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Introduction





In October 1966, after some eight years’ work, I published a long single-volume biography of Disraeli. At that time my only two visits to what used to be called Palestine had been short and fleeting. I was briefly stationed as a subaltern in a gunner regiment near Acre in the autumn of 1941. There was a chance of leave to see Jerusalem but we had to draw lots for the privilege, and I was unlucky. A few days later the regiment set out clanking along the dreary route which followed the pipe-line from Haifa to Iraq. Although we returned a couple of months later, we were then merely in transit for Cairo and the Western Desert, and there was no chance of sight-seeing.


It was not till the spring of 1979 that I saw Jerusalem. I spent six weeks there as a guest in Mishkenot Sha’anannim, commanding a splendid view of the Old City from the south. The experience was a memorable one. Jerusalem must be one of the most fascinating cities in the world. In retrospect I think that I ought to have gone earlier, sometime during the years which I spent in writing my biography. There was no particular reason why I should not have done so, but, as Dr Johnson observes of Alexander Pope’s slowness in producing his translation of the Iliad, ‘Indolence, interruption, business and pleasure, all take their turns of retardation; and every long work is lengthened by a thousand causes that can, and ten thousand that cannot be recounted.’ Eight years was quite long enough, and I wanted to finish.


My visit to Jerusalem, however, made me read again many works by and about Disraeli, including my own and his novels, and above all his letters describing his tour of the Near East. It also made me think again about the effect upon him of his stay in Jerusalem. However briefly he describes it in his letters, a re-reading of some of his (admittedly least readable) novels suggests that the experience really was important. I felt that I had not perhaps done it full justice in my biography. I had forgotten, too, what fun his letters are to read. There is zest, vigour, love of life, conceit, wit, impertinence, romanticism. He is one of the best letter-writers since Byron. Therefore when Lord Weidenfeld suggested a short book on the subject I was happy to accept.


This is not a book which contains significant new material. The letters from which I quote have for the most part (though not all) appeared somewhere or other (albeit in garbled form), scattered over various publications. I am, however, encouraged by the late Sir Lewis Namier’s dictum that ‘most secrets are in print if you know where to look for them’. The book’s justification is an attempt to re-examine a crucial period in the strange career of one of the strangest Prime Ministers in English history. But I am well aware of the observations of Professor John Vincent in the best short essay on Disraeli in recent times1: ‘We shall never know Disraeli well. His intimates did not Boswellise him. His inner thoughts on the Jewish people, for instance, could hardly hope for a sympathetic hearing. The real degree of his enthusiasm or distaste for the English aristocracy … is unknowable.’ This is true, and there must be a more than normal degree of guesswork in any book that purports to explain what his bête noire, Bentham, would have called his ‘springs of action’. Nevertheless, with all allowance made for the speculative nature of any attempt to delve into Disraeli’s psychology, I do believe that his tour of the Near East, and in particular his week in Jerusalem, had a profound influence upon him, and that an effort to analyse it is worth making.





The Queen’s College, Oxford


June 1981


Robert Blake




1 The Prime Ministers, ed. H. van Thal, vol. 2 (1975), p. 106.
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Chapter 1


Gibraltar and Malta


May–October 1830














1


Benjamin Disraeli’s tour of the Mediterranean and the Near East in 1830–31 was one of the formative experiences of his career. He was twenty-five when he set out, and the impressions that it made on him were life-lasting. They conditioned his attitude towards some of the most important political problems which faced him in his later years – especially the Eastern Question; they also coloured many of his novels – Contarini Fleming, Alroy, Tancred, Lothair and others. One of his reasons for the tour was to secure ‘copy’ for Alroy, which he claims that he had already begun and which is based on a legendary Jewish hero of the twelfth century, alleged to have sought to win back the independence of Israel from the decaying Caliphate. It is a very bad novel – indeed one of his worst, but it is highly revealing about Disraeli.


