself coming out in a work of humour, which would, 

you know, be the antipodes of all my previous publications. I don’t think you have any thing to dread 

but your own reputation. You must keep up to that. As you never showed me a line of your work, I do 

not even know your measure; but you must send me a copy by Murray forthwith, and then you shall 

hear what I think. I dare say you are in a pucker. Of all authors, you are the only really modest one I 

                                                 
255: B., So, We’ll Go No More A-Roving. 

256: H. had attacked Gifford in replying to the sarcastic review which the Quarterly had given Letters from Paris. 
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ever met with,—which would sound oddly enough to those who recollect your morals when you were 

young—that is, when you were extremely young—don’t mean to stigmatise you either with years or 

morality. 

 I believe I told you that the E[dinburgh].R[eview]. had attacked me, in an article on Coleridge (I 

have not seen it)—“Et tu, Jeffrey?”
257

—“there is nothing but roguery in villanous man.”
258

 But I 

absolve him of all attacks, present and future; for I think he had already pushed his clemency in my 

behoof to the utmost, and I shall always think well of him. I only wonder he did not begin before, as 

my domestic destruction was a fine opening for all the world, of which all who could did well to avail 

themselves. 

 If I live ten years longer, you will see, however, that it is not over with me—I don’t mean in 

literature, for that is nothing; and it may seem odd enough to say, I do not think it my vocation. But you 

will see that I shall do something or other—the times and fortune permitting—that, ‘like the 

cosmogony, or creation of the world, will puzzle the philosophers of all ages.’
259

 But I doubt whether 

my constitution will hold out. I have, at intervals, exorcised it most devilishly. 

 I have not yet fixed a time of return, but I think of the spring. I shall have been away a year in 

April next. You never mention Rogers, nor Hodgson, your clerical neighbour, who has lately got a 

living near you. Has he also got a child yet?—his desideratum, when I saw him last. 

* * * * * * * * 

 Pray let me hear from you, at your time and leisure, believing me ever and truly and affectionately, 

&c. 

 

March 1817: the Moores move out of Mayfield Cottage. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, March 10th 1817: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 84-5; LJ IV 72; QII 397; BLJ V 185-6) 

Venice, March 10. 1817. 

I wrote again to you lately, but I hope you won’t be sorry to have another epistle. I have been unwell 

this last month, with a kind of slow and low fever, which fixes upon me at night, and goes off in the 

morning; but, however, I am now better. In spring it is probable we may meet; at least I intend for 

England, where I have business, and hope to meet you in your restored health and additional laurels. 

 Murray has sent me the Quarterly and the Edinburgh. When I tell you that Walter Scott is the 

author of the article in the former,
260

 you will agree with me that such an article is still more honourable 

to him than to myself. I am perfectly pleased with Jeffrey’s also, which I wish you to tell him, with my 

remembrances—not that I suppose it is of any consequence to him, or ever could have been, whether I 

am pleased or not, but simply in my private relation to him, as his well-wisher, and it may be one day 

as his acquaintance. I wish you would also add, what you know, that I was not, and, indeed, am not 

even now, the misanthropical and gloomy gentleman he takes me for, but a facetious companion, well 

to do with those with whom I am intimate, and as loquacious and laughing as if I were a much cleverer 

fellow. 

 I suppose now I shall never be able to shake off my sables in public imagination, more particularly 

since my moral [Clytemnestra] clove down my fame. However, nor that, nor more than that, has yet 

extinguished my spirit, which always rises with the rebound. 

 At Venice we are in Lent, and I have not lately moved out of doors, my feverishness requiring 

quiet, and—by way of being more quiet—here is the Signora Marianna just come in and seated at my 

elbow. 

 Have you seen * * *’s book of poesy? and, if you have seen it, are you not delighted with it? And 

have you—I really cannot go on: there is a pair of great black eyes looking over my shoulder, like the 

angel leaning over St. Matthew’s, in the old frontispieces to the Evangelists,—so that I must turn and 

answer them instead of you. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, March 25th 1817: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 85-9; QII 398-401; BLJ V 186-9) 

Moore has only written one short note to lately to Byron, who has to rely on Murray for 

information about him. He mentions Manfred for the first time. 

                                                 
257: Shakespeare, Julius Caesar III i 77. 

258: Shakespeare, Henry IV I, II iv 117. 

259: Goldsmith, The Vicar of Wakefield, XIV. 

260: Scott’s very favourable review of CHP III. 
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Venice, March 25. 1817. 

I have at last learned, in default of your own writing (or not writing—which should it be? for I am not 

very clear as to the application of the word default) from Murray, two particulars of (or belonging to) 

you; one, that you are removing to Hornsey, which is, I presume, to be nearer London; and the other, 

that your Poem is announced by the name of Lalla Rookh. I am glad of it,—first, that we are to have it 

at last, and next, I like a tough title myself—witness The Giaour and Childe Harold, which choked half 

the Blues at starting. Besides, it is the tail of Alcibiades’s dog,—not that I suppose you want either dog 

or tail. Talking of tail, I wish you had not called it a ‘Persian Tale’ Say a ‘Poem’ or ‘Romance,’ but not 

‘Tale.’ I am very sorry that I called some of my own things ‘Tales,’ because I think that they are 

something better. Besides, we have had Arabian, and Hindoo, and Turkish, and Assyrian Tales.
261

 But, 

after all, this is frivolous in me; you won’t, however, mind my nonsense. 

 Really and truly, I want you to make a great hit, if only out of self-love, because we happen to be 

old cronies; and I have no doubt you will—I am sure you can. But you are, I’ll be sworn, in a devil of a 

pucker; and I am not at your elbow, and Rogers is. I envy him; which is not fair, because he does not 

envy any body. Mind you send to me—that is, make Murray send—the moment you are forth. 

 I have been very ill with a slow fever, which at last took to flying, and became as quick as need be. 

But, at length, after a week of half-delirium, burning skin, thirst, hot headach, horrible pulsation, and 

no sleep, by the blessing of barley water, and refusing to see any physician, I recovered. It is an 

epidemic of the place, which is annual, and visits strangers. Here follow some versicles, which I made 

one sleepless night. 

   I read the ‘Christabel;’ 

    Very well: 

   I read the ‘Missionary;’ 

    Pretty—very: 

   I tried at ‘Ilderim;’ 

    Ahem; 

   I read a sheet of ‘Marg’ret of Anjou;’
262

 

    Can you? 

   I turn’d a page of * *[Webster]’s ‘Waterloo;’ 

    Pooh! pooh! 

   I look’d at Wordsworth’s milk-white ‘Rylstone Doe:’ 

    Hillo! 

   I read “Glenarvon,” too, by Caro. Lamb— 

    God damn! 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I have not the least idea where I am going, nor what I am to do. I wished to have gone to Rome; 

but at present it is pestilent with English,—a parcel of staring boobies, who go about gaping and 

wishing to be at once cheap and magnificent. A man is a fool who travels now in France or Italy, till 

this tribe of wretches is swept home again. In two or three years the first rush will be over, and the 

Continent will be roomy and agreeable. 

 I stayed at Venice chiefly because it is not one of their ‘dens of thieves;’
263

 and here they but pause 

and pass. In Switzerland it was really noxious. Luckily, I was early, and had got the prettiest place on 

all the Lake before they were quickened into motion with the rest of the reptiles. But they crossed me 

every where. I met a family of children and old women half-way up the Wengen Alp (by the Jungfrau) 

upon mules, some of them too old and others too young to be the least aware of what they saw. 

 By the way, I think the Jungfrau, and all that region of Alps, which I traversed in September—

going to the very top of the Wengen, which is not the highest (the Jungfrau itself is inaccessible)
264

 but 

the best point of view—much finer than Mont-Blanc and Chamouni, or the Simplon I kept a journal of 

the whole for my sister Augusta, part of which she copied and let Murray see. 

 I wrote a sort of mad Drama,
265

 for the sake of introducing the Alpine scenery in description: and 

this I sent lately to Murray. Almost all the dram. pers. are spirits, ghosts, or magicians, and the scene is 

in the Alps and the other world, so you may suppose what a Bedlam tragedy it must be: make him 

show it you. I sent him all three acts piece-meal, by the post, and suppose they have arrived. 

                                                 
261: Compare Beppo, 51, 6. 

262: By Coleridge, Bowles, Gally Knight and Mrs Holford. 

263: Biblical; Matthew 21:13, Mark 11:17; Luke 19:46. 

264: The Jungfrau had been climbed first in 1811. 

265: Manfred. 
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 I have now written to you at least six letters, or letterets, and all I have received in return is a note 

about the length you used to write from Bury Street to St. James’s Street, when we used to dine with 

Rogers, and talk laxly, and go to parties, and hear poor Sheridan now and then. Do you remember one 

night he was so tipsy that I was forced to put his cocked hat on for him,—for he could not,—and I let 

him down at Brookes’s, much as he must since have been let down into his grave. Heigh ho! I wish I 

was drunk—but I have nothing but this d——d barley-water before me. 

 I am still in love,—which is a dreadful drawback in quitting a place, and I can’t stay at Venice 

much longer. What I shall do on this point I don’t know. The girl means to go with me, but I do not like 

this for her own sake. I have had so many conflicts in my own mind on this subject, that I am not at all 

sure they did not help me to the fever I mentioned above. I am certainly very much attached to her, and 

I have cause to be so, if you knew all. But she has a child; and though, like all the ‘children of the sun,’ 

she consults nothing but passion, it is necessary I should think for both; and it is only the virtuous, like 

[Lady Byron], who can afford to give up husband and child, and live happy ever after. 

 The Italian ethics are the most singular ever met with. The perversion, not only of action, but of 

reasoning, is singular in the women. It is not that they do not consider the thing itself as wrong, and 

very wrong, but love (the sentiment of love) is not merely an excuse for it, but makes it an actual 

virtue, provided it is disinterested, and not a caprice, and is confined to one object. They have awful 

notions of constancy; for I have seen some ancient figures of eighty pointed out as amorosi of forty, 

fifty, and sixty years’ standing. I can’t say I have ever seen a husband and wife so coupled. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

P.S. Marianna, to whom I have just translated what I have written on our subject to you, says—’If you 

loved me thoroughly, you would not make so many fine reflections, which are only good forbirsi i 

scarpi,’—that is, ‘to clean shoes withal,’
266

—a Venetian proverb of appreciation, which is applicable to 

reasoning of all kinds. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, March 31st 1817: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 92-4; LJ IV 88-90; BLJ V 200-1) 

Byron answers a Moore letter, now missing, in which he says he is leaving Mayfield Cottage. 

 

Venice, March 31. 1817. 

You will begin to think my epistolary offerings (to whatever altar you please to devote them) rather 

prodigal. But until you answer, I shall not abate, because you deserve no better. I know you are well, 

because I hear of your voyaging to London and the environs, which I rejoice to learn, because your 

note alarmed me by the purgation and phlebotomy therein prognosticated. I also hear of your being in 

the press; all which, methinks, might have furnished you with subject-matter for a middle-sized letter, 

considering that I am in foreign parts, and that the last month’s advertisements and obituary would be 

absolute news to me from your Tramontane country. 

 I told you, in my last, I have had a smart fever. There is an epidemic in the place; but I suspect, 

from the symptoms, that mine was a fever of my own, and had nothing in common with the low, vulgar 

typhus, which is at this moment decimating Venice, and which has half unpeopled Milan, if the 

accounts be true. This malady has sorely discomfited my serving men, who want sadly to be gone 

away, and get me to remove. But, besides my natural perversity, I was seasoned in Turkey, by the 

continual whispers of the plague, against apprehensions of contagion. Besides which, apprehension 

would not prevent it; and then I am still in love, and ‘forty thousand’ fevers should not make me stir 

before my minute,
267

 while under the influence of that paramount delirium. Seriously speaking, there is 

a malady rife in the city—a dangerous one, they say. However, mine did not appear so, though it was 

not pleasant. 

 This is Passion-week—and twilight—and all the world are at vespers. They have an eternal 

churching, as in all Catholic countries, but are not so bigoted as they seem to be in Spain. 

 I don’t know whether to be glad or sorry that you are leaving Mayfield. Had I ever been at 

Newstead during your stay there, (except during the winter of 1813-14, when the roads were 

impracticable,) we should have been within hail, and I should like to have made a giro of the Peak with 

you. I know that country well, having been all over it when a boy. Was you ever in Dovedale? I can 

assure you there are things in Derbyshire as noble as Greece or Switzerland. But you had always a 

lingering after London, and I don’t wonder at it. I liked it as well as any body, myself, now and then. 

                                                 
266: Shakespeare, The Merchant of Venice III i 45 (“To bait fish withal”). 

267: Shakespeare, Hamlet V i 262-3 (“Forty thousand brothers”). 
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 Will you remember me to Rogers? whom I presume to be flourishing, and whom I regard as our 

poetical papa. You are his lawful son, and I the illegitimate. Has he begun yet upon Sheridan? If you 

see our republican friend, Leigh Hunt, pray present my remembrances. I saw about nine months ago 

that he was in a row (like my friend Hobhouse) with the Quarterly Reviewers. For my part, I never 

could understand these quarrels of authors with critics and with one another. ‘For God’s sake, 

gentlemen, what do they mean?’ 

 What think you of your countryman, Maturin? I take some credit to myself for having done my 

best to bring out Bertram; but I must say my colleagues were quite as ready and willing. Walter Scott, 

however, was the first who mentioned him, which he did to me, with great commendation, in 1815; and 

it is to this casualty, and two or three other accidents, that this very clever fellow owed his first and 

well-merited public success. What a chance is fame! 

 Did I tell you that I have translated two Epistles?—a correspondence between St. Paul and the 

Corinthians, not to be found in our version, but the Armenian—but which seems to me very orthodox, 

and I have done it into scriptural prose English. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, April 11th 1817: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 100-2; LJ IV 101-4; BLJ V 210-11) 

In the missing letter Byron answers here, Moore tells him of his move to Hornsey. 

 

Venice, April 11. 1817. 

I shall continue to write to you while the fit is on me, by way of penance upon you for your former 

complaints of long silence. I dare say you would blush, if you could, for not answering. Next week I set 

out for Rome. Having seen Constantinople, I should like to look at t’other fellow. Besides, I want to 

see the Pope, and shall take care to tell him that I vote for the Catholics and no Veto. 

 I sha’n’t go to Naples. It is but the second best sea-view, and I have seen the first and third, viz. 

Constantinople and Lisbon, (by the way, the last is but a river-view; however, they reckon it after 

Stamboul and Naples, and before Genoa,) and Vesuvius is silent, and I have passed by Ætna. So I shall 

e’en return to Venice in July; and if you write, I pray you to address to Venice, which is my head, or 

rather my heart, quarters. 

 My late physician, Dr. Polidori, is here on his way to England, with the present Lord G[uilford] 

and the widow of the late earl. Dr. Polidori has, just now, no more patients, because his patients are no 

more. He had lately three, who are now all dead—one embalmed. Horner and a child of Thomas 

Hope’s are interred at Pisa and Rome. Lord G[uilford] died of an inflammation of the bowels: so they 

took them out, and sent them (on account of their discrepancies), separately from the carcass, to 

England. Conceive a man going one way, and his intestines another, and his immortal soul a third!—

was there ever such a distribution? One certainly has a soul; but how it came to allow itself to be 

enclosed in a body is more than I can imagine. I only know if once mine gets out, I’ll have a bit of a 

tussle before I let it get in again to that or any other. 

 And so poor dear Mr. Maturin’s second tragedy
268

 has been neglected by the discerning public! 

[Sotheby] will be d——d glad of this, and d——d without being glad, if ever his own plays come upon 

‘any stage.’ 

 I wrote to Rogers the other day, with a message for you. I hope that he flourishes. He is the 

Tithonus of poetry—immortal already. You and I must wait for it. 

 I hear nothing—know nothing. You may easily suppose that the English don’t seek me, and I 

avoid them. To be sure, there are but few or none here, save passengers. Florence and Naples are their 

Margate and Ramsgate, and much the same sort of company too, by all accounts, which hurts us among 

the Italians. 

 I want to hear of Lalla Rookh—are you out? Death and fiends! why don’t you tell me where you 

are, what you are, and how you are? I shall go to Bologna by Ferrara, instead of Mantua: because I 

would rather see the cell where they caged Tasso, and where he became mad and * *, than his own 

MSS. at Modena, or the Mantuan birthplace of that harmonious plagiary and miserable flatterer, whose 

cursed hexameters were drilled into me at Harrow.
269

 I saw Verona and Vicenza on my way here—

Padua too. 

 I go alone,—but alone, because I mean to return here. I only want to see Rome. I have not the least 

curiosity about Florence, though I must see it for the sake of the Venus, &c. &c.; and I wish also to see 

the Fall of Terni. I think to return to Venice by Ravenna and Rimini, of both of which I mean to take 

                                                 
268: Manuel. 

269: Virgil. 
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notes for Leigh Hunt, who will be glad to hear of the scenery of his Poem. There was a devil of a 

review of him in the Quarterly, a year ago, which he answered. All answers are imprudent: but, to be 

sure, poetical flesh and blood must have the last word—that’s certain. I thought, and think, very highly 

of his Poem; but I warned him of the row his favourite antique phraseology would bring him into. 

 You have taken a house at Hornsey: I had much rather you had taken one in the Apennines. If you 

think of coming out for a summer, or so, tell me, that I may be upon the hover for you. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

May 1817: Moore’s Lalla Rookh published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Rome, May 12th 1817: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 119; LJ IV 121-3; BLJ V 227) 

Byron answers a letter, now missing, in which Moore expresses anxiety about Lalla Rookh. 

 

Rome, May 12. 1817. 

I have received your letter here, where I have taken a cruise lately; but I shall return back to Venice in a 

few days, so that if you write again, address there, as usual. I am not for returning to England so soon 

as you imagine; and by no means at all as a residence. If you cross the Alps in your projected 

expedition, you will find me somewhere in Lombardy, and very glad to see you. Only give me a word 

or two beforehand, for I would readily diverge some leagues to meet you. 

 Of Rome I say nothing; it is quite indescribable, and the Guide-book is as good as any other. I 

dined yesterday with Lord Lansdowne, who is on his return. But there are few English here at present; 

the winter is their time. I have been on horseback most of the day, all days since my arrival, and have 

taken it as I did Constantinople. But Rome is the elder sister, and the finer. I went some days ago to the 

top of the Alban Mount, which is superb. As for the Coliseum, Pantheon, St. Peter’s, the Vatican, 

Palatine, &c. &c.—as I said, vide Guide-book. They are quite inconceivable, and must be seen. The 

Apollo Belvidere is the image of Lady Adelaide Forbes—I think I never saw such a likeness. 

 I have seen the Pope alive, and a cardinal dead,—both of whom looked very well indeed. The 

latter was in state in the Chiesa Nuova, previous to his interment. 

 Your poetical alarms are groundless; go on and prosper. Here is Hobhouse just come in, and my 

horses at the door, so that I must mount and take the field in the Campus Martius, which, by the way, is 

all built over by modern Rome. 

     Yours very and ever, &c. 

 

P.S. Hobhouse presents his remembrances, and is eager, with all the world, for your new poem. 

 

June 16th September 1817: Byron’s Manfred published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, July 10th 1817 (version 1): 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 132-4; LJ IV 147-50; QII 412-14; BLJ V 249-51; XI 

197) 

The discrepancies between these two versions of the letter cast doubts on Moore’s versions of 

Byron’s letters. Byron has now read extracts from Lalla Rookh. 

 

La Mira, Venice, July 10. 1817. 

Murray, the Mokanna of booksellers,
270

 has contrived to send me extracts from Lalla Rookh by the 

post. They are taken from some magazine, and contain a short outline and quotations from the two first 

Poems. I am very much delighted with what is before me, and very thirsty for the rest. You have caught 

the colours as if you had been in the rainbow, and the tone of the East is perfectly preserved; so that 

[Ilderim?] and its author must be somewhat in the back-ground, and learn that it required something 

more than to have been upon the hunch of a dromedary to compose a good oriental story. I am glad you 

have changed the title from ‘Persian Tale.’ * * * * * * * 

 I suspect you have written a devilish fine composition, and I rejoice in it from my heart; because 

‘the Douglas and the Percy both together are confident against a world in arms.’
271

 I hope you won’t be 

affronted at my looking on us as ‘birds of a feather;’ though on whatever subject you had written, I 

should have been very happy in your success. 

                                                 
270: Mokanna is the prophet in Mo.’s Lalla Rookh, veiled to cover his repulsiveness. 

271: Shakespeare, Henry IV I, V i 116-17 (adapted). 
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 There is a simile of an orange-tree’s ‘flowers and fruits,’ which I should have liked better if I did 

not believe it to be a reflection on * * * * * * * * 

 Do you remember Thurlow’s poem to Sam—‘When Rogers;’ and that d——d supper of 

Rancliffe’s that ought to have been a dinner? ‘Ah, Master Shallow, we have heard the chimes at 

midnight.’
272

 But, 

   My boat is on the shore, 

    And my bark is on the sea; 

   But, before I go, Tom Moore, 

    Here’s a double health to thee! 

 

   Here’s a sigh to those who love me, 

    And a smile to those who hate; 

   And whatever sky’s above me, 

    Here’s a heart for every fate. 

 

   Though the ocean roar around me, 

    Yet it still shall bear me on; 

   Though a desert should surround me, 

    It hath springs that may be won. 

 

   Were’t the last drop in the well, 

    As I gasp’d upon the brink, 

   Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

    ’Tis to thee that I would drink. 

 

   With that water, as this wine, 

    The libation I would pour, 

   Should be—peace with thine and mine, 

    And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 

 

This should have been written fifteen moons ago—the first stanza was. I am just come out from an 

hour’s swim in the Adriatic; and I write to you with a black-eyed Venetian girl before me, reading 

Bocca[c]cio. * * * * 

 Last week I had a row on the road (I came up to Venice from my casino, a few miles on the 

Paduan road, this blessed day, to bathe) with a fellow in a carriage, who was impudent to my horse. I 

gave him a swingeing box on the ear, which sent him to the police, who dismissed his complaint. 

Witnesses had seen the transaction. He first shouted, in an unseemly way, to frighten my palfry. I 

wheeled round, rode up to the window, and asked him what he meant. He grinned, and said some 

foolery, which produced him an immediate slap in the face, to his utter discomfiture. Much blasphemy 

ensued, and some menace, which I stopped by dismounting and opening the carriage door, and 

intimating an intention of mending the road with his immediate remains, if he did not hold his tongue. 

He held it. 

 Monk Lewis is here—‘how pleasant!’
273

 He is a very good fellow, and very much yours. So is 

Sam—so is every body—and amongst the number, 

Yours ever, 

B. 

P.S. What think you of Manfred? considering all things, it must astonish you. But—always a but—I 

can’t express myself, in writing—however you will understand me. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, July 10th 1817 (version 2): 

(Source: the commonplace book of Mrs Austen of Ensbury, quoted by William St. Clair, The 

Temptations of a Biographer: Thomas Moore and Byron, BJ 17, 1989, pp.52-3) 

This copy omits the poem. 

La Mira – Venice 

July 10th – 1817 

My dear Moore 

                                                 
272: Shakespeare, Henry IV II III ii 210. 

273: Moore’s note: An allusion (such as often occurs in these letters) to an anecdote with which he had been 

amused. 
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Murray the Mokanna of booksellers has contrived to send me abstracts from Lalla Rookh by the post – 

they are taken front some Magazine and contain a short outline and quotations from the two first poems 

– I am very much delighted with what is before me – and very thirsty for the rest – You have caught 

the colours as if you had been in the Rainbow – And the tone of the East is perfectly preserved – so that 

“Ilderim” and its author must be somewhat in the background, and learn that it requires something 

more than to have been upon the haunch of Dromedary to compose a good Oriental Story – I suspect 

you have written a devilish fine composition and rejoice at it with all my heart – because “`The 

Douglas and the Percy both together are competent against the word in arms”. And I hope you wont be 

affronted at my looking on us “birds of a feather” though on whatever subject you had written I should 

have been very happy in yr. success. I can better Judge of you in the one you have chosen – and am 

still more so, because you have triumphed in this – There is a simile of an orange tree’s flowers and 

fruits which I should like more if I did not believe it to be a reflection on the companions of Rogers 

playing with children “Age at play with infancy”. Do you remember Thurton’s [for Thurlow’s] poem to 

Sam “When Rogers” and that damned supper at Rancliffe’s that ought to have been a dinner! – “Ah 

Master Shallow we have heard the Chimes at Midnight – Last week I had a row on the Padua Road 

with a fellow in a coach – who was impudent to my horse – I gave him a swinging box on the ear, 

which sent him to the Police – witnesses had seen the transaction. he first shouted in an unseemly way 

to frighten my palfrey – I wheeled round, rode up to the window, and asked what he meant – he 

Grinned and said some foolery, which produced him an immediate slap in the face to his utter 

discomfiture. Much blasphemy ensued and some menace which I stopped by dismounting and opening 

the carriage door and intimating an intention of mending the road with his immediate remains if he did 

not hold his tongue – he held it – He went sneaking to the Police, but a Soldier who had seen the matter 

& thought me right, went & counter-oathed him, so that he had to retire & cheap too – I wish I had hit 

him harder. Monk Lewis is here – “how pleasant” he is “a very good fellow & very much yours – So is 

Sam – So is everybody – and amongst the rest yours 

Byron 

July 17th September 1817: The Lament of Tasso published. 

 

November 1817: the Moores move to Sloperton Cottage, near Bowood, Wiltshire. 

 

Byron to Moore, Venice, February 2nd 1818: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 159-60; LJ IV 195-9; BLJ VI 9-11) 

A missing letter dated December 8th 1817 is being answered here.  In it Moore tells Byron of the 

death of his daughter Barbara, and wants to know what Byron meant by saying (in his letter to 

Murray, September 15th 1817) that they are all “upon a wrong revolutionary {poetical} system – 

or systems”. Byron wrote this in reaction to Lalla Rookh, though of course he doesn’t say so to 

Moore. 

Venice, February 2. 1818. 

Your letter of Dec. 8th arrived but this day, by some delay, common but inexplicable. Your domestic 

calamity
274

 is very grievous, and I feel with you as much as I dare feel at all. Throughout life, your loss 

must be my loss, and your gain my gain; and, though my heart may ebb, there will always be a drop for 

you among the dregs. 

 I know how to feel with you, because (selfishness being always the substratum of our damnable 

clay) I am quite wrapt up in my own children. Besides my little legitimate, I have made unto myself an 

illegitimate since (to say nothing of one before),
275

 and I look forward to one of these as the pillar of 

my old age, supposing that I ever reach—which I hope I never shall—that desolating period. I have a 

great love for my little Ada, though perhaps she may torture me, like the mathematical Medea, her 

mother, who thinks theorems and speaks problems; and has destroyed, as far as in her lay, her 

husband, by only shaking her head, like Lord Burleigh, in the Critic.
276

 Your offered address will 

be as acceptable as you can wish. I don’t much care what the wretches of the world think of me—all 

that’s past. But I care a good deal what you think of me, and, so, say what you like. You know that I am 

not sullen; and, as to being savage, such things depend on circumstances. However, as to being in good 

humour in your society, there is no great merit in that, because it would be an effort, or an insanity, to 

be otherwise. 

