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‘Pauline, Lady Trevelyan, was a woman of singular and unique charm; quiet and quaint in manner, nobly emotional, ingrainedly artistic, very wise and sensible, with an ever-flowing spring of most delicious humour. No friend of hers, man or woman, could ever have enough of her company; and these friends were many, and included the first people of the day in every province of distinction.’


GEORGE OTTO TREVELYAN, writing to Edmund Gosse.





‘As I approached the house, the door was opened, and there stepped out a little woman as light as a feather and as quick as a kitten, habited for gardening in a broad straw hat and gauntlet gloves, with a basket on her arm, visibly the mistress of the place.’


WILLIAM BELL SCOTT, on his first visit to Wallington.











‘There once was a Lady Trevillian


Whose charms were as one in a million.


Her husband drank tea


And talked lectures at she,


But she had no eyes but for William.’


DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI.













‘A monitress-friend in whom I wholly trusted.’


JOHN RUSKIN, writing about Pauline Trevelyan in ‘Praeterita’.





‘Except Lady Trevelyan, I never knew so brilliant and appreciative a woman.’


ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE, writing about Elizabeth Siddal.
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A LETTER FROM RUSKIN








On June 5th 1854 Sir Walter Calverley Trevelyan wrote briefly in his diary: ‘Drove to Oxford … At Acland’s clever sketches done by J. Millais in Highlands during summer.’ The sketches were of far more than passing interest, for the meeting was the first between Dr Henry Acland and the Trevelyans since the collapse of the marriage of their friend John Ruskin. On this occasion, or on June 11th, when the Trevelyans came to stay with Acland, Sir Walter must have returned Ruskin’s full and frank account of his side of the story that had been sent on to him by Acland on May 21st 1854.


As Ruskin’s letter was not to be found among the Trevelyan archives, the author of this book assumed that the contents were so disturbing to Sir Walter that he must have destroyed it, just as he is reputed to have done in the case of many of Swinburne’s letters to Pauline Trevelyan after her death. The correspondence surrounding the missing letter is quoted on pages 98–101. However it has since transpired that the letter was placed in a sealed envelope at the Bodleian in 1931 by H. D. Acland, Dr Acland’s second son and Ruskin’s godson, with instructions that it was not to be opened for forty-five years. Subsequently the letter was transferred to the open file Ms Acland d.72 (fols 172–4), where it was found by Jeffrey L. Spear. On February 10th 1978, after the publication of the first edition of this book, it was published by The Times Literary Supplement.


In this new edition the letter is now quoted in full, by kind permission of the Curators of the Bodleian Library, Oxford, and the Ruskin Literary Trustees and George Allen and Unwin Ltd: 




Gisors, May 16, 54


My dear Acland


You have probably expected my promised letter with anxiety.—I have been resting a little—after a period of much trouble—and keeping my mind as far as possible on other subjects—but I cannot delay longer telling you what you must wish to know.


I married because I felt myself in need of a companion—during a period when I was overworked & getting despondent—I found Effie’s society [could] refresh me & make me happy. I thought she loved me—and that I could make of her all that I wanted a wife to be. I was very foolish in thinking so—but I knew little of the world—and was unpracticed in judging of the expression of faces, except on canvas. I was especially deceived in the characters of her parents, whom I thought straightforward & plain kind of people, but who were in reality mean, and designing. A fortnight before our marriage—her father told me he was a ruined man,—having lost all he possessed by railroads, and being some thousands of pounds in debt. I never expected any fortune with Effie—but I was surprised to hear this; and the fortnight spent in Edinburgh and at her father’s house before marriage was one of much suffering & anxiety—for her especially—who saw her father in the greatest misery about his future prospects, and was about to leave him, with a man for whom as it has since appeared, she in reality had no affection. I did what I could to support them all; but Effie appeared sadly broken by this distress, and I had no thought in taking her away but of nursing her—I never attempted to make her my wife the first night—and afterwards we talked together—and agreed that we would not, for some time consummate marriage; as we both wanted to travel freely—and I particularly wanted my wife to be able to climb Alps with me, and had heard many fearful things of the consequences of bridal tours.


But, before three months had passed—I began to discover that I had been deceived in Effies character. I will not attempt to analyse it for you—it is not necessary for you to know it—nor is it easy for me to distinguish between what was definitely wrong in her—and what was disease—for I cannot but attribute much of her conduct to literal nervous affection of the brain—brought on chiefly I believe by mortification at finding that she could not entirely bend me to all her purposes. From the first moment when we were married, she never ceased to try to withdraw me from the influence of my father & mother—and to get me to live either in Scotland—or in Italy—or any where but near them—and being doubtless encouraged in this by her parents & finding herself totally incapable of accomplishing this set purpose, mortification gradually induced hatred of my parents, and, at last, of me, to an extent which finally became altogether ungovernable, and which is now leading her into I know not what extremes.


I do not think that many husbands could look back to their married life with more security of having done all they could for the sake of their wives than I. Most men, I suppose, find their wives a comfort, & a help. I found mine perpetually in need of comfort—& in need of help, and as far as was in my power, I gave her both. I found however that the more I gave, the less I was thanked—and I would not allow the main work of my life to be interfered with. I would not spend my days in leaving cards, nor my nights in leaning against the walls of drawing rooms. Effie found my society not enough for her happiness—and was angry with me for not being entertaining, when I came to her to find rest. Gradually the worst parts of her character gained ground—more especially a self-will quite as dominant as my own—and—I may say it certainly without immodesty—less rational. I found with astonishment & sorrow, that she could endure my anger without distress—and from that moment gave up the hope of ever finding in marriage the happiness I had hoped. Still until very lately I thought something might happen to make her if not happy in her lot—at least patient in it; I thought her too proud, and too clever, to sacrifice her position in any way, and was content to allow her to find what enjoyment she could with the acquaintances or friends who were willing to take her society without mine; or with those whom she chose to invite to the house—so long as my own room was left quiet to me. The disappointment was no sudden shock—but a gradual diminution of affection on both sides—soon leaving on her’s, none,—on mine, nothing but a patient determination to fulfil my duty to her & to be as kind to her as I could—We still, at intervals, had some happy times—and when Effie was with people whom she liked, she made herself agreeable—so that the world thought we got on pretty well. I was desirous it should think so—if possible—and would have borne—and have borne much, in order to prevent Effie from exposing herself—but all in vain.


—The loss of my wife—for such—indeed it was, did not tell upon me as it would upon another man. I married because I wanted amusement, not support: I was prepared to protect & cherish my wife, but I never leaned on her—the staff proved rottenness without staggering me—My real sorrows were of another kind. Turner’s death—and the destruction of such & such buildings of the 13th century, were worse to me, a hundredfold, than any domestic calamity. I am afraid there is something wrong in this—but so it is; I felt, and feel—that I have work to do which cannot be much helped by any other hand, and which no domestic vexation ought to interrupt.—& I have always had the power of turning my mind to its main work & throwing off the grievousness of the hour. But one thing tormented me much: The more I saw of my wife—the more I dreaded the idea of having children by her, and yet I felt it my duty to consummate the marriage whenever she wished. I straitly charged her to tell me if she thought her health suffered by the way in which we lived:—but it fortunately happened that at first she dreaded rather than desired consummation—and at last, seemed to have no feeling for me but that of hatred. For my own part I had no difficulty in living as we did, for her person—so far from being attractive, like her face, was in several respects displeasing to me.