His other and stronger reason was to restore himself to health. From early 1827 till the end of 1829 he had suffered from a mysterious psychosomatic malady. Its exact nature is unknown. The symptoms were lethargy, exhaustion, depression and inertia. His father, Isaac, had in his youth endured something very similar. It would probably be called in modern times a ‘nervous breakdown’ or ‘mental illness’. No one can be sure what causes such maladies but in Benjamin’s case it does not seem fanciful to link it with his feverish and turbulent existence for the two years from November 1824 when, as he puts it in Vivian Grey, ‘the hour of adventure had arrived’. He began by disastrous speculation on the margin in South American mining shares, together with two young friends in the City. He was at this time an articled clerk with a firm of London solicitors. The trio bought at the top and sold at the bottom with unerring accuracy, which resulted in an adverse balance of £7,000 by June 1826. Disraeli’s liability was the origin of a load of debt which, multiplied many times over by reckless improvidence, hung round his neck long into middle age. To arrest the decline of the companies in which he had speculated, he published on commission with John Murray, his father’s old friend, a series of pamphlets early in 1825 extolling what he must have known to be very dubious concerns – a unique literary debut for a future statesman, and quite ineffectual, for the fall continued.


Still hoping for a turn of the tide, Disraeli now involved himself in another disastrous enterprise – a partnership with Murray and one J.D.Powles, a prominent merchant in South American trade, to set up a new paper as a rival to The Times. He signed a document on 3 August 1825 guaranteeing a quarter of the capital and twice rushed up to Scotland to secure Sir Walter Scott’s son-in-law, J.G.Lockhart, as ‘Director-General’. He failed to get his acceptance and succeeded only in arousing his life-long enmity and Murray’s suspicions. He busied himself with recruiting correspondents, conferring with lawyers and architects, negotiating with printers. This whirl of frenetic activity ended abruptly just before Christmas – probably because the great stock-market crash of December finally obliterated whatever chance there was of him supplying his share of the capital. The Representative, as it was called, appeared on 25 January 1826, by which time Disraeli was out of the affair altogether. It was a complete flop from the start, costing Murray £26,000 before he cut his losses and closed it down six months later.


Undeterred by these disasters Disraeli resolved to recoup some of his losses by writing. Part 1 of Vivian Grey appeared anonymously on 22 April under the imprint of Henry Colburn, a slightly shady publisher who gave him £200 and puffed the author as a ‘man of fashion’. It is an amusing, affected, brash, impudent ‘silver fork’ novel, thinly disguising the story of the Representative transposed from journalism into politics and high society. John Murray, who is caricatured as the Marquis of Carabas, a pompous tipsy nincompoop, was understandably furious and the episode led to a lasting breach not only with Benjamin but the whole D’Israeli family. The authorship soon leaked out and the reviewers, discovering that the writer, far from being a man of fashion, was a solicitor’s articled clerk of twenty-one, cut the book to pieces. Disraeli looked back with no pleasure on these episodes of his early life and did all he could to erase the record.


At the beginning of August 1826, exhausted by his efforts, he went on a three-month tour of Switzerland and Italy. His companions were a dull and rather prosy London solicitor, Benjamin Austen, from whom he was later to borrow money, and his wife Sara, who, one can guess, was half in love with Disraeli and who had acted as amanuensis, agent, go-between and proof corrector for Vivian Grey. Disraeli never forgot one experience – being rowed by Byron’s boatman, Maurice, on the Lake of Geneva on a warm night amidst a sensational display of lightning without a drop of rain. The holiday brought no relief. That winter, desperate for money, he wrote Part II of Vivian Grey, which, unlike Part I, was inoffensive and dull. It appeared on 23 February 1827 and produced a welcome £500, but he then collapsed into a state of mental and physical exhaustion. For nearly three years his life was a blank, though he managed to produce a rather slight novel, The Voyage of Captain Popanilla, in 1828.