                                                 
274: Moore’s daughter Barbara died aged five on August 18th 1817. 

275: The son born at Newstead. 

276: Sheridan, The Critic, III i (Burgleigh has no lines; merely enters, shakes his head, and exits). 
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 I don’t know what Murray may have been saying or quoting. I called Crabbe and Sam the fathers 

of present Poesy; and said, that I thought—except them—all of ‘us youth’
277

 were on a wrong tack. But 

I never said that we did not sail well. Our fame will be hurt by admiration and imitation. When I say 

our, I mean all (Lakers included), except the postscript of the Augustans. The next generation (from the 

quantity and facility of imitation) will tumble and break their necks off our Pegasus, who runs away 

with us; but we keep the saddle, because we broke the rascal and can ride. But though easy to mount, 

he is the devil to guide; and the next fellows must go back to the riding-school and the manège, and 

learn to ride the ‘great horse.’ 

 Talking of horses, by the way, I have transported my own, four in number, to the Lido (beach in 

English), a strip of some ten miles along the Adriatic, a mile or two from the city; so that I not only get 

a row in my gondola, but a spanking gallop of some miles daily along a firm and solitary beach, from 

the fortress to Malamocco, the which contributes considerably to my health and spirits. 

 I have hardly had a wink of sleep this week past. We are in the agonies of the Carnival’s last days, 

and I must be up all night again, as well as to-morrow. I have had some curious masking adventures 

this Carnival; but, as they are not yet over, I shall not say on. I will work the mine of my youth to the 

last veins of the ore, and then—good night. I have lived, and am content. 

 Hobhouse went away before the Carnival began, so that he had little or no fun. Besides, it requires 

some time to be thoroughgoing with the Venetians; but of all this anon, in some other letter. * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I must dress for the evening. There is an opera and ridotto, and I know not what, besides balls; and 

so, ever and ever yours, 

      B. 

 

P.S. I send this without revision, so excuse errors. I delight in the fame and fortune of Lalla, and again 

congratulate you on your well-merited success. 

 

February 28th 1818: Byron’s Beppo published, incomplete. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, March 16th 1818: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 168-9; LJ IV 214-16; QII 423-4; BLJ VI 23-4, XI 

197) 

Venice, March 16. 1818. 

My dear Tom, 

Since my last, which I hope that you have received, I have had a letter from our friend Samuel. He talks 

of Italy this summer—won’t you come with him? I don’t know whether you would like our Italian way 

of life or not. * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 They are an odd people. The other day I was telling a girl, ‘You must not come to-morrow, 

because Margueritta is coming at such a time,’—(they are both about five feet ten inches high, with 

great black eyes and fine figures—fit to breed gladiators from—and I had some difficulty to prevent a 

battle upon a rencontre once before,)—‘unless you promise to be friends, and’—the answer was an 

interruption, by a declaration of war against the other, which she said would be a ‘Guerra di Candia.’ Is 

it not odd, that the lower order of Venetians should still allude proverbially to that famous contest, so 

glorious and so fatal to the Republic? 

 They have singular expressions, like all the Italians. For example, ‘Viscere’—as we would say, 

‘My love,’ or ‘My heart,’ as an expression of tenderness. Also, ‘I would go for you into the midst of a 

hundred knives.’—‘Mazza ben,’ excessive attachment,—literally, ‘I wish you well even to killing.’ 

Then they say (instead of our way, ‘Do you think I would do you so much harm?’) ‘Do you think I 

would assassinate you in such a manner?’—‘Tempo perfido,’ bad weather; ‘Strade perfide,’ bad 

roads,—with a thousand other allusions and metaphors, taken from the state of society and habits in the 

middle ages. 

 I am not so sure about mazza, whether it don’t mean massa, i.e. a great deal, a mass, instead of 

the interpretation I have given it. But of the other phrases I am sure. 

 Three o’ th’ clock—I must ‘to bed, to bed, to bed,’
278

 as Mother Siddons (that tragical friend 

of the mathematical Blue Devil, my wife) says. 

                                                 
277: Shakespeare, Henry IV I, II ii 85; compare BLJ III 15, 160, 161, 250, IV 115, VI 60, 200, and VII 231. 

278: Shakespeare, Macbeth, V i 66. 
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 Have you ever seen—I forget what or whom—no matter. They tell me Lady Melbourne is very 

unwell.
279

 I shall be so sorry. She was my greatest friend, of the feminine gender:—when I say ‘friend,’ 

I mean not mistress, for that’s the antipode. Tell me all about you and every body—how Sam is—how 

you like your neighbours, the Marquis and Marchesa,
280

 &c. &c. 

      Ever, &c. 

 

April 20th 1818: Moore’s The Fudge Family in Paris published. 

 

April 28th 1818: Byron’s Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage Canto IV published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, June 1st 1818: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 176-8; LJ IV 236-40; QII 430-2; BLJ VI 45-8) 

Byron here answers a Moore letter, now lost, in which Moore writes about CHP IV and Beppo, 

and tells of a letter from Leigh Hunt, about whom, and about whose Story of Rimini Byron is at 

last frank. 
Palazzo Mocenigo, Canal Grande, 

Venice, June 1. 1818. 

 Your letter is almost the only news, as yet, of Canto fourth, and it has by no means settled its 

fate,—at least, does not tell me how the “Poeshie” has been received by the public. But I suspect, no 

great things,—firstly, from Murray’s “horrid stillness;”
281

 secondly, from what you say about the 

stanzas running into each other, which I take not to be yours, but a notion you have been dinned with 

among the Blues. The fact is, that the terza rima of the Italians, which always runs on and in, may have 

led me into experiments, and carelessness into conceit—or conceit into carelessness—in either of 

which events failure will be probable, and my fair woman, “superne,” end in a fish; so that Childe 

Harold will be like the mermaid, my family crest, with the fourth Canto for a tail thereunto. I won’t 

quarrel with the public, however, for the “Bulgars” are generally right; and if I miss now, I may hit 

another time:—and so, the “gods give us joy.”
282

 

 You like Beppo, that’s right. * * * * I have not had the Fudges yet, but live in hopes. I need not say 

that your successes are mine. By the way, Lydia White is here, and has just borrowed my copy of 

“Lalla Rookh.” 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

 Hunt’s letter is probably the exact piece of vulgar coxcombry you might expect from his situation. 

He is a good man, with some poetical elements in his chaos; but spoilt by the Christ-Church Hospital 

and a Sunday newspaper,—to say nothing of the Surrey gaol, which conceited him into a martyr. But 

he is a good man. When I saw “Rimini” in MS., I told him that I deemed it good poetry at bottom, 

disfigured only by a strange style. His answer was, that his style was a system, or upon system, or some 

such cant; and, when a man talks of system, his case is hopeless: so I said no more to him, and very 

little to any one else. 

 He believes his trash of vulgar phrases tortured into compound barbarisms to be old English; and 

we may say of it as Aimwell says of Captain Gibbet’s regiment, when the Captain calls it an “old 

corps,”—“the oldest in Europe, if I may judge by your uniform.”
283

 He sent out his “Foliage” by Percy 

Shelley * * *, and, of all the ineffable Centaurs that were ever begotten by Self-love upon a Night-

mare, I think this monstrous Sagittary
284

 the most prodigious. He (Leigh H.) is an honest charlatan, who 

has persuaded himself into a belief of his own impostures, and talks Punch in pure simplicity of heart, 

taking himself (as poor Fitzgerald said of himself in the Morning Post) for Vates in both senses, or 

nonsenses, of the word. Did you look at the translations of his own which he prefers to Pope and 

Cowper, and says so?—Did you read his skimble-skamble about [Wordsworth] being at the head of his 

own profession, in the eyes of those who followed it? I thought that poetry was an art, or an attribute, 

and not a profession;—but be it one, is that [?expletive? Wordsworth] at the head of your profession in 

your eyes? I’ll be curst if he is of mine, or ever shall be. He is the only one of us (but of us he is not) 

whose coronation I would oppose. Let them take Scott, Campbell, Crabbe, or you, or me, or any of the 

living, and throne him;—but not this new Jacob Behmen, this [?expletive?] whose pride might have 

kept him true, even had his principles turned as perverted as his soi-disant poetry. 

                                                 
279: Lady Melbourne died on April 6th 1818. 

280: Mo.’s cottage, Sloperton, was near Bowood, the estate of The Marquis of Lansdowne. 

281: Dryden, Astraea Redux, l.7. 

282: Shakespeare, As You Like It, III iii 41. 

283: Farquhar, The Beaux’ Stratagem, III ii (paraphrased) 

284: Shakespeare, Troilus and Cressida, V v 14 (“the dreadful Sagittary”). 
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 But Leigh Hunt is a good man, and a good father—see his Odes to all the Masters Hunt;—a good 

husband—see his Sonnet to Mrs. Hunt;—a good friend—see his Epistles to different people;—and a 

great coxcomb and a very vulgar person in every thing about him. But that’s not his fault, but of 

circumstances. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

I do not know any good model for a life of Sheridan but that of Savage.
285

 Recollect, however, that the 

life of such a man may be made far more amusing than if he had been a Wilberforce;—and this without 

offending the living, or insulting the dead. The Whigs abuse him; however, he never left them, and 

such blunderers deserve neither credit nor compassion. As for his creditors,—remember, Sheridan 

never had a shilling, and was thrown, with great powers and passions, into the thick of the world, and 

placed upon the pinnacle of success, with no other external means to support him in his elevation. Did 

Fox * * * pay his debts?—or did Sheridan take a subscription? Was the * *’s drunkenness more 

excusable than his? Were his intrigues more notorious than those of all his contemporaries? and is his 

memory to be blasted, and theirs respected? Don’t let yourself be led away by clamour, but compare 

him with the coalitioner Fox, and the pensioner Burke, as a man of principle, and with ten hundred 

thousand in personal views, and with none in talent, for he beat them all out and out. Without means, 

without connection, without character, (which might be false at first, and make him mad afterwards 

from desperation,) he beat them all, in all he ever attempted. But alas, poor human nature! Good 

night—or rather, morning. It is four, and the dawn gleams over the Grand Canal, and unshadows the 

Rialto. I must to bed; up all night—but, as George Philpot says, “it’s life, though, damme, it’s life!”
286

 

Ever yours, B. 

 

Excuse errors—no time for revision. The post goes out at noon, and I sha’n’t be up then. I will write 

again soon about your plan for a publication. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Venice, September 19th 1818: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 197-200; LJ IV 257-63; QII 434-6; BLJ VI 66-9) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore which is now missing. Moore’s Caribbean problems have 

started. So has Don Juan. 

Venice, September 19. 1818. 

An English newspaper here would be a prodigy, and an opposition one a monster; and except some ex 

tracts from extracts in the vile, garbled Paris gazettes, nothing of the kind reaches the Veneto-Lombard 

public, who are, perhaps, the most oppressed in Europe. My correspondences with England are mostly 

on business, and chiefly with my [attorney], who has no very exalted notion, or extensive conception, 

of an author’s attributes; for he once took up an Edinburgh Review, and, looking at it a minute, said to 

me, ‘So, I see you have got into the magazine,’—which is the only sentence I ever heard him utter 

upon literary matters, or the men thereof. 

 My first news of your Irish Apotheosis has, consequently, been from yourself. But, as it will not be 

forgotten in a hurry, either by your friends or your enemies, I hope to have it more in detail from some 

of the former, and, in the mean time, I wish you joy with all my heart. Such a moment must have been 

a good deal better than Westminster-abbey,—besides being an assurance of that one day (many years 

hence, I trust,) into the bargain. 

 I am sorry to perceive, however, by the close of your letter, that even you have not escaped the 

‘surgit amari,’ &c.
287

 and that your damned deputy has been gathering such ‘dew from the still vext 

Bermoothes’
288

—or rather vexatious. Pray, give me some items of the affair, as you say it is a serious 

one; and, if it grows more so, you should make a trip over here for a few months, to see how things turn 

out. I suppose you are a violent admirer of England by your staying so long in it. For my own part, I 

have passed, between the age of one-and-twenty and thirty, half the intervenient years out of it without 

regretting any thing, except that I ever returned to it at all, and the gloomy prospect before me of 

business and parentage obliging me, one day, to return to it again,—at least, for the transaction of 

affairs, the signing of papers, and inspecting of children. 

                                                 
285: Moore is about to start work on his Life of Sheridan, which poses problems of frankness. 

286: Arthur Murphy, The Citizen, I ii. 

287: Lucretius, De Rerum Natura, IV 1224: medio de fonte leporum surget amari aliquid … 

288: Shakespeare, The Tempest, I ii 229. B. refers to Mo.’s prosecution over the negligence of his deputy in 

Jamaica. 
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 I have here my natural daughter, by name Allegra,—a pretty little girl enough, and reckoned like 

papa.
289

 Her mamma is English,—but it is a long story, and—there’s an end. She is about twenty 

months old. * * * * * * 

 I have finished the first Canto (a long one, of about 180 octaves) of a poem in the style and manner 

of ‘Beppo’, encouraged by the good success of the same. It is called ‘Don Juan’, and is meant to be a 

little quietly facetious upon every thing. But I doubt whether it is not—at least, as far as it has yet 

gone—too free for these very modest days. However, I shall try the experiment, anonymously, and if it 

don’t take, it will be discontinued. It is dedicated to S[outhey] in good, simple, savage verse, upon the 

[Laureate]’s politics, and the way he got them. But the bore of copying it out is intolerable; and if I had 

an amanuensis he would be of no use, as my writing is so difficult to decipher. 

 

  My poem’s Epic, and is meant to be 

   Divided in twelve books, each book containing 

  With love and war, a heavy gale at sea— 

   A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning— 

  New characters, &c. &c.
290

 

 

The above are two [sic] stanzas, which I send you as a brick of my Babel, and by which you can judge 

of the texture of the structure. 

 In writing the Life of Sheridan, never mind the angry lies of the humbug Whigs. Recollect that he 

was an Irishman and a clever fellow, and that we have had some very pleasant days with him. Don’t 

forget that he was at school at Harrow, where, in my time, we used to show his name—R.B. Sheridan, 

1765,—as an honour to the walls. Remember * * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Depend upon it that there were worse folks going, of that gang, than ever Sheridan was. 

 What did Parr mean by ‘haughtiness and coldness?’ I listened to him with admiring ignorance, and 

respectful silence. What more could a talker for fame have?—they don’t like to be answered. It was at 

Payne Knight’s I met him, where he gave me more Greek than I could carry away. But I certainly 

meant to (and did) treat him with the most respectful deference. 

 I wish you a good night, with a Venetian benediction, ‘Benedetto te, e la terra che ti fara!’—‘May 

you be blessed, and the earth which you will make!’—is it not pretty? You would think it still prettier 

if you had heard it, as I did two hours ago, from the lips of a Venetian girl,
291

 with large black eyes, a 

face like Faustina’s, and the figure of a Juno—tall and energetic as a Pythoness, with eyes flashing, and 

her dark hair streaming in the moonlight—one of those women who may be made any thing. I am sure 

if I put a poniard into the hand of this one, she would plunge it where I told her,—and into me, if I 

offended her. I like this kind of animal, and am sure that I should have preferred Medea to any woman 

that ever breathed. You may, perhaps, wonder that I don’t in that case take to my wife. But she is a 

poor mawkish, moral Clytemnestra (and no Medea) who likes to be vindictive according to law, 
and to hew me down as Samuel sawed Agag, religiously.

292
 I could have forgiven the dagger or the 

bowl, any thing, but the deliberate desolation piled upon me, when I stood alone upon my hearth, with 

my household gods shivered around me
293

 * * * * * * * * * * Do you suppose I have forgotten or 

                                                 
289: Moore’s note: This little child had been sent to him by its mother [Moore never names Claire Claremont] 

about four or five months before, under the care of a Swiss nurse, a young girl not above nineteen or twenty years 

of age, and in every respect unfit to have the charge of such an infant, without the superintendence of some more 

experienced person. “The child, accordingly,” says my informant, “was but ill taken care of;—not that any blame 

could attach to Lord Byron, for he always expressed himself most anxious for her welfare, but because the nurse 

wanted the necessary experience. The poor girl was equally to be pitied; for, as Lord Byron’s household consisted 

of English and Italian men servants, with whom she could hold no converse, and as there was no other female to 

consult with and assist her in her charge, nothing could be more forlorn than her situation proved to be.” 

Soon after the date of the above letter, Mrs. Hoppner, the lady of the Consul General, who had, from the first, in 

compassion both to father and child, invited the little Allegra occasionally to her house, very kindly proposed to 

Lord Byron to take charge of her altogether, and an arrangement was accordingly concluded upon for that purpose. 

290: DJ I 200, 1-5. 

291: Margarita Cogni. 

292: Samuel 15:33 (in fact “hewed”). 

293: Moore’s note: “I had one only fount of quiet left, / And that they poison’d! My pure household gods / Were 

shivered on my hearth.” MARINO FALIERO. See also DJ I, 36, 6, and III sts.51-2, for the similar feelings of 

Lambro; and CMP 97. The figure of King Priam in Book II of Virgil’s Aeneid, is sometimes quoted as an 

antecedent, when Pyrrhus slaughters first his son, and then him, before his household altar: but see this speech 

from Scott’s The Antiquary (1816) a novel much read by B. (see BLJ V 109, 112, VIII 88) in which Monkbarns, 

the protagonist, describes his ancestor, a German printer: “He was, indeed, a man who would have stood firm, had 
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forgiven it? It has comparatively swallowed up in me every other feeling, and I am only a spectator 

upon earth, till a tenfold opportunity offers. It may come yet. There are others more to be blamed than 

* * * *, and it is on these that my eyes are fixed unceasingly. 

 

There is now a large gap in the Moore-Byron correspondence, from September 19th 1818 to 

January 2nd 1820. From September 5th 1819 to October 21st 1822 Moore is on the continent, 

while his Bermuda entanglement is sorted out. He visits Byron in Venice from October 7th to 

11th 1819, at which time Byron gives him the Memoirs. It is impossible to believe that they did 

otherwise not write to one another during this period. We are thus deprived of Moore’s reaction 

to Don Juan. Moore records (MJ 1: 253) a letter to Byron on November 11th 1819. 

 

October 1818: seventh volume of Moore’s A Selection of Irish Melodies published. 

 

June 28th 1819: Byron’s Mazeppa and Venice an Ode published. 

 

July 15th 1819: Byron’s Don Juan I and II published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, January 2nd 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 294-6; BLJ VII 16-18) 

The fifth anniversary of Byron’s marriage. This letter is sent via Murray; Moore receives it on 

April 28th 1820 (MJ 1:314). 
January 2. 1820. 

My dear Moore, 

 

   To-day it is my wedding day; 

    And all the folks would stare, 

   If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

    And I should dine at Ware.’ 

 Or thus: 

   Here’s a happy new year! but with reason, 

    I beg you’ll permit me to say— 

   Wish me many returns of the season, 

    But as few as you please of the day. 

 

My [sic] this present writing is to direct you that, if she chooses, she may see the MS. Memoir in your 

possession. I wish her to have fair play, in all cases, even though it will not be published till after my 

decease. For this purpose, it were but just that Lady B. should know what is there said of her and hers, 

that she may have full power to remark on or respond to any part or parts, as may seem fitting to 

herself. This is fair dealing, I presume, in all events. 

 To change the subject, are you in England? I send you an epitaph for Castlereagh. * * * * * 

 

   [Posterity will ne’er survey 

    A nobler grave than this; 

   Here lie the bones of Castlereagh: 

    Stop traveller, * *] 

Another for Pitt:— 

 

   With death doom’d to grapple 

    Beneath this cold slab, he 

   Who lied in the Chapel 

    Now lies in the Abbey. 

 

 The gods seem to have made me poetical
294

 this day:— 

 

   In digging up your bones, Tom Paine, 

    Will. Cobbett has done well: 

                                                                                                                                            
his whole printing-house, presses, fonts, forms, great and small pica, been shivered to pieces round him ...” (Vol.I 

p.142). 

294: Shakespeare, As You Like It, III iii 13. 
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   You visit him on earth again, 

    He’ll visit you in hell. 

 Or, 

   You come to him on earth again, 

    He’ll go with you to hell. 

 

 Pray let not these versiculi go forth with my name, except among the initiated, because my friend 

H[obhouse]. has foamed into a reformer, and, I greatly fear, will subside into Newgate; since the 

Honourable House, according to Galignani’s Reports of Parliamentary Debates, are menacing a 

prosecution to a pamphlet of his.
295

 I shall be very sorry to hear of any thing but good for him, 

particularly in these miserable squabbles; but these are the natural effects of taking a part in them. 

 For my own part I had a sad scene since you went. Count Gu[iccioli]. came for his wife, and none 

of those consequences which Scott
296

 prophesied ensued. There was no damages, as in England, and so 

Scott lost his wager. But there was a great scene, for she would not, at first, go back with him—at least, 

she did go back with him; but he insisted, reasonably enough, that all communication should be broken 

off between her and me. So, finding Italy very dull, and having a fever tertian, I packed up my valise, 

and prepared to cross the Alps; but my daughter fell ill, and detained me. 

 After her arrival at Ravenna, the Guiccioli fell ill again too; and at last, her father (who had, all 

along, opposed the liaison most violently till now) wrote to me to say that she was in such a state that 

he begged me to come and see her,—and that her husband had acquiesced, in consequence of her 

relapse, and that he (her father) would guarantee all this, and that there would be no farther scenes in 

consequence between them, and that I should not be compromised in any way. I set out soon after, and 

have been here ever since. I found her a good deal altered, but getting better:—all this comes of 

reading Corinna.
297

 

 The Carnival is about to begin, and I saw about two or three hundred people at the Marquis 

Cavalli’s the other evening, with as much youth, beauty, and diamonds among the women, as ever 

averaged in the like number. My appearance in waiting on the Guiccioli was considered as a thing of 

course. The Marquis is her uncle, and naturally considered me as her relation. 

 The paper is out, and so is the letter. Pray write. Address to Venice, whence the letters will be 

forwarded. 

Yours, &c. 

B. 

MJ 1:316 records a letter from Moore to Byron on May1st 1820. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, May 24th 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 325-7; LJ V 29-33; QII 513-15; BLJ VII 104-6) 

Ravenna, May 24. 1820. 

I wrote to you a few days ago.
298

 There is also a letter of January last for you at Murray’s, which will 

explain to you why I am here. Murray ought to have forwarded it long ago. I enclose you an epistle 

from a countrywoman of yours at Paris,
299

 which has moved my entrails. You will have the goodness, 

perhaps, to enquire into the truth of her story, and I will help her as far as I can,—though not in the 

useless way she proposes. Her letter is evidently unstudied, and so natural, that the orthography is also 

in a state of nature. 

 Here is a poor creature, ill and solitary, who thinks, as a last resource, of translating you or me into 

French! Was there ever such a notion? It seems to me the consummation of despair. Pray enquire, and 

let me know, and, if you could draw a bill on me here for a few hundred francs, at your banker’s, I will 

duly honour it,—that is, if she is not an impostor.
300

 If not, let me know, that I may get something 

remitted by my banker Longhi, of Bologna, for I have no correspondence myself, at Paris: but tell her 

she must not translate;—if she does, it will be the height of ingratitude. 

                                                 
295: Hobhouse is in Newgate at this time. 

296: Alexander, not Walter. 

297: De Staël’s Corinne was T.G.’s favourite book. 

298: This Byron letter is missing. 

299: Sophie Gay (not Gail, as B. has it: he corrects on October 17th). 

300: Moore’s note: According to his desire, I waited upon this young lady, having provided myself with a rouleau 

of fifteen or twenty Napoleons to present to her from his Lordship; but, with a very creditable spirit, my young 

countrywoman declined the gift, saying that Lord Byron had mistaken the object of her application to him, which 

was to request that, by allowing her to have the sheets of some of his works before publication, he would enable 

her to prepare early translations for the French booksellers, and thus afford her the means of acquiring something 

towards a livelihood. 



 78

 I had a letter (not of the same kind, but in French and flattery) from a Madame Sophie Gail, of 

Paris, whom I take to be the spouse of a Gallo-Greek of that name. Who is she? and what is she? and 

how came she to take an interest in my poeshie or its author? If you know her, tell her, with my 

compliments, that, as I only read French, I have not answered her letter; but would have done so in 

Italian, if I had not thought it would look like an affectation. I have just been scolding my monkey for 

tearing the seal of her letter, and spoiling a mock book, in which I put rose leaves. I had a civet-cat the 

other day, too; but it ran away, after scratching my monkey’s cheek, and I am in search of it still. It was 

the fiercest beast I ever saw, and like * * in the face and manner. 

 I have a world of things to say; but, as they are not come to a dénouement, I don’t care to begin 

their history till it is wound up. After you went, I had a fever, but got well again without bark. Sir 

Humphry Davy was here the other day, and liked Ravenna very much. He will tell you any thing you 

may wish to know about the place and your humble servitor. 

 Your apprehensions (arising from Scott’s) were unfounded. There are no damages in this country, 

but there will probably be a separation between them, as her family, which is a principal one, by its 

connections, are very much against him, for the whole of his conduct;—and he is old and obstinate, and 

she is young and a woman, determined to sacrifice every thing to her affections. I have given her the 

best advice, viz. to stay with him,—pointing out the state of a separated woman, (for the priests won’t 

let lovers live openly together, unless the husband sanctions it,) and making the most exquisite moral 

reflections,—but to no purpose. She says, ‘I will stay with him, if he will let you remain with me. It is 

hard that I should be the only woman in Romagna who is not to have her Amico; but, if not, I will not 

live with him; and as for the consequences, love, &c. &c. &c.’—you know how females reason on such 

occasions. 

 He says he has let it go on till he can do so no longer. But he wants her to stay, and dismiss me; for 

he doesn’t like to pay back her dowry and to make an alimony. Her relations are rather for the 

separation, as they detest him,—indeed, so does every body. The populace and the women are, as 

usual, all for those who are in the wrong, viz. the lady and her lover. I should have retreated, but 

honour, and an erysipelas which has attacked her, prevent me,—to say nothing of love, for I love her 

most entirely, though not enough to persuade her to sacrifice every thing to a frenzy. ‘I see how it will 

end; she will be the sixteenth Mrs. Shuffleton.’
301

 

 My paper is finished, and so must this letter. 

Yours ever, 

B. 

 

P.S. I regret that you have not completed the Italian Fudges. Pray, how come you to be still in Paris? 

Murray has four or five things of mine in hand—the new Don Juan, which his back-shop synod don’t 

admire;—a translation of the first Canto of Pulci’s Morgante Maggiore, excellent;—short ditto from 

Dante, not so much approved; the Prophecy of Dante, very grand and worthy, &c. &c. &c.;—a furious 

prose answer to Blackwood’s Observations on Don Juan, with a savage Defence of Pope—likely to 

make a row. The opinions above I quote from Murray and his Utican senate;—you will form your own, 

when you see the things. 