During the last year, however—the evil came to its head. Provoked beyond measure at finding that she could not change me—mortified at the passing away of her first beauty—and incapable of finding any enjoyment in the life she was compelled to lead, her passions seem entirely to have conquered her reason, and a fixed mania to have taken possession of her—a resolution to get quit of me some way or another—and to revenge herself upon me at the same time—for all the suffering which her own self-will had caused her. I hardly could have believed in the existence of ingratitude so absolute—so unconscious of itself—so utterly shameless and horrible. I said I would not analyse her character to you—But it is perhaps right that you should know the impression which it has left on my own mind—Have you ever read Miss Edgeworths Leonora?—Effie was, as far as I could judge—the “Lady Olivia” of that novel—(with less refinement)—mingled with the Goneril in King Lear:—(always excepting actual criminality—of which I do not in the least suspect her). False herself—she could not in the least understand my character, and mistook my generosity for simplicity, and my frankness for cunning. Casting about for some means of obtaining her liberty, she seems to have fancied that my offers to consummate marriage were mere hypocrisies—and that I was incapable of fulfilling the duties of a husband. She never informed me of this suspicion—but having arranged with me to pass this summer in Scotland with her father & mother, told me the evening before she left that ‘she had laid her plans, and was too clever to be beaten by me’.—I never condescended to enquire into her plans; but saw her to the railroad the next morning. That afternoon, I received a citation to the ecclesiastical court in her name, on a charge of impotence.—and discovered that her father & mother had been in London for some time, arranging the plan with her. She sent back her marriage ring to my mother the same afternoon.


I at first intended simply to state these facts in court; but I have on reflection come to a different conclusion—I have given you my entire confidence—you are at liberty to tell Mrs. Acland whatever you wish, But no one else—except Sir Walter Trevelyan—from whom also I have no secrets. But as respects the court—I mean to make no answer and see what they can do. If Effie can escape with some fragment of honour—let her;—so that I am not forced to speak, I will not expose her; But I do not know what the issue may be. The one thing which is of course decided is that I receive her no more. I believe she is informing every one who will believe her that I am a villain—so at least I hear from some Scotch friends. Let her do her worst. I shall go on with my work—whether people speak ill or well of me—and time will do the rest.


I am writing in the Hotel d’ Angleterre at Rouen. Tomorrow I hope to be at work at 1/2 past six, drawing the cathedral South Transept. I am going on to Switzerland; I hope to be in England early in the autumn. Meantime—when you have time to send me a line, I shall be grateful.


Her father—as you may perhaps know—is a lawyer.—and she has probably given him such accounts of herself and of me as may have led him to hope to get large damages—which would be very useful to him. I am sorry to have even to occupy your thoughts with these mean and miserable things—but whatever pain it may give you to hear them—do not vex yourself about me. It is well for me to have seen this side of human nature.—It has not made me less trustful of other kinds of human nature—nor I hope, has it lowered my own habits of feeling. On the contrary, I see now that many things which I was disposed before to look upon as innocent are in reality dangerous or criminal, and I hope I have gained from the last six years of my life, knowledge which will be useful for me till its close.


One thing you ought to know—I need not caution you respecting the necessity of silence respecting it—but I think half confidences are no confidences. I have, myself, no doubt that Effie’s sudden increase of impatience and anger—and the whole of her present wild proceeding is in consequence of her having conceived a passion for a person whom, if she could obtain a divorce from me, she thinks she might marry. It is this which has led her to run all risks, and encounter all opprobrium. If you write to me, direct to 7 Billiter St. it will be forwarded.


My sincerest regards to Mrs. Acland. Believe me always affectionately yours,


J Ruskin.





[On the envelope] I have omitted to say that Effie had no excuse, such as some daughters in law might have had—in the conduct of my parents to her. They exercised the most admirable kindness and forebearance towards her throughout, aiming only at making her happy & good—if possible, and restraining her in nothing that it was in their power to grant her. I am going to write to Sir Walter Trevlyan, but I want to give him just the information I have given you—It would save me the trouble & pain of writing another letter like this, if you would send this to him, at Wallington, Morpeth, for him to read.



















CHAPTER ONE


THE JERMYNS





THEY called her Pauline, but her real name was Paulina. She was born in 1816 at four minutes to eight in the evening of Thursday, January 25th, the feast of St. Paul, at Hawkedon Parsonage near Bury St. Edmunds. Her father, George Bitton Jermyn, was the curate at Hawkedon and, in later years, became well known as a genealogist, antiquarian and naturalist. He was proud of the family name, so he had her christened Paulina Jermyn Jermyn, to make sure that it would remain with her if she married.


She was the eldest child. Three brothers and two sisters survived. On her mother’s side she had Huguenot blood, being descended from an exceptionally courageous woman, Louise Guichard, who had escaped from France in a cask. This Louise had married Jean Turenne, a master goldsmith from the Auvergne, another refugee though born a Catholic. Pauline was to suffer a great deal in later life, and no doubt her bravery was an inheritance from these people. One also imagines that she owed other qualities to them: her aptitude as a designer, her quick intelligence and her gift for languages. Her memory was extraordinary. She was unconventional and totally uninterested in ‘Society’. She could have been accused of lion-hunting in the case of writers and artists, but popular success did not concern her—she sincerely wanted to meet and know those whose works she admired. In general company she tended to be quiet, but when alone with friends she was vivacious and teasing. She was small, just over five foot. Her hair was light brown, her eyes—her main feature—hazel. Her forehead was protuberant, which even in middle age made her look like a child. Her lips were full, as though pouting. Some thought her appearance attractive, others were uneasy in her presence and not therefore so taken by her looks. She believed in being totally frank and expected total frankness in return. She had a way of seeming to look straight through you on first acquaintance, of summing you up. She also enjoyed searching for hidden or innate talent, and encouraging it. Her correspondence was enormous. She was the sort to whom people would unburden themselves and know that she would not betray their secrets.


Her father had been born in 1789, the son of a Suffolk solicitor. His grandfather had been a ship’s captain, and his uncle was Henry Jermyn, a leading antiquarian in the county. He had gone to Caius College, Cambridge, in 1808, but after a long journey round the southern Mediterranean on heraldic research, had removed himself to Trinity Hall, taking his degree as a bachelor of civil law in 1814, the year in which he was also ordained into the Church of England. In 1826 he obtained his doctorate.