Whatever the nature and cause of his malady, it was real enough. His family were seriously worried. There are hints that his mind was at one time deranged and his life at another despaired of. Isaac D’Israeli’s home was still in London but he took houses by the sea or in the country in order to give his eldest son the ‘change of air’ prescribed by doctors who could think of nothing else. In 1829 Isaac moved permanently into the country, taking a long lease of Bradenham House, which still stands, a beautiful red-brick Queen Anne building, two or three miles north of West Wycombe in Buckinghamshire. Various doctors were tried, the least unsuccessful being a Dr Buckley Bolton, with whose wife, Clara, Disraeli had an affair, possibly beginning in 1829 or early 1830 at Bradenham and apparently in full swing in 1832 when he was making his way in London society after his return from the East. Whether for this or some other reason Disraeli’s health improved enough for him to set about his arrangements for his Grand Tour. His father disapproved and was not willing to produce the money. So he resolved to drop Alroy and raise the funds by an avowed pot-boiler. He wrote to Austen on 8 December 1829:




The fact is that I am ‘spell bound within the clustering Cyclades’ [a quotation from Byron, referring to the archipelago centred on the Greek island of Syros] and go I must, tho’ I fear I must hack for it. A literary prostitute I have never yet been, tho’ born in an age of general prostitution and tho’ I have more than once been subject to temptations which might have been the ruination of a less virtuous young man. My mind, however, is still a virgin, but the mystical flower, I fear, must soon be plucked – Colburn, I suppose will be the bawd. Tempting Mother Colburn.





Colburn was willing. Disraeli rapidly completed The Young Duke by March 1830, observing to William Meredith, his friend and his sister’s fiancé: ‘I am confident of its success and that it will complete the corruption of the public taste.’ Colburn paid £500 in post-dated bills, against which Austen gave Disraeli a letter of credit for the same sum to be drawn upon at Malta, Smyrna and Constantinople. The Young Duke was not published till 1831 and is as affected and artificial as Vivian Grey (‘What does Ben know of dukes?’ his father asked), but it served its purpose and he could go at last.


Disraeli at once bounced up from his state of depression into one of euphoria. He hastened to London with the manuscript of the novel at the end of March, having taken precautions against arrest for debt – one of his constant bugbears, indeed an additional reason for getting out of the country – and resolved to cut a dash. He was twenty-five and must have seemed one of the most foppish, insufferable, conceited young men that ever walked. William Meredith noted in his diary: ‘B.D. to dine with me. He came up Regent Street when it was crowded, in his blue surtout, a pair of military light blue trousers, black stockings with red stripes and shoes [most people wore boots in those days]. “The people,” he said, “quite made way for me as I passed. It was like the opening of the Red Sea which I now perfectly believe from experience.” I should think so!’ On the same visit, dining for the first time with Bulwer-Lytton, whom he had contacted through his father, one of Bulwer’s heroes, he wore, so Bulwer’s brother Henry wrote, ‘green velvet trousers, a canary coloured waistcoat, low shoes, silver buckles, lace at his wrists and his hair in ringlets’. Alexander Cockburn, a future Lord Chief Justice, and Charles Villiers, a future cabinet minister, both celebrated for their wit, made up the company. But the writer added: ‘If on leaving the table we had been severally taken aside and asked which was the cleverest of the party we should have been obliged to say “the man in the green velvet trousers”.’


Disraeli’s companion on his tour was William Meredith. He was a grave, sedate, serious-minded and virtuous young man who had known the D’Israeli family all his life. He was utterly unlike Benjamin. His letters and journal dealing with some of the same experiences show no trace of Disraeli’s wit, gaiety and sparkle, though they may well be more accurate. He had been engaged to Disraeli’s sister for some time, but, although he had money, marriage was delayed because there was the prospect of more; he was the heir to a rich uncle who disapproved of the match – probably because of the Jewish connexion. However, William managed to square things with the uncle just before he left England. The wedding was to take place on their return. The tour would be William’s last ‘fling’ – not that he was addicted to ‘flings’ – as a bachelor. One can guess that the D’Israeli family was relieved to see their most wayward and eccentric member accompanied by a friend of such respectability.