 You will have no great chance of seeing me, for I begin to think I must finish in Italy. But, if you 

come my way, you shall have a tureen of macaroni. Pray tell me about yourself, and your intents. 

 My trustees are going to lend Earl Blessington sixty thousand pounds (at six per cent.) on a Dublin 

mortgage. Only think of my becoming an Irish absentee! 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, June 1st 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 328-9; LJ V 34-6; BLJ VII 111-12) 

Ravenna, June 1. 1820, 

I have received a Parisian letter from W[edderburn].W[ebster]., which I prefer answering through you, 

if that worthy be still at Paris, and, as he says, an occasional visitor of yours. In November last he wrote 

to me a well-meaning letter, stating, for some reasons of his own, his belief that a re-union might be 

effected between Lady B. and myself. To this I answered as usual; and he sent me a second letter, 

repeating his notions, which letter I have never answered, having had a thousand other things to think 

of. He now writes as if he believed that he had offended me by touching on the topic; and I wish you to 

assure him that I am not at all so,—but, on the contrary, obliged by his good nature. At the same time 

acquaint him the thing is impossible. You know this, as well as I,—and there let it end. 

                                                 
301: George Colman the Younger, John Bull, or the Englishman’s Fireside, II ii. 
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 I believe that I showed you his epistle in autumn last. He asks me if I have heard of my ‘laureat’ at 

Paris,—somebody who has written ‘a most sanguinary Epître’ against me;
302

 but whether in French, or 

Dutch, or on what score, I know not, and he don’t say,—except that (for my satisfaction) he says it is 

the best thing in the fellow’s volume. If there is any thing of the kind that I ought to know, you will 

doubtless tell me. I suppose it to be something of the usual sort;—he says, he don’t remember the 

author’s name. 

 I wrote to you some ten days ago, and expect an answer at your leisure. 

 The separation business still continues, and all the world are implicated, including priests and 

cardinals. The public opinion is furious against him, because he ought to have cut the matter short at 

first, and not waited twelve months to begin. He has been trying at evidence, but can get none 

sufficient; for what would make fifty divorces in England won’t do here—there must be the most 

decided proofs. * * * 

 It is the first cause of the kind attempted in Ravenna for these two hundred years; for, though they 

often separate, they assign a different motive. You know that the continental incontinent are more 

delicate than the English, and don’t like proclaiming their coronation in a court, even when nobody 

doubts it. 

 All her relations are furious against him. The father has challenged him—a superfluous valour, for 

he don’t fight, though suspected of two assassinations—one of the famous Monzoni of Forli. Warning 

was given me not to take such long rides in the Pine Forest without being on my guard; so I take my 

stiletto and a pair of pistols in my pocket during my daily rides. 

 I won’t stir from this place till the matter is settled one way or the other. She is as femininely firm 

as possible; and the opinion is so much against him, that the advocates decline to undertake his cause, 

because they say that he is either a fool or a rogue—fool, if he did not discover the liaison till now; and 

rogue, if he did know it, and waited, for some bad end, to divulge it. In short, there has been nothing 

like it since the days of Guido di Polenta’s family, in these parts. 

 If the man has me taken off, like Polonius ‘say, he made a good end,’
303

—for a melodrama. The 

principal security is, that he has not the courage to spend twenty scudi—the average price of a clean-

handed bravo—otherwise there is no want of opportunity, for I ride about the woods every evening, 

with one servant, and sometimes an acquaintance, who latterly looks a little queer in solitary bits of 

bushes. 

    Good bye.—Write to yours ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, June 9th 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 333-4; LJ V 41-3; BLJ VII 117-18) 

Byron blames Moore for the allegedly corrupting influence of his own work. He answers a letter 

now missing. 

 

Ravenna, June 9. 1820. 

Galignani has just sent me the Paris edition of your works (which I wrote to order), and I am glad to 

see my old friends with a French face. I have been skimming and dipping, in and over them, like a 

swallow, and as pleased as one. It is the first time that I had seen the Melodies without music; and, I 

don’t know how, but I can’t read in a music-book—the crotchets confound the words in my head, 

though I recollect them perfectly when sung. Music assists my memory through the ear, not through the 

eye; I mean, that her quavers perplex me upon paper, but they are a help when heard. And thus I was 

glad to see the words without their borrowed robes;
304

—to my mind they look none the worse for their 

nudity. 

 The biographer has made a botch of your life—calling your father ‘a venerable old gentleman,’ 

and prattling of ‘Addison,’ and ‘dowager countesses.’ If that damned fellow was to write my life, I 

would certainly take his. And then, at the Dublin dinner, you have ‘made a speech’ (do you recollect, at 

Douglas K[innaird].’s, ‘Sir, he made me a speech?’) too complimentary to the ‘living poets,’ and 

somewhat redolent of universal praise. I am but too well off in it, but * * * * * * * * * 

 You have not sent me any poetical or personal news of yourself. Why don’t you complete an 

Italian Tour of the Fudges? I have just been turning over Little, which I knew by heart in 1803, being 

then in my fifteenth summer. Heigho! I believe all the mischief I have ever done, or sung, has been 

owing to that confounded book of yours. 

                                                 
302: Lamartine’s L’Homme: à Lord Byron. 

303: Shakespeare, Hamlet, IV v 182. 

304: Shakespeare, Macbeth, I iii 109. 
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 In my last I told you of a cargo of ‘Poeshie,’ which I had sent to M[urray]. at his own impatient 

desire;—and, now he has got it, he don’t like it, and demurs. Perhaps he is right. I have no great 

opinion of any of my last shipment, except a translation from Pulci, which is word for word, and verse 

for verse. 

 I am in the third Act of a Tragedy;
305

 but whether it will be finished or not, I know not: I have, at 

this present, too many passions of my own on hand to do justice to those of the dead. Besides the 

vexations mentioned in my last, I have incurred a quarrel with the Pope’s carabiniers, or gens 

d’armerie, who have petitioned the Cardinal against my liveries, as resembling too nearly their own 

lousy uniform. They particularly object to the epaulettes, which all the world with us have on upon gala 

days. My liveries are of the colours conforming to my arms, and have been the family hue since the 

year 1066. 

 I have sent a tranchant reply, as you may suppose; and have given to understand that, if any 

soldados of that respectable corps insult my servants, I will do likewise by their gallant commanders; 

and I have directed my ragamuffins, six in number, who are tolerably savage, to defend themselves, in 

case of aggression; and, on holidays and gaudy days, I shall arm the whole set, including myself, in 

case of accidents or treachery. I used to play pretty well at the broad-sword, once upon a time, at 

Angelo’s; but I should like the pistol, our national buccaneer weapon, better, though I am out of 

practice at present. However, I can ‘wink and hold out mine iron.’
306

 It makes me think (the whole 

thing does) of Romeo and Juliet—’now, Gregory, remember thy swashing blow.’
307

 

 All these feuds, however, with the Cavalier for his wife, and the troopers for my liveries, are very 

tiresome to a quiet man, who does his best to please all the world, and longs for fellowship and good 

will. Pray write. I am yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, July 13th 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 335-7; LJ V 48-52; QII 517-20; BLJ VII 125-7) 

Byron answers a Moore letter (now missing) from mid-June. 
Ravenna, July 13. 1820. 

To remove or increase your Irish anxiety about my being ‘in a wisp,’ I answer your letter forth-with; 

premising that, as I am a ‘Will of the wisp,’ I may chance to flit out of it. But, first, a word on the 

Memoir;—I have no objection, nay, I would rather that one correct copy was taken and deposited in 

honourable hands, in case of accidents happening to the original; for you know that I have none, and 

have never even re-read, nor, indeed, read at all what is there written; I only know that I wrote it with 

the fullest intention to be ‘faithful and true’ in my narrative, but not impartial—no, by the Lord! I can’t 

pretend to be that, while I feel. But I wish to give every body concerned the opportunity to contradict or 

correct me. 

 I have no objection to any proper person seeing what is there written,—seeing it was written, like 

every thing else, for the purpose of being read, however much many writings may fail in arriving at 

that object. 

 With regard to ‘the wisp,’ the Pope has pronounced their separation. The decree came yesterday 

from Babylon,—it was she and her friends who demanded it, on the grounds of her husband’s (the 

noble Count Cavalier’s) extraordinary usage. He opposed it with all his might because of the alimony, 

which has been assigned, with all her goods, chattels, carriage, &c. to be restored by him. In Italy they 

can’t divorce. He insisted on her giving me up, and he would forgive every thing,—even the adultery, 

which he swears he can prove by “famous witnesses”. But, in this country, the very courts hold such 

proofs in abhorrence, the Italians being as much more delicate in public than the English, as they are 

more passionate in private. 

 The friends and relatives, who are numerous and powerful, reply to him—‘You, yourself, are either 

fool or knave,—fool, if you did not see the consequences of the approximation of these two young 

persons,—knave, if you connive at it. Take your choice,—but don’t break out (after twelve months of 

the closest intimacy, under your own eyes and positive sanction) with a scandal, which can only make 

you ridiculous and her unhappy.’ 

 He swore that he thought our intercourse was purely amicable, and that I was more partial to him 

than to her, till melancholy testimony proved the contrary. To this they answer, that ‘Will of this wisp’ 

was not an unknown person, and that ‘clamosa Fama’ had not proclaimed the purity of my morals;—

that her brother, a year ago, wrote from Rome to warn him that his wife would infallibly be led astray 

by this ignis fatuus, unless he took proper measures, all of which he neglected to take, &c. &c. 

                                                 
305: Marino Faliero. 

306: Shakespeare, Henry V, II i 7. 

307: Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, I i 61. 
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 Now he says that he encouraged my return to Ravenna, to see ‘in quanti piedi di acqua siamo,’
308

 

and he has found enough to drown him in. In short, 

 

  ‘Ce ne fut pas le tout; sa femme se plaignit— 

   Procès—La parenté se joint en excuse et dit 

  Que du Docteur venoit tout le mauvais ménage; 

  Que cet homme étoit fou, que sa femme étoit sage. 

    On fit casser le mariage.’
309

 

 

It is but to let the women alone, in the way of conflict, for they are sure to win against the field. She 

returns to her father’s house, and I can only see her under great restrictions—such is the custom of the 

country. The relations behave very well:—I offered any settlement, but they refused to accept it, and 

swear she shan’t live with G[uiccioli]. (as he has tried to prove her faithless), but that he shall maintain 

her; and, in fact, a judgment to this effect came yesterday. I am, of course, in an awkward situation 

enough. 

 I have heard no more of the carabiniers who protested against my liveries. They are not popular, 

those same soldiers, and, in a small row, the other night, one was slain, another wounded, and divers 

put to flight, by some of the Romagnuole youth, who are dexterous, and somewhat liberal of the knife. 

The perpetrators are not discovered, but I hope and believe that none of my ragamuffins were in it, 

though they are somewhat savage, and secretly armed, like most of the inhabitants. It is their way, and 

saves sometimes a good deal of litigation. 

 There is a revolution at Naples. If so, it will probably leave a card at Ravenna in its way to 

Lombardy. 

 Your publishers seem to have used you like mine. M. has shuffled, and almost insinuated that my 

last productions are dull. Dull, sir!—damme, dull! I believe he is right. He begs for the completion of 

my tragedy on Marino Faliero, none of which is yet gone to England. The fifth act is nearly completed, 

but it is dreadfully long—40 sheets of long paper of 4 pages each—about 150 when printed; but ‘so full 

of pastime and prodigality’ that I think it will do. 

 Pray send and publish your Pome upon me; and don’t be afraid of praising me too highly. I shall 

pocket my blushes. 

 ‘Not actionable!’—Chantre d’enfer!
310

—by * * that’s ‘a speech,’ and I won’t put up with it. A 

pretty title to give a man for doubting if there be any such place! 

 So my Gail is gone—and Miss Mahony won’t take Money. I am very glad of it—I like to be 

generous free of expense. But beg her not to translate me. 

 Oh, pray tell Galignani that I shall send him a screed of doctrine if he don’t be more punctual. 

Somebody regularly detains two, and sometimes four, of his Messengers by the way. Do, pray, entreat 

him to be more precise. News are worth money in this remote kingdom of the Ostrogoths. 

 Pray, reply. I should like much to share some of your Champagne and La Fitte, but I am too Italian 

for Paris in general. Make Murray send my letter to you—it is full of epigrams. 

     Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, August 31st 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 340-1; LJ V 67-9; BLJ VII 170-1) 

Byron answers a letter, now missing, in which Moore has compared him to Dante. 

 

Ravenna, August 31, 1820. 

D——n your “mezzo cammin”
311

—you should say ‘the prime of life,’ a much more consolatory 

phrase. Besides, it is not correct. I was born in 1788, and consequently am but thirty-two. You are 

mistaken on another point. The ‘Sequin Box’ never came into requisition, nor is it likely to do so. It 

were better that it had, for then a man is not bound, you know. As to reform, I did reform—what would 

you have? ‘Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it.’
312

 I verily believe that nor you, nor any man of 

                                                 
308: “How many feet of water we’re in”. 

309: La Fontaine, Le Roi Candaule et le Maître en Droit : “That wasn’t all; the woman complained – there was a 

trial – her relations supported her and said that this ménage was the fault of the Doctor – that this man was mad, 

and his wife sensible. The marriage was dissolved”. 

310: From Lamartine’s L’Homme: à Lord Byron: «Jette un cri vers le ciel, ô chantre des enfers! / Le ciel même 

aux damnés enviera tes concerts!» 

311: Moore’s note: I had congratulated him upon arriving at what Dante calls the “mezzo cammin” of life, the age 

of thirty-three. 

312: Shakespeare, Henry IV I, V i 27. 
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poetical temperament, can avoid a strong passion of some kind. It is the poetry of life. What should I 

have known or written, had I been a quiet, mercantile politician, or a lord in waiting? A man must 

travel, and turmoil, or there is no existence. Besides, I only meant to be a Cavalier Servente, and had no 

idea it would turn out a romance, in the Anglo fashion. 

 However, I suspect I know a thing or two of Italy—more than Lady Morgan has picked up in her 

posting. What do Englishmen know of Italians beyond their museums and saloons—and some hack * 

*, en passant? Now, I have lived in the heart of their houses, in parts of Italy freshest and least 

influenced by strangers,—have seen and become (pars magna fui)
313

 a portion of their hopes, and fears, 

and passions, and am almost inoculated into a family. This is to see men and things as they are. 

 You say that I called you “quiet”
314

—I don’t recollect any thing of the sort. On the contrary, you 

are always in scrapes. 

 What think you of the Queen?
315

 I hear Mr. Hoby says, ‘that it makes him weep to see her, she 

reminds him so much of Jane Shore.’ 

 

  Mr. Hoby the bootmaker’s heart is quite sore, 

   For seeing the Queen makes him think of Jane Shore; 

  And, in fact, * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

   [such a likeness should always be seen – 

  Why should Queens not be whores? every Whore is a Quean.] 

 

Pray excuse this ribaldry. What is your poem about? Write and tell me all about it and you. 

      Yours, &c. 

 

P.S. Did you write the lively quiz on Peter Bell?
316

 It has wit enough to be yours, and almost too much 

to be any body else’s now going. It was in Galignani the other day or week. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, October 17th 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 358-9; LJ V 104-5; BLJ VII 206-7) 

Moore has not answered for some time. Byron has written more of the Memoirs. 

 

Ravenna, October 17. 1820. 

You owe me two letters—pay them. I want to know what you are about. The summer is over, and you 

will be back to Paris. Apropos of Paris, it was not Sophia Gail, but Sophia Gay—the English word 

Gay—who was my correspondent.
317

 Can you tell who she is, as you did of the defunct * *? 

 Have you gone on with your Poem? I have received the French of mine. Only think of being 

traduced into a foreign language in such an abominable travesty! It is useless to rail, but one can’t help 

it. 

 Have you got my Memoir copied? I have begun a continuation. Shall I send it you, as far as it is 

gone? 

 I can’t say any thing to you about Italy, for the Government here look upon me with a suspicious 

eye, as I am well informed. Pretty fellows!—as if I, a solitary stranger, could do any mischief. It is 

because I am fond of rifle and pistol shooting, I believe; for they took the alarm at the quantity of 

cartridges I consumed,—the wiseacres! 

 You don’t deserve a long letter—nor a letter at all—for your silence. You have got a new 

Bourbon, it seems, whom they have christened ‘Dieu-donné;’—perhaps the honour of the present may 

be disputed. Did you write the good lines on [Wordsworth], the Laker?
318

 * * * * * * * * 

                                                 
313: Virgil, Aeneid II 5-6: ipse miserrima vidi, / et quorum pars magna fui. 

314: Moore’s note: I had mistaken the concluding words of his letter of the 9th of June. 

315: Moore wrote: “He called Queen Caroline, the Quim, and has several coarse jests thereon.” (BLJ XI 

197). 

316: By John Hamilton Reynolds. 

317: Moore’s note: I had mistaken the name of the lady he enquired after, and reported her to him as dead. But, 

on the receipt of the above letter, I discovered that his correspondent was Madame Sophie Gay, mother of the 

celebrated poetess and beauty, Mademoiselle Delphine Gay. 

318: Moore writes: “In one of his many tirades against Wordsworth, and the Lakers, he states 

‘[Wordsworth] that pedlar-praising son of a bitch’. Another of the erased passages about * * is as follows – 
‘You may say what you please, but please think as I do about him. – damn him. I believe him to be [MS. 

damaged] of unhappiness!’. The very day of his quitting Pisa, I heard of the death of [MS. damaged]” – BLJ 

XI 198). 
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 The Queen has made a pretty theme for the journals. Was there ever such evidence published? 

Why, it is worse than ‘Little’s Poems’ or ‘Don Juan.’ If you don’t write soon, I will ‘make you a 

speech.’ Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, November 5th 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 376-8; LJ V 110-13; BLJ VII 218-20) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore which does not seem to have survived. It contained an 

epigram about Queen Caroline. The Memoirs are now twelve sheets longer. 

 
Ravenna, November 5. 1820. 

Thanks for your letter, which hath come somewhat costively; but better late than never. Of it anon. Mr. 

Galignani, of the Press, hath, it seems, been sup-planted and sub-pirated by another Parisian publisher, 

who has audaciously printed an edition of L.B.’s Works, at the ultra-liberal price of ten francs, and (as 

Galignani piteously observes) eight francs only for booksellers! ‘horresco referens.’
319

 Think of a 

man’s whole works producing so little! 

 Galignani sends me, post haste, a permission for him, from me, to publish, &c. &c. which permit I 

have signed and sent to Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street. Will you explain to G. that I have no right to 

dispose of Murray’s works without his leave? and therefore I must refer him to M. to get the permit out 

of his claws—no easy matter, I suspect. I have written to G. to say as much; but a word of mouth from 

a ‘great brother author’ would convince him that I could not honestly have complied with his wish, 

though I might legally. What I could do, I have done, viz. signed the warrant and sent it to Murray. Let 

the dogs divide the carcass, if it is killed to their liking. 

 I am glad of your epigram.
320

 It is odd that we should both let our wits run away with our 

sentiments; for I am sure that we are both Queen’s men at bottom. But there is no resisting a clinch—it 

is so clever! Apropos of that—we have a ‘diphthong’ also in this part of the world—not a Greek, but a 

Spanish one—do you understand me?—which is about to blow up the whole alphabet. It was first 

pronounced at Naples, and is spreading; but we are nearer the Barbarians; who are in great force on the 

Po, and will pass it, with the first legitimate pretext. 

 There will be the devil to pay, and there is no saying who will or who will not be set down in his 

bill. If ‘honour should come unlooked for’
321

 to any of your acquaintance, make a Melody of it, that his 

ghost, like poor Yorick’s, may have the satisfaction of being plaintively pitied—or still more nobly 

commemorated, like ‘Oh breathe not his name.’ In case you should not think him worth it, here is a 

Chant for you instead— 

 

  When a man hath no freedom to fight for at home, 

   Let him combat for that of his neighbours; 

  Let him think of the glories of Greece and of Rome, 

   And get knock’d on the head for his labours. 

 

  To do good to mankind is the chivalrous plan, 

   And is always as nobly requited; 

  Then battle for freedom wherever you can, 

   And, if not shot or hang’d, you’ll get knighted. 

 

So you have gotten the letter of ‘Epigrams’—I am glad of it. You will not be so, for I shall send you 

more. Here is one I wrote for the endorsement of ‘the Deed of Separation’ in 1816; but the lawyers 

objected to it, as superfluous. It was written as we were getting up the signing and sealing. * * has the 

original. 

Endorsement to the Deed of Separation, in the April of 1816. 

 

  A year ago you swore, fond she! 

   ‘To love, to honour’, and so forth: 

  Such was the vow you pledged to me, 

   And here’s exactly what ‘tis worth. 

                                                 
319: Virgil, Aeneid II 204. 

320: “It is strange, but amusing to think of the strife / Which the Alphabet often has caus’d in this life. / At 

Constantinople, as histories mention, / (See Gibbon, Vol. 8—if it don’t too much trouble you) / A diphthong was 

once the great cause of contention, / And now we see England all in arms for a W.” (MJ I 349-50): “all” spoils the 

scansion of the last line. 

321: Shakespeare, Henry IV I V iii 59 (final line). 
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For the anniversary of January 2. 1821, I have a small grateful anticipation, which, in case of accident, 

I add— 

To Penelope, January 2. 1821. 

 

  This day, of all our days, has done 

   The worst for me and you:— 

  ‘Tis just six years since we were one, 

   And five since we were two. 

 

Pray excuse all this nonsense; for I must talk nonsense just now, for fear of wandering to more serious 

topics, which, in the present state of things, is not safe by a foreign post. 

 I told you in my last, that I had been going on with the ‘Memoirs,’ and have got as far as twelve 

more sheets. But I suspect they will be interrupted. In that case I will send them on by post, though I 

feel remorse at making a friend pay so much for postage, for we can’t frank here beyond the frontier. 

 I shall be glad to hear of the event of the Queen’s concern. As to the ultimate effect, the most 

inevitable one to you and me (if they and we live so long) will be that the Miss Moores and Miss 

Byrons will present us with a great variety of grandchildren by different fathers. 

 Pray, where did you get hold of Goethe’s Florentine husband-killing story?
322

 Upon such matters, 

in general, I may say, with Beau Clincher, in reply to Errand’s wife— 

 

 ‘Oh the villain, he hath murdered my poor Timothy!’ 

 ‘Clincher. Damn your Timothy!—I tell you, woman, 

 your husband has murdered me—he has carried away 

 my fine jubilee clothes.’
323

 

 

So Bowles has been telling a story, too (’tis in the Quarterly), about the woods of ‘Madeira,’ and so 

forth. I shall be at Bowles again, if he is not quiet. He mis-states, or mistakes, in a point or two. The 

paper is finished, and so is the letter. 

Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, December 9th 1820: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 384-5; LJ V 13-5; BLJ VII 245-6) 

The death of the Military Commandant. 

Ravenna, Dec. 9. 1820. 

I open my letter to tell you a fact, which will show the state of this country better than I can. The 

commandant of the troops is now lying dead in my house. He was shot at a little past eight o’clock, 

about two hundred paces from my door. I was putting on my great-coat to visit Madame la Contessa G. 

when I heard the shot. On coming into the hall, I found all my servants on the balcony, exclaiming that 

a man was murdered. I immediately ran down, calling on Tita (the bravest of them) to follow me. The 

rest wanted to hinder us from going, as it is the custom for every body here, it seems, to run away from 

‘the stricken deer.’
324

 

 However, down we ran, and found him lying on his back, almost, if not quite, dead, with five 

wounds, one in the heart, two in the stomach, one in the finger, and the other in the arm. Some soldiers 

cocked their guns, and wanted to hinder me from passing. However, we passed, and I found Diego, the 

adjutant, crying over him like a child—a surgeon, who said nothing of his profession—a priest, 

sobbing a frightened prayer—and the commandant, all this time, on his back, on the hard, cold 

pavement, without light or assistance, or any thing around him but confusion and dismay. 

 As nobody could, or would, do any thing but howl and pray, and as no one would stir a finger to 

move him, for fear of consequences, I lost my patience—made my servant and a couple of the mob 

take up the body—sent off two soldiers to the guard—despatched Diego to the Cardinal with the news, 

and had the commandant carried up stairs into my own quarter. But it was too late, he was gone—not at 

all disfigured—bled inwardly—not above an ounce or two came out. 

 I had him partly stripped—made the surgeon examine him, and examined him myself. He had 

been shot by cut balls, or slugs. I felt one of the slugs, which had gone through him, all but the skin. 

                                                 
322: Goethe believed that in Florence Byron had killed the husband of one of his mistresses (who had killed her). 

323: Farquhar, The Constant Couple, IV i. 

324: Shakespeare, Hamlet, III ii 265. 
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Every body conjectures why he was killed, but no one knows how. The gun was found close by him—

an old gun, half filed down. 

 He only said, ‘O Dio!’ and ‘Gesu!’ two or three times, and appeared to have suffered little. Poor 

fellow! he was a brave officer, but had made himself much disliked by the people. I knew him 

personally, and had met him often at conversazioni and elsewhere. My house is full of soldiers, 

dragoons, doctors, priests, and all kinds of persons,—though I have now cleared it, and clapt sentinels 

at the doors. To-morrow the body is to be moved. The town is in the greatest confusion, as you may 

suppose. 

 You are to know that, if I had not had the body moved, they would have left him there till morning 

in the street, for fear of consequences. I would not choose to let even a dog die in such a manner, 

without succour—and, as for consequences, I care for none in a duty. Yours, &c. 

 

P.S. The lieutenant on duty by the body is smoking his pipe with great composure.—A queer people 

this. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, December 9th 1820: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 382-4; LJ V 131-3; BLJ VII 244-5) 

Byron encloses another eighteen sheets of the Memoirs (which he doesn’t expect to be published 

until the twentieth century). 

Ravenna, Dec. 9. 1820. 

Besides this letter, you will receive three packets, containing, in all, 18 more sheets of Memoranda, 

which, I fear, will cost you more in postage than they will ever produce by being printed in the next 

century. Instead of waiting so long, if you could make any thing of them now in the way of reversion, 

(that is, after my death,) I should be very glad,—as, with all due regard to your progeny, I prefer you to 

your grandchildren. Would not Longman or Murray advance you a certain sum now, pledging 

themselves not to have them published till after my decease, think you?—and what say you? 

 Over these latter sheets I would leave you a discretionary power;
325

 because they contain, perhaps, 

a thing or two which is too sincere for the public. If I consent to your disposing of their reversion now, 

where would be the harm? Tastes may change. I would, in your case, make my essay to dispose of 

them, not publish, now; and if you (as is most likely) survive me, add what you please from your own 

knowledge; and, above all, contradict any thing, if I have mis-stated; for my first object is the truth, 

even at my own expense. 