The name Jermyn was thought to be a corruption of German, though a family tradition linked it with St. Germanus of Auxerre. All Jermyns hailed from Suffolk, and the grandest of them had been another Henry, created Earl of St. Albans at the Restoration, Master of the Household to Queen Henrietta Maria and according to gossip her secret husband. It was he who gave his name to Jermyn Street in London, and who laid out St. James’s Square and St. Albans Market (destroyed to make room for Waterloo Place). Pauline’s father, however, in spite of his genealogical expertise, was never quite able to trace his exact relationship with this Henry, whose flamboyance and wealth were so far removed from the world in which he struggled to survive, first at Hawkedon, then for a couple of years at Littleport in the Isle of Ely, and finally for some nineteen years at Swaffham Prior near Newmarket. Henry’s nephew had been the even more disreputable Lord Dover, in his turn supposed to have been married to Princess Mary of Orange (he was certainly a lover of Lady Castlemaine) and in due course a member of James II’s Catholic cabal. The family seat of these Jermyns since the thirteenth century had been Rushbrooke Hall, near Bury St. Edmunds, probably the reason why Dr. Jermyn had been so attracted to Hawkedon in the first place.


Like his daughter Dr. Jermyn had a strong sense of humour. He also appears to have been somewhat vague, which was not at all the case with her, and consequently improvident, which she was not either. Whilst at the University he had made his mark as a botanist and entomologist, so that by the time he reached Swaffham Prior only a few miles away, he was already held in high regard in professional circles. He pursued all these various interests with tremendous verve, and expected his children to do likewise.


His wife had been born Catherine Rowland and was three years younger than himself. They were married at St. Martin-in-the-Fields on March 29th 1815. The Huguenot connection was on her mother’s side. Her Rowland grandfather had been a general, and her father, Hugh Rowland, had run away from school in Bangor to seek his fortune in London, eventually to become secretary to Lord Cardigan, Comptroller to the Household to another Queen, Charlotte—hence the fact that Catherine came to be born in St. James’s Palace. One’s heart does rather go out to poor Mrs. Jermyn, with her ill-health, so many children, very little money and a charming but feckless husband, absorbed in his own hobbies. The family income was helped along by Dr. Jermyn taking in pupils from Cambridge as lodgers, which obviously added—as far as she was concerned—to household anxieties. And yet in spite of all she remained cheerful and was even able to write two or three (unpublished) novels on Italian Renaissance themes.


Another daughter was born in 1817, but died twenty days later. Helen, or Nellie, was born at Littleport in 1818; Hugh Willoughby in 1820; Turenne, or Tenny, in 1822; Rowland, or Powley, in 1824; Mary St. Albans, or Moussy, in 1826. The elder children, particularly Pauline and Nellie, were carefully trained to be industrious and helpful about the house. The family as a whole was very high-spirited, with the exception of Hugh—appropriate no doubt for one who was not only destined for a Bishopric but a Primacy. Moussy (pronounced Moossy) as a baby was exceptionally vociferous, but later she grew very shy and there was even a suggestion that she might become a nun—otherwise (Pauline being the reverse of shy) she was said to be the one who most resembled her eldest sister.


On January 15th 1828 Mrs. Jermyn was delivered of a stillborn child. She had been suffering from tuberculosis and had been told that her end was near. A pathetic letter written to her mother on the 13th shows that her spirit was nearly broken: ‘… My cough is almost gone away with the frost, but in other respects I hardly know whether I may go on suffering until the end of the month, or wish it soon over…. All I know is that I suffer most miserably now, and yet dread the conclusion still more.’ No pupils were forthcoming from Cambridge, and finances were low, which also ‘fidgeted’ her. Then on January 20th she died. She was thirty-six. Pauline, soon to be twelve, was left to run the household.


*


Swaffham Prior Vicarage, a red brick Queen Anne building, still stands today in its circle of lawn, embowered all round by trees, a perfect place for children to play in. The village has the unusual feature of two adjacent churches, both with octagonal towers. When the Jermyns came to Swaffham they found the newer church recently modernized in the Gothic style, and the older and more famous one derelict. Some of the houses were sixteenth century. There were also two windmills. But the most exciting feature of the area, for such a family as the Jermyns, was the fact that it was on the edge of the Fen country, and close to Wicken and Burwell Fens, their undrained meres, reed beds, sedgefields and marshes unique then as now as sanctuaries for plant, insect and animal life. Pauline soon became almost as expert a botanist as her father.


From 1828 the neighbouring village of Swaffham Bulbeck had as its vicar a well-to-do young man with a name so similar to Jermyn that it caused much joking and punning in the neighbourhood: Leonard Jenyns. A courteous, rather formal person, he had coincided at Cambridge with Charles Darwin, whose close friend he became and who often went to visit him. It is said that Darwin had originally been put off by Jenyns’ grim and sarcastic manner, but later found him to possess ‘a good stock of humour’. Jenyns was also friendly with ‘Beetles’ Babington, who in 1827 had been succeeded as Professor of Botany at Cambridge by the great John Stevens Henslow, Jenyns’ brother-in-law no less. Henslow was first approached for the position of naturalist on board the ‘Beagle’; he had refused, and in turn had suggested Jenyns, who had in turn suggested Darwin. A story in the Jermyn family is that Jenyns turned down the chance for love of Pauline, by then fifteen.


Henslow, a man ‘totally free from all selfishness, all vanity’1, was also a good friend of Dr. Jermyn’s. His enthusiasm made him one of the great pioneers in the teaching of natural history at Cambridge. He kept open house once a week, and Pauline was one of the few young ladies who were allowed to be regular visitors. She even ‘stealthily admitted’ herself to some of his lectures. Naturally both he and Darwin were likewise entertained at Swaffham Prior, before setting out on their botanizing and beetle-hunting trips in the Fens. Jermyn and Jenyns saw a great deal of one another and had reciprocal arrangements about taking services in each other’s churches.


Alas, Pauline’s feelings towards Leonard Jenyns were lukewarm, and she had a habit of disappearing when he was invited to her father’s vicarage. She always maintained that she liked older men, and certainly her female contemporaries affected to be scandalized by her friendship with two other dominant personalities in the world of natural history at that time at Cambridge: Adam Sedgwick and William Whewell, both then bachelors, the one four years older than her father and the other five years younger. Sedgwick was Woodwardian Professor of Geology and the more immediately attractive character; Darwin had accompanied him on a tour of North Wales in 1831. In many ways Whewell, a tutor at Trinity College and its future Master, was Sedgwick’s opposite: muscular, with a splendid brow, admired by women, but rather remote and a bit of a snob. He had been Thackeray’s tutor but rarely bothered to see him. Indeed he was so unapproachable that he was said to have reprimanded his servant for not keeping him informed when his pupils died. In the early 1830s architecture and the study of tides were among his main interests, and in 1837 he published his awe-inspiring magnum opus, in three volumes, entitled The History of the Inductive Sciences from the Earliest Times to the Present Day. Like Henslow, both Sedgwick and Whewell were in holy orders. They also were frequent guests at Swaffham Prior.