On Friday, 28 May the two young men set out on the first leg of their journey – from London to Falmouth by sea. The weather was very rough. But Disraeli, having arrived at four in the morning, wrote to his sister on 1 June from the Royal Hotel: ‘I was not only not sick, but did not feel a qualm. Meredith quite well but he cannot  match me as a sailor. So far, so good, but for the rest the steam packet is a beastly conveyance, and the total absence of all comfort, decency and refinement is trying.’ They were detained in Falmouth (‘one of the most charming places I ever saw’) for a week, but it gave them time to ‘buy bedding for the Mediterranean packets – a bore’. The plan had been to go straight to Malta but, for whatever reason, they found it convenient to stop at Gibraltar first. Disraeli’s next letter is from the Rock.


His adventures on his travels are mainly known from his letters. Most are to the family and are usually called the Home Letters, very badly edited by his brother Ralph, but he wrote to others, among them Sara and Benjamin Austen – to the latter usually with some money problem embedded – and to Bulwer-Lytton, who was every bit as dandified, vain and egotistical as he was. Nevertheless they had struck up a close friendship, though it was not to survive their youth and marriages. Most of the Home Letters were written to Isaac, some to his sister Sarah, and one each to his mother and to Ralph. They were clearly intended to be read to the family as descriptions of scenes, episodes and people, and to be recovered on his return for incorporation almost verbatim in his next novel.


Isaac D’Israeli was sixty-four when Benjamin left England. He encouraged and appreciated, though with occasional warnings, his son’s talents. In return Disraeli thought most highly of his father, putting him, characteristically, as one of the only three people from whose conversation he had profited. Isaac was well known in the literary world. He had written poetry, history and novels. His poem ‘To Laura’ was included in Walter Scott’s English Minstrelsy and his historical works were praised by Southey. But his chief fame was as a compiler of literary episodes and anecdotes. His highly idiosyncratic Curiosities of Literature went into edition after edition long beyond his death. Byron, a great admirer, wrote of him, ‘He is the Bayle of literary speculation, who puts together more amusing information than anyone.’ Isaac was a man of some means, inherited partly from a doting grandmother whose will made him financially independent at twenty-four, and partly from his father, Benjamin the elder, straw-hat merchant and stockbroker, who left £35,000 in 1816. The family came from Italy, not Spain as the younger Benjamin romantically imagined – Spanish Jewry having a more dramatic and intriguing history. They belonged to the Sephardic branch of the Jewish faith, but Isaac, despite writing a book called The Genius of Judaism, took no great interest in the religion of his forebears. He was currently engaged on a five-volume work about Charles 1, which in 1832 brought him an honorary Doctorship of Civil Law from the University of Oxford, ever loyal to the glorious memory of Charles the Martyr.


Although his son liked to portray him as a genial good-humoured recluse and a scholarly denizen of libraries, Isaac was by no means always an urbane figure. He was frequently involved in furious literary and historical disputes where he gave as good as he got in terms of vituperation and abuse. Attacked by a critic he replied unconvincingly that he did not mind corrections, but ‘it is loathsome to pick them out of a filthy platter heaved at us by the hoof of a literary Yahoo’. Another critic he described as ‘a Mole; a diminutive and grubbing animal which fears the light and exhausts its feeble and industrious malice by injuring the grounds of everyone’. The exchange of pamphlets between him and the antiquarian, Bolton Corney, who attacked Curiosities of Literature, reminds one of nothing so much as a greatly expanded version of the sort of disputation so often to be read in the columns of the modern Times Literary Supplement.


Disraeli’s mother Maria (née Basevi), also of Sephardic Italian origin, is a more shadowy figure. She was a busy wife, mother and manager of household affairs, servants, cooks, menus etc. She did not give her eldest son the admiration, let alone the adoration, which he craved. In the row with John Murray about the Representative she wrote to that great publisher describing Benjamin as being: ‘tho’ a clever boy … no “prodigy”.’ Disraeli may well never have seen the letter but he would have sensed the attitude long before. Such muted praise was not good enough for him. His silence about her in his letters, papers and publications speaks for itself.