 I have some knowledge of your countryman Muley Moloch, the lecturer.
326

 He wrote to me several 

letters upon Christianity, to convert me: and, if I had not been a Christian already, I should probably 

have been now, in consequence. I thought there was something of wild talent in him, mixed with a due 

leaven of absurdity,—as there must be in all talent, let loose upon the world, without a martingale. 

 The ministers seem still to persecute the Queen * * * but they won’t go out, the sons of b——es. 

Damn Reform—I want a place—what say you? You must applaud the honesty of the declaration, 

whatever you may think of the intention. 

 I have quantities of paper in England, original and translated—tragedy, &c. &c. and am now 

copying out a fifth Canto of Don Juan, 149 stanzas. So that there will be near three thin Albemarle, or 

two thick volumes of all sorts of my Muses. I mean to plunge thick, too, into the contest upon Pope, 

and to lay about me like a dragon till I make manure of [Bowles] for the top of Parnassus. 

 These rogues are right—we do laugh at t’others—eh?—don’t we?
327

 You shall see—you shall see 

what things I’ll say, an’ it pleases Providence to leave us leisure. But in these parts they are all going to 

war; and there is to be liberty, and a row, and a constitution—when they can get them. But I won’t talk 

politics—it is low. Let us talk of the Queen, and her bath, and her bottle—that’s the only motley 

nowadays.
328

 

 If there are any acquaintances of mine, salute them. The priests here are trying to persecute me,—

but no matter. 

Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, December 25th 1820: 

                                                 
325: Moore’s note: The power here meant is that of omitting passages that might be thought objectionable. He 

afterwards gave me this, as well as every other right, over the whole of the manuscript. 

326: Thomas Mulock lectured on English literature. 

327: Moore’s note: He here alludes to a humorous article, of which I had told him, in Blackwood’s Magazine, 

where the poets of the day were all grouped together in a variety of fantastic shapes, with “Lord Byron and little 

Moore laughing behind, as if they would split,” at the rest of the fraternity. 

328: Shakespeare, As You Like It II vii 34 (“motley’s the only wear”). 
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(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 385-7; LJ V 143-5; BLJ VII 253-5) 

Byron suggests that he and Moore publish a magazine. If Moore had agreed, there might have 

been no Liberal. Moore receives this on January 11th 1821 (MJ II 418). He may answer on 

January 15th (see MJ II 418), but if so the letter is missing. 
Ravenna, Dec. 25. 1820. 

You will or ought to have received the packet and letters which I remitted to your address a fortnight 

ago (or it may be more days), and I shall be glad of an answer, as, in these times and places, packets 

per post are in some risk of not reaching their destination. 

 I have been thinking of a project for you and me, in case we both get to London again, which (if a 

Neapolitan war don’t suscitate) may be calculated as possible for one of us about the spring of 1821. I 

presume that you, too, will be back by that time, or never; but on that you will give me some index. 

The project, then, is for you and me to set up jointly a newspaper—nothing more nor less—weekly, or 

so, with some improvement or modifications upon the plan of the present scoundrels, who degrade that 

department,—but a newspaper, which we will edite in due form, and, nevertheless, with some 

attention. 

 There must always be in it a piece of poesy from one or other of us two, leaving room, however, 

for such dilettanti rhymers as may be deemed worthy of appearing in the same column; but this must be 

a sine quâ non; and also as much prose as we can compass. We will take an office—our names not 

announced, but suspected—and, by the blessing of Providence, give the age some new lights upon 

policy, poesy, biography, criticism, morality, theology, and all other ism, ality, and ology whatsoever. 

 Why, man, if we were to take to this in good earnest, your debts would be paid off in a 

twelvemonth, and by dint of a little diligence and practice, I doubt not that we could distance the 

common-place blackguards, who have so long disgraced common sense and the common reader. They 

have no merit but practice and impudence, both of which we may acquire; and, as for talent and 

culture, the devil’s in’t if such proofs as we have given of both can’t furnish out something better than 

the ‘funeral baked meats’
329

 which have coldly set forth the breakfast table of all Great Britain for so 

many years. Now, what think you? Let me know; and recollect that, if we take to such an enterprise, we 

must do so in good earnest. Here is a hint,—do you make it a plan. We will modify it into as literary 

and classical a concern as you please, only let us put out our powers upon it, and it will most likely 

succeed. But you must live in London, and I also, to bring it to bear, and we must keep it a secret. 

 As for the living in London, I would make that not difficult to you (if you would allow me), until 

we could see whether one means or other (the success of the plan, for instance) would not make it quite 

easy for you, as well as your family; and, in any case, we should have some fun, composing, 

correcting, supposing, inspecting, and supping together over our lucubrations. If you think this worth a 

thought, let me know, and I will begin to lay in a small literary capital of composition for the occasion. 

Yours ever affectionately, 

B. 

 

P.S. If you thought of a middle plan between a Spectator and a newspaper, why not?—only not on a 

Sunday. Not that Sunday is not an excellent day, but it is engaged already. We will call it the ‘Tenda 

Rossa,’ the name Tassoni
330

 gave an answer of his in a controversy, in allusion to the delicate hint of 

Timour the Lame, to his enemies, by a ‘Tenda’ of that colour, before he gave battle. Or we will call it 

‘Gli,’ or ‘I Carbonari,’ if it so please you—or any other name full of ‘pastime and prodigality,’
331

 

which you may prefer. Let me have an answer. I conclude poetically, with the bellman, ‘A merry 

Christmas to you!’ 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, January 2nd 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 434-7; LJ V 212-16; QII 549-50; BLJ VIII 54-6) 

Byron answers a letter from Moore, now mostly missing, in which Moore agrees to the idea of a 

joint journal. In a note, Moore gives an extract from his missing letter. 

 

Ravenna, January 2. 1821. 

Your entering into my project for the Memoir is pleasant to me. But I doubt (contrary to my dear Made 

Mac F[lahaut],
332

 whom I always loved, and always shall—not only because I really did feel attached 

to her personally, but because she and about a dozen others of that sex were all who stuck by me in the 

                                                 
329: Shakespeare, Hamlet, I ii 180. 

330: Alessandro Tassoni (1565-1635) literary polemicist. 

331: Farquhar, The Recruiting Officer, V ii. 

332: Formerly Mercer Elphinstone. 
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grand conflict of 1815)—but I doubt, I say, whether the Memoir could appear in my lifetime;—and, 

indeed, I had rather it did not; for a man always looks dead after his Life has appeared, and I should 

certes not survive the appearance of mine. The first part I cannot consent to alter, even although 

Mad[am]e. de S[taël].’s opinion of B.C. and my remarks upon Lady C.’s beauty (which is surely great, 

and I suppose that I have said so—at least, I ought) should go down to our grandchildren in 

unsophisticated nakedness. 

 As to Madame de S[taël]., I am by no means bound to be her beadsman—she was always more 

civil to me in person than during my absence. Our dear defunct friend, M[onk] L[ewis],
333

 who was too 

great a bore ever to lie, assured me upon his tiresome word of honour, that, at Florence, the said 

Madame de S[taël]. was open-mouthed against me; and when asked, in Switzerland, why she had 

changed her opinion, replied, with laudable sincerity, that I had named her in a sonnet with Voltaire, 

Rousseau, &c. &c. and that she could not help it through decency. Now, I have not forgotten this, but I 

have been generous,—as mine acquaintance, the late Captain Whitby, of the navy, used to say to his 

seamen (when ‘married to the gunner’s daughter’)—‘two dozen, and let you off easy.’ The ‘two dozen’ 

were with the cat-o’-nine tails;—the ‘let you off easy’ was rather his own opinion than that of the 

patient. 

 My acquaintance with these terms and practices arises from my having been much conversant with 

ships of war and naval heroes in the year of my voyages in the Mediterranean. Whitby was in the 

gallant action off Lissa in 1811. He was brave, but a disciplinarian. When he left his frigate, he left a 

parrot, which was taught by the crew the following sounds—(it must be remarked that Captain Whitby 

was the image of Fawcett the actor, in voice, face, and figure, and that he squinted). 

 

The Parrot loquitur. 

‘Whitby! Whitby! funny eye! funny eye! two dozen, and let you off easy. Oh you —————!’ 

 

Now, if Madame de B. has a parrot, it had better be taught a French parody of the same sounds. 

 With regard to our purposed Journal, I will call it what you please, but it should be a newspaper, to 

make it pay. We can call it ‘The Harp,’ if you like—or any thing. 

 I feel exactly as you do about our ‘art,’
334

 but it comes over me in a kind of rage every now and 

then, like * * * *, and then, if I don’t write to empty my mind, I go mad. As to that regular, 

uninterrupted love of writing, which you describe in your friend, I do not understand it. I feel it as a 

torture, which I must get rid of, but never as a pleasure. On the contrary, I think composition a great 

pain. 

 I wish you to think seriously of the Journal scheme—for I am as serious as one can be, in this 

world, about any thing. As to matters here, they are high and mighty—but not for paper. It is much 

about the state of things betwixt Cain and Abel. There is, in fact, no law or government at all; and it is 

                                                 
333: Moore’s note: Of this gentleman, the following notice occurs in the “Detached Thoughts:”—“L[ewis] was a 

good man, a clever man, but a bore. My only revenge or consolation used to be setting him by the ears with some 

vivacious person who hated bores especially,—Madame de S[taël] or H[obhouse], for example. But I liked 

L[ewis]; he was a jewel of a man, had he been better set;—I don’t mean personally, but less tiresome, for he was 

tedious, as well as contradictory to every thing and every body. Being short-sighted, when we used to ride out 

together near the Brenta in the twilight in summer, he made me go before, to pilot him; I am absent at times, 

especially towards evening; and the consequence of this pilotage was some narrow escapes to the M * * on 

horseback. Once I led him into a ditch over which I had passed as usual, forgetting to warn my convoy; once I led 

him nearly into the river, instead of on the moveable bridge which incommodes passengers; and twice did we both 

run against the Diligence, which, being heavy and slow, did communicate less damage than it received in its 

leaders, who were terrafied by the charge; thrice did I lose him in the grey of the gloaming, and was obliged to 

bring-to to his distant signals of distance and distress;—all the time he went on talking without intermission, for he 

was a man of many words. Poor fellow! he died a martyr to his new riches—of a second visit to Jamaica.  

“‘I’d give the lands of Deloraine / Dark Musgrave were alive again!’ 

that is,—  

“I would give many a sugar cane / M [onk] L [ewis] were alive again!” 

334: Moore’s note: The following passage from the letter of mine, to which the above was an answer, will best 

explain what follows:—With respect to the newspaper, it is odd enough that Lord * * * * and myself had been 

(about a week or two before I received your letter) speculating upon your assistance in a plan somewhat similar, 

but more literary and less regularly-periodical in its appearance. Lord * *, as you will see by his volume of Essays, 

if it reaches you, has a very sly, dry, and pithy way of putting sound truths, upon politics and manners, and 

whatever scheme we adopt, he will be a very useful and active ally in it, as he has a pleasure in writing quite 

inconceivable to a poor hack scribe like me, who always feel, about my art, as the French husband did when he 

found a man making love to his (the Frenchman’s) wife:—‘Comment, Monsieur,—sans y être obligé!’ When I say 

this, however, I mean it only of the executive part of writing; for the imagining, the shadowing out of the future 

work is, I own, a delicious fool’s paradise.” 
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wonderful how well things go on without them. Excepting a few occasional murders, (every body 

killing whomsoever he pleases, and being killed, in turn, by a friend, or relative, of the defunct,) there 

is as quiet a society and as merry a Carnival as can be met with in a tour through Europe. There is 

nothing like habit in these things. 

 I shall remain here till May or June, and, unless ‘honour comes unlooked for,’
335

 we may 

perhaps meet, in France or England, within the year. 

     Yours, &c. 

 

Of course, I cannot explain to you existing circumstances, as they open all letters. 

 Will you set me right about your curst ‘Champs Elysées?’—are they ‘és’ or ‘ées’ for the 

adjective? I know nothing of French, being all Italian. Though I can read and understand French, I 

never attempt to speak it; for I hate it. From the second part of the Memoirs cut what you please. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, January 22nd 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 442-3; LJ V 229-31; BLJ VIII 67-9) 

Byron answers another Moore letter, now missing. Drury Lane are about to act Marino Faliero. 
Moore receives this on February 5th 1821 (MJ II 423-4).  

 

Ravenna, January 22. 1821. 

Pray get well. I do not like your complaint.
336

 So, let me have a line to say you are up and doing again. 

To-day I am thirty-three years of age. 

 

   Through life’s road, so dim and dirty, 

   I have dragged to three-and-thirty. 

   What have these years left to me? 

   Nothing—except thirty-three
337

 

 

Have you heard that the ‘Braziers’ Company have, or mean to present an address at Brandenburgh 

House,
338

 ‘in armour,’ and with all possible variety and splendour of brazen apparel? 

 

  The Braziers, it seems, are preparing to pass 

  An address, and present it themselves all in brass— 

  A superfluous pageant—for, by the Lord Harry, 

  They’ll find where they’re going much more than they carry. 

 

There’s an Ode for you, is it not?—worthy 

 

  Of [Turdsworth], the grand metaquizzical poet, 

  A man of vast merit, though few people know it; 

  The perusal of whom (as I told you at Mestri) 

  I owe, in great part, to my passion for pastry. 

 

Mestri and Fusina are the ‘trajects, or common ferries,’
339

 to Venice; but it was from Fusina that you 

and I embarked, though ‘the wicked necessity of rhyming’
340

 has made me press Mestri into the 

voyage. 

 So, you have had a book dedicated to you? I am glad of it, and shall be very happy to see the 

volume. 

 I am in a peck of troubles about a tragedy of mine, which is fit only for the (* * * * *) closet, and 

which it seems that the managers, assuming a right over published poetry, are determined to enact, 

whether I will or no, with their own alterations by Mr. Dibdin, I presume. I have written to Murray, to 

the Lord Chamberlain, and to others, to interfere and preserve me from such an exhibition. I want 

neither the impertinence of their hisses, nor the insolence of their applause. I write only for the reader, 

                                                 
335: Shakespeare, Henry IV I V iii, final line. 

336: This letter is almost certainly in response to Moore's missing response. Moore was recovering from a burst 

tumor in his groin for the first fortnight of January, couple of weeks of January, and must have told B. about that in 

his letter. 

337: Moore’s note: Already given in his Journal. 

338: Residence of Queen Caroline (soon to be the late Queen Caroline). 

339: Shakespeare, The Merchant of Venice,  III iv 52. 

340: Milton, preface to Paradise Lost: “the troublesome and modern bondage of Riming”. 
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and care for nothing but the silent approbation of those who close one’s book with good humour and 

quiet contentment. 

 Now, if you would also write to our friend Perry, to beg of him to mediate with Harris and Elliston 

to forbear this intent, you will greatly oblige me. The play is quite unfit for the stage, as a single glance 

will show them, and, I hope, has shown them; and, if it were ever so fit, I will never have any thing to 

do willingly with the theatres. 

    Yours ever, in haste, &c. 

 

MJ 2:426 records a letter from Moore to Byron (currently missing), February 13th 1821. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, February 22nd 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 451-2; LJ V 251-3; BLJ VIII 84-5) 

Ravenna, February 22. 1821. 

As I wish the soul of the late Antoine Galignani to rest in peace, (you will have read his death, 

published by himself, in his own newspaper,) you are requested particularly to inform his children and 

heirs, that of their ‘Literary Gazette,’ to which I subscribed more than two months ago, I have only 

received one number, notwithstanding I have written to them repeatedly. If they have no regard for me, 

a subscriber, they ought to have some for their deceased parent, who is undoubtedly no better off in his 

present residence for this total want of attention. If not, let me have my francs. They were paid by 

Missiaglia, the Wenetian bookseller. You may also hint to them that when a gentleman writes a letter, it 

is usual to send an answer. If not, I shall make them ‘a speech,’ which will comprise an eulogy on the 

deceased. 

 We are here full of war, and within two days of the seat of it, expecting intelligence momently. We 

shall now see if our Italian friends are good for any thing but ‘shooting round a corner,’ like the 

Irishman’s gun. Excuse haste,—I write with my spurs putting on. My horses are at the door, and an 

Italian Count waiting to accompany me in my ride. 

Yours, &c. 

 

P.S. Pray, amongst my letters, did you get one detailing the death of the commandant here? He was 

killed near my door, and died in my house. 

 

BOWLES AND CAMPBELL. 

To the air of ‘How now, Madame Flirt,’ in the Beggars’ Opera. 

 

  BOWLES. Why, how now, saucy Tom, 

    If you thus must ramble, 

   I will publish some 

    Remarks on Mr. Campbell. 

 

  CAMPBELL. Why, how now, Billy Bowles, 

    Sure the priest is maudlin! 

 (To the public)  How can you, damn your souls! 

    Listen to his twaddling?   

 

MJ 2:439 records a letter from Moore to Byron (currently missing), April 3rd 1821. 

 

April 21st 1821: Byron’s Marino Faliero and The Prophecy of Dante published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, April 28th 1821: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 461-2; LJ V 271-2; QII 602-3; BLJ VIII 104-5) 

Byron answers another letter from Moore, now missing. The Neapolitan insurrection has failed, 

and hopes of an uprising against the Austrians are dashed. 

Ravenna, April 28. 1821. 

You cannot have been more disappointed than myself, nor so much deceived. I have been so at some 

personal risk also, which is not yet done away with. However, no time nor circumstances shall alter my 

tone nor my feelings of indignation against tyranny triumphant. The present business has been as much 

a work of treachery as of cowardice,—though both may have done their part. If ever you and I meet 

again, I will have a talk with you upon the subject. At present, for obvious reasons, I ran write but little, 

as all letters are opened. In mine they shall always find my sentiments, but nothing that can lead to the 

oppression of others. 
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 You will please to recollect that the Neapolitans are nowhere now more execrated than in Italy, 

and not blame a whole people for the vices of a province. That would be like condemning Great Britain 

because they plunder wrecks in Cornwall. 

 And now let us be literary;—a sad falling off, but it is always a consolation. If ‘Othello’s 

occupation be gone,’
341

 let us take to the next best; and, if we cannot contribute to make mankind more 

free and wise, we may amuse ourselves and those who like it. What are you writing? I have been 

scribbling at intervals, and Murray will be publishing about now. 

 Lady Noel has, as you say, been dangerously ill; but it may console you to learn that she is 

dangerously well again. 

 I have written a sheet or two more of Memoranda for you; and I kept a little Journal
342

 for about a 

month or two, till I had filled the paper-book. I then left it off, as things grew busy, and, afterwards, too 

gloomy to set down without a painful feeling. This I should be glad to send you, if I had an 

opportunity; but a volume, however small, don’t go well by such posts as exist in this Inquisition of a 

country. 

 I have no news. As a very pretty woman
343

 said to me a few nights ago, with the tears in her eyes, 

as she sat at the harpsichord, ‘Alas! the Italians must now return to making operas.’ I fear that and 

maccaroni are their forte, and ‘motley their only wear.’ However, there are some high spirits among 

them still. Pray write. And believe me, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, May 3rd 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 462-3; LJ V 273-4; BLJ VIII 108-9) 

Byron responds to another Moore letter, now (mostly) missing, about which Moore only tells us a 

little. 

Ravenna, May 3. 1821. 

Though I wrote to you on the 28th ultimo, I must acknowledge yours of this day, with the lines.
344

 They 

are sublime, as well as beautiful, and in your very best mood and manner. They are also but too true. 

However, do not confound the scoundrels at the heel of the boot with their betters at the top of it. I 

assure you that there are some loftier spirits. 

 Nothing, however, can be better than your poem, or more deserved by the Lazzaroni. They are 

now abhorred and disclaimed nowhere more than here. We will talk over these things (if we meet) 

some day, and I will recount my own adventures, some of which have been a little hazardous, perhaps. 

 So, you have got the Letter on Bowles?
345

 I do not recollect to have said any thing of you that 

could offend,—certainly, nothing intentionally. As for [Rogers?], I meant him a compliment. I wrote 

the whole off-hand, without copy or correction, and expecting then every day to be called into the field. 

What have I said of you? I am sure I forget. It must be something of regret for your approbation of 

Bowles. And did you not approve, as he says? Would I had known that before! I would have given him 

some more gruel.
346

 My intention was to make fun of all these fellows; but how I succeeded, I don’t 

know. 

 As to Pope, I have always regarded him as the greatest name in our poetry. Depend upon it, the 

rest are barbarians. He is a Greek Temple, with a Gothic Cathedral on one hand, and a Turkish Mosque 

and all sorts of fantastic pagodas and conventicles about him. You may call Shakspeare and Milton 

pyramids, if you please, but I prefer the Temple of Theseus or the Parthenon to a mountain of burnt 

brick-work. 

 The Murray has written to me but once, the day of its publication, when it seemed prosperous. But 

I have heard of late from England but rarely. Of Murray’s other publications (of mine), I know 

                                                 
341: Shakespeare, Othello III iii 361. 

342: My Dictionary and the Ravenna Journal. 

343: Teresa Guiccioli. 

344: Moore’s note: “Aye, down to the dust with them, slaves as they are,” &c. &c. 

345: Moore’s note: I had not, when I wrote, seen this pamphlet, as he supposes, but had merely heard from some 

friends, that his pen had “run a-muck” in it, and that I myself had not escaped a slight graze in its career. 

346: Moore’s note: It may be sufficient to say of the use to which both Lord Byron and Mr. Bowles thought it 

worth their while to apply my name in this controversy, that, as far as my own knowledge of the subject extended, 

I was disposed to agree with neither of the extreme opinions into which, as it appeared to me, my distinguished 

friends had diverged;—neither with Lord Byron in that spirit of partisanship which led him to place Pope above 

Shakspeare and Milton, nor with Mr. Bowles in such an application of the “principles” of poetry as could tend to 

sink Pope, on the scale of his art, to any rank below the very first. Such being the middle state of my opinion on 

the question, it will not be difficult to understand how one of my controversial friends should be as mistaken in 

supposing me to differ altogether from his views, as the other was in taking for granted that I had ranged myself 

wholly on his side. 
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nothing,—nor whether he has published. He was to have done so a month ago. I wish you would do 

something,—or that we were together. 

Ever yours and affectionately, 

B. 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, May 14th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 482-3; LJ V 286-8; QII 653-4; BLJ VIII 116-18) 

Byron passes on to Moore the idea that Keats was killed by the Quarterly. In his (lost) letter, 

Moore is unhappy with the use Byron has made of his name in the Letter to John Murray. 

 
May 14. 1821. 

If any part of the letter to Bowles has (unintentionally, as far as I remember the contents) vexed you, 

you are fully avenged; for I see by an Italian paper that, notwithstanding all my remonstrances through 

all my friends (and yourself among the rest), the managers persisted in attempting the tragedy, and that 

it has been ‘unanimously hissed!!’ This is the consolatory phrase of the Milan paper, (which detests me 

cordially, and abuses me, on all occasions, as a Liberal,) with the addition that I ‘brought the play out’ 

of my own good will. 

 All this is vexatious enough, and seems a sort of dramatic Calvinism—predestined damnation, 

without a sinner’s own fault. I took all the pains poor mortal could to prevent this inevitable 

catastrophe—partly by appeals of all kinds up to the Lord Chamberlain, and partly to the fellows 

themselves. But, as remonstrance was vain, complaint is useless. I do not understand it—for Murray’s 

letter of the 24th, and all his preceding ones, gave me the strongest hopes that there would be no 

representation. As yet, I know nothing but the fact, which I presume to be true, as the date is Paris, and 

the 30th. They must have been in a hell of a hurry for this damnation, since I did not even know that it 

was published; and, without its being first published, the histrions could not have got hold of it. Any 

one might have seen, at a glance, that it was utterly impracticable for the stage; and this little accident 

will by no means enhance its merit in the closet. 

 Well, patience is a virtue, and, I suppose, practice will make it perfect. Since last year (spring, that 

is) I have lost a lawsuit, of great importance, on Rochdale collieries—have occasioned a divorce—have 

had my poesy disparaged by Murray and the critics—my fortune refused to be placed on an 

advantageous settlement (in Ireland) by the trustees—my life threatened last month (they put about a 

paper here to excite an attempt at my assassination, on account of politics, and a notion which the 

priests disseminated that I was in a league against the Germans,)—and, finally, my mother-in-law 

recovered last fortnight, and my play was damned last week! These are like ‘the eight-and-twenty 

misfortunes of Harlequin.’ But they must be borne. If I give in, it shall be after keeping up a spirit at 

least. I should not have cared so much about it, if our southern neighbours had not bungled us all out of 

freedom for these five hundred years to come. 

 Did you know John Keats? They say that he was killed by a review of him in the Quarterly—if he 

be dead, which I really don’t know. I don’t understand that yielding sensitiveness. What I feel (as at 

this present) is an immense rage for eight-and-forty hours, and then, as usual—unless this time it 

should last longer. I must get on horseback to quiet me. 

     Yours, &c. 

 

Francis I. wrote, after the battle of Pavia, ‘All is lost except our honour.’ A hissed author may reverse 

it—‘Nothing is lost, except our honour.’ But the horses are waiting, and the paper full. I wrote last 

week to you. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, May 20th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 486-7; LJ V 295-6; BLJ VIII 123) 

Marino Faliero has neither succeeded nor failed: Byron is philosophical. He is not here answering 

a letter from Moore. 

Ravenna, May 20. 1821. 

Since I wrote to you last week I have received English letters and papers, by which I perceive that what 

I took for an Italian truth is, after all, a French lie of the Gazette de France. It contains two ultra-

falsehoods in as many lines. In the first place, Lord B. did not bring forward his play, but opposed the 

same; and, secondly, it was not condemned, but is continued to be acted, in despite of publisher, author, 

Lord Chancellor, and (for aught I know to the contrary) of audience, up to the first of May, at least—

the latest date of my letters. You will oblige me, then, by causing Mr. Gazette of France to contradict 

himself, which, I suppose, he is used to. I never answer a foreign criticism; but this is a mere matter of 

fact, and not of opinions. I presume that you have English and French interest enough to do this for 
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me—though, to be sure, as it is nothing but the truth which we wish to state, the insertion may be more 

difficult. 

 As I have written to you often lately at some length, I won’t bore you further now, than by begging 

you to comply with my request; and I presume the ‘esprit du corps’ (is it ‘du’ or ‘de?’ for this is more 

than I know) will sufficiently urge you, as one of ‘ours,’ to set this affair in its real aspect. Believe me 

always yours ever and most affectionately, 

Byron. 

 

MJ 2:454 records a letter from Moore to Byron (currently missing), May 22nd 1821. 
 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, June 4th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 491-3; LJ V 303-7; BLJ VIII 133-5) 

Byron says that Moore has not written recently. Byron has added three sheets to the Memoirs. 

 

Ravenna, June 4. 1821. 

You have not written lately, as is the usual custom with literary gentlemen, to console their friends with 

their observations in cases of magnitude. I do not know whether I sent you my ‘Elegy on the recovery 

of Lady [Noel]:’— 

  Behold the blessings of a lucky lot— 

  My play is damn’d, and Lady [Noel] not. 