At the end of 1828, the year that Catherine Jermyn died, Dr. Jermyn married for the second time, his bride being Anne Maria, daughter of Henry Fly, chaplain to the Royal Household and a subdeacon at St. Paul’s. As far as the young Jermyns were concerned this marriage appears to have been uneasy. Pauline in particular, is said to have been the ‘despair of her stepmother’, partly because of conflicts over responsibilities in the house, partly because she would not agree to being pushed into parties with girls and boys of her own age. Even when Thackeray and Edward FitzGerald came to supper, she barely spoke to them (which she was later always to regret). She liked to sit on the floor, kept an uncaged bullfinch in her bedroom, and wandered out alone into the Fens to talk to gypsies and sedge-cutters. No doubt if she had lived longer the new Mrs. Jermyn would have tried to encourage Leonard Jenyns’ suit. But she died in December 1830, in childbirth, and her only daughter died five weeks later. It was a grim time for the family.


Pauline was again in charge. Her handwriting for her age was amazingly mature. She was a prolific writer of poetry, typically adolescent and mostly on morbid themes. She also wrote ghost stories. She painted fairly well and would save up her money each year in order to visit the Royal Academy in London. Copley Fielding and Turner were among her favourite artists. She had a very good knowledge of Latin and Greek, but Italian was her special subject, her tutor being the emigré Marchese di Spineto, one of the objects of Whewell’s snobbery. The Marchese’s daughter, Mary Doria, was one of her great confidantes, the other being Laura Capel Lofft, daughter of Capel Lofft the elder, author and reformer, and living at Troston Hall, on the other side of Bury St. Edmunds. These two appreciated the teasing which also seems to have disturbed the young ladies of Cambridge. All in all her donnish friends in Cambridge found her fascinating and precociously clever, even alarmingly so.


*


On June 24th 1833 the third meeting of the British Association for the Advancement of Science opened in Cambridge. Sedgwick took the chair, and Henslow and Whewell were joint secretaries. Jenyns and Jermyn were among the distinguished scientists on the committee.


The first meeting, at York in 1831, instigated in the main by Sir David Brewster, had been a beacon in Natural Science, or Natural Philosophy as it was usually then called. For Natural Science was in a state of revolution and reorientation, particularly in the case of geology which had almost reached the status of a fashionable craze, even more than astronomy, the ‘aristocrat’ of the sciences. Harriet Martineau was to complain that books on geology sold more copies than a popular novel. Theories on fossils, prehistoric monsters and the stratification of rocks were threatening to overturn all preconceived ideas about the origin of the Earth’s formation. The year 1830 had seen the first volume of Charles Lyell’s epoch-making Principles of Geology, which Darwin had taken with him on the ‘Beagle’. Arguments among scientists were fierce, disagreements were profound, religious beliefs were being threatened or shaken. Yet there was relatively little rancour involved; most of the protagonists were exceptionally civilized and likeable human beings, perfectly prepared for shifts in opinion as a result of new discoveries, which were indeed flooding in at a remarkable and exciting rate. One of the aims of the 1833 meeting was to encourage exchanges of ideas, thereby giving a ‘stronger impulse and more systematic direction to scientific inquiry’. In later years passions were to be inflamed to an almost violent degree, particularly after the publication of Vestiges of Creation and The Origin of Species.


Pauline, now seventeen, attended each of the main lectures. Her original intention had been to draw portraits of the chief speakers, but almost immediately she became so absorbed by the lectures themselves that she gave up this plan. Instead she wrote full reports from memory, and so exact and valuable were they that Henslow and Whewell used them as a basis for their own official report when the meeting was over. Her transcription of Sedgwick’s brilliant inaugural address—‘faithful and accurate, even to the very words uttered’2—had amazed everybody, for the professor’s flow of unpremeditated eloquence had been such that reporters had been unable to keep up with it.


Whilst the 1831 meeting had been poorly attended, that of 1833 was packed with names famous in natural history. Coleridge was also to be seen in the audience. Rather surprisingly Jermyn was on the Anatomy and Medicine Committee. And one of the members of the Geology and Geography Committee was the learned, very reserved, darkly romantic, decidedly odd but rich Walter Calverley Trevelyan, aged thirty-six, heir to a baronetcy and great estates in Northumberland and South-West England. He had come to exhibit some coprolites (fossilized saurian faeces).


As things turned out, it is not surprising that Trevelyan and Jenyns did not much care for one another, though at first sight both might have seemed to have characteristics in common. Trevelyan was tall, olive-skinned with drooping moustaches and long brown hair. It is said that occasionally, very occasionally, he was prone to make practical jokes, but one would certainly not have guessed this. His energy was prodigious, his thirst for knowledge relentless—progress of any description, scientific or philosophical, appeared to magnetize him. Although considered by his relatives to be an outsider—a rather awesome one too—he came from a clannish family background, traditionally interested in natural history. Brewster was a friend of his father, and previously of his grandfather. Lyell had been his contemporary and friend at Oxford, and he was particularly famous for his scientific reports after a long expedition to the Faroe Islands in 1821. During the last fifteen years he had spent much time in Edinburgh. His fellow scientists and antiquarians respected him for his complete disdain of self-advertisement, and for the unselfish way in which he would enthusiastically undertake research for them, however arduous it might be.


On the eve of the opening of the Meeting Sedgwick gave a party. Both Trevelyan and Jermyn were invited and immediately became friendly. Trevelyan had expressed a longing to see Wicken Fen, and on July 3rd he drove in a gig to Swaffham Prior.


It was a busy day. In his diary he listed a number of plants, particularly his favourite ferns, that he had been able to collect. He visited the churches, sketched them, walked along the Devil’s Ditch and attended a horse fair at the village of Reach. Back to the Vicarage to look at Jermyn’s heraldry collection, including forty quarto volumes devoted to the histories of Suffolk families, and some curiosities, such as Greek vases and ‘an armbone with amulet found with remains of skeleton and cinerary urn (Roman) in the neighbourhood’. Collections of insects were also produced. Jenyns came to dine, bringing with him the skin of a Caspian tern. Last but not least he met Pauline, who had of course observed him from the audience seats at the Cambridge Meeting. ‘Remarkable talent for languages and science,’ he noted approvingly. She showed him the reports she had written, and he was appropriately impressed. ‘Inherits her father’s anterior development’ was his last comment. Since he was a fervent believer in phrenology, this attribute—signifying individuality and order—was another good mark.


*


Just over a year later, in August 1834, Trevelyan—or Calverley as he was known in the family—was again at Swaffham Prior Vicarage. This time he stayed a week. ‘Gave Dr. J. and Miss J. duplicates of my plants collected this year’, he wrote, but that was his sole mention of Pauline in his diary. He was back for the night on December 12th. ‘Examined with Miss Jermyn some of the wells about Swaffham in most of which there has been this autumn a dearth of water.’ She presented him with specimens of maidenhair fern ‘from a new locality near St. Ives’. No further comment, but this must finally have won his heart, for on that day they became engaged. Pauline in her journal wrote on December 31st: ‘A most eventful year for me. What may be its influence on my fate, God only knows. Soit-il comme il lui plaÎt.’