He had an elder sister and two younger brothers. Sarah, two years older, who was born in 1802 and died in 1864, was, apart from Isaac, the only member of the family who had something of Disraeli’s mental ability and power of expression. She was fond of her brother and believed in his future. Later, after the tragic death of Meredith (see Chapter 5) and having abandoned all idea of marriage, she became his acolyte and devotee, but at this time she was not uncritical. ‘You have been too gay and too dissipated among your Maltese heroes,’ she wrote to him on 4 December 1830, having heard that he was leaving the island for Corfu, ‘and I flatter myself that a little hard biscuit and salt water, good naval discipline, have superseded the vinous propensities of your friends.’ However, she ended, ‘Goodbye, dearest Ben. May God bless and preserve you for us and for the world.’


Disraeli’s brothers had little or no share of his temperament and talent. Both, unlike Benjamin (who attended in succession two long-forgotten minor private schools), were sent to Winchester. The elder of the two, Ralph, who was born in 1809, lived till he was nearly ninety. He was the only brother to beget legitimate children. At the time when the present author began his biography of Disraeli in 1958, a Miss Disraeli, Ralph’s daughter, was still alive. Ralph’s son, Coningsby, was Disraeli’s heir and inherited Hughenden on his uncle’s death in 1881. Ralph became a clerk in Chancery and later Clerk Assistant in the House of Lords, ending up as Deputy Clerk of Parliaments. He was touchy and slightly jealous. The younger brother, James, known as ‘Jem’, was born in 1813 and died in 1868. He was something of a nuisance to his distinguished eldest brother, having what the latter called ‘low connexions’. Eventually Benjamin managed to place him as Commissioner of Excise. There is a rather pathetic letter among Disraeli’s papers from a woman who was, or believed herself to be, an illegitimate daughter of James.


 





2


The two travellers arrived at Gibraltar on HMS Messenger in mid-June. Disraeli’s first two letters from abroad are to his father, both sent on 1 July. They had an introduction to a Dr Alexander Broadfoot, Assistant Inspector of Health in Gibraltar. He was most helpful and friendly and presented them to the Lieutenant Governor, General Sir George Don, ‘a very fine old gentleman of the Windsor Terrace School, courtly almost regal in his manner’, as Disraeli put it in one of his letters to Isaac. He was a rich man and spent much from his personal resources on beautifying the place.




His palace, the Government House, is an old convent and one of the most delightful residences I know, with a garden under the superintendence of Lady Don full of rare exotics with a beautiful Terrace over the sea, a berceau of vines, and other delicacies which would delight you. Besides this Sir Geo. has a delightful Pavillion modestly called the Cottage at the extreme point of the Rock, and a villa at San Roque in Spain about 10 miles off. Thus by a constant change of residence, he counteracts the monotony of his situation. He possesses a large private fortune, all of which he here disburses, and has ornamented Gibraltar, as a lover does his mistress.





Sir George Don had, according to Disraeli, even gone so far as to spend his money on improving the almost non-existent communications in southern Spain. ‘Gibraltar is a limited theatre for His Excellency, and he has civilized Spain for twenty miles round, by making roads, building bridges, and reforming posadas [i.e. inns]’. His hospitality to Disraeli and Meredith was frequent and lavish. He made them partake of his favourite beverage, ‘half champagne and half lemonade’ – a slight variation on what would now be called ‘Buck’s Fizz’.


‘This rock,’ wrote Disraeli, ‘is a wonderful place with a population infinitely diversified – Moors with costumes radiant as a rainbow … Jews with gaberdines and scull caps, Genoese, Highlanders and Spaniards, whose dress is as picturesque as the sons of Ivor.’ The two libraries at Gibraltar not only contained all Isaac’s works but ‘another book said to be written by a member of our family, and which is looked upon at Gibraltar as one of the masterpieces of the 19th century. You may feel their intellectual pulse from this.’ The book of course is Vivian Grey, of which Disraeli was far from proud. He apologised at first and ‘talked of youthful blunders’ but when he found to his surprise that the novel really was admired he quickly went into reverse. ‘Fearing they were stupid enough to adopt my last opinion I shifted my position just in time, looked very grand and passed myself off for a child of the sun like the Spaniards in Peru.’