 

The papers (and perhaps your letters) will have put you in possession of Master Elliston’s dramatic 

behaviour. It is to be presumed that the play was fitted for the stage by Mr. Dibdin,
347

 who is the tailor 

upon such occasions, and will have taken measure with his usual accuracy. I hear that it is still 

continued to be performed—a piece of obstinacy for which it is some consolation to think that the 

discourteous histrio will be out of pocket. 

 You will be surprised to hear that I have finished another tragedy in five acts, observing all the 

unities strictly. It is called ‘Sardanapalus,’ and was sent by last post to England. It is not for the stage, 

any more than the other was intended for it—and I shall take better care this time that they don’t get 

hold on’t. 

 I have also sent, two months ago, a further letter on Bowles, &c.; but he seems to be so taken up 

with my ‘respect’ (as he calls it) towards him in the former case, that I am not sure that it will be 

published, being somewhat too full of pastime and prodigality.’
348

 I learn from some private letters of 

Bowles’s, that you were ‘the gentleman in asterisks.’ Who would have dreamed it? you see what 

mischief that clergyman has done by printing notes without names. How the deuce was I to suppose 

that the first four asterisks meant ‘Campbell’ and not ‘Pope,’ and that the blank signature meant 

Thomas Moore?
349

 You see what comes of being familiar with parsons. His answers have not yet 

                                                 
347: B. has not been told that Marino Faliero was cut for performance by George Lamb. 

348: Farquhar, The Recruiting Officer, V ii. 

349: Moore’s note: In their eagerness, like true controversialists, to avail themselves of every passing advantage, 

and convert even straws into weapons on an emergency, my two friends, during their short warfare, contrived to 

place me in that sort of embarrassing position, the most provoking feature of which is, that it excites more 

amusement than sympathy. On the one side, Mr. Bowles chose to cite, as a support to his argument, a short 

fragment of a note, addressed to him, as be stated, by “a gentleman of the highest literary,” &c. &c., and saying, in 

reference to Mr. Bowles’s former pamphlet, “You have hit the right nail on the head, and * * * * too.” This short 

scrap was signed with four asterisks; and when, on the appearance of Mr. Bowles’s Letter, I met with it in his 

pages, not the slightest suspicion ever crossed my mind that I had been myself the writer of it;—my 

communications with my reverend friend and neighbour having been (for years, I am proud to say) sufficiently 

frequent to allow of such a hasty compliment to his disputative powers passing from my memory. When Lord 

Byron took the field against Mr. Bowles’s Letter, this unlucky scrap, so authoritatively brought forward, was, of 

course, too tempting a mark for his facetiousness to be resisted; more especially as the person mentioned in it, as 

having suffered from the reverend critic’s vigour, appeared, from the number of asterisks employed in designating 

him, to have been Pope himself, though, in reality, the name was that of Mr. Bowles’s former antagonist, Mr. 

Campbell. The noble assailant, it is needless to say, made the most of this vulnerable point; and few readers could 

have been more diverted than I was with his happy ridicule of “the gentleman in asterisks,” little thinking that I 

was myself, all the while, this veiled victim,—nor was it till about the time of the receipt of the above letter, that, 

by some communication on the subject from a friend in England, I was startled into the recollection of my own 

share in the transaction.  

While by one friend I was thus unconsciously, if not innocently, drawn into the scrape, the other was not slow in 

rendering me the same friendly service;—for, on the appearance of Lord Byron’s answer to Mr. Bowles, I had the 

mortification of finding that, with a far less pardonable want of reserve, he had all but named me as his authority 
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reached me, but I understand from Hobhouse, that he (H[obhouse].) is attacked in them. If that be the 

case, Bowles has broken the truce, (which he himself proclaimed, by the way,) and I must have at him 

again. 

 Did you receive my letters with the two or three concluding sheets of Memoranda? 

 There are no news here to interest much. A German spy (boasting himself such) was stabbed last 

week, but not mortally. The moment I heard that he went about bullying and boasting, it was easy for 

me, or any one else, to foretell what would occur to him, which I did, and it came to pass in two days 

after. He has got off, however, for a slight incision. 

 A row the other night, about a lady of the place, between her various lovers, occasioned a midnight 

discharge of pistols, but nobody wounded. Great scandal, however—planted by her lover—to be 

thrashed by her husband, for inconstancy to her regular Servente, who is coming home post about it, 

and she herself retired in confusion into the country, although it is the acme of the opera season. All the 

women furious against her (she herself having been censorious) for being found out. She is a pretty 

woman—a Countess [Rasponi?]—a fine old Visigoth name, or Ostrogoth. 

 The Greeks! what think you? They are my old acquaintances—but what to think I know not.
350

 Let 

us hope howsomever. 

     Yours, 

      B. 

 

MJ 2:456 records a letter from Moore to Byron (currently missing), June 4th 1821. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, June 22nd 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 493-5; LJ V 309-11; BLJ VIII 140-1) 

Byron answers a “dwarf” letter from Moore. He restates his proposal that they start a periodical. 

 

Ravenna, June 22. 1821. 

Your dwarf of a letter came yesterday. That is right;—keep to your ‘magnum opus’—magnoperate 

away. Now, if we were but together a little to combine our ‘Journal of Trevoux!’
351

 But it is useless to 

sigh, and yet very natural,—for I think you and I draw better together, in the social line, than any two 

other living authors. 

 I forgot to ask you, if you had seen your own panegyric in the correspondence of Mrs. Waterhouse 

and Colonel Berkeley? To be sure their moral is not quite exact; but your passion is fully effective; and 

all poetry of the Asiatic kind—I mean Asiatic, as the Romans called ‘Asiatic oratory,’ and not because 

the scenery is Oriental—must be tried by that test only. I am not quite sure that I shall allow the Miss 

Byrons (legitimate or illegitimate) to read Lalla Rookh—in the first place, on account of this said 

passion; and, in the second, that they mayn’t discover that there was a better poet than papa. 

 You say nothing of politics—but, alas! what can be said? 

 

   The world is a bundle of hay, 

    Mankind are the asses who pull, 

   Each tugs it a different way,— 

    And the greatest of all is John Bull! 

 

How do you call your new project? I have sent Murray a new tragedy, ycleped ‘Sardanapalus,’ writ 

according to Aristotle—all, save the chorus—could not reconcile me to that. I have begun another,
352

 

and am in the second act;—so you see I saunter on as usual. 

 Bowles’s answers have reached me; but I can’t go on disputing for ever,—particularly in a polite 

manner. I suppose he will take being silent for silenced. He has been so civil that I can’t find it in my 

liver to be facetious with him,—else I had a savage joke or two at his service. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I can’t send you the little journal,
353

 because it is in boards, and I can’t trust it per post. Don’t 

suppose it is any thing particular; but it will show the intentions of the natives at that time—and one or 

two other things, chiefly personal, like the former one. 

                                                                                                                                            
for an anecdote of his reverend opponent’s early days, which I had, in the course of an after-dinner conversation, 

told him at Venice, and which,—pleasant in itself, and, whether true or false, harmless,—derived its sole sting 

from the manner in which the noble disputant triumphantly applied it. Such are the consequences of one’s near and 

dear friends taking to controversy. 

350: The Greek War of Independence has started. 

351: French Catholic periodical of the early eighteenth century. 

352: The Two Foscari. 
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 So, Longman don’t bite.—It was my wish to have made that work of use. Could you not raise a 

sum upon it (however small), reserving the power of redeeming it, on repayment? 

 Are you in Paris, or a villaging? If you are in the city, you will never resist the Anglo-invasion you 

speak of. I do not see an Englishman in half a year, and, when I do, I turn my horse’s head the other 

way. The fact, which you will find in the last note to the Doge, has given me a good excuse for quite 

dropping the least connection with travellers. 

 I do not recollect the speech you speak of, but suspect it is not the Doge’s, but one of Israel 

Bertuccio to Calendaro. I hope you think that Elliston behaved shamefully—it is my only consolation. I 

made the Milanese fellows contradict their lie, which they did with the grace of people used to it. 

      Yours, &c. 

       B. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, July 5th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 495-8; LJ V 318-19; BLJ VIII 146-7) 

In his (currently missing) letter, Moore is still sore over the Letter to John Murray. Byron 

reiterates his idea for a joint periodical. 

Ravenna, July 5. 1821. 

How could you suppose that I ever would allow any thing that could be said on your account to weigh 

with me? I only regret that Bowles had not said that you were the writer of that note, until afterwards, 

when out he comes with it, in a private letter to Murray, which Murray sends to me. D——n the 

controversy! 

    D——n Twizzle, 

    D——n the bell, 

   And d——n the fool who rung it—Well! 

   From all such plagues I’ll quickly be deliver’d. 

 

I have had a friend of your Mr. Irving’s—a very pretty lad—a Mr. Coolidge, of Boston—only 

somewhat too full of poesy and ‘entusymusy.’ I was very civil to him during his few hours’ stay, and 

talked with him much of Irving, whose writings are my delight. But I suspect that he did not take quite 

so much to me, from his having expected to meet a misanthropical gentleman, in wolf-skin breeches, 

and answering in fierce monosyllables, instead of a man of this world. I can never get people to 

understand that poetry is the expression of excited passion, and that there is no such thing as a life of 

passion any more than a continuous earthquake, or an eternal fever. Besides, who would ever shave 

themselves in such a state? 

 I have had a curious letter to-day from a girl in England
354

 (I never saw her), who says she is given 

over of a decline, but could not go out of the world without thanking me for the delight which my 

poesy for several years, &c. &c. &c. It is signed simply N.N.A. and has not a word of ‘cant’ or 

preachment in it upon any opinions. She merely says that she is dying, and that as I had contributed so 

highly to her existing pleasure, she thought that she might say so, begging me to burn her letter—

which, by the way, I can not do, as I look upon such a letter in such circumstances as better than a 

diploma from Gottingen. I once had a letter from Drontheim, in Norway (but not from a dying woman), 

in verse, on the same score of gratulation. These are the things which make one at times believe one’s 

self a poet. But if I must believe that * * * * * and such fellows, are poets also, it is better to be out of 

the corps. 

 I am now in the fifth act of ‘Foscari,’ being the third tragedy in twelve months, besides proses; so 

you perceive that I am not at all idle. And are you, too, busy? I doubt that your life at Paris draws too 

much upon your time, which is a pity. Can’t you divide your day, so as to combine both? I have had 

plenty of all sorts of worldly business on my hands last year, and yet it is not so difficult to give a few 

hours to the Muses. This sentence is so like * * * * that —— 

     Ever, &c. 

 

If we were together, I should publish both my plays (periodically) in our joint journal. It should be our 

plan to publish all our best things in that way. 

 

July 16th 1821: Byron starts Cain; he finishes it on September 9th. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, August 2nd 1821: 

                                                                                                                                            
353: My Dictionary and the Ravenna Journal. 

354: NLS Acc.12604 / 4247K (this reference is no longer current). 
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(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 507-8; LJ V 332-36; BLJ VIII 164-6) 

Moore’s answer to the previous item is as usual missing. Byron still wants them to start a 

periodical. 
Ravenna, August 2. 1821. 

I had certainly answered your last letter, though but briefly, to the part to which you refer, merely 

saying, ‘damn the controversy;’ and quoting some verses of George Colman’s, not as allusive to you, 

but to the disputants. Did you receive this letter? It imports me to know that our letters are not 

intercepted or mislaid. 

 Your Berlin drama
355

 is an honour, unknown since the days of Elkanah Settle, whose ‘Emperor of 

Morocco’ was represented by the Court ladies, which was, as Johnson says, ‘the last blast of 

inflammation’ to poor Dryden, who could not bear it, and fell foul of Settle without mercy or 

moderation, on account of that and a frontispiece, which he dared to put before his play.
356

 

 Was not your showing the Memoranda to [Lady Holland] somewhat perilous? Is there not a 

facetious allusion or two which might as well be reserved for posterity? 

 I know S[chlegel] well—that is to say, I have met him occasionally at Copet. Is he not also 

touched lightly in the Memoranda? In a review of Childe Harold, Canto 4th, three years ago, in 

Blackwood’s Magazine, they quote some stanzas of an elegy of S[chlegel]’s on Rome, from which they 

say that I might have taken some ideas. I give you my honour that I never saw it except in that 

criticism, which gives, I think, three or four stanzas, sent them (they say) for the nonce by a 

correspondent—perhaps himself. The fact is easily proved; for I don’t understand German, and there 

was, I believe, no translation—at least, it was the first time that I ever heard of, or saw, either 

translation or original. 

 I remember having some talk with S[chlegel] about Alfieri, whose merit he denies. He was also 

wroth about the Edinburgh Review of Goethe, which was sharp enough, to be sure. He went about 

saying, too, of the French—‘I meditate a terrible vengeance against the French—I will prove that 

Molière is no poet.’
357

 

 I don’t see why you should talk of ‘declining.’ When I saw you, you looked thinner, and yet 

younger, than you did when we parted several years before. You may rely upon this as fact. If it were 

not, I should say nothing, for I would rather not say unpleasant personal things to anyone—but, as it 

was the pleasant truth, I tell it you. If you had led my life, indeed, changing climates and connections—

thinning yourself with fasting and purgatives—besides the wear and tear of the vulture passions, and a 

very bad temper besides, you might talk in this way—but you! I know no man who looks so well for 

his years, or who deserves to look better and to be better, in all respects. You are a * * *, and, what is 

perhaps better for your friends, a good fellow. So, don’t talk of decay, but put in for eighty, as you well 

may. 

 I am, at present, occupied principally about these unhappy proscriptions and exiles, which have 

taken place here on account of politics. It has been a miserable sight to see the general desolation in 

families. I am doing what I can for them, high and low, by such interest and means as I possess or can 

bring to bear. There have been thousands of these proscriptions within the last month in the Exarchate, 

or (to speak modernly) the Legations. Yesterday, too, a man got his back broken, in extricating a dog of 

mine from under a mill-wheel. The dog was killed, and the man is in the greatest danger. I was not 

present—it happened before I was up, owing to a stupid boy taking the dog to bathe in a dangerous 

spot. I must, of course, provide for the poor fellow while he lives, and his family, if he dies. I would 

gladly have given a much greater sum than that will come to that he had never been hurt.
358

 Pray, let 

me hear from you, and excuse haste and hot weather. 

      Yours, &c. 

* * * * * 

                                                 
355: Moore’s note: There had been, a short time before, performed at the Court of Berlin a spectacle founded on 

the Poem of Lalla Rookh, in which the present Emperor of Russia personated Feramorz, and the Empress, Lalla 

Rookh. 

356: Johnson’s Life of Dryden. 

357: Moore’s note: This threat has been since acted upon;—the critic in question having, to the great horror of the 

French literati, pronounced Molière to be a “farceur.” 

358: Compare Cain, II ii 300-5: I thought, that ’twere / A better portion for the animal / Never to have been stung 

at all than to / Purchase renewal of its little life / With agonies unutterable, though / Dispelled by antidotes. Cain is 

currently being written. 
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You may have probably seen all sorts of attacks upon me in some gazettes in England some months 

ago. I only saw them, by Murray’s bounty, the other day. They call me ‘Plagiary,’ and what not.
359

 I 

think I now, in my time, have been accused of every thing. 

 I have not given you details of little events here; but they have been trying to make me out to be 

the chief of a conspiracy, and nothing but their want of proofs for an English investigation has stopped 

them. Had it been a poor native, the suspicion were enough, as it has been for hundreds. 

 Why don’t you write on Napoleon?
360

 I have no spirits, nor ‘estro’ to do so. His overthrow, from 

the beginning, was a blow on the head to me. Since that period, we have been the slaves of fools. 

Excuse this long letter. Ecco a translation literal of a French epigram. 

 

  Egle, beauty and poet, has two little crimes, 

  She makes her own face, and does not make her rhymes. 

 

I am going to ride, having been warned not to ride in a particular part of the forest, on account of the 

ultra-politicians. 

 Is there no chance of your return to England, and of our Journal? I would have published the two 

plays in it—two or three scenes per number—and, indeed, all of mine in it. If you went to England, I 

would do so still. 

 

August 8th 1821: Byron’s Don Juan III, IV and V published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, August 24th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 517-19; LJ V 349-51; BLJ VIII 188-9) 

Byron answers Moore’s of August 5th (currently missing). 

Ravenna, August 24. 1821. 

Yours of the 5th only yesterday, while I had letters of the 8th from London. Doth the post dabble into 

our letters? Whatever agreement you make with Murray, if satisfactory to you, must be so to me.
361

 

There need be no scruple, because, though I used sometimes to buffoon to myself, loving a quibble as 

well as the barbarian himself (Shakspeare, to wit)—‘that, like a Spartan, I would sell my life as dearly 

as possible’
362

—it never was my intention to turn it to personal, pecuniary account, but to bequeath it to 

a friend—yourself—in the event of survivorship. I anticipated that period, because we happened to 

meet, and I urged you to make what was possible now by it, for reasons which are obvious. It has been 

no possible privation to me, and therefore does not require the acknowledgments you mention. So, for 

God’s sake, don’t consider it like * * * * * * * * * 

 By the way, when you write to Lady Morgan, will you thank her for her handsome speeches in her 

book about my books? I do not know her address. Her work is fearless and excellent on the subject of 

Italy—pray tell her so—and I know the country. I wish she had fallen in with me, I could have told her 

a thing or two that would have confirmed her positions. 

 I am glad you are satisfied with Murray, who seems to value dead lords more than live ones. I have 

just sent him the following answer to a proposition of his, 

 

  For Orford and for Waldegrave, &c. 

  [You give much more than me you gave; 

  Which is not fairly to behave, 

      My Murray! 

 

  Because if a live dog, ‘tis said, 

  Be worth a lion fairly sped, 

  A live lord must be worth two dead, 

      My Murray! 

 

  And if, as the opinion goes, 

  Verse hath a better sale than prose – 

  Certes, I should have more than those, 

                                                 
359: The Monthly Magazine points out B.’s borrowings from Shipwrecks and Disasters at Sea in DJ II; but that is 

on August 1st, the day before B. writes this letter. 

360: Napoleon died on May 5th. 

361: Moore has sold the Memoirs to Murray on condition that, at B.’s death, he should edit them. When they are 

burnt, everyone present has forgotten this. 

362: Unidentified. Not Shakespeare. 
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      My Murray! 

 

  But now this sheet is nearly crammed, 

  So, if you will, I shan’t be shammed, 

  And if you won’t, you may be damned, 

      My Murray!] 

 

The argument of the above is, that he wanted to ‘stint me of my sizings,’ as Lear says,
363

—that is to 

say, not to propose an extravagant price for an extravagant poem, as is becoming. Pray take his 

guineas, by all means—I taught him that. He made me a filthy offer of pounds once, but I told him that, 

like physicians, poets must be dealt with in guineas, as being the only advantage poets could have in 

the association with them, as votaries of Apollo. I write to you in hurry and bustle, which I will 

expound in my next. 

      Yours ever, &c. 

 

P.S. You mention something of an attorney on his way to me on legal business. I have had no warning 

of such an apparition. What can the fellow want? I have some lawsuits and business, but have not heard 

of any thing to put me to the expense of a travelling lawyer. They do enough, in that way, at home. 

 Ah, poor Queen I but perhaps it is for the best, if Herodotus’s anecdote is to be believed. * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 Remember me to any friendly Angles of our mutual acquaintance. What are you doing? Here I 

have had my hands full with tyrants and their victims. There never was such oppression, even in 

Ireland, scarcely! 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, September 3rd 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 521-2; LJ V 355; BLJ VIII 196-7) 

Ravenna, September 3. 1821. 

By Mr. Mawman (a paymaster in the corps, in which you and I are privates) I yesterday expedited to 

your address, under cover one, two paper books, containing the Giaour-nal,
364

 and a thing or two. It 

won’t all do—even for the posthumous public—but extracts from it may. It is a brief and faithful 

chronicle of a month or so—parts of it not very discreet, but sufficiently sincere. Mr. Mawman saith 

that he will, in person or per friend, have it delivered to you in your Elysian fields. 

 If you have got the new Juans, recollect that there are some very gross printer’s blunders, 

particularly in the fifth Canto,—such as ‘praise’ for ‘pair’—‘precarious’ for ‘precocious’—‘Adriatic’ 

for ‘Asiatic’—‘case’ for ‘chase’
365

—besides gifts of additional words and syllables, which make but a 

cacophonous rhythmus. Put the pen through the said, as I would mine through [Murray]’s ears, if I 

were alongside him. As it is, I have sent him a rattling letter, as abusive as possible. Though he is 

publisher to the ‘Board of Longitude,’ he is in no danger of discovering it. 

 I am packing for Pisa—but direct your letters here, till further notice. 

     Yours ever, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, September 17th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 527; LJ V 364-5; BLJ VIII 213) 

 

Ravenna, September 17. 1821. 

The enclosed lines,
366

 as you will directly perceive, are written by the Rev. W.L.B[owles]. Of course it 

is for him to deny them if they are not. 

 Believe me yours ever and most affectionately, 

   B. 

 

P.S. Can you forgive this? It is only a reply to your lines against my Italians. Of course I will stand by 

my lines against all men; but it is heart-breaking to see such things in a people as the reception of that 

                                                 
363: Shakespeare, King Lear, II iv. 

364: My Dictionary and the Ravenna Journal. 

365: DJ V 123, 4. 

366: Moore’s note: “The Irish Avatar.” In this copy the following sentence (taken from a letter of Curran, in the 

able Life of that true Irishman, by his son) is prefixed as a motto to the Poem,—“And Ireland, like a bastinadoed 

elephant, kneeling to receive the paltry rider.”—Letter of Curran, Life, vol. ii. p. 336. At the end of the verses are 

these words:—“(Signed) W.L. B * *, M.A., and written with a view to a Bishoprick.” 
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unredeemed * * * * * * in an oppressed country. Your apotheosis is now reduced to a level with his 

welcome, and their gratitude to Grattan is cancelled by their atrocious adulation of this, &c. &c. &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, September 19th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 527-30; LJ V 364-8; QII 669-71; BLJ VIII 214-16) 

Byron asks Moore to edit The Irish Avatar. 

Ravenna, September 19, 1821. 

I am in all the sweat, dust, and blasphemy of an universal packing of all my things, furniture, &c. for 

Pisa, whither I go for the winter. The cause has been the exile of all my fellow Carbonics, and, amongst 

them, of the whole family of Madame G[uiccioli].; who, you know, was divorced from her husband 

last week, ‘on account of P.P. clerk of this parish,’
367

 and who is obliged to join her father and relatives, 

now in exile there, to avoid being shut up in a monastery, because the Pope’s decree of separation 

required her to reside in casa paterna, or else, for decorum’s sake, in a convent. As I could not say with 

Hamlet, ‘Get thee to a nunnery,’
368

 I am preparing to follow them. 

 It is awful work, this love, and prevents all a man’s projects of good or glory. I wanted to go to 

Greece lately (as every thing seems up here) with her brother, who is a very fine, brave fellow (I have 

seen him put to the proof), and wild about liberty. But the tears of a woman who has left her husband 

for a man, and the weakness of one’s own heart, are paramount to these projects, and I can hardly 

indulge them. 

 We were divided in choice between Switzerland and Tuscany, and I gave my vote for Pisa, as 

nearer the Mediterranean, which I love for the sake of the shores which it washes, and for my young 

recollections of 1809. Switzerland is a curst selfish, swinish country of brutes, placed in the most 

romantic region of the world. I never could bear the inhabitants, and still less their English visitors; for 

which reason, after writing for some information about houses, upon hearing that there was a colony of 

English all over the cantons of Geneva, &c. I immediately gave up the thought, and persuaded the 

Gambas to do the same. 

 By the last post I sent you ‘The Irish Avatar,’—what think you? The last line—‘a name never 

spoke but with curses or jeers’—must run either ‘a name only uttered with curses or jeers,’ or, ‘a 

wretch never named but with curses or jeers.’ Becase as how, ‘spoke’ is not grammar, except in the 

House of Commons; and I doubt whether we can say ‘a name spoken,’ for mentioned. I have some 

doubts, too, about ‘repay,’—‘and for murder repay with a shout and a smile.’ Should it not be, ‘and for 

murder repay him with shouts and a smile, ‘or ‘reward him with shouts and a smile?’ 

 So, pray put your poetical pen through the MS. and take the least bad of the emendations. Also, if 

there be any further breaking of Priscian’s head,
369

 will you apply a plaster? I wrote in the greatest 

hurry and fury, and sent it to you the day after; so, doubtless, there will be some awful constructions, 

and a rather lawless conscription of rhythmus. 

 With respect to what Anna Seward calls ‘the liberty of transcript,’—when complaining of Miss 

Matilda Muggleton, the accomplished daughter of a choral vicar of Worcester Cathedral, who had 

abused the said ‘liberty of transcript,’ by inserting in the Malvern Mercury Miss Seward’s ‘Elegy on 

the South Pole,’ as her own production, with her own signature, two years after having taken a copy, by 

permission of the authoress—with regard, I say, to the ‘liberty of transcript,’ I by no means oppose an 

occasional copy to the benevolent few, provided it does not degenerate into such licentiousness of Verb 

and Noun as may tend to ‘disparage my parts of speech’
370

 by the carelessness of the transcribblers. 

 I do not think that there is much danger of the ‘King’s Press being abused’
371

 upon the occasion, if 

the publishers of journals have any regard for their remaining liberty of person. It is as pretty a piece of 

invective as ever put publisher in the way to ‘Botany.’ Therefore, if they meddle with it, it is at their 

peril. As for myself, I will answer any jontleman—though I by no means recognise a ‘right of search’ 

into an unpublished production and unavowed poem. The same applies to things published sans 

consent. I hope you like, at least, the concluding lines of the Pome? 

 What are you doing, and where are you? in England? Nail Murray—nail him to his own counter, 

till he shells out the thirteens. Since I wrote to you, I have sent him another tragedy—‘Cain’ by name—

making three in MS. now in his hands, or in the printer’s. It is in the Manfred, metaphysical style, and 

full of some Titanic declamation;—Lucifer being one of the dram. pers. who takes Cain a voyage 

among the stars, and afterwards to ‘Hades,’ where he shows him the phantoms of a former world, and 

                                                 
367: Pope, Memoirs of P.P., Clerk of this Parish. 

368: Shakespeare, Hamlet, III i 121 et seq. 

369: Perhaps Shakespeare, Love’s Labours Lost, V i 26 (“Priscian a little scratch’d”). 

370: Wycherley, The Country Wife II i; Sheridan, The Rivals, III iii. 

371: Shakespeare, Henry IV I, IV ii 11. 
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its inhabitants. I have gone upon the notion of Cuvier, that the world has been destroyed three or four 

times, and was inhabited by mammoths, behemoths, and what not; but not by man till the Mosaic 

period, as, indeed, is proved by the strata of bones found;—those of all unknown animals, and known, 

being dug out, but none of mankind. I have, therefore, supposed Cain to be shown, in the rational 

Preadamites, beings endowed with a higher intelligence than man, but totally unlike him in form, and 

with much greater strength of mind and person. You may suppose the small talk which takes place 

between him and Lucifer upon these matters is not quite canonical. 