Another week was spent at Swaffham in February. It was a tribute to Pauline’s talents that Whewell had asked her to read and comment on the manuscript of his Inductive Sciences. Again, typically, there is no mention of this in Calverley’s diary, in spite of the fact that Whewell himself was so delighted by her criticisms on his Undulatory Theory that he rode over from Cambridge (in a very high wind) to thank her. In any case the Trevelyan family was lukewarm about the romance. Indeed Lady Trevelyan, who soon put it about that Pauline was beyond her ‘ken’, had hoped that her son, now thirty-eight, would have stayed a bachelor.


On May 5th Calverley was at the Jermyns’ once more. On May 20th he baldly wrote: ‘Walked to Newmarket heath to gather cineraria integrifolia, which were not sufficiently advanced.’ The entry on May 21st comes therefore almost as a shock: ‘Married 8½ a.m. in Swaffham Church to Pauline Jermyn Jermyn—by Rev. Mr. Casborne—and after breakfast left for London.’ The witnesses included the Marchese di Spineto, Pauline’s brothers Hugh and Tenny, and her father. Sedgwick, Whewell and Henslow were at the church, but no Trevelyan appears to have been present.


The first four days of their honeymoon were spent at the Crown Inn, Sevenoaks, and in wandering round Knole Park, where Pauline drew some ancient trees. Then they took lodgings in Tunbridge Wells. Infants’ schools, the need for more and better ones throughout the country, were now a special concern of Calverley’s, so a stern lookout was kept for these institutions wherever they went on their journeying. Then they moved to London.


Up till now his diary had been mainly filled with dry archaeological, botanical and geological facts. There was rarely anything in it to do with personalities, let alone gossip. But Pauline was behaving as though she had been unleashed. Suddenly details of pictures and exhibitions began to intrude into her husband’s diary, and one realizes that he was attempting to fall in with the type of life she had been yearning for. On the first day they went to an exhibition of watercolours by De Wint, G. R. Lewis and her beloved Copley Fielding. On the next they went to two sculpture exhibitions, one by Wyatt. Calverley managed, however, to divert her to a private inspection of Sowerby’s collection of minerals and fungi, and they also went to the Zoological Gardens. Somehow, on that same day, they also fitted in a visit to the Deaf, Dumb and Blind Institution.


And in this manner their busy life continued. Pauline took nineteen lessons in watercolour painting from John Varley, who showed them sketches by Blake. They visited the Cosmorama and the Diorama, went to Kew Gardens and the Dulwich Gallery. There was an exhibition of enamels by Henry Bone, and another of Vandycks and Rembrandts that had been in Sir Thomas Lawrence’s collection. Etty, Wilkie and Calcott were on display at Somerset House. The Trevelyans also went to the Unitarian Chapel in Portland Street, and were impressed: ‘the form of prayer much improved by alterations and omissions,’ wrote Calverley.


No attempt was made to meet his family in other parts of England. In any case time was short: ‘Having obtained in London a passport from the Foreign Office signed by Lord Palmerston and dated the 31st July, and had it viséed at the offices of the French, Austrian, Sicilian, Saxon, Würtemburg and Sardinian Ministries, and the Swiss Consulate, I left London with Pauline on the 10th August. After visiting Winchester and Netley and part of the Isle of Wight, we steamed from Southampton at 6¼ p.m. on the 14th August, in the Liverpool steamer, 500 tons, for Guernsey.’


They remained abroad for the next three years.




Notes


Note: Works refers to the Cook and Wedderburn collected works of Ruskin. Letters to Effie and her family are in the Bowerswell collection.


1. Memoir of the Rev. John Stevens Henslow, L. Jenyns, London, 1862, p. 3.


2. Wooster, p. 222.
























CHAPTER TWO


THE TREVELYANS








IN origin the Trevelyans were Cornish and had been in a position of some prestige ever since an ancestor became powerful at Court in the reign of Henry VI. Calverley’s father, Sir John Trevelyan, was the owner of two large houses, Nettlecombe Court in the Brendon Hills of Somerset and Wallington Hall in the Middle Marches of Northumberland. Although he was Deputy Lieutenant of Northumberland, he now spent nearly all his time in Somerset and London.


The Trevelyans, who pronounced their name Trevillian, had moved to Nettlecombe, once the seat of the Raleighs, in the sixteenth century. The house was rebuilt out of red sandstone in 1599, a deer park created, and the deep sleepy valley planted with oaks, a magnificent few having survived into the twentieth century. The family suffered much in the Civil War, so its head was rewarded with a baronetcy at the Restoration.


Sir John’s grandfather had married Julia Calverley, sister of Sir Walter Blackett (he had changed his name to inherit property), the richest man in Newcastle, a Croesus ‘immortal in the annals of charity and humanity’.1 * As Sir Walter Blackett had no children, he left Wallington and 20,000 acres to his sister’s eldest son, also called John. Each succeeding generation had to decide between Nettlecombe and Wallington as a ‘first’ home. When the choice became Pauline’s and Calverley’s it was Wallington. Some people could not understand why Pauline should shun such a beautiful place as Nettlecombe. But Wallington with its sweeping views and huge cloudscapes was as exhilarating as Nettlecombe was drowsy. Wallington, as Pauline used to say, was for those with vigour, but at Nettlecombe you succumbed too easily to its peculiar brand of enchantment and sank too comfortably into a compost heap of Trevelyans and Raleighs.


Wallington had originally been a Border castle. It had been bought by Sir Walter Blackett’s grandfather from the Jacobite family of Fenwick and rebuilt in 1688 as a shooting-box.† A complete remodelling began in 1738, and before long—according to the traveller Arthur Young—it became ‘a piece of magnificence that cannot be too much praised’. Today the house, a combination of William and Mary and early Georgian styles, in its serene and stately grounds, presents an ideal eighteenth-century landscape, with just the right amount of ruggedness in the distance (Shafto Crags and Rothley Castle) and elegant softness (the beechwoods and James Paine’s hump-backed bridge over the Wansbeck). Capability Brown went to school in the local village, Cambo; he was responsible for the ornamental lake at Rothley, part of the Wallington estate, and may well have assisted Sir Walter Blackett in the design of his park and garden.


Sir Walter loved rococo and employed the Francini brothers, Italians, for the plasterwork of sphinxes, garlands and baskets of flowers on the ceiling of the saloon. He built a Chinese pavilion, imported porcelain from Meissen and had himself painted by Reynolds. One of the loveliest aspects of the whole place was, and is, the clock tower above the stables—a cupola supported by nine columns, eighteenth-century perfection.


Nevertheless Sir Walter’s nephew soon found that he preferred living in Somerset, where this huge and lovable man set about ‘Adaming’ the new wing at Nettlecombe and increasing the estates so that he could drive for nine miles on end over his own land. When his son made a fashionable marriage, to Maria Wilson, youngest daughter of Sir Thomas Wilson of Charlton House near Greenwich, he was glad to give him Wallington—where on March 31st 1797 Walter Calverley Trevelyan was born.


John Trevelyan the younger was very musical. He was also a good artist, had travelled much, was interested like most previous Trevelyans in natural history and antiquarian matters, and was one of the leading horticulturalists in the country. His features were fairly aesthetic, with the long slightly hooked Calverley nose much in evidence. Previous generations had been in Parliament as Tories, but he did not attempt to stand—one assumes because he did not want to upset his father by revealing Whiggish tendencies.