At Sir George Don’s suggestion Disraeli and Meredith went on a week’s excursion to Spain in the Sierra da Ronda, ‘a savage mountain district abounding in the most beautiful scenery and bugs’. It was, Disraeli alleged, ‘a land entirely of robbers and smugglers. They commit no personal violence but lay you on the ground and clean out your pockets. If you have less than sixteen dollars they shoot you; that is the tariff, and is a loss worth risking.’ Spain at this time was governed by a ferocious, Bourbon, clerical reactionary (in the literal sense). Ferdinand VII had ruled since 1815 with complete autocracy except for a brief ‘liberal’ interlude in 1821–3. The country was sunk in poverty and lawlessness. The royal régime was good at hanging liberals but bad at preventing brigandage. Three years later the King’s death, which led to the Carlist wars, reduced the country to an even worse state than at the time of Disraeli’s visit. He does not say much in his letters about politics, merely noting that the semi-savageness of the inhabitants made each district retain its customs and dress ‘with barbarous jealousy’, also that ‘a weak government resolves society into its original elements and robbery becomes more honourable than war, inasmuch as the robber is paid and the soldier is in arrear’ – not a very profound thought even for a young man of twenty-five.


Few Englishmen visited southern Spain in those days. There were scarcely any roads. The traveller went on horseback by what Disraeli describes as a ‘course which can only be compared to the steep bed of an exhausted cataract’. The inns or posadas were like ‘a caravanserai’, a mere shelter for the night. It was necessary to cater for oneself for provisions and to cook them, or arrange for them to be cooked by others. Luckily Disraeli and his friend had acquired an excellent factotum.




Above all we have Brunet. What a man! Born in Italy of French parents, he has visited as the Captain of a Privateer all the countries of the Mediterranean – Egypt, Turkey, Syria. Early in life as valet to Lord Hood he was in England and has even been at Guinea. After fourteen years cruising, he was taken by the Algerines, and was in various parts of Barbary for five or six years. At last he obtains his liberty and settles at Gibraltar, where he becomes Cacador to the Governor, for he is, among his universal accomplishments, a celebrated shot. He can speak all languages but English of which he makes a sad affair – even Latin, and he hints at a little Greek. He is fifty, but light as a butterfly, and gay as a bird; in person not unlike English at Lyme, if you can imagine so insipid a character with a vivacity that never flags, and a tongue that never rests. Brunet did everything, remedied every inconvenience, and found an expedient for every difficulty. Never did I live so well as among these wild mountains of Andalusia, so exquisite is his cookery. Seriously he is an artist of the first magnitude, and used to amuse himself by giving us some very exquisite dish among these barbarians, for he affects a great contempt of the Spaniards, and an equal admiration of the Moors. Whenever we complained, he shrugged his shoulders with a look of ineffable contempt exclaiming ‘Nous ne sommes pas in Barbarie!’ Recalling our associations with that word and country, it was superbly ludicrous.





Fortunately Disraeli and Meredith were not robbed, though their first experience on returning to Griffiths Hotel in Gibraltar was to meet two Englishmen who had been stripped of all their possessions at a village which Disraeli had visited only a day or so earlier.


Disraeli, back in Gibraltar, played up to his part as a dandy.




I maintain my reputation of being a great judge of costume to the admiration and envy of many subalterns. I have also the fame of being the first who ever passed the Straits with two canes, a morning and an evening cane. I change my cane as the gun fires, and hope to carry them both on to Cairo. It is wonderful the effect these magical wands produce.





However there were snags even in this carefree life. For example, there was the Advocate General, ‘a bore and vulgar …’




Consequently I gave him a lecture on canes which made him stare, and he has avoided me ever since. The truth is he wished to saddle his brother upon me as a compagnon de voyage, whom I discovered in the course of half an hour to be both deaf, dumb, and blind, yet more endurable than the noisy, obtrusive, jargonic judge, who is a true lawyer, ever illustrating the obvious, explaining the evident, and expatiating on the commonplace.