 The consequence is, that Cain comes back and kills Abel in a fit of dissatisfaction, partly with the 

politics of Paradise, which had driven them all out of it, and partly because (as it is written in Genesis) 

Abel’s sacrifice was the more acceptable to the Deity. I trust that the Rhapsody has arrived—it is in 

three acts, and entitled ‘A Mystery,’ according to the former Christian custom, and in honour of what it 

probably will remain to the reader. 

Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, September 20th 1821: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 530; LJ V 369; BLJ VIII 219) 

Byron sends amendments for The Irish Avatar. 

September 20. 1821. 

After the stanza on Grattan, concluding with ‘His soul o’er the freedom implored and denied,’ will it 

please you to cause insert the following ‘Addenda,’ which I dreamed of during to-day’s Siesta: 

 

  Ever glorious Grattan! &c. &c. &c. 

   [So simple in heart, so sublime in the rest! 

 With all which Demosthenes wanted endued, 

   And his rival, or victor, in all he possessed.] 

 

I will tell you what to do. Get me twenty copies of the whole carefully and privately printed off, as 

your lines were on the Naples affair. Send me six, and distribute the rest according to your own 

pleasure. 

 I am in a fine vein, ‘so full of pastime and prodigality!’
372

—So here’s to your health in a glass of 

grog. Pray write, that I may know by return of post—address to me at Pisa. The gods give you joy! 

 Where are you? in Paris? Let us hear. You will take care that there be no printer’s name, nor 

author’s, as in the Naples stanza, at least for the present. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, September 27th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 536; LJ V 377-8; BLJ VIII 225-6) 

The Moore letter which Byron here answers is currently missing. 

September 27. 1821. 

It was not Murray’s fault. I did not send the MS. overture, but I send it now,
373

 and it may be 

restored;—or, at any rate, you may keep the original, and give any copies you please. I send it, as 

written, and as I read it to you—I have no other copy. 

 By last week’s two posts, in two packets, I sent to your address, at Paris, a longish poem upon the 

late Irishism of your countrymen in their reception of [the King]. Pray, have you received it? It is in 

‘the high Roman fashion,’
374

 and full of ferocious phantasy. As you could not well take up the matter 

with Paddy (being of the same nest), I have;—but I hope still that I have done justice to his great men 

and his good heart. As for [Castlereagh], you will find it laid on with a trowel. I delight in your ‘fact 

historical’—is it a fact? 

     Yours, &c. 

 

P.S. You have not answered me about Schlegel—why not? Address to me at Pisa, whither I am going, 

to join the exiles—a pretty numerous body at present. Let me hear how you are, and what you mean to 

do. Is there no chance of your recrossing the Alps? If the G. Rex marries again, let him not want an 

Epithalamium—suppose a joint concern of you and me, like Sternhold and Hopkins! 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, September 29th 1821: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 539; LJ V 381-2; BLJ VIII 228) 

                                                 
372: Farquhar, The Recruiting Officer, V ii. 

373: Moore’s note: The lines “Oh Wellington,” which I had missed in their original place at the opening. 

374: Shakespeare, Anthony and Cleopatra, IV xiv 87. 
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September 29. 1821. 

I send you two rough things, prose and verse,
375

 not much in themselves, but which will show, one of 

them, the state of the country, and the other, of your friend’s mind, when they were written. Neither of 

them were sent to the person concerned, but you will see, by the style of them, that they were sincere, 

as I am in signing myself 

Yours ever and truly, 

B. 

from Moore to Byron, September 30th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life, II 583; Dowden II, 494-5) 

The first letter from Moore to Byron to survive in any useful form since March 1816. Byron’s 

answer, on October 28th, makes it clear that this is not the whole letter. 

September 30. 1821 

Since writing the above, I have read Foscari and Cain. The former did not please me so highly as 

Sardanapalus. It has the fault of all those violent Venetian stories, being unnatural and improbable, 

and therefore, in spite of all your fine management of them, appealing but remotely to one’s 

sympathies. But Cain is wonderful – terrible – never to be forgotten. If I am not mistaken, it will sink 

deep into the world’s heart; and while many will shudder at the blasphemy, all must fall prostrate 

before its grandeur. Talk of Æschylus and his Prometheus! – here is the true spirit both of the Poet – 

and the Devil. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, October 1st 1821: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 541-2; LJ V 384-6; BLJ VIII 228-30) 

The first letter in which Byron refers to The Vision of Judgement. 
September—no—October 1. 1821. 

I have written to you lately, both in prose and verse, at great length, to Paris and London. I presume 

that Mrs. Moore, or whoever is your Paris deputy, will forward my packets to you in London. 

 I am setting off for Pisa, if a slight incipient intermittent fever do not prevent me. I fear it is not 

strong enough to give Murray much chance of realising his thirteens again. I hardly should regret it, I 

think, provided you raised your price upon him—as what Lady Holderness (my sister’s grandmother, a 

Dutchwoman) used to call Augusta, her Residee Legatoo—so as to provide for us all: my bones with a 

splendid and larmoyante edition, and you with double what is extractable during my lifetime. 

 I have a strong presentiment that (bating some out of the way accident) you will survive me. The 

difference of eight years, or whatever it is, between our ages, is nothing. I do not feel (nor am, indeed, 

anxious to feel) the principle of life in me tend to longevity. My father and mother died, the one at 

thirty-five or six, and the other at forty-five; and Dr. Rush, or somebody else, says that nobody lives 

long, without having one parent, at least, an old stager. 

 I should, to be sure, like to see out my eternal mother-in-law, not so much for her heritage, but 

from my natural antipathy. But the indulgence of this natural desire is too much to expect from the 

Providence who presides over old women. I bore you with all this about lives, because it has been put 

in my way by a calculation of insurances which Murray has sent me. I really think you should have 

more, if I evaporate within a reasonable time. 

 I wonder if my ‘Cain’ has got safe to England. I have written since about sixty stanzas of a poem, 

in octave stanzas, (in the Pulci style, which the fools in England think was invented by Whistlecraft—it 

is as old as the hills in Italy,) called ‘The Vision of Judgment,
376

 by Quevedo Redivivus,’ with this 

motto— 

  ‘A Daniel come to judgment, yea, a Daniel: 

  I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.’
377

 

 

In this it is my intent to put the said George’s Apotheosis in a Whig point of view, not forgetting the 

Poet Laureate for his preface and his other demerits. 

 I am just got to the pass where Saint Peter, hearing that the royal defunct had opposed Catholic 

Emancipation, rises up, and, interrupting Satan’s oration, declares he will change places with Cerberus 

sooner than let him into heaven, while he has the keys thereof.
378

 

 I must go and ride, though rather feverish and chilly. It is the ague season; but the agues do me 

rather good than harm. The feel after the fit is as if one had got rid of one’s body for good and all. 

                                                 
375: A letter to Annabella dated March 1st 1821, and the poem called The Charity Ball. 

376: In fact B.’s spelling is “Judgement”; Moore alters it for his Life. 

377: Shakespeare, The Merchant of Venice, IV i 335-6 (approx.) 

378: TVOJ sts.49-50. 
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   The gods go with you!—Address to Pisa. 

     Ever yours. 

 

P.S. Since I came back I feel better, though I stayed out too late for this malaria season, under the thin 

crescent of a very young moon, and got off my horse to walk in an avenue with a Signora for an hour. I 

thought of you and 

   ‘When at eve thou rovest 

    By the star thou lovest.’
379

 

 

But it was not in a romantic mood, as I should have been once; and yet it was a new woman, (that is, 

new to me,) and, of course, expected to be made love to. But I merely made a few common-place 

speeches. I feel, as your poor friend Curran said, before his death, ‘a mountain of lead upon my heart,’ 

which I believe to be constitutional, and that nothing will remove it but the same remedy. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, October 6th 1821: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 543-4; LJ V 387-8; BLJ VIII 236) 

October 6. 1821. 

By this post I have sent my nightmare
380

 to balance the incubus of [Southey]’s impudent anticipation of 

the Apotheosis of George the Third. I should like you to take a look over it, as I think there are two or 

three things in it which might please ‘our puir hill folk.’
381

 

 By the last two or three posts I have written to you at length. My ague bows to me every two or 

three days, but we are not as yet upon intimate speaking terms. I have an intermittent generally every 

two years, when the climate is favourable (as it is here), but it does me no harm. What I find worse, and 

cannot get rid of, is the growing depression of my spirits, without sufficient cause. I ride—I am not 

intemperate in eating or drinking—and my general health is as usual, except a slight ague, which rather 

does good than not. It must be constitutional; for I know nothing more than usual to depress me to that 

degree. 

 How do you manage? I think you told me, at Venice, that your spirits did not keep up without a 

little claret. I can drink, and bear a good deal of wine (as you may recollect in England); but it don’t 

exhilarate—it makes me savage and suspicious, and even quarrelsome. Laudanum has a similar effect; 

but I can take much of it without any effect
382

 at all. The thing that gives me the highest spirits (it 

seems absurd, but true) is a close of salts—I mean in the afternoon, after their effect. But one can’t take 

them like champagne. 

 Excuse this old woman’s letter; but my lemancholy don’t depend upon health, for it is just the 

same, well or ill, or here or there. 

Yours, &c. 

Byron to Moore, from Ravenna, October 28th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 547-8; LJ V 397-400; BLJ VIII 250-1) 

Byron answers Moore’s of September 30th. 

Ravenna, Oct. 28. 1821. 

‘’Tis the middle of night by the castle clock,’
383

 and in three hours more I have to set out on my way to 

Pisa—sitting up all night to be sure of rising. I have just made them take off my bed-clothes—blankets 

inclusive—in case of temptation from the apparel of sheets to my eyelids. 

 Samuel Rogers is—or is to be—at Bologna, as he writes from Venice. 

 I thought our Magnifico would ‘pound you,’ if possible. He is trying to ‘pound’ me, too; but I’ll 

specie the rogue—or, at least, I’ll have the odd shillings out of him in keen iambics. 

                                                 
379: Mo., Maid of the Valley (from Irish Melodies) ll.14-15. 

380: TVOJ. 

381: The complete phrase “our puir hill-folk” never occurs in Scott’s Waverley, but see Chap.36: “How much 

longer this military theologist [Gilfillan] might have continued his invective, in which he spared nobody but the 

scattered remnant of HILL-FOLK, as he called them, is absolutely uncertain.” The “Hill-folk” are the Covenanters 

in 1745. 

382: Moore’s note: It was, no doubt, from a similar experience of its effects that Dryden always took physic when 

about to write any thing of importance. His caricature, Bayes, is accordingly made to say, “When I have a grand 

design, I ever take physic and let blood; for, when you would have pure swiftness of thought and fiery flights of 

fancy, you must have a care of the pensive part;—in short,” &c. &c.  

On this subject of the effects of medicine upon the mind and spirits, some curious facts and illustrations have been, 

with his usual research, collected by Mr. D’Israeli, in his amusing “Curiosities of Literature.” 

383: Coleridge, Christabel, l.1. 
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 Your approbation of ‘Sardanapalus’ is agreeable, for more reasons than one. Hobhouse is pleased 

to think as you do of it, and so do some others—but the ‘Arimaspian,’ whom, like ‘a Gryphon in the 

wilderness,’ I will ‘follow for his gold’
384

 (as I exhorted you to do before), did or doth disparage it—

‘stinting me in my sizings.’
385

 His notable opinions on the ‘Foscari’ and ‘Cain’ he hath not as yet 

forwarded; or, at least, I have not yet received them, nor the proofs thereof, though promised by last 

post. 

 I see the way that he and his Quarterly people are tending—they want a row with me, and they 

shall have it. I only regret that I am not in England for the nonce; as, here, it is hardly fair ground for 

me, isolated and out of the way of prompt rejoinder and information as I am. But, though backed by all 

the corruption, and infamy, and patronage of their master rogues and slave renegadoes, if they do once 

rouse me up, 

  ‘They had better gall the devil, Salisbury.’
386

 

 

I have that for two or three of them, which they had better not move me to put in motion;—and yet, 

after all, what a fool I am to disquiet myself about such fellows! It was all very well ten or twelve years 

ago, when I was a ‘curled darling,’
387

 and minded such things. At present, I rate them at their true 

value; but, from natural temper and bile, am not able to keep quiet. 

 Let me hear from you on your return from Ireland, which ought to be ashamed to see you, after her 

Brunswick blarney. I am of Longman’s opinion, that you should allow your friends to liquidate the 

Bermuda claim. Why should you throw away the two thousand pounds (of the non-guinea Murray) 

upon that cursed piece of treacherous inveiglement? I think you carry the matter a little too far and 

scrupulously. When we see patriots begging publicly, and know that Grattan received a fortune from 

his country, I really do not see why a man, in no whit inferior to any or all of them, should shrink from 

accepting that assistance from his private friends which every tradesman receives from his connections 

upon much less occasions. For, after all, it was not your debt—it was a piece of swindling against you. 

As to * * * *, and the ‘what noble creatures! &c. &c.’
388

 it is all very fine and very well, but, till you 

can persuade me that there is no credit, and no self-applause to be obtained by being of use to a 

celebrated man, I must retain the same opinion of the human species, which I do of our friend Ms. 

Specie. 

 

On October 29th 1821 (the day after he writes the above item) Byron moves from Ravenna to 

Pisa to rejoin Teresa’s family, and Shelley’s circle of friends. 
 

MJ 2:500 records a letter from Moore to Byron (currently missing), October 29th 1821. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, November 16th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 558-9; LJ V 475-6; BLJ IX 63-4) 

Byron answers another letter from Moore which is currently missing. 
Pisa, November 16. 1821. 

There is here Mr. [Taaffe], an Irish genius, with whom we are acquainted. He hath written a really 

excellent Commentary on Dante, full of new and true information, and much ingenuity. But his verse is 

such as it hath pleased God to endue him withal. Nevertheless, he is so firmly persuaded of its equal 

excellence, that he won’t divorce the Commentary from the traduction, as I ventured delicately to 

hint,—not having the fear of Ireland before my eyes, and upon the presumption of having shotten very 

well in his presence (with common pistols too, not with my Manton’s) the day before. 

 But he is eager to publish all, and must be gratified, though the Reviewers will make him suffer 

more tortures than there are in his original. Indeed, the Notes are well worth publication; but he insists 

upon the translation for company, so that they will come out together, like Lady C * *t chaperoning 

Miss * *. I read a letter of yours to him yesterday, and he begs me to write to you about his Poeshie. He 

is really a good fellow, apparently, and I dare say that his verse is very good Irish. 

 Now, what shall we do for him?
389

 He says that he will risk part of the expense with the publisher. 

He will never rest till he is published and abused—for he has a high opinion of himself—and I see 

nothing left but to gratify him, so as to have him abused as little as possible; for I think it would kill 

him. You must write, then, to Jeffrey to beg him not to review him, and I will do the same to Gifford, 

                                                 
384: Milton, Paradise Lost, II 943-7. 

385: Shakespeare, King Lear, II iv 174 (scant my sizes”). 

386: Shakespeare, King John, IV iii 95 (“Thou wert better …”). 

387: Shakespeare, Othello, I ii 68. 

388: Shakespeare, The Tempest, V i 182 (“How many goodly creatures”). 

389: Murray publishes the first volume of Taaffe’s Dante Commentary. 
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through Murray. Perhaps they might notice the Comment without touching the text. But I doubt the 

dogs—the text is too tempting. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I have to thank you again, as I believe I did before, for your opinion of ‘Cain,’ &c. 

 You are right to allow —— [Lord Lansdowne] to settle the claim; but I do not see why you should 

repay him out of your legacy—at least, not yet.
390

 If you feel about it (as you are ticklish on such 

points) pay him the interest now, and the principal when you are strong in cash; or pay him by 

instalments; or pay him as I do my creditors—that is, not till they make me. 

 I address this to you at Paris, as you desire. Reply soon, and believe me ever, &c. 

 

P.S. What I wrote to you about low spirits is, however, very true. At present, owing to the climate, &c. 

(I can walk down into my garden, and pluck my own oranges,—and, by the way, have got a diarrhœa 

in consequence of indulging in this meridian luxury of proprietorship,) my spirits are much better. You 

seem to think that I could not have written the ‘Vision,’ &c. under the influence of low spirits; but I 

think there you err. A man’s poetry is a distinct faculty, or Soul, and has no more to do with the every-

day individual than the Inspiration with the Pythoness when removed from her tripod. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, December 12th 1821: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 565-7; LJ V 493-5; BLJ IX 79-81) 

Byron answers yet another letter from Moore which is currently missing. 

Pisa, December 12. 1821. 

What you say about Galignani’s two biographies is very amusing; and, if I were not lazy, I would 

certainly do what you desire. But I doubt my present stock of facetiousness—that is, of good serious 

humour, so as not to let the cat out of the bag.
391

 I wish you would undertake it. I will forgive and 

indulge you (like a Pope) beforehand, for any thing ludicrous, that might keep those fools in their own 

dear belief that a man is a loup garou. 

 I suppose I told you that the Giaour story had actually some foundation on facts; or, if I did not, 

you will one day find it in a letter of Lord Sligo’s,
392

 written to me after the publication of the poem. I 

should not like marvels to rest upon any account of my own, and shall say nothing about it. However, 

the real incident is still remote enough from the poetical one, being just such as, happening to a man of 

any imagination, might suggest such a composition. The worst of any real adventures is that they 

involve living people—else Mrs. ——’s, ——’s, &c. are as ‘german to the matter’
393

 as Mr. Maturin 

could desire for his novels. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 The consummation you mentioned for poor [Taaffe] was near taking place yesterday. Riding pretty 

sharply after Mr. Medwin and myself, in turning the corner of a lane between Pisa and the hills, he was 

spilt,—and, besides losing some claret on the spot, bruised himself a good deal, but is in no danger. He 

was bled, and keeps his room. As I was a-head of him some hundred yards, I did not see the accident; 

but my servant, who was behind, did, and says the horse did not fall—the usual excuse of floored 

equestrians. As * * piques himself upon his horsemanship, and his horse is really a pretty horse 

enough, I long for his personal narrative,—as I never yet met the man who would fairly claim a tumble 

as his own property. 

 Could not you send me a printed copy of the ‘Irish Avatar?’—I do not know what has become of 

Rogers since we parted at Florence. 

 Don’t let the Angles keep you from writing. Sam told me that you were somewhat dissipated in 

Paris, which I can easily believe. Let me hear from you at your best leisure. 

                                                 
390: Moore’s note: Having discovered that, while I was abroad, a kind friend had, without any communication 

with myself, placed at the disposal of the person who acted for me a large sum for the discharge of this claim, I 

thought it right to allow the money, thus generously destined, to be employed as was intended, and then 

immediately repaid my friend out of the sum given by Mr. Murray for the manuscript.  

It may seem obtrusive, I fear, to enter into this sort of personal details; but, without some few words of 

explanation, such passages as the above would be unintelligible. 

391: Moore’s note: Mr. Galignani having expressed a wish to be furnished with a short Memoir of Lord Byron, 

for the purpose of prefixing it to the French edition of his works, I had said jestingly in a preceding letter to his 

Lordship, that it would he but a fair satire on the disposition of the world to “bemonster his features,” if he would 

write for the public, English as well as French, a sort of mock-heroic account of himself, outdoing, in horrors and 

wonders, all that had been yet related or believed of him, and leaving even Goethe’s story of the double murder in 

Florence far behind. 

392: Sligo to B., August 31st 1813. 

393: Shakespeare, Hamlet, V ii 154-5. 
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     Ever and truly, &c. 

 

P.S. December 13. 

I enclose you some lines written not long ago, which you may do what you like with, as they are very 

harmless.
394

 Only, if copied, or printed, or set, I could wish it more correctly than in the usual way, in 

which one’s ‘nothings are monstered,’ as Coriolanus says.
395

 

 You must really get [Taaffe] published—he never will rest till he is so. He is just gone with his 

broken head to Lucca, at my desire, to try to save a man from being burnt. The Spanish * * *, that has 

her petticoats over Lucca, had actually condemned a poor devil to the stake, for stealing the wafer box 

out of a church. Shelley and I, of course, were up in arms against this piece of piety, and have been 

disturbing every body to get the sentence changed. [Taaffe] is gone to see what can be done. 

      B. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, December 13th 1821: 

(Source: not in Moore’s Life. Ms. Stark; LJ V 495-6; this text adapted from BLJ IX 81) 

 

Dear M. – I send you the two notes, which will tell you the story I allude to of the Auto da Fe. 

Shelley’s allusion to his “fellow-serpent” is a buffoonery of mine – Goethe’s Mephistofeles calls the 

Serpent who tempted Eve “my Aunt the renowned Snake” and I always insist that Shelley is nothing 

but one of her Nephews – walking about on the tip of his tail – – 

 

December 19th 1821: Byron’s Cain, Sardanapalus, and The Two Foscari published. 

 

Moore to Byron, January 1822: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life; Dowden I 502) 

Having (as it seems) refused Byron’s offer to found a periodical with him, Moore now objects to 

his doing the same with Shelley and Leigh Hunt. This is probably not the whole letter. 

 

I heard some days ago that Leigh Hunt was on his way to you with all his family; and the idea seems to 

be, that you and Shelley and he are to conspire together in the Examiner. I cannot believe this – and 

deprecate such a plan with all my might. Alone you may do any thing; but partnerships in fame, like 

those in trade, make the strongest party answerable for the deficiencies or delinquencies of the of the 

rest, and I tremble even for you with such a bankrupt Co. – ****. They are both clever fellows, and 

Shelley I look upon as a man of real genius; but I must again say, that you could not give your enemies 

(the ***’s, “et hoc genus omne”) a greater triumph than by forming such an unequal and unholy 

alliance. You are, single-handed, a match for the world, – which is saying a good deal, the world being, 

like Briareus, a very many-headed gentleman, – but, to be so, you must stand alone. Recollect that the 

scurvy buildings around St. Peter’s almost seem to overtop itself. 

 

Lady Noel dies on January 28th 1822. From now on Byron can style himself “Noel Byron”. 

 

Moore to Byron, February 9th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 583-4; Dowden II, 503) 

Moore objects to Cain on religious grounds. This is probably not the whole letter. 

February 9. 1822. 

Do not take it into your head, my dear B. that the tide is all turning against you in England. Till I see 

some symptoms of people forgetting you a little, I will not believe that you lose ground. As it is, “te 

veniente die, te, decedente,” – nothing is hardly talked of but you; and though good people sometimes 

bless themselves when they mention you, it is plain that even they think much more about you than, for 

                                                 
394: Moore’s note: The following are the lines enclosed in this letter. In one of his Journals, where they are also 

given, he has subjoined to them the following note:—“I composed these stanzas (except the fourth, added now) a 

few days ago, on the road from Florence to Pisa. “Oh, talk not to me of a name great in story; / The days of our 

youth are the days of our glory; / And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty / Are worth all your laurels, 

though ever so plenty. / “What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is wrinkled? / ’Tis but as a dead flower 

with May-dew besprinkled. / Then away with all such from the head that is hoary! / What care I for the wreaths 

that can only give glory? / “Oh Fame! if I e’er took delight in thy praises, / ’Twas less for the sake of thy high-

sounding phrases, / Than to see the bright eyes of the dear One discover / She thought that I was not unworthy to 

love her. / “There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee; / Her glance was the best of the rays that surround 

thee; / When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my story, / I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory.” 

395: Shakespeare, Coriolanus, II ii 74. 
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the good of their souls they ought. Cain, to be sure, has made a sensation; and, grand as it is, I regret, 

for many reasons, you ever wrote it. ** For myself, I would not give up the poetry of religion for all the 

wisest results that philosophy will ever arrive at. Particular sects and creeds are fair game enough for 

those who are anxious enough about their neighbours to meddle with them; but our faith in the Future 

is a treasure not so lightly to be parted with; and the dream of immortality (if philosophers will have it a 

dream) is one that, let us hope, we shall carry into our last sleep with us. 

 

Moore to Byron, February 19th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 584; Dowden II 503-4) 

This is probably not the whole letter. 

Februarv 19. 1822. 

I have written to the Longmans to try the ground, for I do not think Galignani the man for you. The 

only thing he can do is what we can do, ourselves, without him, – and that is, employ an English 

bookseller. Paris, indeed, might be convenient, for such refugee works as are set down in the Index 

Expurgatorius of London; and if you have any political catamarans to explode, this is your place. But 

pray, let them be only political ones. Boldness, and even licence, in politics, does good, – actual, 

present good; but, in religion, it profits neither here nor hereafter; and, for myself, such a horror have I 

of both extremes on this subject, that I know not which I hate most, the bold, damning bigot, or the 

bold, annihilating infidel. “Furiosa res est in tenebris impetus;” – and much as we are in the dark, even 

the wisest of us, upon these matters, a little modesty, in unbelief as well as belief, best becomes us. 

You will easily guess that, in all this, I am thinking not so much of you, as of a friend and, at 

present, companion of yours,
396

 whose influence over your mind (knowing you as I do, and 

knowing what Lady B. ought to have found out, that you are a person the most tractable to 

those who live with you that, perhaps, ever existed) I own I dread and deprecate most 

earnestly. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, February 19th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 575; LJ VI 20-2; BLJ IX 109-10) 

Pisa, February 19. 1822. 

I am rather surprised not to have had an answer to my letter and packets. Lady Noel is dead, and it is 

not impossible that I may have to go to England to settle the division of the Wentworth property, and 

what portion Lady B. is to have out of it; all which was left undecided by the articles of separation. But 

I hope not, if it can be done without,—and I have written to Sir Francis Burdett to be my referee, as he 

knows the property. 

 Continue to address here, as I shall not go if I can avoid it—at least, not on that account. But I may 

on another; for I wrote to Douglas Kinnaird to convey a message of invitation to Mr. Southey to meet 

me, either in England, or (as less liable to interruption) on the coast of France. This was about a 

fortnight ago, and I have not yet had time to have the answer. However, you shall have due notice; 

therefore continue to address to Pisa. 

 My agents and trustees have written to me to desire that I would take the name directly, so that I 

am yours very truly and affectionately, 

Noel Byron.
397

 

 

P.S. I have had no news from England, except on business; and merely know, from some abuse in that 

faithful ex and de-tractor Galignani, that the clergy are up against ‘Cain.’ There is (if I am not 

mistaken) some good church preferment on the Wentworth estates; and I will show them what a good 

Christian I am, by patronising and preferring the most pious of their order, should opportunity occur. 

 M[urray]. and I are but little in correspondence, and I know nothing of literary matters at present. I 

have been writing on business only lately. What are you about? Be assured that there is no such 

coalition as you apprehend. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, February 20th 1822:
398

 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 576; LJ VI 23-4; BLJ IX 110-11) 

Byron answers Moore’s of February 9th. 

Pisa, February 20. 1822. 

                                                 
396: The atheist Shelley. 

397: B. signs off using his new name. 