His wife was a handsome girl, high complexioned and of a commanding aspect. She too was blessed with a fine nose. If the Calverley strain was in some ways responsible for the literary achievements of later Trevelyans, there is no doubt that her Wilson blood infused elements of eccentricity. One of her sisters married Spencer Perceval, the Prime Minister assassinated in 1812. Her mother was a great heiress, among others things Lord of the Manor of Hampstead, and very learned, if in an esoteric way—she is still regarded as a pioneer coleopterist. Maria was her favourite daughter and therefore benefited much when ‘Dame Jane’ died in 1818. Indeed, at the end of Maria’s life, her income was £40,000 a year.‡


By 1815 Maria had given birth to seven sons and six daughters, the two eldest sons previous to Calverley dying in infancy. None of the children, except one—Emma—were particularly good-looking, and some were downright plain. Most were musical, and most were inclined towards natural history. The girls hated being dragged away from Wallington, in spite of their mother’s efforts to launch them socially. Ordinary people and country folk found the young Trevelyans brusque almost to rudeness, but this would not have been intentional on their part. Calverley was intellectually by far the most outstanding of them; Emma, who was an artist of some flair, and the cranky Arthur, with his egalitarian views, were the closest to him in interests.


At Harrow Calverley’s best friend had been Fox Talbot, the eventual discoverer of the calotype process in photography. Between them the boys compiled a flora of the district. Calverley was in the habit of setting off on his botanizing trips at five in the morning and would often have to rush back to be in time for Chapel at eight. On one occasion he recorded that he rose at 1.30 a.m. Twenty miles or so were an average walk on a whole holiday. In 1816 he matriculated to University College, Oxford, where he was lucky enough to be taken up by that ebullient eccentric, Dr. William Buckland, just appointed Professor of Geology; during the vacations Calverley would undertake field work for him in the north of England.§ After obtaining his degree he went to Edinburgh, the most convenient and best place to continue his studies, since not only was it within easy range of Wallington but still very much the Athens of the North. It was David Brewster, then editor of the Edinburgh Journal of Science, who fired him to visit the Faroes in 1821. Everyone in the scientific world appeared to like Calverley, or at any rate respect him. Alert, questing, reliable, enthusiastic, wealthy to boot, he seemed set for a very successful future. His ‘grave demeanour’ simply gave authority to his youthfulness. He was created a Fellow of the Royal Society of Edinburgh, and John Hodgson, collecting material for his massive history of Northumberland, relied much on his help and that of Emma, as leading experts on Border history. In 1822 he fell under the spell of George Combe, whose first lecture on phrenology was delivered in May that year. The precepts of this ‘science’ were to govern his behaviour for the rest of his life. He came to believe that it was not only the key to self-knowledge but the means of treating less fortunate human beings in a more humanitarian manner. People should be trained to work strictly according to their true capabilities, i.e. bumps. Insane persons and criminals could be helped by discovering their real aptitudes and potentialities. Thus he came to be opposed to capital punishment and flogging, and to alcohol, drugs such as opium, and tobacco, as weakening the willpower. He favoured state education for children, rich or poor; in this way one could be sure that every child would receive the correct moral training, which also would help to prevent crime.


Such an approach to life could have its drawbacks too. He had been attracted to a young lady from Oxford, but was compelled to reject her as a possible wife for phrenological reasons. Her bumps showed that she had not enough talent for drawing. Worse, though in due course fortunately for Pauline, she was a ‘negative in pecuniary matters’ and ‘always hesitating in the execution of resolves’.


When Calverley’s father inherited the baronetcy at the age of sixty-seven, he decided that he had always preferred Nettlecombe and that henceforward it would be his main base. Unfortunately, Maria had other ideas. She liked Wallington best. As both she and her husband were strong characters, they began to drift apart.


Then gout—the family affliction—began to cripple the new Sir John, and he was often immobilized. He rarely saw his sons and was bored by his daughters (except Emma) and their husbands. As a result he became very lonely. Occasionally he decided he must visit Wallington. When Maria heard of this, she would move out and arrange for their carriages to pass at a particular spot so that family news could be exchanged through the windows.


He was in his mid-seventies when he suddenly lost his heart to a young girl; and this girl was Clara Novello, whom he had first seen when she was sixteen, singing with Grisi and Tamburini in Westminster Abbey. The story is touching, but its details have no place in this book. She was beautiful and gifted, obviously destined for fame, a contrast to his own offspring. He sent her presents and gave her the right introductions. As her triumphs increased, she continued to write him letters that were unaffected, glowing and genuine.


Naturally the situation did nothing to help with Maria. Nor were her feelings softened when Sir John suggested that she should move out of Wallington, which would then be made over to Calverley, just as his own father had done when they had married. In any case she disapproved of Pauline, who was obviously ‘after’ Calverley’s money. She thought that the Jermyns lacked conventional social graces and it was scandalous that Pauline should have been allowed to spend so much time with bachelor dons. No wonder Calverley was happy to agree to Pauline’s proposal that they might live in Rome for a while.


*


In Rome Pauline at once sought out the artists’ colony, especially Joseph Severn, John Gibson and William Ewing (who had been at Keats’s funeral). One reads of her brilliant parties, where all the European and American intellectual celebrities of the day foregathered.2 Presumably they were not altogether teetotal parties, in spite of Calverley being nicknamed the ‘Apostle of Temperance’, for Pauline in later years insisted that wine should always be available for guests. She attended lectures and sermons, collected books, botanized in the Campagna and was taught Egyptian hieroglyphics. Among her particular friends were the Prussian Minister, Baron Bunsen, a man of enormous erudition, and his English wife; in due course the Trevelyans became their neighbours in an apartment in the ‘divinely’ situated Palazzo Cefarelli above the Forum. Then, as a disciple of Pusey, she sought out Nicholas Wiseman, Rector of the English College, and ‘argued’ with him about the Oxford Movement.


After a tour of ancient Etruria the Trevelyans went to Florence, where Pauline became seized with a plan to build up a collection of Italian masterpieces, which one day could be kept at Wallington. Calverley seems to have acquiesced without complaint in such a costly operation. After much haggling, they bought a Luca Della Robbia, a Domenichino, a Ghirlandaio, a Sodoma and a Piero Delia Francesca.¶


They went to Naples, which Calverley disliked but Pauline loved. She made him take her out in a boat by moonlight and climb Vesuvius on muleback. They drove as far as Paestum, and on the way back, at Salerno, Pauline danced the tarantella with local men and women on the terrace of the inn until long after midnight. And on June 15th 1838 they embarked for Marseilles, en route to Weymouth and Nettlecombe.


*


Sir John obviously was impressed by his daughter-in-law, for on arrival she immediately said the right things about his pleasure gardens and was sympathetic about Clara Novello. He even decided to join Calverley and Pauline at the British Association meeting in Newcastle in August—travelling, however, alone by carriage, as Pauline was determined to try out the new Birmingham-Manchester railway.