The original plan of the two travellers had been to sail as early as possible for Malta, but the delights of southern Spain made them linger in that area for two months. They first went to Cadiz on 14 July: ‘“Fair Florence” is a very dingy affair compared with it. The white houses and green jalousies sparkle in the sun. Figaro is in every street, and Rosina in every balcony.’ On 26 July they were in Seville. ‘The place is fearfully hot,’ he wrote to Isaac, ‘hot enough even for me, but the heat agrees with my constitution and even my head is better.’ But Disraeli did not wish to give his father the impression that his health had been restored. ‘The improvement is, however, very slight, and it will be at best a long affair. If I could get on as well as I have done this fortnight though, I should have hope. My general health is most remarkable.’ The passage makes one again wonder about the nature of Disraeli’s illness. Did he suffer from attacks of migraine? What did he really mean by the ‘palpitations of the heart’ to which he often refers? It is not at all clear.


On 1 August Disraeli was writing to his mother from Granada (which he spelt like the West Indian island) a long letter about life in Spain. Never one to waste a good thing, he used most of it verbatim in Contarini Fleming, Part V, Chapters 6 and 7. He describes the ladies – ‘You know that I am rather an admirer of the blonde … But las Espagnolos are nevertheless very interesting personages’ – luxuriant hair, their black mantillas, and their tortoiseshell combs. He discusses the fruit and wishes that his father was there too to enjoy ‘a medley of grape and melon, gourd and prickly pear’. He is not enthusiastic in general about Spanish cooking – too much garlic and bad oil, but the soups are good and ‘the most agreeable dish in the world is an Olio’. This apparently consisted of a mixture of ‘bouilli’ beef, pork sausage and black pudding with vegetables, mostly French beans, slices of melon and pears. ‘Mix them in your plate together and drown them in a tomata [sic] sauce. There is no garlic and no grease of any kind. I have eaten this every day.’ He went on to give a recipe for tomato sauce ‘Take four pounds of Tomatas, fry them very small; add four eggs, yolk and all. Mix well. They should be served very dry … I need not tell the mistress of so experienced a cuisine as you to add a small quantity of onion in frying the tomatas.’


But the same letter contains despondent remarks about his head. ‘The moment I attempt to meditate … or in any way call the greater powers of intellect into operation, that moment I feel a lost man. The palpitation in my heart and head increases in violence, an indescribable feeling of idiocy comes over me, and for hours I am plunged in a state of the darkest despair.’ If he is not cured by the end of a year’s travel, ‘I resign myself to my fate’. If he was a Catholic, he ‘would then enter a Convent, but as I am a member of a family to which I am devotedly attached and a good Protestant I shall return to them and to my country, but to a solitary room which I never leave. I see no one and speak with no one. I am serious. Prepare yourself for this …’ It does not sound a particularly cheerful prospect for the D’Israeli family, but one does not know how seriously they took Benjamin’s intermittent lugubrious vaticinations – probably not very. He admitted that there was improvement. ‘You know how much better I am on a sunny day in England – well I have had two months of sunny days infinitely warmer.’ He finished the letter with a sparkling account of the evening promenade, the sea breeze, the warm moonlight. ‘The last guitar dies away and the Cathedral clock breaks up your reverie. You too seek your couch, and amid a sweet flow of loveliness and light, and music and fresh air, thus dies a day in Spain.’





OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/a00xviii_online.jpg
(2441) ang

°
snoseure(y

0¢8] Ul UBQUEBLIIIPITA UId)Se ] 9Y T,

J[dounueisuoy)

VINOGIDVI

o

BRINGY






OEBPS/9780571302840_cover_epub.jpg
Faber Finds

Robert Blake

Disraeli's Grand Tour

Benjamin Disraeli and the Holy Land,
1830-1831





OEBPS/faber_online.jpg
fi

faber and faber