398: Moore’s note: The preceding letter came enclosed in this. 
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Your letter arrived since I wrote the enclosed. It is not likely, as I have appointed agents and arbitrators 

for the Noel estates, that I should proceed to England on that account,—though I may upon another, 

within stated. At any rate, continue you to address here till you hear further from me. I could wish you 

still to arrange for me, either with a London or Paris publisher, for the things, &c. I shall not quarrel 

with any arrangement you may please to make. 

 I have appointed Sir Francis Burdett my arbitrator to decide on Lady Byron’s allowance out of the 

Noel estates, which are estimated at seven thousand a year, and rents very well paid,—a rare thing at 

this time. It is, however, owing to their consisting chiefly in pasture lands, and therefore less affected 

by corn bills, &c. than properties in tillage. 

Believe me yours ever most affectionately, 

Noel Byron. 

 

Between my own property in the funds, and my wife’s in land, I do not know which side to cry out on 

in politics. 

 There is nothing against the immortality of the soul in ‘Cain’ that I recollect. I hold no such 

opinions;—but, in a drama, the first rebel and the first murderer must be made to talk according to their 

characters. However, the parsons are all preaching at it, from Kentish Town and Oxford to Pisa;—the 

scoundrels of priests, who do more harm to religion than all the infidels that ever forgot their 

catechisms! 

 I have not seen Lady Noel’s death announced in Galignani.—How is that? 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, February 28th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 577; LJ VI 27-8; BLJ IX 115-16) 

Pisa, February 28. 1822. 

I begin to think that the packet (a heavy one) of five acts of ‘Werner,’ &c. can hardly have reached you, 

for your letter of last week (which I answered) did not allude to it, and yet I insured it at the post-office 

here. 

 I have no direct news from England, except on the Noel business, which is proceeding quietly, 

as I have appointed a gentleman (Sir F. Burdett) for my arbitrator. They, too, have said that they will 

recall the lawyer whom they had chosen, and will name a gentleman too. This is better, as the 

arrangement of the estates and of Lady B.’s allowance will thus be settled without quibbling. My 

lawyers are taking out a licence for the name and arms, which it seems I am to endue. 

 By another, and indirect, quarter, I hear that ‘Cain’ has been pirated, and that the Chancellor has 

refused to give Murray any redress. Also, that G.R. (your friend ‘Ben’)
399

 has expressed great personal 

indignation at the said poem. All this is curious enough, I think,—after allowing Priestley, Hume, and 

Gibbon, and Bolingbroke, and Voltaire to be published, without depriving the booksellers of their 

rights. I heard from Rome a day or two ago, and, with what truth I know not, that * * *. 

      Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, March 1st 1822:
400

 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 577-8; LJ VI 28-30; BLJ IX 116-18) 

Pisa, March 1. 1822. 

As I still have no news of my ‘Werner,’ &c. packet, sent to you on the 29th of January, I continue to 

bore you (for the fifth time, I believe) to know whether it has not miscarried. As it was fairly copied 

out, it will be vexatious if it be lost. Indeed, I insured it at the post-office to make them take more care, 

and directed it regularly to you at Paris. 

 In the impartial Galignani I perceive an extract from Blackwood’s Magazine, in which it is said 

that there are people who have discovered that you and I are no poets. With regard to one of us, I know 

that this north-west passage to my magnetic pole had been long discovered by some sages, and I leave 

them the full benefit of their penetration. I think, as Gibbon says of his History, ‘that, perhaps, a 

hundred years hence it may still continue to be abused.’
401

 However, I am far from pretending to 

compete or compare with that illustrious literary character. 

 But, with regard to you, I thought that you had always been allowed to be a poet, even by the 

stupid as well as the envious—a bad one, to be sure—immoral, florid, Asiatic, and diabolically 

popular,—but still always a poet, nem. con. This discovery therefore, has to me all the grace of novelty, 

as well as of consolation (according to Rochefoucault), to find myself no-poetised in such good 

                                                 
399: “George Rex”, “Ben” from Mo.’s Epistle from Tom Crib to Big Ben. 

400: Moore’s note: Mo. writes that the latter of March 1st came enclosed in the letter of March 4th. 

401: Gibbon quotation untraced. 
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company. I am content to ‘err with Plato;’
402

 and can assure you very sincerely, that I would rather be 

received a non-poet with you, than be crowned with all the bays of (the yet-uncrowned) Lakers in their 

society. I believe you think better of those worthies than I do. I know them * * * * * * * 

 As for Southey, the answer to my proposition of a meeting is not yet come. I sent the message, 

with a short note, to him through Douglas Kinnaird, and Douglas’s response is not arrived. If he 

accepts, I shall have to go to England; but if not, I do not think the Noel affairs will take me there, as 

the arbitrators can settle them without my presence, and there do not seem to be any difficulties. The 

licence for the new name and armorial bearings will be taken out by the regular application, in such 

cases, to the Crown, and sent to me. 

 Is there a hope of seeing you in Italy again ever? What are you doing?—bored by me, I know; but 

I have explained why before. I have no correspondence now with London, except through relations and 

lawyers and one or two friends. My greatest friend, Lord Clare, is at Rome: we met on the road, and 

our meeting was quite sentimental—really pathetic on both sides. I have always loved him better than 

any male thing in the world. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, March 4th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 579-80; LJ VI 30-33; QII 688-90; BLJ IX 118-19) 

Byron answers Moore’s of February 19th. He assures Moore that he is religious. 

 

Pisa, March 4. 1822. 

Since I wrote the enclosed, I have waited another post, and now have your answer acknowledging the 

arrival of the packet—a troublesome one, I fear, to you in more ways than one, both from weight 

external and internal. 

 The unpublished things in your hands, in Douglas K[innaird].’s, and Mr. John Murray’s, are, 

‘Heaven and Earth, a lyrical kind of Drama upon the Deluge, &c.;’—‘Werner,’ now with you;—a 

translation of the First Canto of the Morgante Maggiore;—ditto of an Episode in Dante;—some stanzas 

to the Po, June 1st, 1819;—Hints from Horace, written in 1811, but a good deal, since, to be omitted;—

several prose things, which may, perhaps, as well remain unpublished;—‘The Vision, &c. of Quevedo 

Redivivus’ in verse. 

 Here you see is ‘more matter for a May morning;’
403

 but how much of this can be published is for 

consideration. The Quevedo (one of my best in that line) has appalled the Row already, and must take 

its chance at Paris, if at all. The new Mystery is less speculative than ‘Cain,’ and very pious; besides, it 

is chiefly lyrical. The Morgante is the best translation that ever was or will be made; and the rest are—

whatever you please to think them. 

 I am sorry you think Werner even approaching to any fitness for the stage, which, with my notions 

upon it, is very far from my present object. With regard to the publication, I have already explained that 

I have no exorbitant expectations of either fame or profit in the present instances; but wish them 

published because they are written, which is the common feeling of all scribblers. 

 With respect to ‘Religion,’ can I never convince you that I have no such opinions as the characters 

in that drama, which seems to have frightened every body? Yet they are nothing to the expressions in 

Goethe’s Faust (which are ten times hardier), and not a whit more bold than those of Milton’s Satan. 

My ideas of a character may run away with me: like all imaginative men, I, of course, embody myself 

with the character while I draw it, but not a moment after the pen is from off the paper. 

 I am no enemy to religion, but the contrary. As a proof, I am educating my natural daughter a strict 

Catholic in a convent of Romagna; for I think people can never have enough of religion, if they are to 

have any. I incline, myself, very much to the Catholic doctrines; but if I am to write a drama, I must 

make my characters speak as I conceive them likely to argue. 

 As to poor Shelley, who is another bugbear to you and the world, he is, to my knowledge, the least 

selfish and the mildest of men—a man who has made more sacrifices of his fortune and feelings for 

others than any I ever heard of. With his speculative opinions I have nothing in common, nor desire to 

have. 

 The truth is, my dear Moore, you live near the stove of society, where you are unavoidably 

influenced by its heat and its vapours. I did so once—and too much—and enough to give a colour to 

my whole future existence. As my success in society was not inconsiderable, I am surely not a 

prejudiced judge upon the subject, unless in its favour; but I think it, as now constituted, fatal to all 

great original undertakings of every kind. I never courted it then, when I was young and high in blood, 

                                                 
402: Cicero, Tusculan Disputations, I xvii 39. 

403: Shakespeare, Twelfth Night, III iv 136. 
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and one of its ‘curled darlings;’
404

 and do you think I would do so now, when I am living in a clearer 

atmosphere? One thing only might lead me back to it, and that is, to try once more if I could do any 

good in politics; but not in the petty politics I see now preying upon our miserable country. 

 Do not let me be misunderstood, however. If you speak your own opinions, they ever had, and will 

have, the greatest weight with me. But if you merely echo the ‘monde,’ (and it is difficult not to do so, 

being in its favour and its ferment,) I can only regret that you should ever repeat any thing to which I 

cannot pay attention. 

 But I am prosing. The gods go with you, and as much immortality of all kinds as may suit your 

present and all other existence. 

     Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, March 6th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 581; LJ VI 34-6; BLJ IX 120-1) 

Byron is still answering Moore’s of February 19th. 

Pisa, March 6. 1822. 

The enclosed letter from Murray hath melted me;
405

 though I think it is against his own interest to wish 

that I should continue his connection. You may, therefore, send him the packet of Werner, which will 

save you all further trouble. And pray, can you forgive me for the bore and expense I have already put 

upon you? At least, say so—for I feel ashamed of having given you so much for such nonsense. 

 The fact is, I cannot keep my resentments, though violent enough in their onset. Besides, now that 

all the world are at Murray on my account, I neither can nor ought to leave him; unless, as I really 

thought, it were better for him that I should. 

 I have had no other news from England, except a letter from Barry Cornwall, the bard, and my old 

school-fellow. Though I have sickened you with letters lately, believe me 

Yours, &c. 

 

P.S. In your last letter you say, speaking of Shelley, that you would almost prefer the ‘damning bigot’ 

to the ‘annihilating infidel.’
406

 Shelley believes in immortality, however—but this by the way. Do you 

remember Frederick the Great’s answer to the remonstrance of the villagers whose curate preached 

against the eternity of hell’s torments? It was thus:—‘If my faithful subjects of Schrausenhaussen 

prefer being eternally damned, let them.’ 

 Of the two, I should think the long sleep better than the agonised vigil. But men, miserable as they 

are, cling so to any thing like life, that they probably would prefer damnation to quiet. Besides, they 

think themselves so important in the creation, that nothing less can satisfy their pride—the insects! 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, March 8th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 587-8; LJ VI 38-40; BLJ IX 122-3) 

The Moore letter being answered here is currently missing. 
Pisa, March 8. 1822. 

You will have had enough of my letters by this time—yet one word in answer to your present missive. 

You are quite wrong in thinking that your ‘advice’ had offended me; but I have already replied (if not 

answered) on that point. 

 With regard to Murray, as I really am the meekest and mildest of men since Moses (though the 

public and mine ‘excellent wife’ cannot find it out), I had already pacified myself and subsided back to 

Albemarle Street, as my yesterday’s yepistle will have informed you. But I thought that I had explained 

my causes of bile—at least to you. Some instances of vacillation, occasional neglect, and troublesome 

sincerity, real or imagined, are sufficient to put your truly great author and man into a passion. But 

reflection, with some aid from hellebore, hath already cured me ‘pro tempore;’ and, if it had not, a 

request from you and Hobhouse would have come upon me like two out of the ‘tribus Anticyris,’
407

—

with which, however, Horace despairs of purging a poet. I really feel ashamed of having bored you so 

frequently and fully of late. But what could I do? You are a friend—an absent one, alas!—and as I trust 

no one more, I trouble you in proportion. 

 This war of ‘Church and State’ has astonished me more than it disturbs; for I really thought ‘Cain’ 

a speculative and hardy, but still a harmless, production. As I said before, I am really a great admirer of 

                                                 
404: Shakespeare, Othello, I ii 68. 

405: This Murray letter is missing, as are most of Murray’s letters from this period. 

406: Moore’s note: It will be seen from the extract I shall give presently of the passage to which he refers, that he 

wholly mistook my meaning. 

407: Horace, Ars Poetica, l.300. 
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tangible religion; and am breeding one of my daughters a Catholic, that she may have her hands full. It 

is by far the most elegant worship, hardly excepting the Greek mythology. What with incense, pictures, 

statues, altars, shrines, relics, and the real presence, confession, absolution,—there is something 

sensible to grasp at. Besides, it leaves no possibility of doubt; for those who swallow their Deity, really 

and truly, in transubstantiation, can hardly find any thing else otherwise than easy of digestion. 

 I am afraid that this sounds flippant, but I don’t mean it to be so; only my turn of mind is so given 

to taking things in the absurd point of view, that it breaks out in spite of me every now and then. Still, I 

do assure you that I am a very good Christian. Whether you will believe me in this, I do not know; but I 

trust you will take my word for being 

   Very truly and affectionately yours, &c. 

 

P.S. Do tell Murray that one of the conditions of peace is, that he publisheth (or obtaineth a publisher 

for) [Taaffe]’s Commentary on Dante, against which there appears in the trade an unaccountable 

repugnance. It will make the man so exuberantly happy. He dines with me and half-a-dozen English to-

day; and I have not the heart to tell him how the bibliopolar world shrink from his Commentary;—and 

yet it is full of the most orthodox religion and morality. In short, I make it a point that he shall be in 

print. He is such a good-natured, heavy-* * Christian, that we must give him a shove through the press. 

He naturally thirsts to be an author, and has been the happiest of men for these two months, printing, 

correcting, collating, dating, anticipating, and adding to his treasures of learning. Besides, he has had 

another fall from his horse into a ditch the other day, while riding out with me into the country. 

 

Moore to Byron, March 16th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 585-6; Dowden II 504-5) 

Moore still seems to be taking issue with Byron’s of September 19th (as well as March 4th). 

 

March 16, 1822. 

With respect to our Religious Polemics, I must try to set you right upon one or two points. In the first 

place, I do not identify you with the blasphemies of Cain no more than I do in myself with the impieties 

of my Mokanna, – all I wish and implore is that you, who are such a powerful manufacturer of these 

thunderbolts, would not choose subjects that make it necessary to launch them. In the next place, were 

you even a decided atheist, I could not (except, perhaps, for the decision which is always unwise) 

blame you. I could only pity, – knowing from experience how dreary are the doubts with which even 

the bright, poetic view I am myself inclined to take of mankind and their destiny is now and then 

clouded. I look upon Cuvier’s book to be a most desolating one in the conclusions to which it may lead 

some minds. But the young, the simple, – all those whose hearts one would like to keep unwithered, 

trouble their heads but little about Cuvier. You, however, have embodied him in poetry which every 

one reads; and, like the wind, blowing “where you list,” carry this deadly chill, mixed up with your 

own fragrance, into hearts that should be visited only by the latter. This is what I regret, and what with 

all my influence I would deprecate a repetition of. Now, do you understand me? 

 As to your solemn peroration, “the truth is, my dear Moore, &c. &c.” meaning neither more nor 

less than that I give into the cant of the, world, it only proves, alas! the melancholy fact, that you and I 

are hundreds of miles asunder. Could you hear me speak my opinions instead of coldly reading them, I 

flatter myself there is still enough of honesty and fun in this face to remind you that your friend Tom 

Moore – whatever else he may be, – is no Canter. 

 

On March 24th, Sergeant-Major Masi is pitchforked by one of Byron’s servants after he has 

provoked an affray at the city gate. Also injured are Shelley, a servant called Giuseppe Strauss, 

and John Hay. 

 

On April 20th, Allegra dies in the convent at Bagnacavallo. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, May 17th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 594; LJ VI 65; BLJ IX 160) 

Pisa, May 17. 1822. 

I hear you are in London. You will have heard from Douglas Kinnaird (who tells me you have dined 

with him) as much as you desire to know of my affairs at home and abroad. I have lately lost my little 

girl Allegra by a fever, which has been a serious blow to me. 
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 I did not write to you lately (except one letter to Murray’s), not knowing exactly your 

‘whereabouts.’
408

 Douglas K. refused to forward my message to Mr. Southey—why, he himself can 

explain. 

 You will have seen the statement of a squabble, &c.&c.
409

 What are you about? Let me hear from 

you at your leisure, and believe me ever yours, 

N.B. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Montenero, June 8th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 599-601; LJ VI 78-82; QII 698-700; BLJ IX 170-1) 

Byron gives his opinion of the Turkish Tales, and his account of his visit on board the U.S.S. 

Constitution. 
Montenero, Villa Dupuy, near Leghorn, June 8. 1822. 

I have written to you twice through the medium of Murray, and on one subject, trite enough,—the loss 

of poor little Allegra by a fever; on which topic I shall say no more—there is nothing but time. 

 A few days ago, my earliest and dearest friend, Lord Clare, came over from Geneva [Genoa??] 

on purpose to see me before he returned to England. As I have always loved him (since I was thirteen, 

at Harrow,) better than any (male) thing in the world, I need hardly say what a melancholy pleasure it 

was to see him for a day only; for he was obliged to resume his journey immediately. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I have heard, also, many other things of our acquaintances which I did not know; amongst others 

that 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Do you recollect, in the year of revelry 1814, the pleasantest parties and balls all over London? and not 

the least so at * *’s. Do you recollect your singing duets with Lady * *, and my flirtation with Lady * 

*, and all the other fooleries of the time? while * * was sighing, and Lady * * ogling him with her clear 

hazel eyes. But eight years have passed, and, since that time, * * has * * * * * *;—has run away with * 

* * * *; and mysen (as my Nottinghamshire friends call themselves) might as well have thrown myself 

out of the window while you were singing, as intermarried where I did. You and * * * * have come off 

the best of us. I speak merely of my marriage, and its consequences, distresses, and calumnies; for I 

have been much more happy, on the whole, since, than I ever could have been with * * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I have read the recent article of Jeffrey in a faithful transcription of the impartial Galignani. I 

suppose the long and short of it is, that he wishes to provoke me to reply. But I won’t, for I owe him a 

good turn still for his kindness by-gone. Indeed, I presume that the present opportunity of attacking me 

again was irresistible; and I can’t blame him, knowing what human nature is. I shall make but one 

remark:—what does he mean by elaborate? The whole volume was written with the greatest rapidity, in 

the midst of evolutions, and revolutions, and persecutions, and proscriptions of all who interested me in 

Italy. They said the same of ‘Lara,’ which, you know, was written amidst balls and fooleries, and after 

coming home from masquerades and routs, in the summer of the sovereigns. Of all I have ever written, 

they are perhaps the most carelessly composed; and their faults, whatever they may be, are those of 

negligence, and not of labour. I do not think this a merit, but it is a fact. 

     Yours ever and truly, N.B. 

 

P.S. You see the great advantage of my new signature;—it may either stand for ‘Nota Bene’ or ‘Noel 

Byron,’
410

 and, as such, will save much repetition, in writing either books or letters. Since I came here, 

I have been invited on board of the American squadron, and treated with all possible honour and 

ceremony. They have asked me to sit for my picture; and, as I was going away, an American lady
411

 

took a rose from me (which had been given to me by a very pretty Italian lady that very morning), 

because, she said, ‘She was determined to send or take something which I had about me to America.’ 

There is a kind of Lalla Rookh incident for you! However, all these American honours arise, perhaps, 

not so much from their enthusiasm for my ‘Poeshie,’ as their belief in my dislike to the English,—in 

which I have the satisfaction to coincide with them. I would rather, however, have a nod from an 

American, than a snuff-box from an emperor. 

 

On July 8th, Shelley, Edward Williams and Charles Vivian drown. 

                                                 
408: Shakespeare, Macbeth, II i 58 (“whereabout”). 

409: Moore’s note: Here follows a repetition of the details given on this subject to Sir Walter Scott and others. 

410: It also stood for “Napoleon Bonaparte”. 

411: Mrs. Catherine Potter Stith. 
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Moore to Byron, from Paris, July 8th 1822: 

(Source: text from NLS Ms.43485; first published by R.E.Prothero, LJ VI 78-80n; not in Dowden; my 

thanks to Jeffery Vail for his help) 

[Italia / Lord Byron / Montenero / Villa Dupuy / Leghorn – / 4. Craqui di Tosto / se sara’ rimesso / 

prima Ille. g.] 

Written on the day of Shelley’s death. Moore expresses his distaste for Rogers, and reveals that 

the Memoirs are now with Murray only as security for a loan. 

 
     19, Rue Basse à Passy 

      près Paris 

     July 8. 1822 

 

My dear Byron – I have received a letter from you since I last wrote, which by these presents I 

acknowledge, lest you should not follow it up with another – As to the loss you have suffered, I shall 

say, my dear fellow, but little – It is a thought and a fear that haunts me for ever in my own little circle, 

and not only from experience, but from apprehension I can sympathize with you most deeply. It is odd 

enough that Rogers, though he brought no such certainty to me, yet croaked it in my ear as he passed – 

After seeing my little girl, who is now as blooming a creature as can be, instead of saying anything 

kind about her, as I expected, he asked me “whether she was healthy, as her flesh felt very soft” – and 

then said, with an anxious look, that it was a pity I had not a third child, as to hang by but two threads 

was fearful. I do agree with you, and always did, that he is most disagreeable – but I have a sort of 

conscience about saying so. He has done me many kindnesses, and I should hate to be thought 

ungrateful for them – In what he told me about you, during his shadowy transit here, there was not 

much tinge of bile – indeed none at all, if one did not look in his face. He told me of your hospitality to 

him – of his ride with you to the place where you fire – of the graceful manner in which the girl kissed 

to you on the road, of the sort of dignity which the consciousness of being your favourite seemed to 

give another, of the gentleness of Madame Guiccioli &c. &c. – The only {little} black stuff he vomited 

was <wxkxd> in a word or two about the bombazeen on your hat, whose quantity seemed to have 

caught his observation – but, as god love me, never breathe a syllable of this – for I got it rarely from 

him (and perhaps <I> deserved it) for telling you what Wordsworth wrote to some woman about you – 

at least he said it was I who told you, though I quite forgot having done so, and agree with him that 

such tattle is in general both officious & mischievous – the bombazeen however was innocent & I am 

sure you will be surprized <you> to find you got so safely off – Jeffrey’s article is thought in general 

 

1:2 

 

to have been got up, as a matter of trade, to suit the present moral view of the market – but I think 

better of him – & believe him to be as conscientious in what he says about you as he is in considering 

me a very small poet, which (notwithstanding his effort about Lalla Rookh)
412

 I am convince he does. 

His admiration of your genius I know to be unbounded and, as for myself, I have lately had a proof of 

his <et> estimation of me (personally) which not only makes me forgive his slight opinion of my 

writings, but convinces me, from the manly & unostentatious manner in which the thing was done, that 

he is of the better order of this world’s spirits, and above any hypocritical subserviency to public 

opinion as <they> {some} impute to him – 

 I have some idea {now} of publishing my Angels
413

 separate, in which case you must let me 

dedicate it to you – indeed you owe me something for having – in that eternal “glancing” of yours 

“from earth to heaven”
414

 — spied out such a favourite subject of <what is worse, to> {mine} What is 

worse, too, I intended it as an episode in the opus magnum I have been so long about, and it would 

have been there put into a dramatic form. 

 I saw your friend Lord Clare (whom I envy not a little the way in which you speak of him) in his 

way through Paris. I do not know him – indeed he refused to know me some years since, on account of 

<some> the way in which I mentioned his father in one of my anonymous pamphlets, as included in the 

three Cs, which (like the τεια καππα κακισα of the Romans) had been fatal to Ireland – Candia[??], 

Clare, & Castlereagh – but I don’t think at all worse of <him> {the son} for this. 

                                                 
412: Jeffrey reviewed Moore’s Lalla Rookh in the Edinburgh Review for November 1817. 

413: Moore, The Loves of the Angels, published December 23rd 1822. 

414: Shakespeare, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, V i 13. 



 112

 You will be glad to hear (at least, if you knew what a weight it is off my mind, you would be 

delighted) that the memoirs are again at yr disposal, and now only remain in Murray’s hands as 

security for the sum, which I hope in the course of the next year to pay him – It is far, far better so – 

some spirits (certainly not of the finer order)
415

 had been busy in representing the whole transaction as 

a sort of purchase of posthumous eulogy, and {putting it in} a variety of other lights, or rather shadows, 

which I have not time now to enumerate. – I found Murray perfectly fair in meeting my wishes – the 

deed of sale was cancelled & a bond, making me his debtor two thousand guineas, on the security of 

the Ms. substituted – so that now both I & it are free,
416

 and I only hope you will go on the more 

cheerfully with the memoirs, from knowing that it is for me & me only you are employed – Ever, my 

dear Byron, yours affectionately 

  Thomas Moore 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, July 12th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 601-2; LJ VI 96-8; BLJ IX 182-3) 

Pisa, July 12. 1822. 

I have written to you lately, but not in answer to your last letter of about a fortnight ago. I wish to know 

(and request an answer to that point) what became of the stanzas to Wellington (intended to open a 

canto of Don Juan with), which I sent you several months ago.
417

 If they have fallen into Murray’s 

hands, he and the Tories will suppress them, as those lines rate that hero at his real value. Pray be 

explicit on this, as I have no other copy, having sent you the original; and if you have them, let me have 

that again, or a copy correct. * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 I subscribed at Leghorn two hundred Tuscan crowns to your Irishism committee; it is about a 

thousand francs, more or less. As Sir C[harles]. S[tuart]., who receives thirteen thousand a year of the 

public money, could not afford more than a thousand livres out of his enormous salary, it would have 

appeared ostentatious in a private individual to pretend to surpass him; and therefore I have sent but the 

above sum, as you will see by the enclosed receipt.
418

 

 Leigh Hunt is here, after a voyage of eight months, during which he has, I presume, made the 

Periplus of Hanno the Carthaginian, and with much the same speed. He is setting up a Journal, to which 

I have promised to contribute;
419

 and in the first number the ‘Vision of Judgment, by Quevedo 

Redivivus,’ will probably appear, with other articles. 

 Can you give us any thing? He seems sanguine about the matter, but (entre nous) I am not. I do 

not, however, like to put him out of spirits by saying so; for he is bilious and unwell. Do, pray, answer 

this letter immediately. 

 Do send Hunt any thing in prose or verse, of yours, to start him handsomely—any lyrical, irical, or 

what you please.
420

 

 Has not your Potatoe Committee been blundering?
421

 Your advertisement says, that Mr. L. 

Callaghan (a queer name for a banker) hath been disposing of money in Ireland ‘sans authority of the 

Committee.’ I suppose it will end in Callaghan’s calling out the Committee, the chairman of which 

carries pistols in his pocket, of course. 

 When you can spare time from duetting, coquetting, and claretting with your Hibernians of both 

sexes, let me have a line from you. I doubt whether Paris is a good place for the composition of your 

new poesy. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, August 8th 1822: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 607-8; LJ VI 99; QII 704-5; BLJ IX 190-1) 

Pisa, August 8. 1822. 

You will have heard by this time that Shelley and another gentleman (Captain Williams) were drowned 

about a month ago (a month yesterday), in a squall off the Gulf of Spezia. There is thus another man 

                                                 
415: Moore refers to Hobhouse, who had described Byron’s Memoirs in these terms. 