Surprisingly, Maria was at Wallington to greet them. Not a word, however, was said about her moving out. Calverley’s very masculine eldest sister, Julia, was also in the house and took an immediate dislike to Pauline—never to be diminished.


Newcastle was being transformed into an elegant Neo-classic metropolis, one of the most ambitious pieces of town planning so far achieved, even if slightly old-fashioned by 1838 standards. It was booming, mainly owing to the railways and the rapid expansion of the coal and iron industries. Moreover, it was the city of the Stephenson engineering works. An ideal setting therefore for a British Association meeting. Old friends were there—Buckland, Whewell, Brewster, Jenyns—and they all came to stay at Wallington. Other learned guests included Roderick Murchison, who had been speaking on the Silurian System, and Charles Wheatstone, who had just taken out a patent for the telegraph.


Afterwards Pauline and Calverley went to Edinburgh, which Pauline at once decided was her favourite city next to Rome. Since Wallington was obviously not going to be available to them, and Pauline could not abide to be there with Julia, it was decided to make Edinburgh their home when they were not on the Continent.


In those days leading up to the disruption of the Scottish Church Pauline duly ‘paid homage’ to ‘that marvel’ Thomas Chalmers, whose sermons—she said—were an even greater experience than listening to Wiseman. She became very fond of the publisher Robert Chambers and his vivacious wife. Occasionally she was permitted to accompany Calverley to lectures at the Wernerian Society, and she also helped in the arrangement of one of the sensations of 1839 in Edinburgh, namely a display of Fox Talbot’s ‘photogenic drawings’. Calverley was on several committees and attended lectures almost daily, on subjects as varied as oxygen, urine and the parasites of starfish.


The 1840 British Association meeting was in Glasgow. Again familiar faces were to be found there. Buckland was in topmost form, and as peculiar as ever. Thanks to him the young Swiss geologist from Neuchâtel, Louis Agassiz, had also arrived, with his revolutionary theory about the Ice Age. Agassiz and Pauline took to each other immediately, and Calverley found his broad forehead and eyes set far apart interesting phrenological symptoms.|| It was therefore suggested that the Trevelyans should join Agassiz and Professor and Mrs. Buckland—an extraordinary figure, who would not seem amiss on the stage today as Charley’s Aunt—on a ‘glacier hunt’ in the Highlands, and in particular to investigate the mysterious parallel roads of Glen Roy, on the side of Ben Nevis. The high-spirited expedition is almost legendary in the annals of Natural History. After some days of noting down details of moraines, scratching, gravel, etc., Agassiz—later to achieve great eminence at Harvard University—became convinced that the whole of Scotland had been under ice in prehistoric times.


That winter Pauline was suffering from a swollen face and tic douloureux, rare for someone so young (twenty-five). It persisted so long that the doctors in Edinburgh said she must go abroad again. So it was decided to take up Agassiz’s invitation to Neuchâtel and possibly proceed to Greece and the Near East.


Meanwhile the Jermyn family was in a state of disintegration, for Dr. Jermyn was leaving the country, ‘like a wandering Jew’ never to settle anywhere or even to return to England. Quite why this happened is still a mystery. Was it because of ill-health, or a scandal, or some disagreement over Tractarianism with the Bishop? Or was it—more likely—due to debts? ‘My heart is sick,’ he had written pitifully to Pauline. So Tenny was having to go with the Army in India, Hugh into the Church, Powley with the Navy in China, and Moussy for a while was to live with the Trevelyans. Dr. Jermyn’s natural history and antiquarian collections were sold up at auction. All the insects were bought up by the awesome Dr. J. A. Power, tutor in medicine at Clare who promptly proposed to and was accepted by Nellie Jermyn—a relief in a way, as although he too was very hard up, not to say parsimonious, she would at least be cared for.


The brunt of supporting Dr. Jermyn now fell on Pauline. She was writing articles for Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal and persuaded Robert Chambers to publish some offerings by her father. After a while Dr. Jermyn’s work became hopelessly ‘involute’ and this meagre source of income therefore ceased. He went to live on the island of Maddalena off Sardinia—close to Caprera where Garibaldi was to spend his last days, and here he lived the life of a peasant, perfectly happily.


During the Spring of 1841 Calverley had been approached about standing for Parliament as a Whig. This had been at the instance of his first cousin Charles Trevelyan, Assistant Secretary at the Treasury. However Calverley, although he was a strong supporter of Lord John Russell, did not feel like the expense. He also disapproved of signing any sort of pledge, let alone of canvassing. His opinions, he said, were independent, and he did not think it right that soliciting should come from the proposed candidates, to which Charles had said he was truly sorry, for he believed Calverley to be a ‘Whig of the genuine sort’. Pauline announced that she was ‘selfishly’ pleased about the decision as they would otherwise have had to cancel their foreign travels.


The Charles Trevelyans were to play an important part in Pauline’s life. She considered that they lacked warmth, and she was probably right. If they possessed a sense of humour, it was different from hers, and from her point of view they were, quite simply, philistines. Yet she respected them far more than she did her husband’s nearer relatives. Charles was married to Macaulay’s sister, Hannah, and was a strong Evangelical, a newcomer to the Clapham Sect. He had had a spectacular career in India, where he had met his wife.** Macaulay described him as ‘a man of genius, a man of honour, a man of rigid integrity and of a very kind heart … zeal boils over in all his talk’. ‘Genius’ was an exaggeration, but the rest was true. Charles also had a formidable energy, a passion for detail and very great moral courage. But he was relentless and lacked humility. What he believed to be right was right, and there was nothing more to it. In several ways he and Calverley had characteristics in common—witness Macaulay’s remark that even in courtship Charles’s topics had been steam navigation, the equalization of sugar duties and the education of the natives.


Macaulay was M.P. for Edinburgh and Secretary of War. Hannah, whom Pauline found ‘very nervous’, took her to the great man’s chamber in Albany when he was out. It was like ‘tiptoeing into a very comfortable shrine’, all lined with books and ‘not very brightly’ furnished. A contrast indeed to visiting Turner in Queen Anne Street, where an old woman ‘with her head wrapped up in dirty flannel’ opened the door. On faded walls ‘hardly weather-tight’, and among bits of old furniture ‘thick with dust like a place that has been forsaken for years’, Pauline saw ‘those brilliant pictures all glowing with sunshine and colour—glittering lagunes of Venice, foaming English seas and fairy sunsets—all shining out of the dirt and neglect, and standing in rows one behind another as if they were endless’. The ‘Carthage’ was at one end of the room and the ‘Téméraire’ lit another corner. Then there was Turner himself, ‘careless and kind and queer to look upon, with a certain pathos under his humour’.3


Calverley, on that visit to London, bought Pauline a drawing by John Varley, who came to breakfast and was encouraging about her own sketches done in Elba. She was taken to the Diorama to see David Roberts’s views of Bethlehem—‘the change of light’, as Calverley put it, ‘well managed, the illusion assisted by a fine-toned organ (barrel) which plays Mozart’s Gloria’. The Bucklands, Chamberses, Bunsens were all in London. So was Sir John Trevelyan, again free of gout and thoroughly enjoying himself, driving around with pretty girls like a boy of twenty. He often went with Calverley and Pauline to the Novellos’, who always referred to him as the ‘gay baronet’. Clara was in Italy—the Scala had offered her a three year engagement, but this had been refused until she could ‘command the highest terms’.