416: But at the time of the burning of the Memoirs, Mo. had not paid Mu. the 2,000 gns., so the Ms. was still 

legally Mu.’s property – a fact which no-one realized until after they had been burned. 

417: There is no reference to these stanzas in any previous letter; they form the start of DJ IX 

418: Moore’s note: “Received from Mr. Henry Dunn the sum of two hundred Tuscan crowns (for account of the 

Right Honourable Lord Noel Byron), for the purpose of assisting the Irish poor. / Thomas Hall. / Leghorn, 9th 

July, 1822. Tuscan crowns, 200.” 

419: The Liberal. 

420: Moore contributes nothing to The Liberal. 

421: A Paris Committee for Irish famine relief. 
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gone, about whom the world was ill-naturedly, and ignorantly, and brutally mistaken. It will, perhaps, 

do him justice now, when he can be no better for it.
422

 

 I have not seen the thing you mention,
423

 and only heard of it casually, nor have I any desire. The 

price is, as I saw in some advertisements, fourteen shillings, which is too much to pay for a libel on 

oneself. Some one said in a letter, that it was a Doctor Watkins, who deals in the life and libel line. It 

must have diminished your natural pleasure, as a friend (vide Rochefoucault),
424

 to see yourself in it. 

 With regard to the Blackwood fellows, I never published any thing against them; nor, indeed, have 

seen their magazine (except in Galignani’s extracts) for these three years past. I once wrote, a good 

while ago, some remarks
425

 on their review of Don Juan, but saying very little about themselves, and 

these were not published. If you think that I ought to follow your example
426

 (and I like to be in your 

company when I can) in contradicting their impudence, you may shape this declaration of mine into a 

similar paragraph for me. It is possible that you may have seen the little I did write (and never 

published) at Murray’s;—it contained much more about Southey than about the Blacks.
427

 

 If you think that I ought to do any thing about Watkins’s book, I should not care much about 

publishing my Memoir now, should it be necessary to counteract the fellow. But, in that case, I should 

like to look over the press myself. Let me know what you think, or whether I had better not;—at least, 

not the second part, which touches on the actual confines of still existing matters. 

 I have written three more Cantos of Don Juan, and am hovering on the brink of another (the ninth). 

The reason I want the stanzas again which I sent you is, that as these cantos contain a full detail (like 

the storm in Canto Second) of the siege and assault of Ismael, with much of sarcasm on those butchers 

in large business, your mercenary soldiery, it is a good opportunity of gracing the Proem with that 

disgrace to his country, the pensioned imposter, Wellington. With these things and these fellows, it 

is necessary, in the present clash of philosophy and tyranny, to throw away the scabbard. I know it is 

against fearful odds; but the battle must be fought; and it will be eventually for the good of mankind, 

whatever it may be for the individual who risks himself. 

 What do you think of your Irish bishop?
428

 Do you remember Swift’s line, ‘Let me have a 

barrack—a fig for the clergy?’
429

 This seems to have been his reverence’s motto. * * * * * * * * * * * 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Yours, &c. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Pisa, August 27th 1822: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 608-10; LJ VI 106-12; QII 706-7; BLJ IX 196-8) 

Pisa, August 27. 1822. 

It is boring to trouble you with ‘such small gear;’
430

 but it must be owned that I should be glad if you 

would enquire whether my Irish subscription ever reached the committee in Paris from Leghorn. My 

reasons, like Vellum’s, ‘are threefold:’
431

—First, I doubt the accuracy of all almoners, or remitters of 

benevolent cash; second, I do suspect that the said Committee, having in part served its time to time-

serving, may have kept back the acknowledgment of an obnoxious politician’s name in their lists; and 

                                                 
422: Moore’s note: In a letter to Mr. Murray, of an earlier date, which has been omitted to avoid repetitions, he 

says on the same subject, “You were all mistaken about Shelley, who was, without exception, the best and least 

selfish man I ever knew.” There is also another passage in the same letter which, for its perfect truth, I must 

quote:—“I have received your scrap, with Henry Drury’s letter enclosed. It is just like him—always kind and 

ready to oblige his old friends.” 

423: Moore’s note: A book which had just appeared, entitled “Memoirs of the Right Hon. Lord Byron.” [By John 

Watkins.] 

424: La Rochefoucault, Maxims: “There is something in the misfortunes of our best friends which is not entirely 

displeasing to us”. This seems to be the only maxim of Rochfoucauld that B ever remembers. 

425: Moore’s note: The remarkable pamphlet from which extracts have been already given in this work. 

426: Moore’s note: It had been asserted in a late Number of Blackwood, that both Lord Byron and myself were 

employed in writing satires against that Magazine. 

427: Some Observations upon an Article in Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine, August 1819. Unpublished in B.’s 

lifetime. 

428: On Friday July 19th 1822, at the White Lion, St. Albans Place, off the Haymarket, London, the Hon. Percy 

Jocelyn, Bishop of Clogher in Ireland, was caught by law officers while in flagrante with Private James (or 

Thomas) Moverley of the first Regiment of Guards. He tried to escape, but was unable to owing to the 

disarrangement of his clothing. Charged with attempted sodomy, he jumped bail (as did Private Moverley) and 

was never heard of again. In fact he fled to France and then to Scotland, dying there in anonymity in 1843. See DJ 

VIII, 76, 1-2. See the speed (twenty days) with which the news arrived in Pisa. 

429: Swift, The Grand Question Debated, last line. 

430: Shakespeare, King Lear III iv 135 (“such small deer”). 

431: Addison, Drummer, or The Haunted House. 
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third, I feel pretty sure that I shall one day be twitted by the government scribes for having been a 

professor of love for Ireland, and not coming forward with the others in her distresses. 

 It is not, as you may opine, that I am ambitious of having my name in the papers, as I can have that 

any day in the week gratis. All I want is to know if the Reverend Thomas Hall did or did not remit my 

subscription (200 scudi of Tuscany, or about a thousand francs, more or less,) to the Committee at 

Paris. 

 The other day at Viareggio, I thought proper to swim off to my schooner (the Bolivar) in the 

offing, and thence to shore again—about three miles, or better, in all. As it was at mid-day, under a 

broiling sun, the consequence has been a feverish attack, and my whole skin’s coming off, after going 

through the process of one large continuous blister, raised by the sun and sea together. I have suffered 

much pain; not being able to lie on my back, or even side; for my shoulders and arms were equally St. 

Bartholomewed. But it is over,—and I have got a new skin, and am as glossy as a snake in its new suit. 

 We have been burning the bodies of Shelley and Williams on the sea-shore, to render them fit for 

removal and regular interment. You can have no idea what an extraordinary effect such a funeral pile 

has, on a desolate shore, with mountains in the background and the sea before, and the singular 

appearance the salt and frankincense gave to the flame.
432

 All of Shelley was consumed, except his 

heart, which would not take the flame, and is now preserved in spirits of wine. 

 Your old acquaintance Londonderry has quietly died at North Cray!
433

 and the virtuous De Witt 

was torn in pieces by the populace! What a lucky * * the Irishman has been in his life and end. In him 

your Irish Franklin est mort!
434

 

 Leigh Hunt is sweating articles for his new Journal; and both he and I think it somewhat shabby in 

you not to contribute. Will you become one of the properrioters? ‘Do, and we go snacks.’
435

 I 

recommend you to think twice before you respond in the negative. 

 I have nearly (quite three) four new cantos of Don Juan ready. I obtained permission from the 

female Censor Morum of my morals
436

 to continue it, provided it were immaculate; so I have been as 

decent as need be. There is a deal of war—a siege, and all that, in the style, graphical and technical, of 

the shipwreck in Canto Second, which ‘took,’ as they say, in the Row. 

Yours, &c. 

 

P.S. That * * * Galignani has about ten lies in one paragraph. It was not a Bible that was found in 

Shelley’s pocket, but John Keats’s poems. However, it would not have been strange, for he was a great 

admirer of Scripture as a composition. I did not send my bust to the academy of New York; but I sat for 

my picture to young West, an American artist, at the request of some members of that Academy to him 

that he would take my portrait,—for the Academy, I believe. 

 I had, and still have, thoughts of South America, but am fluctuating between it and Greece. I 

should have gone, long ago, to one of them, but for my liaison with the Countess G[uicciol]i.; for love, 

in these days, is little compatible with glory. She would be delighted to go too; but I do not choose to 

expose her to a long voyage, and a residence in an unsettled country, where I shall probably take a part 

of some sort. 

 

From September 15th-21st 1822, Hobhouse visits Byron at Pisa.  

 

from Byron to Moore, from Pisa, September [??] 1822: 
(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Journal; BLJ XI 197) 

 

H[obhouse] has been here, and is gone to Florence—do you remember saying that you would 

rather praise him than live with him? For my part I say nothing.
437

 

 

Byron moves to Genoa via Lerici, September 27th 1822, arriving at Casa Saluzzo, Albaro, on or 

about October 3rd. 

 

October 15th 1822: Byron’s The Vision of Judgement published in The Liberal No 1. 

 

November 22nd 1822: Byron’s Werner published. 

                                                 
432: B omits to say that the entire cremation was organized by Trelawny. 

433: Castlereagh, who cut his throat on August 12th. 

434: Moore’s note: The particulars of this event had, it is evident, not yet reached him. 

435: Pope, Epistle to Arbuthnot, l.66. 

436: Teresa Guiccioli. 

437: Sir Fretful Plagiary at Sheridan, The Critic, I i; see also Beppo, 96, 5. 
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December 23rd 1822: Moore’s The Loves of the Angels published. 

 

January 1st 1823: Byron’s Heaven and Earth published in The Liberal No 2, and a corrected text 

of The Vision of Judgement published in a second edition of The Liberal No 1. 

 

from Moore to Byron, February 1823: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life; Dowden I 514) 

Moore continues to warn Byron off Leigh Hunt and The Liberal. 
 

I am most anxious to know that you mean to emerge out of the Liberal. It grieves me to urge any thing 

so much against Hunt’s interest; but I should not hesitate to use the same language to himself, were I 

near him. I would, if I were you, serve him in every possible way but this – I would give him (if he 

would accept of it) the profits of the same works, published separately – but I would not mix myself up 

in this way with others. I would not become a partner in this sort of miscellaneous “pot au feu,” where 

the bad flavour of one ingredient is sure to taint all the rest. I would be, if I were you, alone, single-

handed, and, as such, invincible. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Genoa, February 20th 1823: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 624-5; LJ VI 167-8; BLJ X 105) 

Two of Byron’s letters to Moore have been lost in the post. With this one, he seems to take issue 

with the previous item. 

Genoa, February 20. 1823. 

My Dear Tom,  

I must again refer you to those two letters addressed to you at Passy before I read your speech in 

Galignani, &c., and which you do not seem to have received.
438

 

 Of Hunt I see little—once a month or so, and then on his own business, generally. You may easily 

suppose that I know too little of Hampstead and his satellites to have much communion or community 

with him. My whole present relation to him arose from Shelley’s unexpected wreck. You would not 

have had me leave him in the street with his family, would you? and as to the other plan you mention, 

you forget how it would humiliate him—that his writings should be supposed to be dead weight! Think 

a moment—he is perhaps the vainest man on earth, at least his own friends say so pretty loudly; and if 

he were in other circumstances, I might be tempted to take him down a peg; but not now,—it would be 

cruel. It is a cursed business; but neither the motive nor the means rest upon my conscience, and it 

happens that he and his brother have been so far benefited by the publication in a pecuniary point of 

view. His brother is a steady, bold fellow, such as Prynne, for example, and full of moral, and, I hear, 

physical courage. 

 And you are really recanting, or softening to the clergy! It will do little good for you—it is you, not 

the poem, they are at. They will say they frightened you—forbid it, Ireland!  

Yours ever, 

N.B 

April 1st 1823: Byron’s The Age of Bronze published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Genoa, April 2nd 1823: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 632-4; LJ VI 178-83; QII 719-21; BLJ X 136-8) 

Genoa, April 2. 1823. 

I have just seen some friends of yours, who paid me a visit yesterday, which, in honour of them and of 

you, I returned to-day;—as I reserve my bear-skin and teeth, and paws and claws, for our enemies. 

 I have also seen Henry F[ox], Lord H[olland]’s son, whom I had not looked upon since I left him a 

pretty, mild boy, without a neckcloth, in a jacket, and in delicate health, seven long years agone, at the 

period of mine eclipse—the third, I believe, as I have generally one every two or three years. I think 

that he has the softest and most amiable expression of countenance I ever saw, and manners 

correspondent. If to those he can add hereditary talents, he will keep the name of F[ox] in all its 

freshness for half a century more, I hope. I speak from a transient glimpse—but I love still to yield to 

such impressions; for I have ever found that those I liked longest and best, I took to at first sight; and I 

always liked that boy—perhaps, in part, from some resemblance in the less fortunate part of our 

destinies—I mean, to avoid mistakes, his lameness. But there is this difference, that he appears a 

                                                 
438: Moore’s note: I was never lucky enough to recover these two letters, though frequent enquiries were made 

about them at the French post-office. 
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halting angel, who has tripped against a star; whilst I am Le Diable Boiteux,—a soubriquet, which I 

marvel that, amongst their various nominis umbræ,
439

 the Orthodox have not hit upon.
440

 

 Your other allies, whom I have found very agreeable personages, are Milor B[lessington] and 

épouse, travelling with a very handsome companion, in the shape of a ‘French Count’
441

 (to use 

Farquhar’s phrase in the Beaux Stratagem),
442

 who has all the air of a Cupidon déchainé, and is one of 

the few specimens I have seen of our ideal of a Frenchman before the Revolution—an old friend with a 

new face, upon whose like I never thought that we should look again. Miladi seems highly literary,—to 

which, and your honour’s acquaintance with the family, I attribute the pleasure of having seen them. 

She is also very pretty, even in a morning,—a species of beauty on which the sun of Italy does not 

shine so frequently as the chandelier. Certainly, English-women wear better than their continental 

neighbours of the same sex. M—— seems very good-natured, but is much tamed, since I recollect him 

in all the glory of gems and snuff-boxes, and uniforms, and theatricals, and speeches in our house—‘I 

mean, of peers,’—(I must refer you to Pope—who you don’t read and won’t appreciate—for that 

quotation, which you must allow to be poetical,)
443

 and sitting to Stroeling, the painter, (do you 

remember our visit, with Leckie, to the German?) to be depicted as one of the heroes of Agincourt, 

‘with his long sword, saddle, bridle, Whack fal de, &c. &c.’
444

 

 I have been unwell—caught a cold and inflammation, which menaced a conflagration, after dining 

with our ambassador, Monsieur Hill,—not owing to the dinner, but my carriage broke down in the way 

home, and I had to walk some miles, up hill partly, after hot rooms, in a very bleak, windy evening, and 

over-hotted, or over-colded myself.
445

 I have not been so robustious as formerly, ever since the last 

summer, when I fell ill after a long swim in the Mediterranean, and have never been quite right up to 

this present writing. I am thin,—perhaps thinner than you saw me, when I was nearly transparent, in 

1812,—and am obliged to be moderate of my mouth; which, nevertheless, won’t prevent me (the gods 

willing) from dining with your friends the day after to-morrow.  

 They give me a very good account of you, and of your nearly ‘Emprisoned Angels.’ But why did 

you change your title?—you will regret this some day. The bigots are not to be conciliated; and, if they 

were—are they worth it? I suspect that I am a more orthodox Christian than you are; and, whenever I 

see a real Christian, either in practice or in theory, (for I never yet found the man who could produce 

either, when put to the proof,) I am his disciple. But, till then, I cannot truckle to tithe-mongers,—nor 

can I imagine what has made you circumcise your Seraphs.
446

 

 I have been far more persecuted than you, as you may judge by my present decadence,—for I take 

it that I am as low in popularity and book-selling as any writer can be. At least, so my friends assure 

me—blessings on their benevolence! This they attribute to Hunt; but they are wrong—it must be, partly 

at least, owing to myself; be it so. As to Hunt, I prefer not having turned him to starve in the streets to 

any personal honour which might have accrued from such genuine philanthropy. I really act upon 

principle in this matter, for we have nothing much in common; and I cannot describe to you the 

despairing sensation of trying to do something for a man who seems incapable or unwilling to do any 

thing further for himself,—at least, to the purpose. It is like pulling a man out of a river who directly 

throws himself in again. For the last three or four years Shelley assisted, and had once actually 

extricated him. I have since his demise,—and even before,—done what I could: but it is not in my 

power to make this permanent. I want Hunt to return to England, for which I would furnish him with 

the means in comfort; and his situation there, on the whole, is bettered, by the payment of a portion of 

his debts, &c.; and he would be on the spot to continue his Journal, or Journals, with his brother, who 

seems a sensible, plain, sturdy, and enduring person. * * * * * * 

 

April 23rd-26th 1823: Byron’s The Blues published in The Liberal No 3. 

 

May 7th 1823: Moore’s Fables for the Holy Alliance published. 

 

June 26th 1823: Byron’s The Island published. 

                                                 
439: Lucan, Pharsalia, I 135 (adapted: the original is “nominis umbra”). See TVOJ, 84, 3. 

440: Fox becomes one of Teresa Guiccioli’s lovers after B.’s death. 

441: Alfred d’Orsay. 

442: Farquhar, The Beaux Stratagem. 

443: Pope, On receiving from the Right Hon. the Lady Frances Shirley a Standish and two Pens, st.5: But, friend, 

take heed whom you attack; / You’ll bring a house (I mean of peers) / Red, blue, and green, nay, white and black, / 

L―― and all about your ears. 

444: Anon, The Bold Dragoon. 

445: It has been suggested (by Bernard Beatty) that this was the longest walk B. ever made. 

446: Moore does retain the original title, The Loves of the Angels. 
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July 15th 1823: Byron’s Don Juan VI, VII and VIII published. 

 

Moore to Byron, from Sloperton Cottage, Devizes, July 17th 1823: 

(Source: Dowden II 518; this text from Jeffery W. Vail, The Literary Relationship of Lord Byron and 

Thomas Moore, Johns Hopkins 2001, pp.200-1) 

[Italia / Lord Byron / Genoa] 

 

MY DEAR BYRON—Why don’t you answer my letter? It was written just before the publication of my 

last catch-penny, and gave you various particulars thereof, such as its being dedicated to you, the 

Longmans’ alarm at its contents, Denman’s opinion, &c. &c.—notwithstanding all which, nothing 

could have gone off more quietly, and tamely, and I rather think my friends in the Row (like Lydia 

Languish when she thought “she was coming to the prettiest distress imaginable”)
447

 were rather 

disappointed at the small quantum of sensation we made—the fact is, the Public expected personality, 

as usual, & were disappointed not to find it, and, though I touched five hundred pounds as my share of 

the first Edition, the thing is “gone dead” {already} like Risk’s dog, that snapped at the half-penny & 

died of it. This {cursed} public tires of us all, good & bad, and I rather think (if I can find some other 

more gentlemanly trade) I shall cut off the connexion entirely. How you, who are not obliged, can go 

on writing for it, has long, you know, been my astonishment. To be sure, you have all Europe {(and 

America too)} at your back, which is a consolation we poor insular wits (whose fame, like Burgundy, 

suffers in crossing the {ocean}) have not to support us in our reverses. If England doesn’t read us, who 

the devil will?—I have not yet seen your new Cantos, but Christian seems to have shone out most 

prosperously, and the truth is that yours are the only “few, fine flashes” of <our> {the} 

 “departing day” of Poesy on which the Public {can} now be induced to fix their gaze. My “Angels” I 

consider a failure—I mean in the impression <they> {it} made—for I agree with a select few that I 

never wrote anything better. Indeed, I found out from Lady Davy the other day that it was the first 

thing <that> ever gave Ward (now Lord Dudley) any feeling of respect for my powers of writing. 

 I am just setting out on a five weeks tour to Ireland—to see, for the first time, “my own romantic” 

Lakes of Killarney. The Lansdownes, Countesses & Mrs are to be there at the same time. If I but hear 

that a letter has arrived from you, while I am away, I will write to you from the very scene of 

enchantment itself a whole account of what I feel {& think of it—} but if I find that you still “never 

keep minding me”, why, I must only wait till I am again remembered, and in the mean time, spare you 

the never-ceasing cordiality with which I am, 

my dear Byron, Faithfully yours 

Thomas Moore 

Sloperton Cottage, Devizes 

July 17
th

 1823 

 

July 30th 1823: Byron’s translation of The Morgante Maggiore published in The Liberal No 4. 

 

Byron departs for Greece on July 16th, arriving in Cephalonia on August 3rd. 

 

August 29th 1823: Byron’s Don Juan IX, X and XI published. 

 

December 17th 1823: Byron’s Don Juan XII, XIII and XIV published. 

there is also a missing letter from 15 dec. 1823 from which we have this excerpt, included by m. in the 

diary entry (he's jestingly referring to b's "long silence" to him: 

 

 

MJ 2: 692 records a letter from Moore to Byron (currently missing), December 23rd 1823, with 

the following extract: 

 

[. . .] one of those sudden whims against the absent which I have often dreaded from [you]; one of 

those meteor-stones which generate themselves so unaccountably in the high atmosphere of [your] 

fancy, and come down upon one, some fine day, when one least expects to be so lapidated; begging, 

however, if I am to be in the list of the cut dead, [you] will tell me so, that I may make my funeral 

arrangements accordingly. 

 

                                                 
447: Sheridan, The Rivals, Act V. 
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Byron to Moore, from Cephalonia, December 27th 1823: 

(Source: Ms. not found; text from Moore’s Life II 700; LJ VI 294-5; BLJ XI 84-5) 

Byron is about to leave Cephalonia for Missolonghi, and his death. 
Cephalonia, December 27. 1823. 

I received a letter from you some time ago. I have been too much employed latterly to write as I could 

wish, and even now must write in haste. 

 I embark for Missolonghi to join Mavrocordato in four-and-twenty hours. The state of parties (but 

it were a long story) has kept me here till now; but now that Mavrocordato (their Washington, or their 

Kosciusko)
448

 is employed again, I can act with a safe conscience. I carry money to pay the squadron, 

&c., and I have influence with the Suliotes, supposed sufficient to keep them in harmony with some of 

the dissentients;—for there are plenty of differences, but trifling.  

 It is imagined that we shall attempt either Patras or the castles on the Straits; and it seems, by most 

accounts, that the Greeks, at any rate, the Suliotes, who are in affinity with me of ‘bread and salt,’—

expect that I should march with them, and—be it even so! If any thing in the way of fever, fatigue, 

famine, or otherwise, should cut short the middle age of a brother warbler,—like Garcilasso de la Vega, 

Kleist, Korner, Joukoffsky
449

 (a Russian nightingale—see Bowring’s Anthology),
450

 or Thersander, 

or,—or somebody else—but never mind—I pray you to remember me in your ‘smiles and wine.’
451

 

 I have hopes that the cause will triumph; but whether it does or no, still ‘honour must be minded as 

strictly as milk diet,’
452

 I trust to observe both,  

Ever, &c.  

 

February 20th 1824: Byron’s The Deformed Transformed published. 

 

Byron to Moore, from Missolonghi, March 4th 1824: 

(Source: text from Huntington, photocopy from microfilm; Moore’s Life II 741-3; LJ VI 336-8; BLJ 

XI 125-6) 

[To, Thomas Moore Esq
re

. / Care of / J. Murray Esq
re

. / 50. Albemarle Street / London / England.] 

The only letter from Byron to Moore which is in Moore’s Life, and has been found. It is Moore’s 

last surviving letter to Byron. 

Messolonghi. Western Greece. 

March 4
th

. 1824. 

My dear Moore / 

 Your reproach is unfounded. I have received two letters from you and answered both 

previous to leaving Cephalonia. – I have not been “quiet” in an Ionian Island but much occupied with 

business – as the G
k
. Deputies (if arrived) can tell you. – Neither have I continued “Don Juan” – nor 

any other poem – you go as usual – I presume by some newspaper report or other. – – – 

When the proper moment to be of some use – arrived – I came here – and am told that my arrival (with 

some other circumstances –) has been of at least temporary advantage to the Cause. – I had a narrow 

escape from the Turks – and another from Shipwreck on my passage. – On the 15
th

. (or 16
th
.) F

y
. – I 

had an attack of Apoplexy or Epilepsy – the physicians have not exactly decided which – but the 

Alternative is agreeable. – – – 

My Constitution therefore remains between the 

 

1:2 

 

two opinions – like Mahomet’s sarcophagus between the Magnets.
453

 – – All that I can say is – that 

they nearly bled me to death – by placing the leeches too near the temporal Artery – so that the blood 

could with difficulty be stopped even with Caustic. – I am supposed to be getting better, slowly 

however – but my homilies will, I presume, for the future – be like the Archbishop of Granada’s. – In 

this case “I order you a hundred ducats from my treasurer and wish you a little more taste.” –
454

 

                                                 
448: A romanticised version of Mavrocordatos. 

449: Moore’s note: One of the most celebrated of the living poets of Russia, who fought at Borodino, and has 

commemorated that battle in a poem of much celebrity among his countrymen. [In fact Zhukovsky – he translated 

POC but refused to translate any more of B.’s work]. 

450: John Bowring (ed.) Specimens of the Russian Poets (1820). 

451: Moore, The Legacy (from Irish Melodies) l.3. 

452: Goldsmith, The Vicar of Wakefield, Chapter 20. 

453: Alludes to the legend which has Mahomet’s coffin suspended mystically in mid-air. 

454: See Le Sage, Gil Blas, VII 4. 
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For Public matters I refer you to Col. Stanhope’s and Cap
t
. Parry’s reports – and to all other reports 

whatsoever. – – 

There is plenty to do – war without – and tumult within – they “kill a man a week” like Bob Acres in 

the country.
455

 – Parry’s Artificers have gone away in alarm – on account of 

 

1:3 

 

a dispute – in which some of the natives and foreigners {were} engaged – and a Swede was killed – 

and a Suliote wounded. – In the middle of their fright – there was a strong shock of an Earthquake – so 

between that and the sword – they boomed off in a hurry – in despite of all dissuasions to the contrary. 

– 

A Turkish brig ran ashore the other day – and was burnt to prevent her from being taken. – I have 

obtained the release of about thirty Turkish prisoners – and have adopted one little girl of about nine 

years old – her name is Hato or Hatagœ – her family were nearly all destroyed in the troubles. – – – 

If I <leave> {live} – she will be provided for respectably – as I mean to send her to my daughter. – I 

hope that she will turn out well. – 

You – I presume – are either publishing or 

 

1:4 [above address:] meditating that same. – Let me hear from and of you – and believe me in all 

events ever and truly y
rs
. 

 N. B. 

 

[below address:] P.S. –Tell M
r
. Murray that I wrote to him the other day – and hope that he has 

received or will receive the letter. – – – 

 

March 26th 1824: Don Juan XV and XVI published. 

 

Byron dies on April 19th 1824. 

 

                                                 
455: Sheridan, The Rivals, Act IV (“tell him I generally kill a man a week”). 