Calverley and Pauline left London on June 30th in the bustle of the Election. At Neuchâtel a package from Charles was waiting for Calverley. It contained a volume of reports on the training of pauper children and a letter full of political news following the Tories’ victory. ‘If you had stood for Wells,’ Charles said, ‘you would certainly have been elected.’




Notes


1. Memoir of Sir Walter Blackett, p. xxxv.


2. Hewitt, Listener.


3. Letter written probably in 1858 to Dr. J. Brown, quoted Forrest, p. 333, and erroneously dated 1846; now in Nat. Lib. of Scotland.







* Sir Walter Blackett’s grandfather on the Calverley side was the original of Addison’s Sir Roger de Coverley, who in his turn was the grandson of Walter Calverley, the last man in England to have been pressed to death.


† Sir John Fenwick had the distinction of being the last man in England to have been beheaded (in 1697). By way of divine justice the horse, White Sorrel, which caused William III’s death by stumbling on a molehill, had been bred at Wallington.


‡ Maria’s nephew was the much maligned Sir Thomas Maryon Wilson, who has achieved a kind of posthumous notoriety as the man who wanted to turn Hampstead Heath into squares and terraces.


§ Hedgehog, puppy, crocodile or even Siberian mammoth, recently hacked out of the ice, might well be on the menu if you were invited to dinner by Buckland. When taken to a foreign church to see a martyr’s blood, said to be perpetually liquefied, he knelt down and licked some of it. ‘I can tell you what it is’, he said. ‘It’s bat’s urine.’ In Palermo he caused consternation by recognizing the bones of Santa Rosalia, the patron saint, to be those of a goat.


     Buckland was also a family friend of the Trevelyans. On the publication of his Reliquiae Diluvianae, inspired by the discovery of fossilized hyena droppings in Kirkley Cave, Yorkshire, old Sir John was sent this anonymous rhyme: ‘Approach, approach, ingenuous youth/And learn this fundamental truth:/The noble Science of Geology/Is firmly bottomed in Coprology.’


¶ The Piero is now in the Sterling and Francine Clark Institute, Williamstown, Mass. The Sodoma, reascribed to Procaccini, is now in the National Gallery, London.


|| Calverley read a paper on the Northumbrian historian Hodgson’s ‘diseased organ of language’. On Hodgson’s death in 1845 a thorough post-mortem revealed that some of his main ailments were due to ‘torpid lower intestines’. Hodgson had been inordinately fond of game, which he swallowed too greedily, and his intestines had become blocked with lead pellets. A steel pen-nib was also found in his colon.


 


** Whilst in his early twenties in Delhi Charles had succeeded in toppling his superior, the President, Sir Edward Colebrooke, for corruption. He had met Hannah More Macaulay in Calcutta, her brother then being on the Supreme Council.
























CHAPTER THREE


NEUCHÂTEL, ATHENS,


LISBON


1841–46








WITHIN a couple of days of their arrival at Neuchâtel the Trevelyans had climbed up the Hospice de Grimsel, in a desolate basin six thousand feet up, with gigantic peaks on all sides. Some two thousand feet higher, on the Aar glacier, there was a kind of observation shack, known affectionately to scientists as the Hôtel des Neuchâtelois. Pauline was very disappointed when ‘that miscreant Caly’ forbade her to spend the night in it with Agassiz and others, all male and including his assistant Desor and James Forbes, the dour Professor of Natural History in Edinburgh. She did however watch Agassiz being lowered by rope 120 feet into the blue heart of the Aar glacier, an extraordinary and very foolhardy undertaking.


Michael Faraday joined them at Grimsel. Then foul weather descended, and everyone was marooned at the hospice for a week. As Forbes wrote later, ‘Mr. and Mrs. Trevelyan must often have remembered those pleasant days, when the logs crackled in the great open hearthstone and the storm raged without.’1 Desor entertained them with impersonations, Agassiz lectured on glaciers, Forbes on the chemistry of heat.


On August 28th Agassiz led a party, again an historic occasion scientifically, up the Jungfrau. On the 23rd Forbes and Calverley had been to the glacier of the Rhone, an expedition with findings that were to lead to violent controversy between Forbes and Agassiz, who became known as ‘the fighting glaciators’. Not that Pauline’s affection for either party was shaken.


*


The next six months were spent in Rome, during which time Pauline decided that she had become a republican. Her English friends nicknamed her ‘La Cittadina’. Early in April 1842 the Trevelyans landed at Corfu. They put up at a modest hotel, but were almost immediately spotted by the voluble widow of Sir Humphry Davy, who introduced them to the High Commissioner, James Stewart-Mackenzie. So they soon found themselves staying at the Palace.


The High Commissioner’s wife was heiress to the last Lord Seaforth and very formidable. Sir Walter Scott had said of her that she had the ‘spirit of a chieftainess in every drop of her veins’. ‘With which remark I heartily concur,’ said Pauline. A fourteen-year-old Stewart-Mackenzie daughter, Louisa, was just emerging from a serious illness, and Pauline fell entirely under her spell, so much so that when they parted a pact was made that henceforward they would call each other ‘sister’. It was a friendship that intensified over the years.


During May and June the Trevelyans visited Athens and toured round mainland Greece. They found Athens to be a city of international plotting and intrigue and formed the greatest contempt for the Bavarian king. The trip round the Peloponnese was arduous, and a guard (‘so handsome, in a kilt’) was necessary because of the possibility of robbers. Pauline made innumerable sketches, some of which are now in the British Museum. The heat was enormous. ‘Even the moonlight seemed too hot’ at Olympia. At Tripolitza, however, it was cooler, and here again she joined in a dance with the locals ‘to the inharmonious notes of a rude guitar’. Sometimes they camped in olive groves, but at Georgitza a farmer insisted that they should sleep in a barn where silkworms could actually be heard munching in wicker baskets overhead; all evening people came ‘peeping through the door, or even walking into the room to stare’. Then they hired a boat and were nearly shipwrecked off Nisida—‘worth while’ for Pauline because she had to be carried to safety by the muscular sailors (Calverley being too occupied with saving the camera lucida). She obviously tried to be sympathetic when Calverley had to drink retzina as the only alternative to goat’s milk, which he hated. Needless to say his diaries were full of scientific jottings. Alluvial plains, elevations of gravel and conglomerate tertiary on the way to Sparta were carefully noted. On his return to Edinburgh he wrote a much praised paper for the Geological Society on the ‘scratched surfaces of rocks near Mount Parnassus’.





OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/9780571308750_cover_epub.jpg
Faber Finds

Raleigh Trevelyan

A Pre-Raphaelite Circle





OEBPS/faber_online.jpg
fi

faber and faber





